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Rest and Beauty.

“It says bere that rest is the greatest
beautifier,” remarked the old fogy as
he looked up from his newspaper.

“That is the reason why all the ho-
boes mre 80 handsims, 1 suppose,”
growled the grouch.

Bare Faced.
He sure s one untruthful mutt,
1 speak of Oswald Fiskers;

Ha is a barefaced llar, but
He won’t shave off his whiskers.

Sure.
“Who Iinvented the hit and rum
game?" usked the fan.
“The lad who bought the first auto-
moblle, 1 guess,” replied the busy man.

You Know Him.
He certainly does talk a heap,
But you are sure to find
while his voice is very deep,
e has & shallow mind.

Paw Knows Everything.
Willle—Paw, what is a pillar of sock
ety?
Paw—A fashionable doctor, my BOB.

Fool Stuff,
A rime should have a point, that's true,
But this point I've forgotten;
And mow that it.is written you
Can see that It is rotten

The Editor's Big Day.
Fhe editor of a Kansas paper says

that he picked up a Winchester rifie
recently and started up the street to
deliver the weapon.-to its owner. The
delinquent subscribers got it into thelr
heads that he was on the warpath,-

and every one he met insisted on pay-

ing all they owed. One man wiped

out a debt of ten years' standing. Om
returning to the office he found a load
-of hay, ffteen bushels of com,- tem

bushels of potatoes, a load of “wood

and a barrel of turnips.—La Belle Btar.

Giddap!
He took in twe bad dollars,
And now he's having fits;
But, pardon me, | mean that he
Is having counteérfelita.
=B, T, Longfellow.

Hey, Have a Heartl

Dear Luke—As the club physician 1
pominate Dr. L Mayberry of Beot-

town. O.—S8cottown.

Muhl
*If you'd av o busting head,”
Omne day I heard a wise man say.
*Beware the wine when it is red,
Beware the rum when it is bay.™
Oh, Joy!

Dear Luke—What bas become of the
old fashioned boy who used to say,

“Yes sirree bob tall hoss y?—C. B P.

Names ls Names.

lona Cowherd lives at Unlon EIil,

N. J.

Things to Worry About.
Divi-divi is now on the free list

Our Daily Special.
Hot air is always overdons.

Luke Moluke Says:
Lots of men who don’t own automo-
biles meed new inner tubes

Some married couples fight so much
that the pelglibors wonder why said
married couples do not name thelr

homes “The Balkans.”
There are a wWhole lot of married
women whe bave more confidence In

thelr family physiclans than fhey have

i thelr husbands.

Every man s just crazy about girl
bables when the glei baldes are nbout
nineteen years old

It must be mighty unpleasant to be
blind and to.have to eat a plate of
spaghettd,

By F. A. MITCHEL

g

one scenée of which was laid in the
United States senate chamber, having
been chosen for production the senate
chamber was constructed not of stone,
but of stucco, canvas and other such
likke materiala.

Ohé of the fhmous speaking plays of
its day was “Charlotte Corday.”

reign of terror, Marat. The woman
who played the part of Charlotte was
considered 4 wonder. During ber per
formances she seemed to be the person
whose part she was enacting. The
play had a very long run, and every
month during the time it was oun the
boards the leading lady, whose stage
name wuas Marguerite “Btanley, pul
more intensity into her part until her
audiences were often thrown into a
cold shiver,

“Charlotte Corday"™ was especially
adapted for a picture play, and Movle
ville was considered as the best, real
ly the ouly, place tp mnke the photo
graphs.

John Esterbrooke, who took the part
of Marat, though a fnished actor, did
pot produce (he Impressien effécted by
Miss Stanley. While she became more
apd more tragic, he seemed to lose
force. The real reason.of his apparent
deterforation was that so real was her
impersonation of her character that he
became -afrald of ber.

There was another matter thiat mfio-
enced Mr. Esterbrooke. He thought
bhe saw signs that the girl was in love
with him. While on the stage she play-
ed Charlotte to his Marat. At other
times she purred to him like a kitten
He was fearful of this emotional com-
bination. He was not in love with her
and could pot divest himself of the
feellng that if he did not respond to
her preference a time might come
when, while she was under the power
ful emotion induced by ber part, she
would make of it a renl tragedy.

