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vVORIMuch Less a Task When One Can
Contrive to 1"urn Necessary Work

Into Something That May
1 Be Termed Amusing.

AD ABOUT ITRE

Lesion In Thl Story to tha Younfl

Who Fail to Realize What Asso.

elation Represent to Those
Who Are Aging.

The time bad come for family,
to bu broken up. One by one the chil-

dren bad married and moved away.
Mother had bidden theiu good-b- y with
tears. She had taken care of them all
for so long! She had been the big
factor lu nil their lives. Yet she knew
that It could not last forever. The
boy, the "baby" p the household, w us
the last to go.

The daughter who was to live with
mother had been getting along well In
I he world and had seen no reason for
having a nnin help her manage her
affairs, nnd as she vowed that this
state would last forever she decided
that mother bad best go with her.

Daughter decided that all the old
furniture must be sold and that they
must move Into a new house with ull
nr.v furniture.
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To the person that will suggest the best
name for my Cleaning and Tailor-

ing business I will give
$10.00 in work FREE.

Each person can submit but one name. Contest will last

only one week. It will close MONDAY FVENING, OCT.

9th, at 6 p. m. Be sure your tuggestion is mailed to

reach me before that time. Announcement of winner

will be made in Tuesday evenings paper, Oct. 10th.

"Dear, will you see to Horace? I
jthluk he's hungry," remarked the host-

ess to her husband.
' "Who Is Horace?" usked the week-

end guest. 'The hostess laughed.
"W'iiy, It's the furnace," she ad-

mitted. "Vot see, we have got in-

to the merry way of playing a game
with our housekeeping, and ironing
everything hi the house. It Isn't nearly
ns much of 'a to tend the furnace
;When it: is iuiuied Horace and Is. In a
iway, u helpful, active member of the
family, aw When it is regarded merely
as a nuisance.' A furnace isn't a nuis-

ance, you Know. It Is a big, comfort-
able friend only, like most friends, it
has to be liked and appreciated and
visited with In order to do its best
work. So, insieud of going down to
put coal in a cold, forbidding, ugly
Move, my huslihnd goes down to fe--

Horace, and mike him feel better for
having his cinders shaken down, to put
him metaphol'ally with the poker,
and thank him, for keeping the water
iln the bathroom warm. Silly, isn't it?
Put it brings siich a nice glow of fun
into an ordinary Job.

"My kitchen range Is tiatued Aunt
jSusuti. Into her ample la) I put my
cooking utensils, knowing that she will
;help me make everything appetizing
and savory, aid me in geHing my diu-in-

ready on time, and hum gently to
herself wbeli 1 leave her alone with
the teakettle. , She Is like a wise, ex-

perienced olil liuut to a young house-

keeper like nnv
i "We have d battered old roadster

--if I SwtirOpf'adain-watc- h
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It was pathetic to see how motherCCANJ rJ 1 TVAx 1 L.
L actuatjjurningiests.v

watched each old piece of furniture, as
she dusted it on her daily rounds.
The old walnut bedstead, the berry
dresser, the d

walnut chairs that had been In
her room so long were old friends.

She protested feeWy against hav-

ing to have a new brass bed In the
new home. As the day for moving
drew nearer mother became more and
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AONT PERSIS HAS A PLAN:

By LOUISE OLIVER. more depressed. The business daugh JUL 21 il X&m?

' This morning 1 wakened as happy
imtl carefree us a puppy on a farm;
flonightlfeei like the fellow )n mythol-
ogy who had to keep the world bal-

anced on his shoulders. And what has
1;umde this difference ia my; outlook pu

lexlstcnce?

ter, engrossed in her own affairs, did
not know the heart pangs it was tak-

ing for mother to reconcile herself to
the parting with the old furniture.
It was mother's link to the past.

A day before moving into the tiew
place, the son from the far city caino
home. He had an understanding
heart. Tie saw in a minute what the
daughter had failed to nee. Mother
just could not part with the old furni-
ture.

