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SYNOPSIS.

Fran arrives at Hamilton Gregory's
home in Tditloburg, but finds him absent
<conducting the oholr al a samp mesting.
8he vepalrs thither {n search of him,
Inugha duripg the servico and s asked to
leave. Abbott Ashton, superintendent of
schools, escorts Fran from t at : [
tells her Gregory I8 a wealthy man,
deeply interested In charity work. nnd o
pillar of the church, Ashton bocomes

ratly Interested o Frun and while tak-

ng lsave of her, holds her hand and (s

ween by Bapphira Clinton, sister of Hob-
ert Clinton, ehaleman of the school boamdl
Fran tells Gregory she wants o  home

with him, Crace Nolr, Gregory's private
serretary, takes a violent dlalike to Fran

and ndvises hee {o go away al onee,
Frar nis at a twenty-year-old secret,
and Gregory in agltation nsks Grace to
leara the moom. Fran relates the story

of how Gregory married a youny girl at
Springfield while attending college and
then doserted her, Fran s the chlld of
that marrlage. Gregory had married his
presant wife thres venrs before the death

aof Fran's mother. Fran takes a Uking to
Mm, Gregory, Gregory explnlns that
Fran ia the daughter of a very dear friend
who in dend. Fran agreoa to tlie story.
My, r'h-rlﬁ\r_v Inglats on her making her
homa with them wnd takes hor to her
arms, The breach botween Fran  and
Qence widens, Tt Is decided that Fran
must g0 to achool.

CHAPTER VIIl.—Continued.

Fran's quick eye caught the expres-
sfon of bafled renchingforth, of un-
cartaln atriving after sympathetic un-
derstanding. “You darling lady!" she
eried, clasping her hands to keep her
arms; from flying sbout the other's
neck, “don't you be troubled about me,
Bless your heart, I can take care of
mysel{—and you, too! Do you think
I'd add a straw to your Now
you hear me: if you want to do 1t, just
put me Iin loog trains with Pullman
slespers, for I'll do whatever you say
It you want to show people how tame
I am, just hold up your hand, and I'll
erawl Inlo my cage.”

Tha laughter of Mrs. Gregory soend-
od wholesome and deepthroated—the
child wns 2o daliciously ridiculons.
“Come, then,” she cried, with a light-
mess ahe had not felt for months,
“eome, crawl into your cage!" And
she opened her arms,

With a flash of her lithe body, Fran
was In her cage, and, for a time, rest-
@d there, while the fire In her dark
ayes burned tears to all sorts of raln-
bow colors. It sedmed to her that of
all the peopls in the world, Mrs. Greg-
ory was the last to hold her in affec-
tlonate embrace. She eried out with a
sob, aa if In answer to her dark mis
givings—“0Oh, but I want to belong to
somabody!”

“You shall belong to me!”
¢laimed Mrs. Gregory,
closer,

“To you?!" Fran sobbed, overcome
by the wonder of it. “To you, dear
heart? With a desperate effort she
arowded back intruding thoughts, and
grow calm, Looking over her shoul-
der at Blmon Jefferson—‘No mors

ax-
folding her

“Love Him? This Is Merely a Ques-
tlon of Doing the Most Goaod."

short dresses, Mr, Simon,” she cailed,
“you know your heart mustn't be ex-
elted ™

“Franl" gasped Mrs, Gregory in dis
may, “hush)*

But Bimon Jefferson beamed with
pleasure at the girl's artless waya, Ho
knew what was bad for hls heart, and
Fran wasn't. Her smiles made him
feol himself & monopolist in munshine,
Bimon Jelferson might be fifty, but he
wtill had a noss for romses.

Old Mrs, Jeffarson was present, and
Trom her wheel-chair bright eyes read
anuch that dull ears missed. *“How
#ay 8imon 16!”™ smiled the mother—he
‘was always her spofled boy.

Mrs. Grégory called through the

trumpet, “I belfeve Fran has given
brother a fresh interest in life.”

