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THE WIFE BEHIND THE PURSE.

You may talk about your heroes—of the
man behind the gun,
Of the gallant boys in khaki—bless "em
" all;
But a toast I'a like to give you—very
short, ‘and only one—
Which you haven't heard in any music
hall.
She's a heroine quite humble, and she’s
called upon to dare
A thoughtless man's displeasure—maybe
worse;
Look around your own wee homeland and
perhaps you'll find her there,
In the little wife who rules behind the
purse.

Though Bill is very loving, stiil he's care-
less of the cash,
And Jack’s all right when not upon the
spree;

But both upon a Saturday are given to be
rash,
'Mong pals
free.

Yet their kiddies, neat and

about at school or play,
And the Sunday grub’s not stinted—the
reverse.
Oh, the secrets, and the sorrows,
plans of Saturday
Are hidden by the wives
purse.

within the *“public” over-

decent, go

and the

behind the

Now Jack and Bill may grumble if she
keeps them short of beer,
And hints that they might smoke a little
less; -
she's got a reason for it, and a good
one, never fear,
Jack and Bill had sense
guess.
was charming as a sweetheart, senti-
mental as the rest,
And she's still to love
averse;
Though she's careful of the pennies—Bill
and Jack, it's for the
God bless the
purse.
~London Express.
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3 LADY CONNIE'S PLUNGE. B
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Usual Conditions of 2 Romantic Rescue?
Were Reversed, But Both :
Were Happy.

BY CLO GRAVES,
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i HAT chance!” gasped

Connie, taking her fair, dis-
Leveled head out from among the
cushions of her boudior lounge and
drying her tear-stained eyes with an
absurd little gossamer handkerchief;
*“svhat chance has a girl—a mere girl,
who has only been out for a season
and a half—against a married woman
like Nita Le Quesne?’

“*None-: at all,” said her friend, a
rather plain, sensible young woman,
with sporting tastes and tailor-made
garments. “Not the of a
chance!”

“Yet, she’s over 30—and nfakes up!”
said Lady Connie, viciously.

“Men prefer women over 30,” said
Molly Verdon, sententiously, “and I
am inclined to believe that they lean
to make-up.”

“Her waist is at least six inches
larger than mine,” Connie persisted.

“*She is of the voluptuous and re-
dundant type, I grant you,” returned
her friend; “but men like that, too.”

“Her boots are fives and her gloves
seven.”

“She is given to pedestrianism and
drives four-in-hand. Men adore that
kind of thing,¥returned Molly, light-
ing a cigarette. “My child, what per-
fect tobacco!”

“Capt. Lorriker gave men the box
svhen he came home invalided from
Afriea, and "

“You got so chummy?”

“He—he was laid up at his aunt’s
in Belgrave square, and—I visit there,
you know -

“Or, you did just then, and you used
to drop in and spend the mornings
and the afterncons and sometimes the
evenings, reading and singing and
playing to the wounded hero.” Molly
made a little bit of a grimace.

“It was only Christian -charity,”
said Lady Connie with dignity. “He
had a splinter of a shell in the mus-
cles of his ribs on the right side *

“And little Connie thought that an
arrow, skilfully implanted in the left
side might serve as a counter-irri-
tant.” Molly exhaled a thin blue cloud
of Turkish vapor and smiled at the
water colors upon the wall. “Now,
Capt. Lorriker is well o

“Almost; only he gets awful at-
tacks of cramp, and turns blue =

“Does he?”

“Every now and then. It has some-
thing to do with the water in South
Africa. He vows he will never drink
anocther drop as long as he lives.”

*I1’s the kind of oath you ran really
rely on a man’s keeping. But, tell me
one thing. While you were playing,
not sister, but cousin of mercy, where
was the Le Quesne?”

“In the Riviera. And Fred—I mean,
Capt. Lorriker—admitted to me that
there had been what he called ‘a
slight entanglement,” and promised to
steer clear of such things for the
future.”

“And you believed him? Goose!”

“And then,” went on Lady Connie,
rising to her feet and beginning to
walk up and down her sanctum, her
pale draperies trailing, her gold hair
disheveled, her cheeks and eyes flam-
ing with indignation, and her fingers
nervously wrestling with the clasp of
her Egyptian silver girdle: “then she
came back. O, it was degrading! She
just held up one of her fingers—gave
him one look, and——"

“And he fell to heel like the well-
trained retriever he is. The  Le
Quesne is famous for breaking-in men.
I rather admire her for it.” ‘

- “Do yon? irell, if you're going to

" Junch with me at the ‘Dips’ club, you
“will have the pleasure of seeing them
togeiher., Both are members,  you
kmow.” e A . A 3

Lady

ghost

SN

“I thought the rules separated the
sexes at feeding time?”

