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Gertle:
i | Heart=-

By Roy L.

ERTIE. fifteen
years of age and
falr to look upon
in her dlue sallor
dresses, turned
into Grand street
and stood before
the window of a
great department
store.

By Ger s, scrubbed till her faoe
ghone, and in all the glory ofher best
Alttle white dress and her white shoes
with the patent 'leather vamps, and
clihging to Gertle's hand trustfully,
Rfrotted her lttle sister  Emma!

overgrown boy, who _doubtless
fthouatht himeelf a man of maturs years.
<came sheenishiy up.

“Just you walt till | see Gusl”

A Melodrama of

The E'vo‘nlng W;rl/cl's Home Magazine, Frldur! Evening, Ag.g:uat‘)s.'
$ By T.O. McGill.

N
Throbs and Candy

McCardell.

one of them grand dresses, and maybe |
go floiting with yer feller." |

Gertle had no fellow. She was at the |
n@e that relinguishes dolls, but holds all ‘ 1
mankind te scorn. )

“You're too fresh, Gus Schaffer: go on
and i¢'me be." |

At this point little Bmma commenoed |
to whimpor, Little Emma considered all
stores to be headquantere for candy.
Gertle frad lifted her up to see the grand |
wax lJadies, but Mbtle Emma's ln-temt‘
in them soon ended. !

‘““Want choc'iit, want candy!"
commenced to ery,

“If you ory, Bmmie, I'l never taie
you out aguin!" began Gertie.

“Say,” sald the gallant Mr. Schaffer,
“I've got & cent; I'll git her some
candy!"

“We have plenty of money to buy all
| the candy we want,’”” sald Gertle. This
| was not canfior, strictly speaking, and
| My, Schaffer knew dt.

“Come on, Gert.'' he eaid: “let's get
the kid a choc'lit stick, and I'll buy
you some lce-cream soda.”

“Then I guess you'll go braggin’ to
everybody about it?’ wentured the
melting scorner.

“Oross me heart I won't!"” pleaded the
swain.

An hour later, back in front of the
teeming house where Gertle Iived, littie
BEmma came trotting up to the elder sis-
ter, screaming a complaint against a
boy that in running ithe buses in street
ball had knocied her down.

“Just you walt till I see Gus Sohaffer,
you Benny GolMstein,” shoubted Gertie,
“and I'll get him to give you & lickin'!"

she

“Yah! Who sald he could do 1t?" re-

*“Hello, Gert! Whatcher doin'?” he | turned the deflant Mr. Goldstein,
asked. *“A gentlemian friend what knows him

“G'wan. about your business, Gus | well, that treated me to ice cream soda 7 Wiz
Bchaffer!” replled Gertle with sqmae [to-day,” said Gertie. o sentinge. wtli\iZ2
asperity, “Chee, Gus Schaffer must be yer fel- j///}ﬂluﬂ.‘l

“Huh! guess you want one of them

@resses. Huh! guess you'd like to have'

ler!” malg Mr. Goldsteln.
But Gertie only tossed her head.

/

Cited Case in Point.

LD lady Colburn was givig her
O granddaughter some gO0O ad-
wvice the week before her wedding,
says the Youth's Companion. ‘Now, it's
all very flne for vou to have these
s for making John over—if he needs
" sald the old lady. *“He may have
some ldeas about reforming a few little
habits of yours, my dear—but you don't
want to go too far, either of you, and
you want to be pretty careful what
say.
'?men I was a girl somebody tdld
me the story of a young woman who
made the young man she married
her he would have nothing to
Bo with emoking.

“Waell, that was =il right enough, but
he'd never been an intemperate smoker,
and he missed the little soothing he'd
been accustomed to get from his pipe
once in a while,

“But if ever she saw him looking at
R she'd remind him, ‘You promised
me never to have anything to do with
pipe sor smoking when we were mar-
rled.’

*“Then one day the kitchen stove acted
ke all poss2ssed- filled the room full of
smoke. She said she thought the stove-
plyje needed cleaplag: but he—he was
kihd of stubborn, “same as most men
are at times—he just sat there and said:

** I promised you when we were mar-
ried never to have anything to do with
nizss or smoking. and this comes under
both heads.’

*“And she had to go for the stove man

bherself, though he was a real consider-

ate man, most ways, her husband was,
Yo' fust bear In mind that little cir-

fumsiance when you're making John‘

®ver,"”
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Mad Muller,

Maa Muller raked the fragrant sod
All |\ irewn with yellow golden-rod,
She 1ffea the blossoms shining bright
And greeted them with keen delight,
But by and by she had to sneese,
And after that she'd cough and wheeze.
She caught hay fever. Now she cries:
“That golden-rod I just despise.”
And when to raking hay she goes
She wears a clothespin on her nose.
~—Chicago Chronicle.