Old Mrs, Jefferson beamed upon
Fran and added her commendation:
“She pushes me when I want to be
pushed, and pulls me when I want to
be pulled.”

Fran clapped her hands Hke a child,
indead. "Ob, what & gay old world!"
sho effed. “Shéra are so many people
in It that llke me." She danced before
the old Iandy, then whesled about with
such energy that her skirts threat-
ened to level to the breeze

"Don't, don't!" erfed Mrs. Gregory
precipitately., “Fran!"

“Bravo!™ shouted Simon Jefferson.
"Encoral"

Frun widened her fingers to push
down the rebelllous dress. “If 1 don't
put leads on me," she eald with con-
trition, “I'll be foating away. When
I feel good, 1 always want to do some-
thing wrong—it's awfully dangerous
for a person to feel good, 1 guess. Mrs,
Gregory, you say | can belong to you
—when [ think about that, 1 wnat to
dance, 1 guess you hardly
know what it means for Fran to be
long to a person. You're golng to find
out, Come on,” she shouted to Mrs.
Jefferson, without using the trumpet—
always a subtle compliment to those
nearly stone-deaf, “1 mustn't wheel
myself about, so I'm golng to wheel
you,"

As she passed with her chargs= luto
the garden, her mind was busy with
thoughts of Grace Noir. Belonging to
Mrs, Gregory naturally suggested get-

ting rid of the secretary. It would
be exceedingly difficult, *“But two
montha ounght to settle her,” Fran
mused,

In the meantime, Grace Noir and

Gregory sat In the Iibrary, silently
turning out an immense amount of
work, feeding the hungry and consol
Ing the weak with stroke of pen and
click of typewriter,

“About this case, number one hun-
dred forty-three,” Gruace gald, looking
up from her work as copyist, "the
girl whose father wouldn't acknowl-
edge her ., , )"

“Write to the matron to give her
good clothing and good achooling,” He
spoke softly. There prevalled an at
mosphere of subtle tenderness; on
this island-—the library—blossomed
love of mankind and devotion to lofty
ideals, These two marinera found
themselves ever surrounded by a sea
of indifference; there was not a sail
In glght., “It I8 & sad case," he mur
mured.

“You think number one hundred
forty-three a sad case?” she rapeated,
always, when possible, building her
next step out of the material furnished
by her companion. “But suppose ghe
Is an impostor, Heo says she's not his
daughter, this number ona huudred
forty-three. Maybe ghe 1sn't. Would
you call her conduct sad ™

Gregory took exquisite pleasure in
arguing with Grace, because her se-
rene assumption of being in the right
gave to her beautiful face a touch of

the angelie. "I should ecall It impos-
sible.”
“Impossible? Do you think it's im-

posgible that Fran's deceiving you?
How can you know that she is thé®
danghter of your friend?"

He grew pale. Oh, If he could have
denied Fran—If he could have joined
Grace In declaring her an fmpostor!
But she possessed proofs so Irrefutable
that safety lay in admitting her claim,
lest sha prove more than he had al-
ready admitted. “1 know It, absolute-
ly. Bhe 18 the dauvghter of one who
Was my most—my most Intimate
friend.”

Grace repeated with delicate
proof—"Your intimate friend!"

"1 know it was wrong for him to de-
gert his wife,”

"Wrong!" How inadequate seemed
that word from her pura Wps!

“But,” he faltered, “we must make
allownnces, My friend married Fran's
mother in seeret because she was ut-
terly worldly—frivolous.—a butterfiy.
Her own uncle was somde to control
her—to make ber go to church. Soon
after the marriage he found out his
mistake—it broke his heart, the trag-
edy of It. T don't excuse him for go-
ing away to Europe—"

“l am glad you don't. He was no

-

‘womplete fallure, after all?"

[

true man, but a weakling. 1 am glad
I have never been threwn with such
a—a degenerate.”