Such were the eonditions when it was
decided to produce n moving picture
play of *“Charlotte Corday.” Miss
Stanley was ou the same train with
Esterbrooke. Another member of th#
company. Estelle 8pringer, who was
suppesed to be in love with him, was
uiso of the party. Esterbrooke took a
weatl beside Miss Springer and remain.
od there all the wagx to Mevierville
During the ride Miss Sianley femaln-
«d I ber seat reading a novel, a trav-
eling cap pulled down over ber eyes
When the journey was completed she
«eft the car with the others smilingly,
and If jealousy had been excited in her
none of the party noticed It

“Churlotte Corday™ was to be n five
reel play. Often many pictures were
taken of n single scene before the de

and every thme a picture
that Intensity must be excited
naturally called for periods of
They were usually passed.in automo.
iile rides over the besutiful country.
By this time a rivalry appeared to
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One reason why men's clothes will | the story Chariotte  Corday, Mamt
‘never be popular with women is be- | meets Charjotte at a cafe on the
cause they will stay on without being | Champs Kiysees and admires ber. Heé
pluped. has no speech with ber, she sitting at

It ‘wé are to be combelled to belleve | another table alone. while be is diniog.
all the stories about the big whoppers | with a party which includes Mise
thit got away from the other fellows | Springer, who took the part of & ;
when tbey were fishing we will alse | Du- Four. Marat's efforts to
be inclined to belleve that the anglers | sdmiring glances at the girl s
-mww-nnnmlllnuhlﬂmhh"ﬁ
worms. attracting the notice of those at

Poor ol father never gefs any let | yahie -..'-'“
20 In owismer t ls ice bill, 454 ta orop o B g b B ahes
Wister & = v The that thé Champs Hiyspes

Sust becatibe & fellow takes up avi- Illnl':::mﬁtmm .
_ ation is no sign that he is interested mﬂmh&.mﬁ
¥ the higher Mfe. tables of the cafe onder the trees, the

fight, bist If we ever met & | broad avenue leading up to the pres-
who resembled one of the | ynt gite of the Arc de Triomphe, Were

v!
-
.
’!

all before so well re-
produced were they that one familiar
with Paris would scarcely belleve that
» photograph bad not been takem
de la Revolution, today Lhe Place
Concorde, of e
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Within

Marat, With Charlotte at &

neighboring table. Both the face :
Marat and that of Charlotte wers & |
study, the former unconscious that the
girl he admired was to kill- him,  the
efforts of Mme. Du Four to hold R

]
:
:
?

pears to Foll into the basket.

Soch is an imperfect word descrip
don of one of the most notable scenes
ever attempted to be placed on the
screen. The company chosen to enact
it before the camera were gathered and
taking thelr positions. Msrat was be
fug posed; Charlotte was seating her
self; men and women were arranging
themselves In groups. Then, when all
was ready, the signal was given and
the company, consisting of hundreds of
persons, was under fire of the camera

The pantomime had continued for
some time when the photographic di
rector called a halt, Going to Marat.
be led bim apart from the others and
whispered something in his ear. While
he was dolng so Marst cast a fright.
ened glance at Charlotte. The man.
ager went back to his position of ob-
servation, and the photographing re-
commenced. The chat, the laugh; the
the conviviality went on, each actor or
actress intent om his or ber part, for
in a picture play everytlilng counts;
there is no deadwood.

When the scenme of the éxecution
came the only attention paid te it, ex-
cept on the part of Charlotte, was thai
a number of persons raised their
glasses, and the pantomime indicated
that they were drinking to ope more
aristocrat put out of thé way, As for
Charlotte, a close observer would have
seen a deep purpose In ber eyd As
the head of the gulliotine's victim fell
intd the basket she rose, ran lke a
fash to the table occupled by Marat
at the same time drawing a dagger
from underneath the kerchief crossing
her bredst and plunged it into his heart.

An indescribable confusion followed
The buzzing of the machinery moving
the film ceased. Every ome ran to
Marat, the men standing, the’ women
screaming, for all knew that this was
not the sssassination scene, and it was
believed that he had been really
struck down. He never spoke again

As to Charlotte, she withdrew a Ut
tle from the group about the man she
had killed and stood trembling. Then
for the first time it was noticed that
there was a wild look in her eye. Bhe
was led away, and none of the com-
pany ever sdaw her again_

The pleture play of Charlotte Cor-

day was never put on the screen for |

the publice. The flms were rum
through before the management, and
the murder scene was pronounced a
wonder. But therp was so much objec
tion to it on the part of Miss Btanley's
relatives and others that the filme
were destroyed.

