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f. -a future. I must 
1 have one more try for it. It is such a 
little thing to do, signing another's 
name, and yet it may mean peace and 
contentment and reBt all my life—If I 
can manage it. While 'f 1 leave now" 

that Is more than they get with us." 
Leona laughed a trifle unsteadily 
"They will get plenty of love," 

she cried, and took the littlest one 
Into her arms. He was scarcely 
more than a year old, and the sister 

CHAPTER XII Continued. 
"1 could stay here a few days, but 

It would be deucod awkward," mused 
Holmes aloud, as though to himself 
rather than to her. "I signod the 
register at the hctel as Pa.ttevson ana 
it would be a nine days' wond.ir how 
I happened to be Todd Instead.. Peo-
pie would stare so and there would 
be a lot of disagreeable talk. I dis
like publicity moye than mama does, 
and that's saying a good deal as you 
probably know, Miss O'Tcole. If I 
let o» to mama what you—about the 

she would insist upon my 

on tho back of his head. He watched 
Algernon, busy with the cars, a mo
ment in silence and then spoke. 

"Kind of dirty work, ain't It?" he 
remarked pleasantly. 

"Work." said Algernon in a tone 
that would havo plensed his mother 
eould'she have heard It. "work that is 
honest, can never soil the worker." 

With which noble sentiment he 
turned again to oiling the runabout, 

ever presses fcr his money unless he stand, but it mean 
thinks there Is something wrong. 
Don't you think bo. Joe?" 

"He isn't the tailor—er—is he the 
tailor Mrs. Todd went to, do you 
know?" asked Algernon, changing a 
statement into a question as he ( 
glanced up from a perusal of the the p8/ to do all over again, only 
jetter. > worse. Work, work, work, from morn* 

1 "No. Mrs. Tcdd sent a trunk-load of! ing to night. Pinching and pinching, 
'dresses up and when I unpacked them! until you wonder what you were born (Crept into her own. I will taKe 
I looked In them and found the name fcr, what use there is in living. Marry-j them if I have to live on bread and 

ing a man. i f  you care to marry, far  water that they may have milk, 
beneath you, in the social scale, be-1 "They were strapped together on 
cause you never have a chance to ®n improvised raft. the matron 
meet men in your own station of life; told ^eona. T21 j «W» We 

—mated with a clown or else always them to be brother and sister that 
a servant by another name! Secretary |*nd1 the similarity of clothing, 
or cook, what's the difference, both I The parents. 
underlings? Never a moment or a life' were they 
of your own, always struggling, the 
endless and never-ending treadmill!' » 
But if 1 succeed! I can make it up to "u"°n

nn 
the Todds and they will not have to J M*^y ^u®"' . . , 
suffer. It will simply be as if I had j't|0.™tro"t,h.a_d I?,?®! L *1 J™ 
borrowed a little money from them for 
a short time." 

She laid her hand eagerly, entreat-

of the tailor she goes to, and I chose 
'another on6. What do you think?" 
! And she watched him anxiously, In 

pretty deference. 
"I think you are right," said Al

gernon. "No one would ask the Todds 
to pay up so soon. Why—" He was 
about to recount the various lengths 
of time he had allowed his bills to 

he ! run. and then remembered that 
to drown the mcnotonous monologue w®8 not In a position to discourse on 
of (he sea tailors and their bills and credit. So 

Bates appeared In, the doorway, ;he stopped abruptly and turned again 
ruminatingly chewing a strnw, his hat to the letter In his hand. 

"Why what?" asked Molly. 
"Why, I believe you are right." 

—she threw out her hands—"it means was perhaps three. 
"I am lost," Leona laughed when 

the baby arms twined about her 
neck and the little girl's tiny hand 

inquired Leona, 

'We can find no tra«e of them. 

mused Leona when 

"That wasn't what you were going jngjy on Algernon's. All the audacity 

lawn; party. — 
staying h©re—that 's. If word 
before I had a chance to leave—and dent desire for ccnversation. 
If she knew that I did not know about i Bates stepped Into the cool shelter 
It and vet left—Really, I dou't know j of the garage and seated himself on 
what to do." the stairs that led to the rooms above. 

to say. You said that once. 
"Not being o. genius. I was going 

to repeat myself," smiled Algernon. 
"Yen arc right, I am sure." 