"But, Mlss Grace,” he urged plead.
Ingly, “do you think my friend, when
he went back to find her and she was
gone—do yon think he' should have
kept on hunting? Do you think, Graee,
that he should have remalned yoked
to an unbellever, after he realized his
folly 1"

There was heavenly compassion in
her eyes, for suddenly she had di-
vined his purpoge in defending Fran's
father, He was thinking of his own
wife, and of his wife's mother and
brother—how they had eeased to show
sympathy In what he regarded a8 the
essentials of lite, Her sllence suggest-
ed that as ske could not speak without
casting reflection upon Mrs. Gregory,
she would say nothing, and this act
was grateful to his grieved heart.

“l have been thinking ot something
very strange” Grace sald, with a
marked effort to avold the lssue lest
she commit the indiscretion of hlam:
ing her employer's wife, "I remem-:
ber having heard you say that when
¥ou were a young man, you left your
father's home to live with a cousin in
a distant town who happened to be a
teacher in a college, and that you were
graduated from his college. Don't you
think it marvelous, this clalm of Fran,
who says that her father, when a
young man, went to live with a cousin
who was a college professor, and that
he was graduated from that college?
And she says that her father's father
was a rich man—just as yours was—
and that the cousin I8 dead—just as
yours is."

Al these plercing words, Gregory
bowed his head to conceal his ngita-
tion. Could it be possible that she
had guessed sll and yet, in spite of all,
could use that tone of kindness? It
burst upon him that If he and she
could hold this fatal secret fn common,
they might, in sweetest comradoship,
form an alliance against fate (tsell

She perslsted: “The account that
Fran glives of her father I8 really your
own history. What does that show?'™

He spoke almost in a whisper, "My
friend and I were much allkke,” Then
he Tooked up swiftly to cateh a look
of comprehenslon by surprise, If such
a look were there.

Grace smiled coolly.
identical, I presume, Don't you see
that Tran haa Inventéed her whole
story, and that she didn’t have enough
imagination to keep from copying
after your blographical sketch in the
newspapar? 1 don't belleve she &
your friend's daughter. [ don't be
lleve you ceusl ever have Hked the
father of a girl like Fran—thet he
could have been your fotimate friend.”

“Well—" faltered Gregory. But why
should he defend Fran?

“Mr. Gregory,” she asked, as It what
ahe was about to say belonged to what
hnd gone before, “would it greatly in-
convenience you for me to leave your
employment "

He waa electrified, "Grace! Incon-
venlence me! —would you—could , . '

“1 have not decided—not yet.
Speaking of being yoked with unbe-
Hevers—T have never told you that Mr,
HRobert Clinton has Wanted me to mar-
ry him. As long 88 he whs outside of
the church, of edurse it awas Impos-
sible, But now that he Is converted—"

"Grace!" groaned the pallid listener,

"He would llke me to go with him
to Chicago."

"But you couldn't love Bob Clinton
—he isn't worthy of you, Grace. It's
impossible, Heaven knows ['ve had
disappointments enough—" He start-
ed up aod came toward her, his eyes
plowitis. “WIll you méke my lite a

“But hardly

“Love him?" Grace repeated calmly.
“This Is merely a question of doing
the most good. 1 know nothing about
love."

“Then let me
lot—"

"Shall we not discuss L1 she eald
gently, “That Is best, I think, 1f 1 de-
cide to makry Mr. Clinton, I will tell
you even before I tell him. I don't
know what 1 shall choose as my best
ocoume.”

“Buy, Grace!
without—"

“Shall we just agree to say no more

teach you, Graee,

What could [ do~—-
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about it?" she softly interposed. “That
ts wisest antll my declslon Is made.
; We ‘were talking about Fran—do you
think this a good opportunity for Mrs.
Gregory to attend services? Fran can
stay with Mre. Jeflerson.”

“1 have no doubt” he sald, still agi-
tated, “that my wife would find it easy
enough to go to church, if she really
wanted to go."

“Mr. Gregory'*" gho reproved him,

“Well," he eried, somewhat defiant-
ly, "don't you think she could go, if
ghe wanted to?"

“Well,” Grace answered slowly,
“this girl will leave her without any
—-fny excuse."

"Oh, Miss Grace, if my wife were
only—Ilike you—I mean, about golng
to chureh!"

