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Bits of Byplay

By Luke McLuke

Copyright, 1918, the Cincinnati
Enquirer

Oh, Joyl
A plumber I would llke to be,
"Twould All me with delight,
For I eould go to bed and have
A pipe dream every night

Ohl!

“My father used to have a rod that
could locate water,” remarked the old
fogy.

“Oh, you mean a divining rod,” inter-
rupted the grouch.

“Yes,"” replied the old fogy. “Have
you ever seen one?”

“No,” replied the grouch. *“But my
father used to have a rod that could
make the tears flow.”

Cheer Upl!
Don't grouch because fame only pats
One man in all the surging crowds;
We cannot all be stars, but that's
No reason why we should be clouds

Paw Knows Everything.
Willie—Paw, what s meant by the
embarrassment of riches?
Paw—Poor relations, my son.

Mercyl
“Assistance!” cried sweet Percy Henna,
*“1 have been badly jarred|
A rude jdea struck me when
I was guite off my guard!™

No Chancel 1
It has come te our attention tha
Will Bhirk lives near Jamestown, and
we are wondering if Luke McLuke
couldn’'t get him a job as janitor of
the Names Is Names club.—Willming-
ton (0).) Journal-Republican.

Hooray!
All hats are doffed
To Felix Pruhs,
Whe has Invenied

Snakeleas booze. —W. R C

Mean Brute!

“Do you know that a sclentist claims
that a single woman loves most strong-
ly when she I8 thirty years old?" re
marked Miss Oldgirl

“Well,” responded Mr. Oldbatch, *“1
guess he is right Desperation always
increases one's strength.”

Shortest Bhort Stories.

Chapter L-II1. 1

Chapter 1L.—-PilL
Chapter 111.—BilL
—Cincinnati Enquirer.

Chapter 1.—Wed.
Chapter I1.—Bread.
Chapter 11I.—Dead.
~Marion (0.) Btar.

On the Waiting List.

Dear Luke—Here are a batch of ap-
plicants for honors in the club: H. 4
Mark, Harrisburg, Pa.; B. A. Sharp,
Beottsville, Va., and Wiille Hater of
Altoona, Pa.—Duke.

He Can Bring It Right Inl
Dear Luke—Can D, Hott, the Gllbert
avenue furnace man, furnish the stove
for the b? If so I will nominate
Wil B, Chillle of EBilvertom, 0., for
membership.—Sweetle. ‘

Names |s Names,
Bell Tubbs lives at 8hade, O.

Things to Werry About.
Knitting in bed is an excellent ant
dote for tired nerves.

Qur Daily Special,
An ounce of charity is better than a
ton of eympathy.

Luke McLuke Says—

You may have noticed that most of
the gluttoas have a- mighty poor ap-
petite for work. -

No small boy has ever been arrested
for exceeding the speed llmit when
his mother sent him on an errand.

Bome wives are very dear to their
busbands, and others are merely very
expensive.

The trouble with the man who has
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Dead Easy

By DONALD CHAMBERLIN

We lived In & house situated on a
park. [ used to walk in the perk a
good deal and when the weather ad-
mitted often sat reading on a bench
Jocated near the park wall. A row of
houses backed up against the other
side of the wall, and one morning 1
saw a pretty girl sitting at a second
story window doing some fancy work
The situation suggested @irtation;
but, though 1 kept my eye on the girl |
without cessation, I could not detect |
from her actions that she was con-
sclous of my presence. When I had
remained on the bench so long that I
felt to remain longer would seem as if
I were watching her I withdrew.

I was telling my sister Kate about
my observation and regretting that 1
could not win a single glance from my
beauty.

“How do you know you didn't?" ask-
ed Kate.

“How do I know?! Why, she kept
her eyes on her work all the while."

“Humph! 1 once sat In a window
and kept my eyes fixed on a young
man In a window opposite without his
knowing it.” ‘

“How did you do 1t?

“By a mirror.”

“You dou't mean fit! ‘Is that the
way girls do? -

“When they want to.”

“1 don't belleve this girl wants to.”

“I'll go with you some time, and if
| can get a look at her I'll let you
know whether her indifference is as-
sumed or not.”

Kate went with me, and luckily the
girl was sitting at the window. The
jatter did not scruple to look down
apon us quite frequently.

“She seems to be more interested in
you,” I said, “than she is in me.”

“No: she's interested in you. When
you were nlone she would not appear
to notice you Now that I am bere she
ts making up for lost time.”

