FINDING HIS MATE

By LAWRENCE ALFRED CLAY.

Caleb Andrews was a man of ffty.
He was also s widower, and bad de
cided to marry again, although his
fourteen-yearold daughter was run-
ning the house very well

Culeb wasn't & rich man, but in de-
ciding to marry again the question of
property had no influence. He was
one widower in & hundred about that.

The wid bad an appetit He
was born with it. It was an appetite
that would have done credit to one of
his work horses, He shoveled down
the bolled dinners—the pork and
beans—the fried pork and potatoes—
the bread puddings, and two hours
Inter he could eat just as much as if
be had been all day without & meal.

When Caleb got ready to look up &
wife it was almost & question of.
“Can she cook?’ There might not be
much love to start on, but as she
cooked and cooked the love would
grow and bloom and blossom until he
would finally have to squint twice to
make out whether she had wings or
arms.

Caleb didn’'t put up any surprise
party on his three ohildren when he
had come to the conclusion to marry
sgain, He sat down with his pipe
after & bhard day's work and a sup
por that would have made an ox groan
with conteutment and said:

“Mary, I'm & hearty eater.”

“You, father.”

“Keups you cooking most of the
time.”

Yo"

“You orter have more schooling.”

“1 think so0."”

“Bul my appetite keeps you home
and keops you over the hot stove.”

“You, fathor.”

“Therotore, Mary—therefore—"

“Hut you must have all you want to
oat,” sald the girl us he hesitated.

“Sooms thut way, but I've been
thinking of late that if 1 could change
fodder 1 wouldn't eat so much, You
cook first rute, but (t's allus the same
thiugs over und over. Now If a new
hand was o come in there'd be &
change in the dishes, eh 1"

| guess they would, but whom can
you bire?™

“Nobody. Don't want to hire nobody
"tall"

Then how—"

“Got married ag'in. Oet a wife to
o the cooking. Get a wife who's got
a twist of the wrist about billn' and
bukin’ and gettin' up new dishes. What
yo think ot it

“It's tor you to decide, father”

“You children won't raise any row "

“No.*

“That's mighty nice of you, and you
ean count on getting some Santa Claus
in your Christmas stockings.”

“Have you picked her out? was
timidly asked.

“Only just kinder picked her out. 1
thought 1'd tackle the widder Hliss
fret."

“She's nice.”

“Yes, but can she cook? Bhe's got
to be nice and & mighty good cook be-
sides. After I've eaten one meal in
her house | can tell whether she'll Aill
the bill or pot.”

The Widow Bliss lived In the village
throe miles away. She was forty-five
yoars old, and was weary of facing
the troubles of life alone—some real
good mAn-—-some man that would ap
preciate her many good qualities—
why, why—

No one must blame her or sneer at
her. As we are told in Holy Writ,
husbands sball not know their wives
in heaven, and wives shall not know
their husbands. Therefore, it Is bet
ter to get plenty of husbands and
wives on earth.

Caleb, the widower, loaded up five
Sushels of potatoes and hied him down
to the Widow Bliss with them. They
were & gift 0 her, and she made It
plain that his generosity was duly ap-
preciated. They became so interested
in each other, and he had timed the
bour so sccurately, that she lnvited
Rim to stay to supper.

“That's #t! Now Il get a line on
her cooking!™ he sald to himself after
sooepting the invitation. “Mighty nice
Mttls woman, but can she cook! Can
she serve up ‘taters in & new way?
Are her plecrusts short and flaky, or
heavy and soggy? Can she make a oup
of tea to ourl the hair, or is there a
taste of dishwater about It

The widow won the gold medal with
s bread pudding It was baked In &
diadb half the sise of & milk pan. Ca
lob's wife used to make what she
called bread puddings, but they didn't
bhold a candle to this one A »till
small voloe whispered to the widow
that her visitor would eat that pud.
ding to & standstill if given a chanoce.
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taken off his appetite.

“Widder Cable, 1 think of gettin
married agin,” he sald, as he shoved
back.

“Dear me, but I don't blame you on-
singie bit,” she replied, as she twiste
her apron in delightful embarrass
ment.

“l may oall again.”

“I'd be happy to have you"

Before Caleb got home the “influ
ence” of those plokled peaches had
quite worn off, and he sald to his
daughter:

“Mary, the Widder Cable Is a nice
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The black-and-gold wsign read
“Gowns,” and Beechmount gasped at
the intrusion and desecration. If she
had placed the sign on the locked gate
of the private little park in the cen-
ter of the circle of houses Beechmount
could not have been more perturbed.