“I consider {t,” she responded, “the
mos#t fmportant thing ih the world"
Her emphatic tone proved her sin-
sarity. The church on Walnut street
stood, for her, as the ark; those who
remained outside, at the call of the
bell, were In danger of engulfment.

After a long sllence, Grace looked
up from her typewriter. “Mr. Creg-
ory,” she said pausingly, "you are un.
happy.”

Nothing could have been sweater to
him than her sympathy, except happl-
oess Isself. “Yes,” he admitted, with
a great aigh, “I am very unhappy, but
you understund me, and that is a little
comfort. 1If you should marry Bob
Clinton—Grace, tell me youll not
think of it again.,”

“And you are unhappy,”" said Grace,
steadfastly ruling Bob Clinton out of
the discussion, “on account of Fran.”

He burst forth Impulsively—'Ever
since she came to town!" He chocked
himself. “But I owe it to my friend
to shelter her, 8he wants to stay and
—and she'll bave to, If she demands
it

“Do you owe more to your dead
friend,” Grace asked, with passlonate
solemnity, “than to the living God?"

He shrank back. “But 1 can't send
her away,” he persisted In nervous
haste, "I can't. But heaven bless you,
Grace, for your dear thought of me."

“You will bless me with more rea-
son,” sald Grace softly, "whon Fran
decidea to go away. Bhe'll tire of this
house—I promise . She'll go—just
walt!—she'll go, a8 unceremonlously
a8 she came. Leave {t to me, Mr, Oreg-
ory.” In her earnestness she started
up, and then, as I to conceal her
growing resolution, she walked swiftly
to the window as if to hold her manu-
script to the light, Gregory followed
dier,

"It she would only go!"™ he groaned.
"Grace! Do you think you could?!—
Yes, 1 will leave everything (& you.”

“She'll go," Graee repeated fixedly,

The window at whick they stood
overlooked the garden into which Fran
bad whealed old Mrs. Jefferson.,

Fran, speaking through the ear
trumpat with as mugh eantion ns deaf-
ness would tolerate, seld, “Dear old
lady, look up at the library window,
it you please, for the muezzin has
climbed his minaret to call to prayers.”

Very littie of this reached ita desti
nation—muezzin was in great danger
of complicating matters, but tha old
lady caught “library window," and held
it securely. She looked up. Ham.
iIton Gregory and Grace Noir were
standing at the tower window, to
catch the last rays of the sun. The
flag of truce between them wns only
a typewritten sheet of manuscript.
Grace held the paper obliquely toward
the west; Hamilton leaned nearer and,
with his dellcate white finger, pointed
out a word. Orace nodded her head
In gentle acqulescence.

"Amen,"” muttered Fran,
everybody sing!"

The choir leader and his secrocary
vinished from sight

“Just like the play In Hamlet," Fran
said halt-aloud. “And now that the
inglde play is over, I guess It's tme
 for old Ham to be doing something”

Mrs, Jefferson gripped the arms of
her wheelchalr nnd resumad her tale,
as if she bad not been interrupted. it
was of no interest as a story, yet pos-
sessed a sentimental value from the
fact that all the characters save the
raconteur were dead, and possibly all
but her forgotten, Fran loved to henr
the old lady evoke the shades of long

“Now let

ago, shades who would never again

assume even the palest manifeslation

o mortals, when this old lady had

gone to joln them.

Usually Fran brought her back.

with gentle hand, but today she di-
, vined subterfuge; the tale was meant
to hide Mre. Jefferson’s real feelings.
Fran ventured through the trumpet:

“] wish there was a man-secretary
on this place, Instead of & woman.
And Jet me tell you ope thing, dear
old soldier—there's golng to be n fight
put up on these grounds. 1 guess you
ought to stay out of {t. But either
I or the soeretary has got to git"”

Fran was not unmindful of gram-
mar, even of rhetorle, on occasion.
8he knew there was no such word as
“git," but she was seeking to symbol-
ize her idea In sound. As she closed
her teeth, each little pearl meeting a
pearly rival, her “git"” had somethlog
of the force of physical ejeotment.