The riaiiRhtCT Insisted that She
must not have any stuff
cluttering up the new house. The sou

argued for a room for mother with all
the old furniture. But the daughter

Just write your suggestion on a sheet of ordinary station-

ery, giving your full name and address. More than one

suggestion from any one person will not be considered.

Suggestions must be be enclosed in sealed envelope and

either mailed or left at 407 Kansas Avenue.

A girl, of course i ',;,-
- '

And kucu n girl 1 If

When I think of Ihs way Lor hair
fcurlod over the tops ot her ears and
ilier eyes lousing one moment and

that Is lovingly termed Old Dobbin,
since the accession of the smart little
:car which we call James as if it
jwere chauffeur, footman and butler
rolled into one. Dobbin drives the
children to school, runs all the village
errands, and takes us on all the family
lootings, while with .Tames, I go call-- i

Jin.?, we drive to church, and altogether'
keep up the fumily 'toae.'" The host-- ;
Jess, a simple woman of simple tastes,
smiled at this las at a huga Joke, for j

jshe and the host were their own chauf- -

furs and footinen, and were as fieej
Jf rmn pretension' as well could be.
)

'

"It is just one way of making friends
jof the familiar objects we have about'
lus tvery day," she explained. "One

she asked me to wait while she re-

paired the damage to her toilet.
In a few minutes a girl came down
not my girl ; another, tall, statuesque,

and dignified.
She came In and held out her band.

"How do you do, Addison?" she re-

marked pleasantly. "It's years since)
I've seen you. The last time I believe
you stuck burs In my hair."

The room was whirling. "Are you "
I began. "I thought you were will
you please tell me who tha girl Is I
ran Into Just now and nearly killed."

"Grnce Tllden, niy companion)!"-'
''Yegods!" "

m m

Tt'S two o'clock and I'm afraid to'
fro to bed. I can't wake up and face
Aunt Persis.

And yet down la my. heart I'm dls
tracllngly happy,

l! m m

A week later,, "

I have d mj cpnfesslotf and the
Joke's on me. '

I fell asleep In my cliafr that night
and the telephone beii on my table
woke me at eight In the niorniug. Aunt
Persis was talking to a girl. I knew
the voice and listened.

"Miss Persis," she said, "it will d(J
him good to let him think he's engaged
himself to Grace Tllden. We planned
It In a hurry to change places while he
was waiting for me down stnlrs. lie's
terribly blunt and honest, but adorable,
Miss Tersis. I think I've loved hita
since he chased me with the burs.
Don't give us away yet, please. The
Joke's too good and he deserves pun-
ishment "

Jolly old world this.
(Copyright, 1916. by the McClure Newspa

per Syndicate.)

W.: MrJCiiiio-hf- .
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IHIklTS U ftj'mui iuintl, 1111:11, in .::,ri. Formerly McKnight & Cloud, Cleaners and Tailors
PHONE 414

tne commonplace, uuinieresiuig, even
(unattractive, tilings one may have to
Meal wilti. l or example, 1 flou t so
Jmiich mind scouring my big Iron skillet
jnow that I cull It Old Black Joe. And
it he children do not mind washing and
iwiping dishes when they name the dif-

ferent kinds of china and glass by
families Mr. and Mrs. Wlltowware be-

ing the two large platters, and the
plates and other dishes being their
children, nephews and nieces. It is
just one of the jolly little games that
may make over the prosaic program
,of everyday duties into fun."

was not sentimental.
A bed was to be slepf Trt, That

:was the extent Of Its value, now
mother could cling to those rellea wa
more Ihuii she could uuaeratand. Pla-

ter had always remembered her bnrt ti-

er as too sentimental for hl own good.
She had wondered how it was he had
escaped marriage thus fair. But the
son understood his mother.

Tie could see how she was aging,
for he had not been with her every
day for years. He understood her as
her daughter did not. Life wtithout
the old associations woiiKd be mere
existence.

He found mother rubbing the -i

on the old dresser. There
were tars In her eyes. Then 1m ;ould
stand it no longer.