Molly impatiently drew off her 
gloves and threw theta on the table, 
working her interlaced fingers nerv
ously. ' It seemed the irony of fate if 

'Another housekeeper," suggested 
the girl, fearfully, not looking at him. 

Holmes nodded. "I thought about 
that, but it would Ink* so deuced long 
to wait for one to come. See ? That a 
my point. I am anxicus to get on to 
Canada and I expect my boiler will be 
here tomorrow at the least. I think 
May I smoke? Thanks—I think I 
shall let things stand as they are. 

"If I was asked my opinion," said 
he, socially argumentative, "I would 
say that you was really dirty—let 
alone soiled." 

"You failed to grasp the full signi
ficance of my remark," said Alger
non coldly. "Your intellect sees only 
the externals." 

"My Intellect don't see nothing." 
said Bates scornfully. "My oyes see 

Mama will be here In a fortnight, now. that you're dog-goned dirty, though, 
and really there is nothing out of the , "Soul blindness prevents one from 
way I'm sure mama herself wouldn't seeing the realities of life far more 

It certainly than physical blindness," remarked 
Algernon sentcntiously, wiping his 
heated forehead on the sleeve of his 

way 
object to the lawn party. 
did honor to the name of Todd. I ad
vise you to tell her about it, though. 
It's one cf those things which are all 
right when mentioned yourself, but 
are a crime when allowed to leak out 
through other sources. She will un
derstand. Believe me. You wero not. 
expecting to remain much longer after 
her return, were you? Na, I thought 
not. Well, then, I'm going to let) 
things stand as they are." He nod
ded and laughed suddenly. "I certain
ly don't blame you. It was— amus
ing." 

Molly nodded, tried to smile, but hor 
relief was too much for her and the 
tears sprang unbidden to her eyes. 
She struggled to force them down, 
failed, and put her head on hor arms 
along the high chairback. Holmos 
stared a moment in surprise, then 
leaned over and laid his hand kindly 
on her shoulder 

shirt. 
"Guess you've been to high school," 

said the groom with gracious approval. 
"You talk as if maybe you had." 

"I have been," admitted Algernon 
Modestly. 

"In New York?" 
"Not exactly in New York—out a 

way in the country—a boarding 
School." 

Bates looked his pity, surprise and 
forgiveness all at the same time. "I 
won't say anything about it," said he 

1 kindly. 
"About what?" asked Algernon. 
"The reform school," said Bates. 

"We call them that up this way." 
"I see," said Algernon. "Thanks, 

old chap." 
Bates leaned back with his elbow 

on the stair above him and pushed his 
'There," said he with a man's awk

ward compassion, "there, don't do 
that. It's all right." 

The girl controlled herself in a mo
ment, and raised her flushed tear-
stained fr.ee with a little smile. "You 
are kind," she said. "I shall be good 
in the future." 

"You promise," asked Holmes 
solemnly, "if I leave you alone here 
and don't say anything to mama that 
th^re will be no more of these—er—so
cial functions?" 

"Yes, I do indeed." 
"That if I let you still use the name 

of Mrs. Todd for the fun of it. until 
mama comes or you deem it best to 
drop it, you will do nothing in her 
name but what ought to be done? You 
won't take advantage in any way of 
my kindness?" 