“Nominally. But after the soup they
draw the curtain that divides the la-
dies’ restaurant from the gentlemen's
grill, and .

“Fusion is the word. I should like
of all things to see it. Why did you
never ask me before?”

“Because I never joined wuntil I
went in for swimming,” retorted Lady
Connie.

aren’t you?”

“I've won some races and gained a
bracelet for the high dive.”

“Does she—1I'll cail the Le Quesne
the Ogress, because she has such an
endearing little way of crunching
eligible young men up, body and bones
—does she natate?”

“Swim? Like a bladder of lard!™
said Connie, disgustedly. “Walloping
is the word for it. See here!”™ She
puffed out her fair cheeks and waved
ner arms and gave, on the whole, a
not too exaggerated imitation of the
aquatic frolies of the lady in question,
and Molly shrieked with laughter.

“Women are never humorous unless
they're jealous,” she said, wiping her
brimming eyes when the performance
was over,

“Jealous? Do you suppose—
Connie was beginning, when the other
cut her short.

“Jealous? Of course you are! And,
if you want to cut out your hated
rival—~do it in the water. Don’t you
have aquatic show-off days, when the
male club members race in the big
swimming bath, and the women sit in
the balconies and bet on the favorite,
and vice when the women
splash and the men look on?” Molly's
eyes twinkled as she stooped to whis-
in Connie’s ear, “P’ull her un-
der—duck her—make her appear an
idiot when Freddy Lorriker is look-
ing on, and she may hold up her finger
until shg perishes, after that, without
getting him back. Trust 1 know
men!” said Molly.

“Oh, you dear, darling, clever
thing!” 'screamed Connie, falling on
her friend’s neck in raptures. And
they went together to the ‘Dips’ club,
and lunched at the very next table
to Mrs. Le Quesne, and she was very
kind and eondescending to Lady Con-
nie—so much that Lady Connie would
have given worlds to be able to hurl
a cutlet at her rival’s head and chal-
lenge her to a duel with pickle forks.

Then, just before the second course,
the eurtains dividing the gentlemen’s
grill from the ladies’ restaurant flew
apart—and Freddy Lorriker arose and
drifted with the tide in the direction
of his enchantress’ table.

“There’s your little girl, Tippy!”
said the enchantress, who had nick-
names for all her victims, as she
haughtily motioned the captain to an
opposing chair. “Looks washy and
lovelorn, doesn’t she? O, you cruel
man!” She shook her finger playfully.

“Hang it, Nita!” protested the slave,
turning as scarlet as his mustache—
poor Connie called it ‘*‘auburn”—
“you're too bad! She—she heard
what you said, I'm sure she did.”

“And then?” The enchantress
arched her artfully darkened eye-
brows.

“0! and then—you know jolly well,”
growled the miserable Freddy, whose
power of repartee was as limited as
his power of resistance, “she’ll be
hurt. You women are so jolly fond
of hurtin’ one another!”

But the eyes that met his next min-
ute were untroubled—the face of Lady
Connie perfectly serene. “How do you
do?” she nodded to the captain. “Are
you quite well again, and shall we
see you at the bi-monthly Frog
Match?”

“Frog Match” was the newly invent-
ed term for a club swimming contest.
“0, yes!” returned Freddy brilliant-
ly. “That is—I hope so! Though I've
no.cause to be very fond of water—
after South Africa.”

“But there are no dead horses in
our swimming bath!” said Lady Con-
nie, “and the high dive is the best
anywhere. Twenty feet deep that end,
vou know. Do try it one day, Mrs. Le
Quesne! It's perfectly heavenly!
You run right out to the end of the
board, poise yourself, shut your eyes,
and down you go, like a—"

“Stone!” suggested Freddy
ker.

“Like an arrow,” corrected Lady
Connie. Then she gave a little nod to
the enchantress and another to Fred-
dy and tripped away, Ileaving two
images before the mental vision of
the warrior, one being a fair, slender
form clad in clinging garments of
pale blue and white, with a jaunty
cap on its golden hair, poised for a
swallow-like flight; the other that of
a brunette of rather efflorescent per-
sonality and pronounced embonpoint,
balancing awkwardly on the end of
an elastic plank. He writhed a little
at this, and excused himself by say-
ing that he had a twinge of his Af-
rican cramp.

“Little cat!” thought Mrs. Le
Quesne, noting the labored lie and
reading Freddy like a book. And be-
ing a clever woman, she then and
there formulated the mental vow
never to enter the club swimming
baths under any possible eircumstan-
ces.