Behind large spectacle lenses,
sparks flashed from Mrs, Jefferson's
oyes, She sniffed battle. But her
tightly compressed lips showed that
shoe lacked both Fran's teeth and
Fran's intrepldity. One staps cau-
tiously at seveary-odd.

Fran comprehended. The old Indy
must not let it be suspected that she
was aware of Gregory's need of cotton
In strnining ears, such as had saved
Ulysses from eiren volces, The pre-
tenge of observing no danger kept the
fine old face uncommonly grim.

“Little girls shouldn't fight, was
her disereot rejoinder., Then leaning
over the. wheel she advanced her
snow.white head to the head of coal-
black. “Bettar not stir up dragons.”

Fran threw back her head and
laughed defiantly, “Bring on your
dragons,” she cried boastiully. "There's
not one of 'em I'm afrald of.
extended one leg and stretehed forth
her arm. “I'll say to the Dragon,
‘Stand up'—and she'll stand; I'l say
‘Lie down’—-and down shell le. I
say ‘Git'—and she'l—" Fran waved
her dragon to annihilation,

getting nothing of this except the pan-
tomime; that, however, was eloguent,
Bhe recalled the pleture of David in
her girlthood's Sunday-school book.
“Are you defying the Man of Gath?"
8he hroke into a delicious smile which
seemed (o flood the wrinkles of her
face with the sunshine of many dear
old essy-going years,
Fran smote her forehead,

g few pebbles here,” sghe
through the trumpet,

“1 have
called

“Bring on Your Dragone,” She Sala
Boastfully,

thin arm, and said, with zestful eper-
gy, “Let her have ‘em, Davld, let her
huve 'em!"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Marine Telescope.

Make an oblong narrow box out'of
four pleces of guarter-inch board ubout
two feet long by sixteen inches wide,
and At a pleco of clear, clean glass
across one end, held In place by hrass-
headed tacks, driven into the wood
and overlapping the glass. Fill all the
crncks with sealing wax to keep out
the light. Then plunge the glass end
two or three Inches Into the water and
look through the open end. This sim-
pla marine telescope {8 made on the
principle of the more claborate glagsos
through which (o look st the famous
gardens under Lhe sea near the Caln-
lina {slands,—Christian Herald,

CHARACTER SHOWS IN FACE

Good Thoughts Look Out Through
Kindly Eyes and Falr Pleas- :

ant Fealures.

Our faces are open dlarfes, in
which any one may read the record
of how we dpead our days, what we
think, the sgrt of people we are.
When we say of n man that “he has

face,” or of & woman that “she
. facn,” we speak of the

of the tnoe. ‘What I8 a
on of this, than when
draw away from a first
of a person?

‘

i

;!
.

The mind that generally thinks
“good  thoughts, true  thoughts,
thoughts Ait to treasure up,” looks out
upon the world through kindly eyea
and falr and pleasint features The
face of an evil man or woman ‘wears
A& mallgnant saturnine aspect, that
gives the world a warning of the
ipner oature

The eyes are morg. eloquent. than
the tongue Iu telling others what we
are.

Wa never hide from discerning
ayes as much as we mometimes think
wo do. Our faces invaedably toll our

jot- tha future: )

his teachers at school. At any rate,
I kept minsing the skirts off my sad-
dle. It wae an awful vezation to start
out in the country from Somerville
and find my saddle stripped to o
naked tree. My hostler convineed me
after some diffioulty that be was not
stonling the leathar

“Finally 1 found that the youngwter,
Walter, stripped the saddle to keep
his trousers’ weat lined with a saddle
skirt agalnst & whipping at schogli-
Memphis Commercial Appeal,

Repartes,

"My anly fear In respect 10 woman
suftrage.” gaid Mr, Baldibrow, “fs ita
ponsible effect upon the public life
ne love of 4

%0 4n for.