"I promise." 
. Holmes held out his hand and she 
placed hers in it. "I trust you," said 
he gravely, "and I know I can. for 
really, everything is all right except 
the—lawn party." He hesitated, saw 
the desire to confess about the 
dresses, the beads around her slender 
throat, the chauffeur, whom Mrs. Todd 
did not want, paid for, however, out 
of her own salary, and rushed on lest 
she have chance to tell him of her mis
demeanors and he be forced to dis
charge her cr arouse her suspicions. 
"I shall not stay here at the house. 
The hotel is the last word in human 
discomfort, but I expect to be gone 
tomorrow evening and I can put up 
with It I don't want to excite talk. 
But, If I hold my tongue to mama, you 
must premise to hold your tongue to 
your friends as to who I am. will 
you This Hancock and Worth, or 
even your chauffeur, Joe. must not 
know me as any one but Mr. Patterson. 
If they know of me as Todd every
thing will have to be explained and I 
dislike explanations. We'll both keep 
quiet, eh? I'm off tomorrow, anyway, 
so it won't be so hard. But anyway, 
promise." 

"I promise. But, I—" 
'Excuse me for interrupting, but 

let's drop the subject, what do you j  Instructions about the cars I want to 
give you." 

"Yes, ma'am," said Algernon for the 
benefit of Central who he knew was 
listening. He hung, up the receiver, 
wornering if anything had happened 
that she should want to see him again 
in the library, and turned to gather 
up his tocls, dismissing Bates' re-

! marks with a busy wave of the hand. 
Mclly was waiting for him in the 

library. Her hat and veil were al
ready on, ready for the drive, and she 
was pulling on her gloves, her deli 

say? It's late. I'm tired and will be 
getting home. If I don't get away to
morrow, I may be up again. But it 
will be as a friend before people, un
derstand. I'm not boss here. I made 
a pretty good examination of the 
place today and didn't find anything 
amiss. Well, good nteht. I don't 
blame you really. 'Pon my word, this 
place would be the ®nd of me in a 
week, believe me. When I'm «gone 
take my name if you want and stir 
things up a bit masauerading as a 

hoping to5 disc^rage the groom's cvi: her chance to redeem herself should 
be taken from her now. 

"Why should he suspect?" she 
asked. 

Algernon shrugged. "That's not the 
question," said he gently. "He ap
parently does suspect. Something 
has to be done." 

He reread the letter and wc-ndered 
what he could do to head the fellow off. 

"I'm not going—yet," declared the 
girl, with a flrsh of her blue eyea. Her 
moment of weakness yesterday had 
passed, and she woa'.l not give up 
now when success was so near. In a 
day or two Hancock would propose and 
then she could laugh at tailors and 
their foolish bills. "I don't think I 
shall notice it." 

Algernon shook his head. "I think 
you cught to take some notice of it, 
Molly. This letter is serious." 

"I won't leave now. I can't," pro
tested the girl and she looked to Al
gernon. sure that he would-help and 
understand. 

"Have any of the others dunned 
you?" asked Algernon. 

"No," said Molly sullenly. "No one 
but this tailor. If we could only send 
him a check." And she sighed wearily. 

"If we could only pay the bill, if 
we were only ttye Todds," said Alger
ian flippantly. 

But Molly did not smile. "I have 
a check-hook, you !:<iow. Mrs. Told 
put some money in the bank in my 
name so I would have some ready cash 
to pay the servants, and for other es
sentials that might turn up." 

"HoW much is left?" asked Alger
non. 

"None," said Molly, and she glanced 
at him quickly like a naughty child, 
blushing crimson. In her eyes was an 
expression half of defiance, half mis
chief, wholly adorable to the enraptur
ed Algernon who, instead of feeling 
righteous indignation at the theft of 
his own, looked at the saucy nose, the 
dimpling mouth, the flushed angry 
face of the thief, and laughed. The 
loss of a few dollars would not be 
noticed by him one way or the other 
and Algernon was not the man to 
wear his soul out counting his ducats. 
The fun he was having was worth the 
price. 

"I spent it all, or nearly all." Molly 
explained. "I had to have plenty of 
ready cash, you know, even up here. 
If I was to uphold the reputation of 
the family. I have a little left In my 
purse up-stairs. but not half enough 
to pay that bill." She thought of the 
p-wmiae ?l.e had ?,r'?n Holmes, but 
crushed the thought down by the 
excuse that this was no new misde
meanor, merely self-protectlcn from 
an old one which he had already said 
he would overlook, 

Algernon frowned and thought vain
ly for a way out of the difficulty. 