Phil lked Pauline’s pluck. They
bad been chums years ago, he remem-
bered. He had always been glad
when the little, wide-eyed, sturdy girl
from Boston had come to visit across
the street. He had thought her won-
dertully clever. He smiled now, look-
ing at the little sign “Gowns "™

“I shall place it In the hands of
Gorbell,” sald his father testily. “It's
absurd that she can't see for herself
how it lowers property values. BShe's
twentytwo or three—old enough to
know better.”

“Perhaps if | saw her persopally
we could arrange it without going to
Gorbell,” Phil suggested. “How would
it do to train some vines over the
wign, dad?”

“Go now" growled
“Get It over with."

80 across the street went the emis-
sary, & very courteous, neighborly
emissary, with the glint of fun in his
blue eyes and a decided longing to re-
new his old friendship with Polly, as
he had called her years before.

He was admitted by a neat, black-
olad maid, and waitad In the long re-
ception room. A few good rugs lay
on the polished floor, a few excellent
pleces of mahogany were here and
there, and old Mme. Dale's gold and
glass cabinets for her treasures,

BEvidently the pin-and-pattern es-
tablishment was upstairs. He stood
looking at a picture on the mantel
when Pauline came down the long
staircase.

“How do you do, Phil? It's nice
of you to call so soon.” Her soft con-
tralto volce woke a queer thrill that
he had forgotten. He forgot all about
the cross old gentleman walting over
the way as he talked with her. She
had been abroad two years, mostly in
France.

“This is only temporary,” she said
happily. “I mean my beginning here,
1 want a really good, exclusive little
place somewhere (n the Forties In
¥ifth avenue. But I've come to stay
and I'm going to make good. 1 only
des! per Iity gowns, Phil, on

e

Mr. Hubbard.

woman, and them piokled peach
would make a man kiss his grand
mother for awhile. I'm & heap hun
grier now than before | ate ‘em., I'v:
got to try another widder”

“Whom, father?™

“Wall, there's the Widder Ransom
They say she makes & oup of tea
that's about as good as a drink of
whisky for & man. Mebbe that's wha!
I need to take the edge off my appe
tite. 1 reckon I'll drop in om her!"”

He dropped. He didn't get supper
but he got & cup of that oelebrated
tos, not one oup, but fourl Then he
was ready to say:

“Widder, 1 can't ses how you have
remained & widder, makin' such tea
a8 you do™

“They do say | know how to make
tea better than 1 know how to make
soft soap,” she replied.

“Yum! Yum! Widder, I may call

But he never called again on any
one of the three widows. He had th
misfortune to break his leg. and t
help his daughter nuree him they se

-

oured the services of an old maid. On
the first morning she came he com:
plained of a and she made
him & platter of hash. An hour after
he had downed it he sald:

“That hash was what | had been
looking for for ten long years. It has
made & new man of me. | want you

for my wife!"
“Just on sccount of the hash! she

asked
“Nay: The hash has Just happened |

to come firet, but love will foller.”
It did, and they have made a very
happy couple. -

(Copyright) |
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NO MYSTERY ABOUT THAT|
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Comedian Found It
the
Manager.

Mr. 8~ the theatrical manager
though in other respects a thorough
business man, could neither read nor
write, but Rept & private secretary
who bad striot injunctions sot to be
tray the seorel

One day the manager was dining o
his hotel, when & gold wateh was raf
fled for. Hach of the gueats staked
two shillings, wrote his name on &
scrap of paper and threw it (nto & hat

and she made the chance. It touched

the spot. For the firet time in years |
he shoved back from the table with | "°""
When | *elf.

his appetite perfectly satisfied
ready to go he sald

‘Widder, you are & nice
woman'

“I'm giad you think s0.” she repiied
with & laugh,

*“1 shall probably come around this
WAY agaln™

“And | shall always be glad to see
you

The father went home and told his
daughiter what took place, and added,
‘Mighty nice widder and mighty nice
bread pudding, but of ocourse that
don't settle It”

“No™ |

“There's the Widder Cable I've
been told that she ok & prize at
the county fulr for her preserves '

“It was for her pickied peaches, fa

little | 18t0 the hat along with the rest
|

Our manager was dreadfully perplexed

when his turn came to sign his name.
. in order not to expose him-
pretended to write, rolled wp
the blank plece of paper and threw it

As chance would bave It this very
paper was drawn.  Oreat was the as
tonishment when It was found to be
blank But B——, the low comedian,

| who was present, asked to have It

shown to A, and when he bad exam-
ined it carefully, he gravely exclaimed.
“That is our manager's handwriting

hould know It .t a”
—London Mall
Making It Strong.