The next frog match was for male
members, ladies being present on the
balconies overlooking the swimming
bath by invitation.

“So I must wait for my revenge,”
she said to Molly Verdon, as they sat
together, leaning on the gilt balus-
trade and watching the aquatic gam-
bols e? the sterner sex.

“There is the Le Quesne,” said Mol-
ly, “kissing her hand to a man in a
striped mauve swimming suit. Ah, it
is Capt. Lorriker!”

“And he’s going in for the 30-yards-
under-the-water race,” said Connie,
anxiously.

“Do not be anxious,” said her

versa,

per

(]
me.

Lorri-

| friend. “Capt. Lorriker is not in-

“And now you're one of the cracks, |

clined to be apoplectie, like that stout
man in the guards. I feel really anx
fous about him. Why, he is puifing
and blowing already, like the sea lion
at the zoo.”

“Ah, they are off!” cried Mrs. Le
Quesne, the four ccmpetitors
launched themselves upon their sub-
aquatic journey. The guardsman
came up to the surface snorting
hideously, before he had accomplished
three yards; two of the others gave
in about the middle of the course, but
Freddy held on and won amidst ap-
plause.

“And the prize is a diamond frog—
and he will give it to her!"™ thought
Lady Connie, viciously dinting her red
underlip with one small white eye-
tooth. “Oh! if T could only tempt
her in next ladies’ frog match . . . I
would . . . I don’t quite know what
I'd do, but . ... it should be some-
thing that should break her spell
upon himand bind him to me forever.”

She did it in another minute. Never
was such a lucky chance, as Molly
Vernon said.

Because Freddy, foolish Capt. Fred-
dy—flushed with triumph and the
smiles of the enchantress, who meant
to have the diamond frog—JFreddy es-
sayed the high dive.

“0, I wish he wouldn’t!” moaned
Lady Connie, as her beloved swarmed
up the ladder that led to the elastic
platform that overhung the deep end
of the bath.

“Why not?” snapped her friend, un-
sympathetic for once.

“Because of his wound,” moaned
Connie, “and the eramp—that awful
South African cramp! Suppose he
swallows some water and it isn’t quite
nice .

“Ugh!” said Molly shuddering.

“And that brings it on. You know
he has sworn off water since that
South Afrie—"

Splash!

Freddy had done the high dive.

“Capital!” cried all the spectators.

“Pravo!™ cried Mrs. Le Quesne, ap-
plauding from her balcony. *“And
what a long time he is stopping under
water, too! I had no idea Tippy could
show off like that.”

“He'll pop up now,” said the guards-
man.

Jut Freddy did not pop up, and a
horrible moment went by. Then a
man shouted something and Mrs. Le
Quesne tittered and then screamed.

For before any of the paralyzed
club members had roused action
Lady Connie had risen, torn off her
hat and jacket, ‘sprung upon her
chair, stepped fromn thence to the
broad ledge of the balcony and dived.
The slight figure cleft the water of
the swimming bath immediately over
the spot where Capt. Freddy had
gone down, and in a breathless min-
ute a driping golden head emerged
and half a dozen swimmers leaped in
to help the plucky maiden land her
insensible burden.

“She’s got him in her mouth!” cried
the guardsman, “like a young New-
foundland.”

She had, in fact, seized Capt. Freddy
by the collar of his striped swimming
jacket with those strong, white teeth
of hers, when, between the agonies
of cramp and the asphyxia of drown-
ing, he lay feebly squirming at the
bottom of the swimming bath.

Capt. Freddy was brought round by
brandy and hot blankets, and from
that day the power of the enchantress
was broken.

But when Lady Connie married the
captain—which she did in the begin-
ning of November—she withdrew her
name from the members’ list of the
“Dips” club. She had plunged for a
husband and had got kim, and, so
far as I have heard, she has not yet
repented.—Sketch.
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Bound to Rise.

Into the office of a St. Louis mer-
chant there walked a boy not more
than 14 years old, with clothes well
worn and a look of timidity upon his
face. Approaching the person whom
he judged to be in charge, he asked:
“Do you want a boss, mister?”
“What's that?” almost yelled the man
spoken to, and who proved to be the
proprietor. “I want to know if you
want a boss, sir?” “I fail to under-
stand you. What do you mean?”
“Well, sir, I've been looking for a job
three weeks now and nobody seems
to want a boy, se I thought I'd try
and see if somebody didn’t want a
boss. T'd like mighty well to be a
boss.” The merchant whistled.
“Well, well! That's good! Are you
willing to work up to the job of boss?
It took me 25 years to get it.” “I'm
willing, all right,” came the quick
response. “Will you give me a
chance, sir?” He was taken at his
word and to-day that 14-yvear-old boy
can be seen struggling in earnest
with packing cases and bundles in the
shipping room of the concern. He
says he’ll be the boss before his beard
is gray, and the chances are that he
will.—Golden Days.