"I have the check-book still." said 
Molly slowly, in a low voice, not look
ing at Algernon. 

"Send them a check," sugested Al
gernon sarcastically. 

"And why not?" she flashed out, but 
she would not look at him. . 

"What good would that do?" asked 
Algernon gently. "The tailor doesn't 
know Molly O'Tool^ and besides, the 
bank wouldn't honor it for it would 
overdraw your account." 

"It would honor the Todds," said 
Molly lowly, and still she refused to 
look at Algernon, squeezing her gloves 
into a small hard ball, and not raising 
her eyes from them. 

Algernon at last caught the drift of 
her remarks and stared for a moment 
in dull surprise. 

"Well? The only sin nowadays is 
the sin of being caught. If we can 
pass one check, we can pass another. 
Then when we do have to go. we can 
go with plenty of money. In for a 
lamb. In for a sheep." And now she 
raised her eyes desperately and looked 
straight at Algernon. 

Algernon, taken aback, stammered, 
"Why. yes." 

"What can we do?" she asked ap-
pealingly, accepting Algernon as one 
involved as completely as herself. "We 
have to put him off some way. I 
wrote last week, and it didn't do any 

hat still farther on the back of his 
head. He felt a new and pleasing 
equality, in fact almost a superiority, 
to the chauffeur. Algernon might 
have lived in New York and might 
know more about motor-cars than the 
groom imagined it possible for any 
one man to know, yet had he fallen. 
Bates had been rigidly brought up, 
and with him there was no compromis
ing with evil. 

"Guess it's pretty wicked down in 
New York," said he, breaking a long 
silence. "So, maybe Mrs. Todd ain't 
so much to blame tho way she is carry
ing on." 

Algernon said nothing. There was 
nothing to say. Bates chewed thought
fully for a time and then went on. 

"Hancock had better look out or 
that new chap's going to cut him out, 
sure." 

"How's that?" Algernon sat down 
on the step of the runabout, and like 
Bates, pushed his hat to the back of 
his head. 

"Why. what 's he staying here for 
but 'cause she's so pretty?" demanded 
Bates with relish for an embroy ro
mance, filled with pride in a local pro
duct, for Mrs. Todd was such, in a 
way. "He was up to the house all the 
afternoon, and stayed to supper, I 
think, 'cause I saw hem coming 
through the wood-path about half 
after eight in the evening." 

Algernon frowned. "See here," 
said he sternly, "Patterson's car 
broke down—" 

Bates winked. "I know that, but— 
there ain't no law against making hay 
while you wait, is there?" 

The telephone bell prevented Alger
non from replying. He put the re
ceiver to his ear and Molly's sweet 
voice in a measure restored his 
equanimity. 

"Is that you, Joe? I want the car 
at once, please. I know I said early 
this morning when we—er—before 
breakfast, that I didn't think I would 
go cut this morning, but I've changed 
my mind. Come Into the library when 
you bring the car around, I have some 

man." He laughed and strolled to the I cate brows drawn into a frown, one 
• i  a i .  t- I*m. 

door. 
At the door he turned, shook hands 

again, and chuckled to himself, ran 
lightly down the terrace steps and dis
appeared in the gloom of the busheB, 

CHAPTER XIII. 
When You Are Poor. 

The sun shone through the open 
door of the garage. It fell across the 
'floor In a brilliant path in which a cat 
sat industriously washing her snow-
white breast, each paw flattened in 
turn against her body. The yaller 
pup sprawled in the doorway, grunting 
now and then in a vexed search for 
fleas, and snapping angrily at the 
flies. Without, the driveway seemed 
to simmer in the hot rays and the 
grass looked brown and dying. From 

flender foot tapping the ffoor im
patiently. The mail had come and Al
gernon noticed with uneasiness "that 
there were a number of bills on the 
table before her. 