"Mother, I just came home to tell
you that I have oome back to the oid
town to acctpt a new position, and I
am sick and tired of hotels. Why
can't I move my trunk home here, fix

up father's old room for my dusk and
papers and live like I used to?

"Everything in this old bonne will

stay Just as It is. Only I have to get
some of those old rag curvets for the
bedrooms like we hud years and years
ago. You are going bo be bos of the
ranch. T!l the hired hand, nnd

.':i j mke the old house be glad It's
still standing."

Mother did not say a word. She be-

gan to cry. And because the son un-

derstood women and especially mot-
hershe was glad to hear her cry, for
he knew it was for joy. Indiatiapolis
News.
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Guns Which Save Life.
The three and six pounders with'

which all the sea-goin- g revenue cut-
ters of the service are armed now are
used to shoot lines to vessels in dis-

tress. For years they have servod as
nothing more than ornaments on the
decks of the cutters; for it never wus
necessary to use them In the enforce-
ment of customs and navigation laws.
They were carried mainly for their
nior;l effect.

These guns have been found far
more effective in line shooting than
the line guns formerly carried small
brass cannons of (he type seen at g

stations along the coasts. Al-

though flu? cannons were in use for
many years, they were never entirely
satisfactory. It was almost Inrjwssible
to aim them with any degree of accu-

racy, nnd accordingly line shooting
with thciu was a "hit or nilsp" matter
In the majority of cases.

The rapid-fir- e guns now used are a
great Improvement on the old pieces
and Insure accuracy.

Brightening the Shave.
An Englishman, weary of blood-

shed, has bethought him of a means
of enlightening the gloomy and oth-
erwise dangerous ritual of the shave,
says Popular Science Monthly. He
has invented a miniature electric
lamp provided with an adjustable clip
and ilexible cord which may be at-
tached to the razor and light the path
of the blade through the tough bris-

tles of the human fuee.
With his lamp attachment one may

plunge fearlessly into the blackest
depths of a tHi'ee days' growth of
beard and emerge front the ordeal un-

scathed. The lamp is attached to a
conventional type of razor by a sim-

ple clip. It travels with the blade or
with the motion of the hand. By look-

ing Into Hie mirror the man shaving
himself cau determine just what pro-
gress he is making and whether or
not he is going to come thuough the
operation with his two ears intact.

ithen half closed to see how you'd take
jit the nest it driven me mud,
j Here is what happened ;

I came yesterday on a visit to" Aunt
jPersis. You see, Aunt Pers has the
family fortune, and so of course all the

ranches out to the sixteenth cousins
tiro nice ta her. f'o. us 1 finished col-

lege last Week datl said: "You must
:inuke your Aunt Persia a visit and let
her see what a decent fellow you are.
She may have some plan up her sleeve
for you, son, and so humor her as far
us you can."

So I packed up and tirrived last
nlKht.

Well, ns I said, I wakened heart
whole and care free and enjoyed a
.good breakfast until auntie said:
"Addlsou, do you remember the little
Lambie girl you used to play with next
door? The cue you fcut cross at one.

day for laughing when; your pony
threw you into the mud and whom

you chased with n handful of lmrs and
stuck them all through her curls?"

The memory brought a guilty flush.

("Yes, I remember, Aunt Pers."
She nodded. "Well, Grace is a great

favorite of tuine now, Addison, and
I've taken a tuition I'd like to see you
two married. I love you two young
people better than anything in the
world and I'm Retting old," signifi-

cantly. Then she went to u desk and
brought out a box. "I've had another
fancy lately, too. I've had my jeweler
design a ring that any girl would ho

proTid of, I should think. Do you like
It?"

"Yotl might rut it in your pocket,"
suggested the old lady. "And now, Ad-

dison, don't you think you'd better
H;o;.rlxe for the burs?"

There certainly was risk in
motcri:;g over to call on old friends,
so I took my roadster and went over
at ten. I was going a'. mg the road
that lends to the Maples and just be-

fore I came t'i ('.: lag gate a little car
jumped around a curve and I hit It. A

girl flew out Into some hushes as my
car caught hers nu' enrried it along
a bit. I finally got the engine stopped
and ran back as fast as I could, but
the girl wasn't hurt a bit, and there
she stood, tousled, with a smudge
across . one cheek, but laughing and
looking too sweet for anything.