Ambushed, Poer Fellow.

“When does thea mnext train that
stops at Montrose leave here?” asked
the regolute widéw at the booking
office window.

“You’ll bave
ma’am.”

“I don’t think so.”

“Well, perhaps you
than I do?”

“Yes, sir! And perhaps you know
better than 1 do whether I am ex-
pecting to travel by that train myself,
or whether 1 am inquiring for a rel-
ative that’s visiting at my house! And
maybe you think it’s your business
to stand behind there and try to in-
struct people about things they know
as well as you do, if not better. And
perhaps you'll learn some day to give
people civil answers when they ask
you ecivil questions, young man; but
my opirion is you won’t.”

to wait five hours,

know Dbetter

“Yes, ma’am!” gasped the booking |

UNMOROUS.

A brave and gallant soldier {3 one
who seleels a conspicuous place in
which to get kiiled.—Chicago Daily
News.

Nell—*“Ehe carries her passion for
remnants to an absurd extreme.”
Belle—*“Yes, she has even married a
widower.”—Philadelphia Record.

“What did Tom say when he pro-
posed? Did he tell you that he had
never loved before?” “Not exaectly.
He said he had never loved me before.”
—Indianapolis News.

Fred—*“I1 did my best to be agreeable
to her, but she gave me to understand
that ske could exist without my com-
pany.” Harry—*“A notable case of
freeze speech, eh?”—Boston Tran-
seript.

“I have a great scheme for getting
even with those Bulgarian brigands.”
“What is it?” “Pay’em thatransomin
green goods and then have ’em arrest-
ed for having the stuff in their posses-
sion.”—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Reginald—“So you summered at a
Rhode Island boarding-house. Was it
a swell place, deah boy?” Clarence—
“I .should say so. Why nearly every
Sunday we had chickens that had been
run over by Willie K.’s automobile.”’—
Philadelphia Record.

Hard to Identify.—“That is Jimmy's
hair,” said the football player, lay-
ing out his trophies after the game,
“and this is Billy’s nose, and this is
Tom’s ear, and the eyebrows belong tol
young Rusher, but I can’t identify this
finger to save me.”—Baltimore Amer-
ican.

A Suggestion.—*“No, I'm not very
well impressed with the house,” said
the prospective tenant. “The yard is
frightfully small; there’s hardly room
for a single flower bed.” “Think so?”
replied the agent; “but—er—mightn’t
you use folding flower beds?”—Phil«
adelphia Press.

DEWEY’S REBUKE.

Presented a New York Nabob with
a Splinter from the Pensacola
as a Sounvenir,

1

Though Admiral Dewey is a model
of patience and considerate polite-
ness, he can be peremptory and cut-
tingly ironical when occasion calls.
His friends recall an interesting in-
cident illustrative of these traits. It
took place in 1875 when he was com-
mander of the Pensacola of the Eu-
ropean squadron, says the Philadel-
phia Pest. IHis " vessel visited a
Mcditerranean port which has seen
few American war ships since the
war with Tripoli. As the Pensacola
needed sprucing up, Commodore
Dewey gave orders that no visitors
be allowed on board until noon of
the next day.

It happened that a New York
nabob was in the harber with his
yacht. In his launch he made for the
Pensacola without celay, but was re-
fused permission to board by the
deck officer. ’

“No visitors will be received until
noon to-morrow,” the millionaire
was informed.

“But you must let me on now,"
the nabob urged. “¥ am Mr. So-and-
So, you know,” mentioning his
charmed name. “I pay more taxes
in America than any cther two men,
and, in fact, I own half the United
States navy.” -

“Let him up,” came an order from
the commander.

The man of millions clambered
aboard and was met by Dewey.

“I heard your remark that
owned half of the United States
navy,” said the commander; and
then, stooping, he eut with his knife
a sliver of wood from the deck and
handed it to the boastful visitor.

“Take this souvenir of the Pensa-
cola and keep it,” remarked the com-
mander. “It is yours; it is all you
have ever owned or ever will own of
the navy of the United States. Shall
be glad to see you with other vis-
itors any time after the noon hour
to-morrow.”