; .I,\Iu,')'id'
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LESSON FOR ARDENT SWAIN

Startling Experlence Cures Him of
Making Love to Maidens °
at Baller

It happened at & publie ball, ‘HMe
was 8 man of serfoun Intentions and
numerous attentions. and she ~ was
rich and weddable. 'They sat In the
hall under the stalrway. It was a
nook for lovers, There was not a
soul In sight and. and he thought hin
golden opportunity had arrived. Down
he flopped on his knees, and claspod
her hand,

dangled not two Inches from the lov.
or's nose. On It were these porten-
toun words;

“I'm a bit of = liar myselr.”

Then the awful truth flashed upos
him, and he fled. As he went opt of
the door, sixteen girls from the hoad
of the stalrs sent sixtean laughs out
Into the damp night after him. He
makes no-love at balls now,

Anesthetized Rejection 8lip,
Ellzabeth Jordan sald that with a1l
the wgeripta the Inte Margaret .
Muﬂ bad oceanion to return, not
one ever carried a heartache with it.
She paw everyone who wanted to son

She |

[
“Goodness," the old ludy exclaimed,

Mra, Jeflerson grasped the mher'a,

| 50 mueh to the highway itself and Its

| with the austere and awful

| the court declared would materially

City Is Not Witheut
~ Btreet Gald to Be Most Impres
sive of Any Thoroughfare
in Europe,. .

Edinburgh.—Edinburgh has slums
that look and smell the thing they are.
There Is something not only forbid-
ding, but slmost threatening in the
canyon-likes streets of the poorer quar-
ter, with thelr huge grim tencments
built ‘of uncompromising stone and
rising high above the sunless sirests.
One meets on the Old North bridge,

| high portions of the town, pale-faced
| women hooded In their shawls, and

paverty, hard usage and vice. One
seoa'dlso on that historic bridge, how-
ever, many a lovely girllsh face, many
a daughter of the people such as in-
splred some of Bure' finest love
sohgn. . The land (s manifestly full of
nétlya yigor, and the commonfolk
show the deseipline of the struggls
| thiat they and their _ancestors hava
long waged with ‘a thin soll, a dif-
fieult topography and a elimate some-
what niggardly of sunlight' and
warmth, )

Bdinburgh etill deserves ite anetent
name of Auld Reskle, und batween lts
boldly magnificent topography, its
salf-generated smoke, its” stormy
skies, and its frowning and monumen:
tal architecture, it has' a sort of
grandeur hard to matoh In other and
gayer citles. Holyrood is surely a
plaln enough royal residence;, but
where in any other town s there so
nobly and almost insolently dominant
a pile as Edinburgh castle. It glves
the final touch of something like
domesticity to that aloof and high-
fet mass of gloomy architecture to
sea at night the gleam of lighta
through a few of Its long, slitted win-
dows. Nothing can be_finer than the
sudden holes of after-sunset bright-
ness that appear In the stormy skles
of Edinburgh on’ summer evenings.
These aspects of the sky suggest

[

|
|
|

| In the Canongate.

nothing less majestic than a Miltonlo
war of the heavenly hosts.

It has been sald that Princes street
of Hdinburgh is the most Impressive
in Burope, and If any such assertion
Is to be accepted it owes its truth not

bnildings and monuments as to the
(amazing topography of Edinburgh,
some of whose noblest features lend a
|:mrL of awful dignity and splendor to
|l‘rlncea street. The marvelous view
of the castle and its slopes would
#lone give Princes street the highest
distinction, and the castlé and |ts
steep constitote only one of several
noble eminences within view. The
broad gardens, foo, are rich and love-
ly, and there are fine old historie |
structures along the highway, while
the Scott Memorial really does not
look like a church engulfed by an
earthquuke with Its steeple still above
ground, As a matter of fact the
monument, with that amiable and
studious sented status of Sir Walter
get within, js a dignified and beautl-
ful thing, eyen though it has to vie
fteep
crowned with the vaat nnd wandering
plle of Edinburgh custle,

HUBBIES MUST POUND ROCK

New Pennaylvania Law Is Put Into
Operation for the First
Tlime,

Philndelphia.—~When six deserting
husbands were mentenced to. three
monthy' work breaking stone at the
house of correction by Judge Hregy
thefe was put Into operntion for the
first time In Pennsylvania a new law,
passed by the last leglalature, which

rediice the cases of wife desertion in
thin state.