"It was my fault!" she protested.
"No, mine !"

"I beg of you " Then something
familiar struck r.se.

"Is your name Grace,?"
"Yes !"

"I thought so. Pon't you renemher
me? I am Addi'ti Jennings. I was
Just going over to pay my respects."

She was silent a minute then "Ad-

dison Jennings 1 No, I dou't believe I
do."

I was piqued that she should forget.
"Oh, don't jou? I was just on my way
to ask you to nmrry me. See, I'vo
brought the ring an! all. I'm Miss
Persis Grant's nephew."

"Miss Persis told you to Jo it, no
doubt."

"Asked me to, to be exact. And I'm
being dutiful."

She slipped thn ring on her finger
with an odd look. "Ho jou know I
think I will take you up, Mr. ."

Things were going differently from
the way I had expected.

"Won't you take nie h inie?" she

pskei
i. I took bcr rm to the I;,; hcue and
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Paper, Sir?
Experiments with Jack! plni' hnva

shown that it Is well suited for niuk-- j

lug kruft paper. On some of the,
. . ... , , .i '

Irrigation In Egypt.
The Egyptian minisiry of pithllc

works, which has been experimenting
in cotton raising during the past ten
years lu the Gezla region in the Sudan,
lias issued an optimistic report to the
effect that It will lie possible to do
better than double the yield ot cotton
in the Nile Delta by means of a sys-
tem of dams for Irrigation In connec-
tion with the White Nile and the ISIue
Nile.

Vast quantttics of water have been
stored already, and during the past IW

years nearly a million acres of en-

tirely new land have been added to
the taxable soil of the country. It is

estimated that in thiH newly
region about 2.500.000 acres of land
could be niade capable of growing cot-

ton. Tills, as h matter of fact, would
give more lar.d than is now planted
with cotton in Egypt. Irrigation
works are now beirtu constructed, itud
a plot of acres is being tiviaed.

national roresis mis iree is usiu iu

plant bind which is too poor to grow
other timber.

Daily Thought.
A soul occupied with great Ideas,

best perforins small duties; the divlc-es- t

views of life penetrate most dour-

ly Into the luonnost enterprises. Mar
tinea 'i.

Lo, the Poor Mule !n Mexico.
Americans are wont t, employ the'

mulw as a symbol of stubbornness and
to speak of the donkey an the epitimie
of stupidity, but patiewe and meek-
ness are the outstanding charncterls-- '
tics of these animals In Mexico, the
National Geographic Magazine says.-Wit-

rations on which an American
sheep or a European goat would go
hungry, the burdens which these poor
beasts are forced to bear are out of
all pioporiluu to tUeir strength and
size, and they are driven many a weary'1
mile over bridle baths wherfr n horse
would find hard traveling; but they
are always docile and uncomplaining,'
ns If adversity were a stranger to
them. Imagine a dozen donkeys
transformed lntn as many lumber wag-
ons with long, heavy boards strapped
on each side and driven a dozen miles
without food, except now and then a
chance bit of prickly foliage which

tly manage to nip as they walk
Blong!

Don't for&et
Hie Urilqie Proposal.

He was a morbid youth and a nerv-tm- s

lover. . Often had he wished t tell
the maiden how he longed to make
her all hia own. Agaii and again bad
his nerve failed hln But tonight X r.i i
there was "do-r-dte- " look in his eye.

They started for their usual walk, and
rested awhile upon his favorite seat
a gravestone In tlie village churchyard.
A happy Inspiration seized him. "Ma-

ria," he said In trembling accents
"Murta! When you die how should

you tko to be burled here with my
name.on.the stone over you?" London

Oplnfc.n.

The Question.
Little Willie (who is of a painfully

nqulrinz turn ef mind) "Mamma,
' tell me; do mosquitoes bite us because
j ilu y like us, or because tlKy don't
i like us?" after every meal1
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