Bacon—I'm buflding an loe-box.

Egbert—Oh, are you?

‘Yeu, what do they put In an loe
box to make it strong?™

“Onions, 1 belleve”

special orders. Do you think I'll suc-
ceed ™

“l know you will,” he assured her
heartily. “Mother wants one now.”

Pauline half closed her eyes medita-
tively.

“] can just see her in one.
her over, please do."

The little maid came to say the car
was walting.

“I've got a very neat little one that
I drive myself'” she assured him.
“It's & French car and 1 needed it
Don't you want to come with me,
PhiI ™

Phil accepted the Invitation eagerly,
all forgetful of his father.

“Did you speak to her about the
infernal sign?’ asked Mr. Hubbard
after dinner that night. Phil smiled
convincingly.

“I don't bellieve it will stay there
very long, dad"

“Well, we'll walt, then. 1 don't
want to take the girl's livelihood
from her, but she ought to know bet-
ter"

“Yes, sir,” sald Phil. “Exactly.”

Mrs. Hubbard smiled from the tea
tray end-of the table and the follow-
ing morning the little designer of tem-
peramental gowns received a call
from her neighbor and an order for a
Maeterlinck gown. It was to be & twi-
light gray, with underlays of chif-
fon, old rose and dull topaz and deep-
er grays. Pauline put her whole
heart into the modeling of It and
Phil would drift across the street
Quite naturally to watch her, or trot
around in the gray and silver car
seoking temperamental weaves and
garnitures.

“You know, Phil” she told him,
“your mother I8 adorably sweet and
dear, and | am going to make her a
perfect dream of wistful beauty, know
ft? I thing she likes me, too. Your
father doesn't, though.” 8he laughed
merrily. “1 met him on the street
and offered a friendly greeting, and
he just growled at me.”

“He'd better ltke you,” Phil swung
back sturdily.

“Why™

“Don't you know why, Polly ™

“Youll r'ake me steér wrong
g0 my hand, PhiL”

“I'il run the car myself”
the wheel from her firmly. “I'm go
ing to run it for lfe for you. Polly,
know 1t*™

“What will Beechmount say*™’ she
flashed back whimsjcally Phil, 1
think the world of you but I'm
afraid
sign right under their noses and
laugh, but do | dare to marry their
very nicest bachelor™

“You haven't anything to say about
it" Phil answered “"He's golng to
marry you '

(Copyright. 198 by the MoClure News
paper  Syndicate )
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German War Croquette.

The Germar administration an-
nounces the Introduction of a new war
croquette called vollkost which is to
be manufactured under central au
thority and sold at 2% cents It e
composed of Indian cornmeal spaghet
tt (now called “betrayal noodles’ in
Germany), various dried vegetables
and meat extract

Tt 1s thought that the two men had

| tn a letter from Private 8. N. Jones of |
He took

| can hang out my lttle gold |

BAR GIRLS FROM WARSHIPS

British Naval Authorities Have Good
Reasons for Drastic Action
Recently Taken.

“No more girls on warships.” This
British admiralty order is the result
of a torpedo running amuck. For
tunately the wild torpedo did latle
damage.

The British destroyers have been
putting in at Newport frequently and
the officers have become popular with
the inhabitants. The evening in ques-
tion a prominent eitizen of Newport,
bis niece and another young woman
were aboard s destroyer, and one of
the gunners was explaining the work-
ing of a torpedo tube. The charge of
high explosive had been removed and
placed to one side, when the gunner
was temporarily called away. Mean-
while another gunner came along and
thinking the explanation had been con-
cluded replaced the charge and went
away.

The first gunner returned and, un-
aware that the charge had been re-
placed, proceeded with his demonstra-
tion, saying: “This is how the tor-
pedo 1s discharged.” With that he
pressed the button.

There was a report and the amazed
little party saw the deadly torpedo
Jeave its tube and travel under water
right across the stretch between the
pler where the destroyer was tied up
and the next pler. It was making
straight for a large Italian steamship.