Neverthelesd it has been whispered
that the films comprising this scene of
an actual tragedy were not given over

has never been settlel. Was Margue
rite Stanley’s act the result of an in-
sanity caused by se long playing so
emotional a part, or was it cansed
jealousy, or was It a_combination
both? - Esterbrooke wa
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: '*‘canlun when BEdith
' Marty again protested.
pert- glunce swiftly -ap--
sttgnuated figure, clad
fwimming\ garments.
3 blue eyes and promi-
whtich were perched gold

he Was arrayed In conventional

tide was rising the
Atlantic seemed to

ordlnary peaceful
as the condition on

looked intellectual
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__ keepe the sach g ;

attire. \ stripped of his taflor's = —
devices, . ng. loose jointed aa i ’

young 4(“,‘;;:;1‘4 almost gro- | “Yut Marty is the sort that stinds safe- a6F the Tate alterwoon sindbloe. Wdlth | refused to listen to the expressions of
tesque, . ' B 1y ssfiore and sends snother man.” drew In deop Lresths of the tuvigorss. | gratitude which the parents of the

“1 shall tiy, Marty, in spite of your |- Once she glanced-back and saw the | Ing salt alr. It was good to be alive; it erﬂmhh_
warnings said Edith moving to the | strong swimmer gaining on her. There was good to almost lose one’s Iife and | Laterin evening while Bdith was
water's ol i« was a glimpse of bronged arms and |them regain it through the valor of » softly playing to him, ber violin tucked

"t* he protested excited- shoulders, a tafined face, dark' and | man who looked A Greek god |under ber dimpled chin, Mrs. Wayne
ly. .1 shall telephone up to | keen. He shouted st hef, but the words | Bditir biushed botly. was talking o her husband in the

Mr. Way % drifted away on the wind and were In the distance was the life saving | veranda:, .

“My 7 Marty, you are too | drowned in the roar of water. station. - There would be = growp of |- “Pid you say that be is the wom of
absurdl ‘@es. Mrs. Linscott has goue | Edith smiied mockingly and struck |men around a table eards per- | Gemeral Montford7™ she asked in a
in. and the Halliday boys Please | out afresh. haps or telling siories, waiting for a mﬁ“ “Why. I thought he was

She 4id not see that the man's face human call for help. b ouly a life guard.

Marty femignedty. was tense with fear; that bis lips were  Bbe began to wish that her life guard | 56 18 & bero and & mén, no matter
“Very Bdith. Have your own | White nor that his eyes were fixed be- A might be out ou the beach; then she what bis station in life may Dbe,
way,” he sald Lhs yond ber where & gray bisek fin cut |saw him sitting on an overturned boat, | STowied plain John Wayme. “Bet he

and looked at him, the water, his gaze fixed far out at sea. bappens to be General Moutford’s won,

“To At mother might have | She did not see the ugly fin of the | “Good afternoon,” said Edith timid- and, from your viewpolst, & most
persuaded mé to marry him!™ ghe so- | shark either. Iy, and he turned bis bead, with a start. | eligible young man, Sophia.
Mloquized. with an airy waveof | HOW the thunder of wayes roared in |In an Iustant be stood before het, 4 “Poor ‘Marty Dupree” sighed Mrs.
her swn Mttle hand, she skip- | her ears—haw drowsy sbe felt! very glant of & man, bis dark eyes | Wayne, for she had glimpsed Wdith's
ped into the fpaming crest of a wave | Sbe was sinking—sinking—down. Sbe cagerly searching lor face as if tn that | face while Montford was talking to
and in & moment ber scarlet cap was could not even muster a cry for belp, | brief period when he bhad rescued her ber danghter.
riding down its farther siope. thongh help was near. Edith closed |from a watery grave be had discovered l!ltmnuwnmhcthm;
Breathless and buoyant, she was lift- Ber eyes against wind and waves and | something desirable in her charming poring over his first editions in t
ed high on the Dext wave apd sent a | staring blue sky. features ADd Was now trying to find it | Sloomy lbrary of his houss, his bive