Fred—And what {s Percy Sapp dolng
now?

Jack—Sprinkling gasoline on the love
letters to give the girl an impression
that he owns an automobile.—Chicago

News. S P

Molly—Cholly's a fool!
Dolly—What kind of a fool?
Mbuily — The kind that would say

“‘Thank you"
Leader.
. L] Ld

The musical boarder awoke in tha
night to find a burglar in his room.
The burglar was making for the win-
dow with a small black box under his
arm.

*‘Oh, Mr. Burglar!” cried the musical
boarded, ‘‘please don't take my flute!

for & kiss.—Cleveland |

I'll give you $10 I have hidden if You
will only leave my flute!"

“No use, young man,” answered the
burglar. ‘“The other boarders give e
twicet as much to steal it!"—Clsveland

Leader.
L] L ] L

“Do you take any Interest iIn rare
and beautiful boolks?"’
“No,” answered Mr. Cumrox. ‘!l used

ch“ome o2 of & the »» Best &« 'J.ovkes @ of # the w Day.J»

9., But now If you subscribe o an
expensive publication people think you
did 1t to keep something out of print.''—
Washington Star.
K
Customer—I want a book that will do
for hot weather reading.
Bookseiler—All right, sir. Here is a
ghost story that §s warranted to make
your blood run ocold.—Chicago News,

«  Commuter Ballads.
By Albert Payson Terhune. s
No. 3—The Whist Martyr, '@ = |

T haprened on the 5.03 train, withtn the b.lpw
Where ~wvhilst tlends most do congregate and

{ CANT | & SV, t 3 w3
m e up our great whist four;
{'l‘;() A «,?‘40‘ TiN -urnlymcynmadh-&‘ ‘
s oK Is why I came—

polker, { e
Thai one man in & wiilst quartet eat solemn, mute and’
While téirs and moans and ehrieks and groans implied

he felt sad. ’ Ve L PR
Hed writhe and twist and wail and grunt and ululete and

roar, e
And ever and anom he'd beat hits head againet the fic
“How's ‘thia?* the kindly brakeman asked. "whn".‘

you, ola chappie? : o,
And am I wrong when I dnfer you're.not fdenlly happy?

And say! T t5ought you said last week this was your wedding day!

Then wihy art bound for town and work? And where's your bride, I pray

Than anewered Uiim that sorrowful and
sad commuder man,

And thus, with punctuating sobs, Hhia
gruesome story man:

«""'"Tig true I was to wed to-day, and
that's why I repine;

Lot me obscrve, In classic phmase, ‘No
Wedding Bells for Mine!

The parson and my blushing bride s'en
now walt at the churoh;

And I-alack the day!—and I—have left tilem in the lurch!

You mee, when I had set the day to wed her I qdore . it :

1 quite forgot My abspave would brealk

That they, (f I deserted them, must
A needs forego thelr game. '~
And where ls the commuter who has
courage to remist { X
When toM his absence will breai
: the moming game of whist? .\ ',
Rut 1 will be avenged on tiiem!” A glare lit up his face; !
And with a hiss of “Knave, take that!" he—trumped his partner's ace! *
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Ready to ‘“*Square It.”

The morning had been long and the
arithmetic lesson particularly severe.
Little Tommy Traddles had Igboriously
worked his way through a tantaliging
maze of figures till his small head
ached, and now stood befors his mastef
with the result of his travail §

“Wrong!" sald his instructor ourtly.
“Return to vour desk and do it again!”

Tommy glanced at the clock, It wants
ed but a few' minutes to dinner time,
says the Chicago Journal,

“Plense, air,”” he asked, “how much
am I out?"

“Your result is two cents short of the
correct total,”” was the replys “Go
and' —— i

Tommy's hand sought the pocket which
contained his most valuable posgsessions.
Swiftly he separated two coins from a
plece of string, some marbles, a defunct
frog and a clay pipe.

*“Please, sir,’! he sald, "If you ‘don’t
mind, I'll pay the difference!"’ g

CoME ON,T00TS,
LET'S PLAY AUTO-

!
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PAPAS GIRL. - - By F.

G. Long. - ~

~ She Enjoys

e, NWHAAT A
(é gYolu’\Diom(E?-E’g

a Dash on a Home-lYlade Auto.