But for some unexplained reason
the torpedo’s course was suddenly de
flected. Instead of striking the steam-
or it crashed into the wall of the pler
twenty feet from the vessel's stern.
Tons of water were thrown into the
alr, drenching many persons who
happened to be near by. The pler suf-
tered considerably. There will be no
more little parties.

CAUGHT . THE BUSINESS MEN

Itallan Organ Grinder Would S8eem to
Have Knack of Knowing Just
How to Please Hearers,

e

Some of the greatest men of past
ages have to thank their knack of do-
Ing the right thing at the right time
for their pre in the 1s of
posterity

Guten! rg disclosed his newly in-
vented 1 vable type to a handful of
men who were in great need of a
medium to disseminate royal edicts
on & grand scale. Thus the art of
printing received a better start than
it might otherwise have enjoyed.

Franklin outlined the possibilities of
electricity to an organiszation of nfen
searching for just such a force. Its
triumph was of course assured,

Gluseppe Gorolotta—name fictitious
—who pllots a barrel organ through
Main street has the same knack of do-
fng the right thing at the right time,
says the Buffalo News.

When the first reports of the tor
pedoing of the Lusitania were pub-
lished, Gluseppe chose as the psycho-
logleal time to play “The Star Span-
gled Banner” within hearing of all the
office windows on Main street. The
unusual appeal depleted half the vaca-
tion funds in the business section.

The knack that made other men
great will make Gluseppe rich,

Plausible Theory.

Sometimes a bit of unconsclous hu-
mor survives even the watchful eyes
of the Assoclated Press editors. Re-
cently an account of an unusually
bloody fight came Into the Atlanta of-
fice of the great news-gathering or
ganization. After the ordeal of the
blue pencll, it was sent out over the
wires to the various newspapers on
the “southern division” of the Asso-
clated Press.

The item recounted the detalls of a
fight between two persons In a rural
community. Thelr weapons, accord-
ing to the story, were a scythe, a corn
knife, a shovel and a butcher knife.

After enumerating the details of the

the dispatch luded:

some sort of & misunderstanding.”

That was quite as convincing as
the comment made by the editor of a
rural paper in Maine on the arrest of
a young man who was caught climb-
ing out of the cellar window of & cer-
taln house with a valise filled with
sllverware, jewelry and other articles
of value.

“It {s bellieved,” sald the newspaper
account of his arrest. “that evidence
may be found that will lead to his
conviotion."—Youth's Companion.

Curious War Coincidences.
A curious colncidence is narrated

the Motor Transport A. 8. C,
friends at Llangollen, Wales.

He was a driver on the Llangollen-
Wrexham motor-bus route, and enlist-
ed soon after the commencement of
hostilities. In France, strange to say,

to

he was drafted to the ldentical chassls
of the motor he had been driving on
the Denbighshire route, it having been |
purchased with many others, by the
government.

The manager of the road car com-
pany has written to Private Jones
stating that, if it should be possible,
they will repurchase the car after the
war, and place apon it a plate record-
fng the circumstances related

A Simple Part

Patience, observing what other ce-
lebrities were doing, presented herself
to a manager of vaudeville “H'm—
what” asked the latter, “can you do
of a popular and pleasing character™
“Do? repeated Patience, proudly, |
“why, 1 can cease t0 be a virtue = |

| Puck.

Figuratively Speaking.
“So they are embarking on the sea

of matrimony?”

“Yes."
] presume they carry & neutral

fag?

“Oh, yes; but | suspect that part of

the cargo is contraband.”

“Why so?"”
“Everybody says the bridegroom has

a lot of brass.”

Rousing Her Sympathies.
Suffragist—Do you know that chil-

dren of six and seven years of age are
employed In the canning faotories?

Soclety Dame—Isn’t it perfectly hor-
rible! 1 do hope they're made to keep

their hands scrupulously clean.—
Puck.
Evened Things Up.
Mrs. Wiggs—Poor Mrs. Rounder!

Her husband didn't leave her much
when he died.
Mrs. Diggs—Oh, well, he made up

for it when alive. He left her nearly
every night

Garden Society.

“Why is the lily so haughty?” in-
quired the mushroom. “She barely
nods to the rest of us.”

“She {8 very proud,’ explained the
ivy. “She regards you as an upstart
and me as a climber.”