Moliy nodded as he entered, while 
an expression of relief crossed her 
face. Sh«» took * letter from the 
table and handed It to him. "This 
came in the morning mail. It's from 
my tailor, you see. 4He wants his 

and craftiness had gone from her 
face, leaving a childish longing and 
pleading In the beautiful eyes and in 
the earnest voice, with its soft cad
ence of the springtime. "All, the rest 
of my life, Jce, no matter which way 
this turns out. I shall be good. I shall 
be good. What is one mistake, one 
slip, for a girl of my age? I am only 
twenty* two. I shall have fifty, sixty 
years in which to live it down, to re
pent. And it will be so much easier 
for me to renent and be sorry that I 
did as I did If I am well-off and happy. 
Poverty knocks all repentance out of 
any one. You wonder why you didn't 
do worse while you were about it and 
be successful. It makes me feel that 
way. It makes me want to go and do 
it again. If I were happy and rich, I 
could help the poor and needy. I 
could do a world of good with the 
money that would otherwise lie Idle, 
for I should understand. I have been 
through the deadly grind. I should 
know just how and where to help* 
Anything and everything is forgiven 
wealth. Molly O'Toole might be a 
thief, but Mrs. John Hancock would 
be only a cleptomaniac. to be pitied, 
not blamed. Ah, Joe, give me one 
more chance." 

Algernon looked down Into the 
pleading eyes and slowly shook his 
head. "I don't see how you can man
age it. Molly," said he gently, refer
ring to her marriage with Hancock, 
aot the check. 

"I can, indeed. I can." 
"He would announce the engage 

ment." 
"I can show him the romance In a 

secret marriage." 
Algernon shrugged. 
"You will help, Joe, just once more?" 
"We don't know Mrs. Todd's signa

ture." 
"Yes. we do. Joe, on all the letters 

she writes me." 
"How could we copy it? Carbon 

paper isn't any gcod." 
"I can write It 'over and over un

til I shall be able to make it fairly 
well." 

But Algernon shook his head as a 
ray of light and hope came to him. 
"It would have to be perfect, or with 
his suspicions already aroused, the 
tailor would be able to detect it right 
away. Maybe if you had Todd's signa
ture "'"'where, I could make a try at 
It. i' '1--> tailor receives a letter from 
Tod'' "dosing a check and saying 
the Todds do not. care to deal with him 
any longer, it would be effective, more 
effective than if coming from the old 
ladv, and the tailor won't think any
thing. of Todd's being up here. Those 
wealthy chaps travel all the time. You 
can't ever keep track of them." 

Molly nodded, and running to a 
small table In the corner, caught up a 
large flat hook, and hurried back. 
"Here." said she. "I was looking at 
it yesterday." She laid th<* book on 
the table and opened it quickly at the 
fly-leaf. "See! Algernon must have 
given it to his father. Here is his' 
name. I know that is not Mrs. Todd's 
writing, nor is it Mr. Todd's. His 
name was Phineas. I have seen it in 
some books and it can be read. This 
can't be, unless you sort of look at it 
ouickly and get the meaning by in
spiration." 

Algernon studied his original pen
manship sprawled over the page and 
honed that he was not blushing. 

"Tt Is going to be hard to copy," 
said the girl pleadingly. "Will you 
do it? Will you. Jce?" 

Algernon bent hastily and ex
amined his own writing critically and 
with great care. He was, as Bates 
admiringly expressed it. "a dead game 
sport," and to give up the pleasure of 
winning the girl In the humble capa
city of a chauffeur, of driving away 
her bitterness and deceit by the power 
of his love, never entered his head. 
Molly must be made to love him for 
himself alone, for his sake embrace 
willingly, gladly, that poverty she 
hated so. He glanced up and the girl 
$aw the consent in his eyes. 

(To be Continued.) 