“The dickens you say! You must
come here with me every day."

“Indeed, 1 will not. If you haven't
the cournge to manage the affair your-
self you'll have to let it drop.”

“What shall I do next?’

Kate thought a moment, then told
me to send a box of cut flowers anony-
mously. . .

I had sufficient courage for that, for
the girl would have mo reason, so I
supposed, tq think that 1 had ‘sent
the gift, so I acted on Kate's advice
The next morning, armed with maga-
zines and newspapers, 1 took my seat
on the bench. In a vase on a mantel
in the' room océcupled by my charmer
were the flowers. [ waited for her te
appear at the window, but she did not,
and 1 went home. .

“Nothing gained by the fowers,” |
said to Kate. “They're on her mantel,
but she did not come to the window,
and I fancy she has a lover whom she
suspected of having sent them.”

Kate laughed and sajd she would go
out to the bench and have a look at
them. When she returned she said:

-*“Dick, you're a fool.”

“Why do you say that? [ asked
hopefully.

“She has put the flowers-in the only
place in the room where they could
be seen from the bench.”

I was delighted. Why bad [-not
noticed that?

“What shall I do next? I asked.

“Well, you might write a message
and hold it sg that she can read it
without appearing to mean it for her.”

“She couldn’t read letters less than
two or three Inches high at that dis-
tance.”

“Make them as large as you like.
But she can use a glass.”

“You don’t mean that this girl would
descend to that with a man she has
never met?”

“She’s not so nice but that she will
do any spying that will not be found
out. Of course you must sit with your
back to her, else she can’t see the mes-
sage.”

“l see. What message shall I write?”

“The words ‘May [ call?™”

“Good gracious! Without an Intro-
duction 7"

“Leave that to bher. However, you
hdd better write your name and ad-
dress.”

I wrote the message in charcoal and
held it up with my back to the win-
dow. By this time 1 had learned some
points mypelf and held a pocket mirror
so that 1 could see the window. Beforé
long |1 saw the girl levellng a pair of
opera glasses at me.

With my tiny mirror, not more than
an ioch in diameter, I could see her
stralning to decipher my message, To

nothing to say is that he isn't happy tmy delight It took' her some time to

untll be says it

When they were naming things
somebody played a great joke om the
women when he called those old head
shawls “fascinators.” A “fascinator”
was a thing that could make a good
looking girl resemble something the
cat dragged in.

Women are so contrary that {f the
street cars were to run backward the
women would turn aronod and get off
the otlher way,

Any old man ecan tell you that he
has had p Yot of trouble In his time,
most which never happened.

Any man who bad to fight all the
tough kids In the neighborhood be
canse his mother made him wear curls
when be went to school can sympa-
thize with the poor poodle whose own-
er makes it wear a sweater so the
other dogs will regard It as easy pick-

£

One good thing about walking in the
stralght and narrow path is that a fel-

do so. oy

“It's all right,” 1 sald to Kate when
I got home, and I told her what had
occurred, adding that I should take my
fleld glasses with me the next day to
read the answer.

“You'll not get an answer in that
way?’ sald Kate,

“Why not?"’

“Because it wouldn't be ladylike.”

“How will I get 1t?"

“1 don't know.”™

A few days later a girl told Kate that
a friend of hers wished to know her.
Kate assented to an introduction. The
girl who wished to make the acquaint:
ance was the girl at the window.

“Eureka!” | cried, daneing around
the room. “And she asked you to bring
me to call on her?"

“8he did po such thing. She was not
80 bold. 1 asked her to come and see
me. When she does the rest will be
rasy.”

The rest was as easy as falling off
a greased log.

The Prettiest Feet. »

A Bwiss professor states that not one
woman in a score has a perfect foot,
owing to the wearing of bigh heeled
boots and pointed toe shoes. Russian,
German, Amerienn, Austriin and
Dutch women, he says, have broad
feet, while those of Englishwomen are
too narrow to fulflll - classical and
healthy condltions. The women of the
Latin races, exclnding Frenchwomen,
have the best formed and therefore the
prettiest feet. the professor says.—

London Mail,

i A Slory_;f a Re-
! formetl CCHI 3 ey
Sharp
By ELEANOR MARSH

A man rode up to a settler’s cabln in
the far west, threw himself from his
horse and asked for something to eat.
The settler was not at home, but his
wife recelved the stranger, and her
daughter, a ¢hild of twelve, looked up
at the man with a pair of big black
eyes wonderingly,

The mother was evidently troubled
at his coming, but children are not
aware of the differences in persoms,
and the daughter, who seldom saw any
one except her parents, did not seem
il disposed toward him. On the con-
trli-y. his arrival was something out of
the common in ber life. The man was
young, mnot over twenty-one, and not
bad looking, but there was something
in his appearance to make the elder
woman shudder. Ehe set out some
bread and wmeat for him. It waa not
very tempting, and he asked If it was
the best she could do.