So saying, Dewey turned and
walked aft, and a crestfallen Crnesus
crept back to his launch.
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The Retarns from Pembina,

President Cleveland once asked
Bishop Whipple what would be the
effect of making the Indians voters.
Then Bishop Whipple told him that
it had been tried, and after listening
to the story Presidenf Cleveland gave
up the idea.

In Dakota territorial days a law was
passed allowing Indians wearing civi-
lized dress to vote. In the following
election, when both sides were claim-
ing the victory, some one said: *“Wait
until you hear from Pembina.” In
Pembina lived a large number of the
Pembina tribe of Indians, and there
also dwelt the local political boss,
“Jud” La Moure, famed for his seal-
skin overcoat and his qualities as a
political fighter. When the retnrns
came in from Pembina it was found
that the members of the tribe had
all been put into hickory shirts and
trousers on election day, between sun-
rise and sunset, and after exercising
the inalienable rights of citizenship,
at the dictation of the local boss, they
returned again to their blankets, hav-
ing decided the territorial election.—
Boston Transcript.

A Big Concession.

Crawford—I hear your wife insist-
ed on your getting her an automobile.

Cralkshaw—Yes; but after refusing
to speak to me for three days she was
willing to compromise if I bought her
an autcmobile coat.—Pittsburg Dis-
patch.

No Deninals, '

He—Come, now, Carrie, did I ever
deny you anything?

She—Not even the horrid stories

they tell about you. That’s the worst

of it You couldn’t.—Boatcn Hraams
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Are prepared to promptly dye, clean,
press and repair clothing in a satisfac-
tory mauner at reasonable prices. They
ask your patronage. nov23-1yr,
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Business Education
Young Men aand (Domen Secure

Catalogue at once.

Lockyear's Business Gollege
asns ©  Fyansville, Indiana

Kodol

cHEsaPeakE & onio iy, Dyspepsia Gure

Digests what you eat.

This preparation contains all of the
digestants and digests all kinds of
food. Itgivesinstantreliefand never
fails to cure. It allowsyou to eat all
the .5ed vou want. The most sensitive
stomachs can take 1. By its use many
thousands of dyspeptics bhave been
cured after everything else failed. It
prevents formation of gason tha stom-
ach, relieving all distress after eating.
Dieting unnecessary. Pleasant to take.

th
N eIl:plrt do you good

Srepared only by E. 0. DEWITT & CO., Chicage
-Uhe $l. bottle contains 2§ times vhe 3¢, sizd

CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH
I’ENNYL PILLS

Safe. Alwaya reliable. Ladies, ask D for
CHICHESTER'S INGLISH. in and
Gold metallic boxes, sealed with blue ribbon,
Take no other. Refuse dangerous substi-
tutions and imitations. Buy of your Druggist,
or send 4e. in stamps for Particulars, Testl-
monials and ief for Ladies,” in letter,
by return Jiail. 10,000 Testimonials. Sold by
Druggists.
CHICHESTER CHEMICAL CO.
2100 Madison Square, PHILA., PA
Mentisn this paper.

Notice.

To Policy Holders iu Old Line Com
panies: Bewareof the confidence game
played by the pious Insurance Agent.
who wants to do you the favor of
switching you from your company to
his. All companies write aumerous
plans of insurance and every plan costs
a differest price. You get value re-
ceived for any plan you buy, from any
Old Line Company When the con-
fidence man shows you a plan differing
from the one you have, which 1s part of
the game, and shounld you prefer this
particular plan write to the Agent o
*Company who insured you and get it,
and thereby save what you paid. Don’t
be an easy mark. There are millions of
dollars lost each year by policyholders
being duped by confidence men.

H. O. WiLson.

This Will Interest Many.

To quickly introduce B. B. B. (Bo-
tanic Blood Balm), the fainous Southern
blood cure, into new homes, we will
send, absolutely free, 10,000 trial treat-
ments. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
quickly cures old nulcers, carbuucles,
pimples of offensive eruptions, pains in
bones or joints, rhemmatism, scrofula,
exezema, itching skin and blond humeors,
cancer, eating, festering sores, boils,
catarrh, or any blood or skiu trouble.
Botanic Blood 8alm (B. B. B) heals
%nery sore nr pimple, makes the bleod

re and rich and stops all aches and
pains. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.
thoroughly tested for thirty years in
hospital and private practics, and has
cured thousands of cases given up as
hopeless. Sold at drng atores, $1 per
large bottle. For free treatment write
ta Blood Balm Co., Atlanta, Ga Medi-
cine sent at once, prepaid. Deseribe
trouble and free Qed%f::dvioa given.
Botanic Blood Balm B. B.) gives

Mm the blood,
Ll’gﬁ ~made. Bo-

-