—and the Worst Is Yet to Gome 

Evening1 Story 
BABES IN THE STUDIO 

By Harmony Weller. 

good. Besides, what's the difference (Copyright, 1913, by the McClure 
in signiug Mrs. Todd's name to a Newspaper Syndicate.) 
check cr to a letter, as I have., been The two baby faces were turned 
doing?" (expectantly toward Leona. They 

I thought you always put your)held all the appeal of fragrant, bud 

wanted a Mary Ellen of my own 
but second best. In this case, is very 
lovely." She turned happily toward 
the two children who had come so 
suddenly into her life, and It seemed 
as If an unusually powerful ray of 
sun came shining through the sky
light. 

"Perhaps I can make my fame in 
art photography now that I have 
two perfect models always before 
me. I can study every adorable 
mood that steals over them." 

Perhaps it was because of the in
spiration ever before her that Leona 
began to make great strides in her 
chosen profession. Perhaps it was 
the knowledge that there were three 
mouths to feed, Instead of one, that 
added zest to her endeavors. As the 
months passed she found herself be
coming well known in the art of 
child photography, and her small 
studio proved almost Inadequate to 
house her patrons, and not large 
enough by half to accommodate those 
who thronged to her exhibits. 

As her business increased, so also 
did her love for her adopted chil
dren. Leona wondered how she had 
ever existed without having the child
ish prattle and laughter about her. 

"And I thought I could be happy 
without this kind of love," she told 
he/self with a wistful smile. "Tom 
knew me better than I knew myself 
when I sent him away. He could 
well say, T told you so,' if he knew 
how barren my life was until the 
advent of the children—even, if they 
are those of some one else." 
•' Shortly after her meteoric rise 
into fame and fortune Leona sent a 
series of photographs to one of the 
magazines. Her subject was "Im
pressions of Childhood," In which 
Mary Ellen and Danny Dutton fig
ured in all their 
and poses. 

The advanced art in her work, 
the beauty of the models and Leona's 
name gave the series Immediate ac
ceptance. She was interviewed and 
prevailed upon to the extent of letting 
her own picture appear along with 
her subjects. 

When the magazine, came out Leona 
blushed as her own eyes looked out 
from - that widely read periodical. 
Perhaps she had not known how 
beautiful a woman phe had grown 
to be. 

She was sitting on the floor of her 
studio with Mary Ellen beside her 
and Danny in her lap showing them 
the pictures when some one knocked 
at her door. 

"Come in!" she called out,* think
ing it was her brother Dick's knock. 

But the man who entered was not 
her brother Dick, nor lid his eyes, 
when they fell upon the group, ex
press brotherly sentiment. 

The famous exponent of art-pho-
tography could only remain where 
she was, otherwise Danny would have 
tumbled. She looked up and blushes 
rioted in her cheeks. 

"Daddy!" screamed Mary Ellen, 
and rushed like a small tornado into 
the big man's arms. They closed 
hungrily about her, and Leona choked 
back the terrible ache in her throat 
at the sound that came from the 
man's lips. He buried his face in 
Mary Ellen's golden curls and Leona 
swept the tears swiftly from her own 
eyess. Unconsciously her hold had 
tightened on Danny, but it had not 
been necessary, for the smaller child 
was in no way sure of this big man 
who had entered upon their domain. 
A little 'glow of triumph warmed 
Leona. She knew that her lavished 
love had brought big returns from 
Danny. 

During the next five minutes Leona 
realized that she was only a figure
head in that reuniting of father and 
children, yet the burden of the emo
tional strain fell upon her and left 
her strangely weak. 

"I saw their picture In the maga
zine," Daniel Dutton had said by way 
of explanation, "and I rushed to the 
office, obtained your address and—I 
am happier than I have been for 
many months," he had added, and his 
eyes had drawn Leona into his happi
ness. 

"I think I understand," Leona had 
said slowly. "They have brought a 
touch of heaven into my life and 
heart—even during the months I have 
had them." Leona had spoken swift
ly, lest this man, with his prior claim, 
find out that he had robbed her of 
the greatest happiness she had 
known. She had not the right to 
dampen his joy with her own sor-
row. 