“Mother,” sald the girl, “you have
forgotten that you made ples yester
d.’,‘u

The mother cast a quick reproving
glance at ber daughter and, going to
a cupboard, took out a ple and placed
it on the table before the stranger.

“Wouldn't you like & cup of coffee?”
asked the child.

“Reckon 1 would,” replied the man.

The woman frowned, but her back
was turned toward the man, and be
d@id not see her face. Besldes, his at-
tention was fixed on the child, who was
instrumental in bringing forth what
there was in the larder. He was fight-
ing his way through the world. His
hand was agninst every man, and ev-
ery wan's hand was against him. FHe
was touched by the only kindness he
had received in a long while. - B
~ The woman made the stranger a cup
of coffee, and, having eaten and drunk,
he sald:

“I've had a square meal, thanks to
you, sissy. Now I'm going to have a
sleep. In case you hear or see any
one coming, llttle girl, wake me at
m(‘e‘" -

“If you're sleepy,” sald the child,
“why do you want to be wakened?”

“See bere, younker; If somé men
come along they're probably hunting
for me, and the sooner you awaken me
the better it will be for me.”

“Why are they honting you?”

“To hang me.”

The girl paled, but asked no further
questions. The man stretched himself
on a bunk fixed to the wall In the Hv-
Ing, dining and bedroom in one, while
the woman went to the other room, the
kitchen, and washed the dishes. The
stranger must have been long without
sleep, for no seoner had be stretched
himself on the bunk than bhe fell into a
deep slumber.

There is something so inoffensive, so
powerless, about a sleeper as always to
attract sympathy. In this case sleep
seemed to relax the man’s features so
that the animosity against mankind so
marked upon it when he was awake
disappeared. Tweuty-one is the very
begioning of manhood, and the young:
ster, his face being In repose, was sin-
gularly bandsome. Perhaps the girl
was old enough to feel drawn to one of
thé opposite sex. At any rate, she
looked upon him sympathetically out
of her great black eyes and presently
got a blanket and threw it over him
Then, remembering what he bad sald
to her, she went outside and scanned
the country reundabout. Far in the
distanee she saw several men on horse
back galloping toward the eabin.

The sleeper was conscious of hearing
volces,

“Mother, some men are coming. I'm
going to wake him up.”

“Do no such thing. He's a desperado;
quite Hiely a horse thief. Let him
alone, and they'll get him.”

“1 wom't; they'll bang him.”

Then the man felt himself shaken
He started up.

“They're coming,” said the girl

The man sprang to the door, shaded
his eyes with his hand against the sun,
caught the child In his arms. kissed
her, vaulted on to his horse and dashed
away,

Not long after his departure a posse
rode up to the house.

“Anybody been here? asked one of
them.

“Who are you looking for?”’ asked
the woman.

“Jim Gay, the card sharp. He took
$500 last night from a greemhorn In
Silver City.” :

“Well."” replied the woman, "a young
fellow has just been bere and lit out
Reckon If you go that a-way (pointing)
you’'ll be on his track.” :

The men rode on, leaving the mothe:
and danghter together, the latter re
celving a scolding for protecting the
stranger. The father came In later.
and when told that Jim Gay, the eand
sharp, had been there and had been
saved from capture by his daughter he
gave her another scolding

“Who Ia the fellow anyway?" asked
his wife.

“I never saw him, but they say he's
the slickest man at cards in the terri
tory. He doesn't take much interest in
dolng a sucker., He rather runs to men
who pride themselves on beilng up to
all the dodges in the profession. But
he's skinned so many.-of them that
they ‘won't tackle him any more.”

“Papa.” sald the girl, “is it wicked to
play cards? You play cards sometimes,
don't you™

No response wns made to the ques-
tlon. The fatber's besetting sin was
the gambling table,

L] [ ] L ] - - L] .