Rises.

“When water becomes ice,” asked
the teacher, “what is the great change
which takes place?”

“The greatest change, ma'am,” sald
the little boy, “is the change In
price."—Ladies’ Hole Journal.

JUST LIKE SOME PEOPLE.

“Rowell is a hard worker.”
“Yes—he'd make hard work of any-

thing."

The Uncertain Following.
A leader marched along and found
Himaself alone one day,
For his procession had turned 'round
And marched the other way.

That Depends.
Faddest—Don't you think skipping
the rope !s a highly dangerous prac
tice?
Lawyer—Not always. I'm trying to
have it put in practios for a clleat of
mine now,

A Wender.
“Bliggins thinks he's a great fisher-
“He's entitled to think so. He can
have more fun not catching any fish
than anybody that ever threw out a
line or told a story.”

Nothing Wasted.
Hobson—My wife never wastes any-
thing.
Dobson—No?
Hobson—No. If it's edible, it goes
into the hash, and if It isn't, it will do
to trim a hat.—Judge.

Not Mercenary.

Mr. Gottrox—My daughters, young
man, are both worth their weight in
gold

Suitor—Then the fact that | am ask-

| ing you for the smaller one proves at

any rate, that | am not mercenary.

Family Skeleton.

Black and Tan (irritably)—Leave
me alone—I| can’t see you now! I'm
terribly busy tracing up my family
tree'

St. Bernard—Humph' Bet a bone

| it's mostly all bark!—Puck.

Modern Life.
“Formerly a girl took pride in ae
cumulating linen for her linen chest.”
“Well?
“Now she collects a lot of grapho
phone recorda.”

UNTRIED,

“What | want in my son-in-law,” said
the girl’s father, “is stability of char.
acter.”

“Well, sir,” replied the suitor, I
don't smoke, drink, swear, gamble or
run around at night.”

“Have you ever done any of these

o

"Ne"lf, sir.”
“Have you ever wanted to do any of

“Um! What I'm after is not charac-
ter that i merely negative, but the
sort that will stand the acid test.”

8tiil Cyniecal.

“Do you believe two can live as
cheaply as one?” asked the sentimen.
tal

person.

“I do,” replied the cyniec promptly.

“But isn‘t that ocomtrary to your
usual views?”

“Not at all. I was speaking of mi-
crobes.”

Getting Back.

“My cook left this morning merely
because I asked her to get dinner for
a few friends of mine."

“1 hired her, my dear, and I doa't
mind giving you a chance to get back
at her. Bring your friends over to my
house for dinner.”

TOO BAD.

Mrs. Kidder—Her husband was get-
ting better, but yesterday he suffered
a relapse.

Mr. Kidder—I guess he saw the bill
for his wife's new outfit.

Discarded 8imile.
He is “‘as happy as a king!”
It was a good old phrase,
Alas, it doesn’t mean & thing
In these eventful days.

Sure Signs.

“Did you ever notice any wsigns of
insanity about the patient?”

“Well, when he got a legacy from
his uncle, he paid off the mortgage
on his house instead of buying an au-
tomobile.”

What Started the Trouble,
Mrs. B 1 don't PP you
would give up your seat in a car to
‘l v’om unless she were good look-
ng
Mr. Bacon—Why, my dear, when
::; say that you are forgetting your-

Somewhat Different.
“By the way, old chap,” said Josh-
em, “did you ever see a cakewalk®
“No,"” replied Soberleigh, “but I cace
saw & cheese that might have walked
if the cage door had been left open.”

Feminine Charity.
Mrs. Blox—I wonder why Mrs. De
Style is always late at the theater?
Mrs. Knox—Oh, 1 suppose she has to
wash the dinner dishes before she
starts,

The Difference.

Mr. Lookit—Mrs. Fairy ls such »
stately woman. She has an unusual-
Iy fine carriage.

Mrs. Comeup—We have a fine mo-
tor car.

AN INSTANCE.

“She said 1 was a perfect geatle
man.*
“She fis always calling people
names.”

Advice From Crimson Guich.

Let not your angry p‘ﬂon- riee
It's better to act slow an’ tame,

Fur seein' red affects the eyes ke
An' likes as not will spoll your atm.

Natural Propensity.
“The maids in our n.ighborbood
would make good soldiers.”
“In what way?™
“They are so ready to go to b
froat.”
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