The law empowers the court to com:
mit recaleitrant husbands to the hovse
of correction, thers to bo placed at
some profitablo empyoment at hard
labor, and provides that 66 conta =
day ahall be deducted from thelr
earnings and pald to the wife. The
minimum sentence s three months,
but this may be oxtended to six
months If the hushand showa no' will
Ingnesa otherwiss to sup his wile.

Heretofore the only punishment
within the power of the court in this
state was o jall sentance, leaving the
mun's wife and family to be taken
care of, In mauy Instances, by char
lt"- i R LR

Bags Eighty lllllon—m i
Baltimoro—Haviog bagged elghty
billion germs in the wilds of Eeundor

it | And Pery, Dr. Andrew W. Sellards of [
| dolins

university has arrived

LUNS 0 EDINUEG

| Canyon-Like -~ Streets - in - the

which spans the gulf between two || ®

bearing In thelr faces the marks of'

!

%f

After hopa had fied,
Doan's Kidney Pilla

Showing How Easy It Is to Scatter
Sunshine If One Has tt in
; ‘the Heart,

.. was going officeward one day in a
very overarowided frolley car. It was
pouring outside and my gloves clung
damply to m¥ fingers. A stray wisp
of halr was tickling my‘sose and my
hands were too full of dripping um-
brella mnd swaying strap to brush It
awny. 1 could feel that my forehend
was wrinkled up, and my mouth
drawn down. 1 thought of all the un.
pleasant things that had ever hap-
pened ‘to me, and, glaring at the nare-
lenting sky, 1 wondered why it had
to’ riin so hard. Then, looking along
the ear, I saw another girl hanging to
astrap. She was ever so much wetter
than I. The dampness oozed out of a
crack in her worn shoe; the bare
hands that ‘gripped her umbrella and
strap looked cramped and tireg, and
two straggly locks of halr tickled her
rather small, inoffensive nose. But as
I looked at her and pitied her, she
glanced up and caught my eye, and
the smiled at me! Then, somehow,
the raindrops looked very bright and
jewellike, and the gray of the sky
seemed warmer and moye friendly. [
forgot that my fest were wet, and 1
emiled back. All that day, through
the work and hurry of the hours. I
carried a sunbeam hiding my heart.—
Margeret B, Bangster, Jr, in the
Christian Herald.

A Practical Wife.
"Wife, this ls our wedding anniver-
sary."

"So it is."

“As a matter of sentiment I shall
bring home a bunch of flowers to-
night.”

“Never mind the sentiment, Henry.
Bring home some lmburger cheese.”

New Brooms. :
Representative Dillon sald in Yank-
ton apropos to an administrative mu-
nigipal change, aof which ha did not ap-
prove: “Thay declars that a new
broom sweeps clean, but some of these
new brooms that seem to sweep clean
are in reality only throwing dust in
our eyes."

The Limit
Jennie—I hear she foll overboard in
her street clothes.
Minnie—Yes, and she was arrested
for belng in the water in an indecent
costume.—Judgs.

The Proper Line.
“The fortune teller at the garden
party told me I was soon to get mar
rled.”
“l guess she told that by the fete
line.

Had Diserimination.

Cholly—Is this horse Intelligent,
me good fellah?
Oroom—Very! Took out he don't

kick you, sir!—Puck.

No Duubtful Sound,
Heck—8ome women are hard to un-
derstand.

Peck—My wife fsn't. Bhe never
#peals her mind to me without mak
ing hergelf perfectly clear.

Thoe young man who shows up with
an engagement ring is apt to get the
glad hand.

r

=S
Breakfast

Sunshine

Post
Tou

: e's a delicious smack
in these crisp, appetizing bits
of toasted corn that Wbrings
brightness and good cheer to
_many, and many a breakfast
table. :