Duflug five years following this ep)-
sode the country round about the set-

‘ef's cabln was filllog up, but with
that rough element which seeks new
countries. . Sflver was what attracted
the crowd, and many were growing
rich from the mines. Bearborough, the
séttler, was In a position teo avall him-
| 8elf of-ofiportunitles; but, being sub-

lhjl.nst s0ld a plece of property for $3,000,

Not After the Best.

“She says she Wouldn’t marry the
best man on earth, ty of girls say
that. Idle talk, eh?" Y

_ “Oh, 1 don’t . Some girls actuo-
ally mean It. of them are look-
ing for wealth."—K City Journal.

& 000 thing he gdmabled Tt

in Lis wife pleaded with
p away from the ;gaming
48 sinrular how credulous
who are affiicted with this
ad et s not the passion so
they are swept away by It,
at the chapces are all

She was a serions char.
lived in a country where
pat deal to indicate to
world 18 not a bed of
roses. T too. she experienced
trouble at home. ‘Her father was a
“bright mam, but they say “death loves
a shining mark,” aud it §8 bard to

find a with a superior intellect
who 1is dicapped by some glar

ing Just as soon as Scar
borough made a deal by which he
pucketed dsome profit he would go
to a gam den and lose it, and that,
too, te men were his inferfors.

Une eveslng Scarborough, who had

wa= being relleved of it by a gang of
sharpers. - 'While be was playing a
young man of elerical cut and wearing
a white cra¥at entered the den and,
taking position in the ceiter of the
room, begam fo spenk agalust the gam-
bling posal The proprietor looked
at him as theugh uncertaln whether to
stop him op let him proceed. Beeing

that no ome i the room paid any atten- 1
tion to the ker, he chose the latter
course.

While the y;!’uhs clergyman was in-
velghing agninst the sin of gambling a

? ;
the lirtle girl who had
sharp- was growing to |

-, R
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How & Child Nearly Spolted
a(:arogrlnm

——

By CHARLOTTE TELLER
Copyright by Frank A. Munsey Co.

The placidity of Little Bage was not
reassuring.

His toes clutched the soles of his
saudals, his small hands beld on to the
sides of his diminutive stool.

He was seriously resplendent, as
though just emerged from one of the
moral baths which always fellowed
his experiences of sin; his whole bear-
ing was exceedingly dignified for one
who had sejourned but two years in an
{ocomprehensible world.

Lucia, to distinguish him from his
father, called him Little SBage, but his
father made the distinction greater by
callivg him Small Wisdom,

“What has he been up to now?” ask-
ed Bage, pausing on the threshold.

Lucia was hanging a towel behind
an art screen,

“I'm so sorry,” she sald. *“He found

girl of seventeen entered and, moving
stralght to Scarborough, put her arms |
about his neck and begged him to come |
away.

“Mother says that you will lose all
the money reccived for the sale of the
property,” she pleaded. ;

“I've lost it already, but I'll get It
back again, and mere too.” |

“Oh, father!”

“Just you go home and tell your
mother not to worry. ['ll come out all
right.” !

When the girl entered the gambling
house the clergyman ceased his re- |
marks on the sin of gambling and fixed 1
bis eyes upon her intently. He heard
what she sald to her fatber, and when l‘
he refused to go anway 'with her thel
clergyman went over to the table
where her fnther was playing and
looked over the game. -

“Gents,” be said presently, “would .
you mind & map of the church taking |
a band in thls game?" ~—

There wal A burst of laughter and
much chaffing of the clergyman at hav-
Jng preached agninst llmh“:f, and
then going back oh all he had said.
But the men at the table. except Scar- |
borough, were all card sharps and ;
thought what a fine thing it would t:u;'L
to fleece a parson. He was admitted to |
the game with a welcome and, taking
$100 from bhis wallet. Invested the
amount-in-ehlps.

Never at that board had such hands
been held as by the parson. If the best
hand against him was a full of ninas
he held a full of tens.\ When he dealt i
the cards It seemed that be was en- |
abled to give the others such hands as |
would draw them out, and be always
topped thém. The chips all came his '

1
|

fore him fled the others with
envy. Then be sald:

“Gents, no' more playin' for chips.
Cash these and let the game go on for
bard money.” 1

Since he was winner, there could be |
no objection to this, and the gnme pro- i

|

ceeded on a money basis. When the
parson had won more than $2.500 he
suggested a jack pot. The betting was
opened with a pair of queens, The par.
son bet so high that he drove all the
rest out execept ome man. When be
was called and showed his hand he
was found to hold four kings and an
ace. He won $500 on that hand alone
Turnjng to 8carborongh, he said:

“How much money did you bring In
here 7™

“Thirty-two hundred dollars.”