Perhaps it was the bravery with 
which she met her loss, perhaps it 
was a sudden Intimacy with future 
events, that made Daniel Dutton say: 

"I have no home to take them to 
at prefeent—if you will, I want them 
to be with you until—" 

"Oh!" Leona cried happily, "it is 

=vtt^~>re()iwq-fo 

Little Benny's Note Book 
By LEE PAPE 

I ate suppi> -it my cuzzin Arties enything yure not aloud to have at 
house last nite, having kewcumber sal
ad with it. 

I dont alio Artie to eet kewcumbers, 
sed Ant Gladdis, I think thare bad for 
him but if yure mothir allows you to 
eet them 111 let you have sum. 

Yes mam, Im allowed to eet them, T 
sed, they nevvir hert me eny. 

Wich Ant Gladdis gave me sum and 
whimsical moods Artie sed, Well if they dont hert him 

eny, why shood they hert me eny. 
Artie, eet yure suppir, sed Ant Glad

dis. Wich Artie kepp awn doing, and 
they had strawberry shortcake for dez-
zert, and Artie sed, Well I can have 
2 peeces of dezzert, I no, bekause Ive 
ate erround thare. 

Artie is that pullite, sed Ant Gladdis. 
Nc mam, but its troo, sed Artie. 
Wich it was and Artie ate his fceece 

of strawberry shortcake fast and I ate 
mine slo awn akkount of thinking I 
wasent going to get eny moar, and 
Artie was eeting his 2nd peece wen I 
finished my ferst peece. 

Id give you moar, Bennry, sed Ant 
Gladdis, ony I dont wunt to give you 

hoam, wen yure heer I wunt evvry-
thing to be jest the way it is at hoam, 
I dont wunt to spoil you. 

2 peeces of strawberry shoartcake 
woodent spoil me, I sed. Wich they 
woodent of, but Ant Gladdis sed. Per
haps not, but its best not to take a 
chaase. And I kepp awn watching 
Artie eeting his 2nd peece, wich he ate 
it pritty slo awn akkount of noing he 
coodent have 3 peeces, and aftlr a wile 
I sed, Well wunts I got 2 peeces of pie. 

O, then I gess I can give you anuthir 
peece of shoartcake, sed Ant Gladdis. 
And she gave me anuthir peece and I 
had it awlmost ate and Unkel Tom, 
being Arties fathlr, sed, Awn jest wat 
grate occayshin was it, Benny that, you 
had 2 peeces of pie. ; 

It was last Sunday, I sed. ma was 
giving me wun. big peece and wile s^e, " 
was putting It awn my,plate it brOak 
into 2 little peeces. 

Ha ha ha, sed Unkel Tom.s. - Vlt 

Benny give me back that 2nd peece 
of cake, sed Ant Gladdis. 

Its awl rite, I sed. ' ! 

Wich it was. 

Daddy's Bedtime 
What Is the 

Biggest Nuisance 
On Earth? 

«steia»~ 
He Dearly Loved to 

Chase th» Cook. 

s 

initials after her name so they would j ding flowers, and to the woman who 
think it was signed by the secretary looked at them with gravely serious too good of you—you are letting me 
and not be surprised at the signature 
in case they knew her writing?" said 
Algernon, 

"We are ready for the state prison 
now," sneered Molly, waving the letter 
aside, "without doing anything more 
than I have already done. The letters 
will convict me. nothing more Is 
needed, and you will be sent up for an 
accessory after and before 
Signing a check would only be 

money. I think that i3 funny. The 
Todds surely never get bills for 
months. No one would ever think of 
distrusting them. Stones would be 
honored by their patronage. Joe, do many offenses. It will hardly count, 
you think there is anything wrong?" she laughed angrily. "Isn't it so?" 

Algernon frowned dubiously. "Let's | "it looks that way," admitted Alger-
have a look at it." Inon mildly. 

'I am afraid he suspects some- "I can't leave here now," went on the 
the cool depths of the distant trees, I thing." murmured the girl, as he. read j girl pleadingly. "It's—it's everything 
the birds all talked at once as though'the sheet she handed him. Nobody ^to me, Joe. You dont seem to under-

think you 

AY, daddy, what's the biggest nuisance on earth, next to children ?" ; 
asked Evelyn. 