auomu. ""’“""m I am glad quite welt agatn, o his spéciciop n.':amrw
her u out of an ahyss . “I'am you are ‘o
into the blesged sunshive. he said in & deep voice that thrilled q‘;nummmmmm
Edith opened her and looked {bher. “But you must never go into the ayne.
lntothedurton-oth.{:.w.m water at Seabaven when the waves run | It Was well that be had. for no one
his gaze was (iverted and she saw the | high.” was thinking abogt him. At Seahaven
pupils contract and the black brows | “No; I wen't.™ sald Edith meekly Edith was dafly meeting Hugh Mont-
bend. His breath came heavily. _wInst de- why the station s estab- | ford. ‘and. togeCher - they were con-
“Can you support yourself?” he |tished bere.” be went on. leading the tinuing the story Begun.in the surf
shouted close to her ear and for answer | way to the boat and finding & seat for that day he saved bher from the shark.
she siipped from his embrace and took | her. “It's & tricky bit of water here- | Om® September day H asked
the end of the leather belt which en- | abouts.” Bdith to marry him, -and
circled his walst “HolM on for dear | “You belong to the life saving crew " she 1832 her bed against his arm and
fife, there's & shark aronnd here.” asked Edith. | podded a shy assent. .
Sudden horror biinded her vision for | He hesttated. “Not exactly; I've in- “You saved my Hfe—it ln yours,” she
an instant. Then she saw for the first | vented & mew lifeboat and Tve been | Whispered
time that ugly gray i and the cruel | ¢own here trying It out. 1 spend a Jot | ~“MDe. be wmurmured, bending bis
jaws of the monster, The mas had |of time with the boys at tbe station— lips to hers,
| brought a long ugly knife from some- | a fine lot of fellows they ere, too™ “For valorf” she added softly.
' wherg and he lunged forward to mieet | ‘“Mr. Dupree sald you were one of the
:the sea brute. guards,” blushed Edith, annoyed at The Potato and the Bestle.
. Then the waters were thrashed fnto | her own lnterest in the handsome The original food of fhe Colorado
fury—a red fury of blood As the shark ' stranger. She noted that he was be- | beeties was Solapum rostratum, a plant
drove down, down into the depths to | comipgly atfired In yachting garments | of the potato species that. fiourished in
hide his morta]l wounds until death ‘and that be was even more attractive COolorado. Then some one plinted po-
should send him again to the surface. [ than she had at first belleved. “T must tatoes in the distriet and-so encourag-
A boiit load of men bad reached them | return now, but I hope you will' come ed In the beetle a-taste for the new
~—{he lifeboat from the station beyond up to the cottage some evening when | dietary. The beetle thereupon began
‘the red bathhouse. They pulled in | my father is home—he wants to thank | 4o migrate eastward in search of more
Fdith 4nd her heroic rescuer and re- | you." : potatoss, and it Jeft the Solanum -
turned to the besch, telling in low will come,” he said mmmkm
: tones how sharks always appeared in apparently did pot like treatment
= mwhnthlﬂmmnh- I“““m.éﬁh”m
DHREW A LONG DELY XNTFE FROM L mm‘m w-)
T OMEVRERS AXD LUNGED FORWARD 70 | Marty Dupree met them at the wa- onie catrtell, but the fact remdims that

MERT THE SEA BRUTR ter's edge and insisted on carrying today the solanum has bDecome com-
Mn!ﬂmmh-chnow.w‘wf-fm",mh mon wherever the beetle has appeared
pribuiren i U PG (D T b e oy o g Gm } : e the Deetle bas
ey oo e . the. dis mﬁ ‘at the man who had saved the . | prated.~Hxchange.
tance. mmm-nzm """...""‘.""“*m mt « ‘ s _
and his arm was sweeping the waters e e “m ; e r Communal Ovens In Argentina.
o : e shoglder as the Iife guards pan the - oy

& wide gesture. .\ boat npon the sand.  Thes he disap- | the Argentina kampo (rural dis
a "m‘"""h‘...m,amﬂﬂdﬁ' el R AL i e . communal ovens-of the natives. These
e imen. ctashed | Bdith Wayne was not permitted to ! oot Sy
e e head tn Minling  singing | come 2w stars, uath the femad 4ay
Janaly, 60t AN DS ST | mother, who was ambitious and who
A sudlon: deslre for WM ‘saw in Marty Dupree’s nilllions a gold-
possession of her. She was afraid— "'m-"'"mvwm‘

T o ey | e it
\ . and 4
she fought he= way shout e 1 o R e ek
was hetidled toward shore. ‘Sbe Ao o -
becatee . % had disobeyed be had called w Mfe |
LT S | Y R g e e
5 e 4 mm 4 g %
venatdySrovnd the Sew | saved my life? asked Bdith dreamily. |
: N "Tam very glad.” : Pieter IR et
“You should thank Marty,” reproved |
Mrs. Wayne. Lt
prefer to thank the man who did |
.| the work, not the one Who sent & sab- | |
| stitute,” retorted Bdith. ?
'} “Nonsense. You' forget
 about her fo an excuse
= . ‘he