The parson coupted out the amount,
pushed it toward him, deducted the
bhundred dollars he had begun the
game with and Jeft the balance on the
table.

“You're a fine parson, you are.” sald
the man who had last the jackpot.
“Who are you. anyway?™

“I'm Jim Gay, who used to be known

in these parts : the slickeast card
shifter of all In.

One day, when & posse was after
me, 1 got Into the cabin where this
man and thig girl were Hvin'. The girl
was a child then, but against her moth.
er's wishes she warned me of the com-
ing of the committee and enabled me
to show a clean pair of heels. Bome
how | couldn't get ber kindness out
of my head, and It worked on me til]
it reformed me. [ concluded to get an
education to po that T couid
spend the rest of my life exposing men
who fleece and are fleeced. Do you re
member me, little girl?”

“Yes, 1 do.™

The three of thém took the regained
funds to Scarborough's cabin. It was
invested in a sliver mine and made the
family comforta - The father never
gambled again, and Mabel 8carborongh,
As Gay's wife, s now assisting him in
tis crusade against gambling.
|~
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1t hydrogen g'un.u in lquid
¥ !
alr 1t wilt pndmn"-'m in the form
of snow, £

s Evelyn. -The

tour, and so did"
cen fear of hinlife,

latter truveler

nol only ex grabinches to fall
gn Dblm. bap | al eislve lest
bears and. res ghouhl Isve. from
the enves Tn the yeciplies and axsafl

blm.  The waly actesl barm which
bappencd. however, wps thal bix com-
paniou’s dog il ".}'- goat belonging

to one uf the San ]l thit heavy.

compeunxntion had “be pald—*“a pis- |
tole.” says the dk , P the goat and .
ten more for J

Ject to & passion for gambling, when-

_ﬁ'#’ awap”
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your palette. But you hadm’t put it
up out of his reach, Sage. And he
smenred his face and his clothes with
the colors. The paletté was quite
clean when I found him.*

Little Bage said not a word. e

He sat untroubled In the middle of

his universe, which was lighted by a
north window, and for that reason was
considered a desirable studle.
‘Today Bage stood upon the threshold
In high spirits, not at all disturbed by
the disaster to his palette nor by the
cnlm self possession of his son, who re-
garded him without apology from the
middle of the room.

He began to approach solution of
their problem with diplomacy, with the
Indirectness of a woman,

“Lucia,” he said, “do you love me?

“What do you want me to do?" she
answered, on guard.

H¢ went to her and put his arm
sbout her. :

Lucia did not yleld to the cavess.

Bhe felt combat too close.

Bage dropped lis arm from hershoul-
ders,

“Lacroilx has asked us to be his as-
#istints while ‘Le 1§ in this country.
His class begins today at the art insti-
tute.”

Surprise and ambition stirred Lueia
until ber cheeks reddened.

Laeroix was ber old teacher in Paris,
He had prophiesied a great future for
ber, bhad urged her to stay and work
with him until the futire arrived But
it had been impossible. She had bhad
to come back to Chicago to take care
of her sister, who was an fnvalid

Then when she might have gone
back Bage had come from Paris full of
energy and confidence and had expect-
ed to create an-art center in the eity

way, aid BolafeJoig e bad & pile be- | of industry. -And Lucia had-married

hiwn.

There bhad been in his mind, how-
ever, the question whether she ought
to marry at all, whether she could do
her work as well.

The day they found the studio and
were talking of what they were goling

“I HAYE MADE ALL ARBANGEMENTS FOR
THR DASY,” HE SBAID,

to accomplish in it he had suddenly
realized that few women kept their In-
lividuality and their Interesfs. after
marriage.

He bad put his bauds on ber shoul
ders and looked Into her eyes with the
question:

“You will never let anything come
between you and your work ?”

“Never—if 1 can work with you,” she
answered,

“Not even a baby?' There was but
a hint of hesitation in his volece.

“Why, Sage, if it comes into our sto-
dio it will have to respect our art.”