McBooth—Each” stéep brings us
home. LA w
Hackfleld—Aye, marry; forsooih, we
be tramping on home “tieq,"& TR L,
g et —
y Py, f
, A Handsome A R
K TED and his grandmother aco 'dhe
-»N-bmoumqa. but. sometimes G
lijile hoy's tongue ls too quick o
please the old lady. Then Ned apolo-
:l;u after a fashion of his own, whigh -
grandmother a ., Says .
Youth's Companion, i l-" “
| “I got tired lugging that wheelbarrow
for grandmother when she was chang-
Ing her plants,” Ned said to his mother,
.| recounting the day's events MW
“and 1 sald, 'l wish there wasn't an.
pther speck of this hateful dirt in ik
the world!' But then afterward I'poies
gized." (
“I'm glad of that,” said
“Did you tell her you were sorry?’ ' °
“No, that's not the Kind grandmothep
likes best,” sald Ned. “I got another
wheelbarrow full, and I just said, ‘Don't
you want some more .of this nice dirt,:
grandmother? and then we wers all.
right again."” .

DON'T STRIKE THE

DARLING; SRE

DIDNT MEAN ANY
RARME™
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L sy
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“his }lvsoth# Rl

izlrvs BALM FOR LOVERS.
: S———
LY PASHioN PLATE
HEALTH 4> BEAUTY LESSONS.

OF THE o

QLEVENING WOR |

ot

AND

Berty's Balm for Lovers.

OBT of the troubles that atlend true lovers are due to oulside interferece.

could dance their way into matrimony,

A Lover’s Quarrel.
Dear Botty:
AM nineteen and am engaged. I re-

celved a diamund ring. Four weeks
4g0 ' some friends told my flancee I
went, out with another young man. T

Bave wld Jim It {= not true, b
o difforensly. GIHTRY

Very posit v:gr“

" . t L
R L
| i

sen and 1 would ')
inted with a

If At were not for meddling friends and envious tongues the course of
love would be as amooth as a newly wazed floor upon which the lovers

he says ¥
TRUDE A | D Betty: !

try to mak ,
Sunth mlnnv: ea:l:%‘cll“nun“ o

she does. When yvou m
&aa-c-- anted tg'\myow her ort'“lomoh“ o‘:
:qu ‘l:’ow pleased you are to have suc-

Do Not Mar;;-a Drankard

HAVE been keening company with
& young man who fecelves a large
’m.:;.iu but = becomes ’lntoxioated |'
- OUL of my | . Would |
marry ot MAM

wery foolish to
m..rllnku he

i

I

wibe 10 |
« 3\ think it would be

his

.

TR RUSIANE GIVES
" PEROELF 4 g'lv_aw- ’

efihite time, stop-
i foe thelr forty
lese can work weeks

B

win 10 g

Skirt aAnd walst of

May Manton's Daily Fashions.

oK

AL
:ewwwmm

ke Ala0 baleve 1n the forty |

Bré able 1o go on with

 Hed If allowed to Arop nerves, Keop on treating them,
(Jt.l' ",m”
b P

 zersT Ve

NN FRESH
 PUREAIR

movements will set your nerves flying.
Don't borrow trouble. Xeep as tran.
guil as you can.
ey the nerves cures. One of them da
surely adapted 1o your case, Mry each
one until you come to whe one that is
meark for you, Don't give way to y;ur
ou

surely something that i
' sometida® that s intended 16
youreass.
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contrasting materl-
als are often Ax-
ceedingly convenlent
for the lttle folk,
and this very smart
model enables them
to be worn without
the over-mature ef-
fect which is apt to
result from the reg-
ulation hirt waist.

In this | e the ‘\.\\.. OB 3
skirt is of checked \\\ 4 &
challle, while the

walst {8 of . white ; ' | 4
Persian lawn trime LRSS
med with embrold- ) ¢
ery, but there are, ;

of course, countless
materials which are » :
appropriate for the ’ i
skirt, while the {4
blouse can be of
alightly heavier
jawn {f preferred.
Agaln, the model is
an excellent one for
the dress of one
material, and will ” A i
be found onarming H R
for the sohool days Y 5 ! : P j
of early fall if made \ # AR

from ohalle or TYT ¢ £
some similar lght- Ay
welght wool, .

The quaantity of
material = required
for a girl of ten is,
for walst, 2 3-4 yards
27, 2.1-2 yards 2 or
1 :-:. yards 44 lnches L
wide; for the skirt, ’

8 34 yvards 27, 2 6-8 Biouse with Plaited
yards &2 or 2 yards M (nches wide,
Putters 3,010 18 cot jn gizes [or girls of 6,

&
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rn Ny, 8,110,
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