Daddy laughed as he replied. "Why, my dear, what put that Into 
your little head?" 

"I heard Mrs. Brown say yesterday that If there was any greater oulsnni-e 
than children, when they got to acting and behaving as hers did sftinetlmeic" 
she'd like to know what it was." 

"Well," answered daddy, "perhaps 1 could tell her. Children are like the 
little girl with the curl, I guess. 'When they are good they are very good tii-
ileed. but when they are bad they are horrid." But 1 know a greater nuisance 

"It's a monkey around the house. It used to be the fashion for.some fami
lies to keep them as pets, but most of the people grew sick of their bargain , 
and would either sell the monkey or give him away, for the little beast would 
usually make life miserable for his owners. 

"There was one once that was brought home by a man as a present to his 
children. His name was Danny. TlJat family will always remember Danny. 

"He was very little and peaceable and cunning when he was first brought 
home, just a baby, and every one petted him very much. 

"He was a terror. I guess he was one of the worst acting nlonkeys that 
ever lived from all accounts.' He was Into all kinds of mischief all day long, 
and be would leave bis bed In the night to do more. 'He was a regular UttU 
Imp. 

"The people would find the curtains—the nice lace curtains—all tied up to 
knots, and when they went for a brush to brush their hair they would find it 
gone, and they would then know that Danny had bidden it somewhere. He 
was always hiding things, and some he would lose so they would never find 
them again, and when they would chase him'to punish him be would run on 
top of the sideboard or any other place that was convenient and perhaps smash 
some valuable article and chatter at them like a little imp. 

"He dearly loved to chase the cook, who was awfully afraid of him. and 
she would run and Jump up on a table and screech like an owl, while Danny 
would look up and act Just as If he wer« laughing at her. 

"By and by they used to fasten him with a chain, but somehow or other 
he got free from It one night and hopped on a table and broke some valuable 
cut glass, and they thought from the noise there were burglars in the house 
and were very much frightened. That was the last straw, so they gave Dan»y 
away. He Is probably somewhere now making all the trouble he can for SOSM 
6ne.M 
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ment of the various phases of the Old 
Settlers' celebration to be held at Fort 
Madison September 10th, the lot of 
looking after the singing fell to Prof. 
C. W. Weeks. Mr. Weeks states that 
it had been suggested that a mass 
chorus of a hundred voices or more 
be secured to sing some old time selec
tion at the park services during the 
day. 

Pives they seemed to represent that keep them because you 
which she had longed for with her have broken my heart." 
whole heart. Dutton smiled quickly. 

They were tinv victims -of the "No," he told her. "I want you to 
great storms and knew neither par- keep them until"— Again he seemed 
ents nor home. The matron from at a loss, for words. 
the orphanage had brought them to "I think I understand what you 
Leona, thinking that perhaps the mean," Leona put in quickly, and as 

p iui an lonely woman who spent her days in she met his eyes over the 'heads of 
the act. her photographic studio might take Mary Ellen and Danny each xealited George Hartley was arrested Satur-
e one of i them under her guidance. that a far greater understanding than d 0Q the charge of stealing corn and 

"I want them —oh, how I want mere words could express was being I wjjen arraigned in Justice W. J. 
the.m," Leona told the matron, "but born within them. Berry's court, he pleaded not guilty 

MAN IS ACCUSED ' 
OF STEALING CORN 

is my meager income sufficient to 
give them proper care?" 

"What they would lack In material 
comforts would be made up to them 
in love," the matron replied, "and 

l and the case has been set for Tuesday 
! afternoon September 1, at 1 o'clock. OLD SETTLERS AT FT. 

MADISON SEPT. 10 Information was sworn out in Berry's 
tt.« Malm-, court »y Mm. Mar, Johnaon . nel^: Ft. Madison, 
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bor of Hartley's in Central addition 
and she alleges that he took the grain 
from her place. 
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