But when Little S8age had arrived he
had failed to be impressed by the ideals
of art or by those of his father. As a
young baby he was placid and imyer-
Inrbable, which was remarkable, since
his logicil beritage was the artisile
temperament with Iits supersensitive
nerves,

He was still sérene and lmpersonal,
yet S8age Benlor ‘was beginning to feel
that bis own world was crambling tnto

palette was, to bé sure, not the dust of
QGenesis from which man was created,
but it had & haman significancel—the
thicker the dust the greater became the

-distance Between the old life of the

studio and the pew, between the old

worst of all, Lucin was becoming lo-—
different to 'the claime of her work and
her talent. " -

Bbe lgaisted (at abe did,
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not it was an impossible feat.

Bage was resolute in the face of her
sudden anger., His recent visit to the
largé, howelke place full of contented
babies, gave him .

“In the first place,” he sald, “a day

bave learned that art or work of any

kind is In danger from childrea"—-
Lucia's indignation increased.
“And in the second place,” he went

on, “the French have too.much respect

the care of inexperienced mothers.”

Lucia deposited Little Bage on the
fur rug and went to her husband with
& look of primeval rage in her face.

enced mother?’ she asked

“He's your first baby.”

Lucia ignored the reply.

“Haven't 1 devoted all my attention
to bim, done everything that ought to
be done for Mim7?’ she demanded.

“Forget the baby then,” he said.

“Never!” she interrupted fercely.
“You are heartless. You ought never
to have married me—you are not the
sort ¢’ man who should bave children!
If I bad known"— her Mps trembled.

“l mean,” he sald quletly, “forget
the child's side of the question for a
- moment—and think of yourself.”

“I have no right to do that I am
responsible for him. A mother has no
right to think of herself.”

Her husband began putting his paints
and brushes into th2 box he carried on
his sketehing expedijtions.

Lacia watched him in silence; then
she went over to him and leaned her
head against the back of his shoulder.
+- “Y¥ou are = man, and, of course, you
cannot understand what a difference it
makes in a womanu to have a little
helpless child te care for.”

At that his anger flamed.

“Thank Cod | am wot & woman and
not able to trick myself the way you
do; to pretend to myself that I can no
louger be an individual werthy of my
own self respect, with work in the
world, because 1 have a child; to_pre-
tend that my children only thrive and
prosper under my own hands.”

Lucla was still and rigid.

“You are jealous!” she said.

He pushed back an easel noisily,

“Yes; I am jealous,” he replied. *“I
am jealoud on your account. Before 1
loved you 1 felt you had great talent,
and I belleved you weére going to show
it to the world. 1 belleved as much in
you as—as 1 believed in myself. And
when I saw how hard you could work,
what endurance and persistence you
had, I knew you would sueceed. But I
ought not to have married you. I see
now that you cannot be a mother and
an artist. You could be If you wanted
to.” -

8he came nm; stood between him and
the casel

“You love Little Bage.
do,” she sald soothingly.

He put his hands on her shoulders
and looked intently into her eyes.

“You know that I do.” He spoke
slowly. Lacla tried to draw away
from him, but his hands on her shoul-
ders tightened. “But do you know that
you are forgetting me; that you think
first and only of him? And is that
right? Do you not owe e something
as my cgmpanion ?”

Her eyes tried to deny what he said,
but after a moment they fell before
his, N

“Laeia,” he sald] “if 1 have to choose
between belng just bis father or your
lover”—

8he trembled a little and kept her
eyes on the floor.

“If be is golng to destroy your fu-
ture and take you from me"— he said

“Don't!” she sald quickly. *“Don't
threaten anything! You—you don't un-
derstapd.”

Bhe moved as though to hide her face
on his shoulder, but be stepped back.

“Perhaps not.” There was no trace of
feeling In his veice, but there was
somethipg very final in it._"You have
made your choice. 1 shall tefl Lacroix
that it is impossible.” .

“It's cruel of yon,” she said. “Think
of Little Bage with strangers!?” _ . .

“It 4= 1 who will"go among stran-
gers.” : v ;

The words may havé been a litfle ah-
surd and childish in his own ears, but
the thought bebind thém was of his
loneliness and of the Impossibility of
staying longer In the studio if it were
to become only a nursery.

Bhe was facing ber definite cholce of
motherhood to tyrant childbood.

He wanted to seize her in his arms
and run o with her; for the moment
he was willing to leave the child if.by
80 doing he could regain Lucla and give
her to herself.

1 know you

Joud that Bmall Wisdom, who was mov. |
ing ecautiously past it, sat down very
hard. ’
Bage bad to step over him to open
The rotund, genial, successful La-
eroix came in with estbusiasm. -
“The borde of stulents await us at
the statfon. I wished to have some talk
with you both before we offered our

“Do you think I am an inexperi-

for children _to leave them altogether to |
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‘I7's ORURIL OF YOU,” SHE sSAID. “THINK
OF LITTLE SAGE WITH STRANGERS [*
But he is a Gue boy—and like you,” he
sajd to Bage. “You should make a

portrait of him.”

“Look at the brow he has,” an-
swered Bage, “and the profile.”

Lucia“n the pride in his voice
with a little gasp of surprise. Then
Lacroix turned to her again:

“You are ready to go? 1 am count-
ing much upon our working together.”

Before Lucia could reply Miss Gy'll-
per came In with box and folding
camp stool. Sbe dropped both and
seized Bmall Wisdom, whose smile
burst fnto radianee when be saw ber,

In ecstatic Freneh she admired and
complimented- him, rousing to joyfal
agitation his ordinarlly phlegmatic
calm

b “Come.” she wald suddenly to Bage,

“l am goina to get this wonderful aft-
ernoon light. You are polng®”

“Yes." lie sald. Tooklng™ at Lacla
with the last question wtill In his eyes.
“Awdl Ladame? added Lacroix ’

. “Madnwe prefers to stay ut home,”
sald Sire, talllng possewion of Miss

Gardper's camp stool nud pnint box,

“1 ntw sorey to Keep you walting while
I get Litfle Sage ready—for the day
nursery. ' she suld. Ve have Yecided
that a studlo Is not the best place for
him untll he con work wiih us™

There wns just n sugge-tion of jeal-
oury when she tooh bim., squirming

foyfully, from the e<uberant wirl and
put on bis things.

“You will be g0 happy there.” she
sald softly. “with all the pretty bables
and the kind lady. nnd then when I
come for you at puppes time you will
be just as glad to see me as yvou nre to
pee—Miss Gardner.”

Lferpix and the art stodent took the
boy between them and started on abead
while Lucia got her materinls together
burriedly and put on her hat

Bhe caught Bage watching ber.

“l have often thought that he need-
ed a sunny room to live in: this north
Hght"—

Then she went close to him, laugh-
ing at herseif.

“You are always so sensible, Sage,”
she said. ““That's one reason 1 love
you.”

Bage was loaded with paint boxes
and camp stools.

“I've got you again,” he said in-
tensely. but not loudly epough for
fSmall Wisdom to hear.

Natural Confusion.

“Will you be good enough to tell me.”
asked the aggrivved wife, “why when
you came in Iast night—or this morp-
ing—yon hunz your shoes on the hall
rack and brought yoirr hat upstairs nnd
placed it noder the bed 7™

“Considering the circumstances.” re-
plied the amateur diplomnt. “that was
an entirely reasonable thing for me to
do. You see, T went to one of Shaw's
plays last evening, and cven after 1
reached home 1 was not entirely sure
whether 1 was standing on my head or
my feet."—Richmond Times Dispatch.

PLUG CHEWING
A WHOLESOME
© HABIT

InNa Other Way Can You Get All the
Rick~=ss and Flaver of the Leaf

Many prominent physicians declare
chewing to be the most wholesome way
of“;nip]oymg tabag.

egan chew some years ‘B
said ome, “and I goon found thataﬁois
the only way to get the benefit of all
the rich juices stored up by nature in
the tobacco leaf, I 'refer, of course, to
tie plug form of tobacco, which is the
Jnost natuial and she cleanest form.

“Chewing good tobacco like Spear
‘Head makes the salivary glands more

There was a knock at the door, 80 | _active, which in turn has a beneficial

effect on thie whole . Add to
the sweet, ]mclloi' d‘{l'lum cious flavor G:Ifu:
1.':1: %pu: bf-llu:li,q:nd yfuu have
e highest possible ce of tobacco
Gt —
bave found that this brand is exup-m
ﬁm':ixgu' being made in a-face
tory I‘I.Ilq :tncﬂ,y according to
rules; '
Spear Head is made of sun-

B which is acknowle to be
TRieist e S e,

flavored
#bucco leaf in the world, _And itto.h

&EMM by the latest processes, which

the quality and lvecious flavor

&
" of the choice Burley to the supreme de<

g e !
A chew of Spear Head has a whole-

some relish ¢hat is not found in any
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