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Hustled Right On 

”!tou tell me,” said the judge, "that 
this is the person who ran you down 
with his automobile. Could you 
swear to the man?” 

“I did,” chirped the complainant, 
eagerly, "but he didn't stop to hear 
me.” 

What's the Uee? 
"Why don't you Join in cleaning u» 

our fair city?” 
“What’s the use? The suburban* 

Ites will track mud right Into town 
again.”—Kansas City Star. 
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uavie .uear was learning to read. 

Bach day at noon he trudged 
proudly home from Miss Blake's 
school, two blocks away, and, con- 
front ng his mother, would open his 
book,and proudly say, pointing a 

fat finger at each word.as he pro- 
I nounced It.: 
I "I see the cat. 
) The cat Is on the mat. 
\ It is a nio3 
V Or, 
\ "See the man. 
\ Is he not tall? • 

1 He is a very tall man." 
\ “There! Didn't 1 read that, just 
rime,” Davie would demand, his 

eyes shining with pride, and his 
feet thrust far apart. 

And mother Dear would tint Ms 
head and say, positively, ‘‘Indeed 
you did. I don’t know 'when I’ve 
enjoyed anything so much." 

After which Davie would rush oft 
to find Dorothy, to read the lesson 
and repeat what mother Dear had 
said, with a few flourishes of his 
own attached. 

“O. Davie, don't read to me to- 
day." said Dorothy, one Thursday 
when she was a bit out of sorts, 
"vou don't really read it, you know. 
You lust learn it by lieart, from 

* hearing Miss Blake read it so many 
times, and then you think you're 
reading." And she turned to her 
hook. 

Davie's face fell. 
"Is that what I do? Jl thought it 

was reading. I can And the right 
word when I see it.” he stammered, 
lookijie dolefully down at h a book, 
"won’t I ever be able to read, Dor- 
othy?” 

But Dorothy was reading. 
Tucking his book under his arm, 

Davie went slowly back to mother 
Dear, and told her what Dorothy 
had said. And mother Dear de- " 

dared that Dorothy was only teas- 
ing. and to prove it she procured 
another book, when, to Davie’s 
great delight, he found that ho 
knew “and." and "the," and “man.” 
and several other words the very 
minute he saw them. 

"I knew I could read all the 
lime," he cried, merrily, "Dorothy 
fooled me, didn’t she, mother." 

"Indeed she did,” smiled mother 
Dear, “now, run along, son, moth- 
er's busy." 

Davie clumped back up the 
-tairs to tind Dorothy, .she was 

standing in the shadow, where she 
1 "had been listening and laughing. 

"Silly, silly, s lly,” * Dorothy 

chanted, tantalizingly, "didn't 
know whether he could read or not. 
Silly, silly, silly. I see the cat. I 
see the man," she mocked, running 
about the room, while Davie, all In 
a fury, tried to catch her. 

“I'll pull your old yellow hair, I 
will," ho puffed, "yellow head, yel- 
low head, yellow head. You just 
wait 'till I get you." 

"Lit-tull Dav-ee can't catch me,” 
gaily sang Dorothy, dodging behind 
nurfeo Nellie’s rocker and running 
across the hall. Davie nearly had 
her then, but she ducked her head, 
took a step sideways, reached the 
top of the stairs, caught her heel,, 
and fell, bumpety-bump, ’all the 
way to the bottom, while Dav’e 
watched from the top, his eyes 
bulging with horror. 

Dorothy lay very still, while moth- 
er Dear and nurse Nellie and Norah 
came running. 

"She’s fell all the way down,” 
Davie remarked in a hushed voice," 
do you s’pose her crown’s broke, 
like Jack and Jill's.” 

There was a giggle at this, and 
mother Dear was delighted to tind 
that the giggle came from Dorothy. 
"Davie always get things back- 
wards,” came In a shaky voice 
from the little girl, as mother Dear 
lifted her up, “Jack and Jill didn’t 
bcfth fall down, did they? I’m awful 
hurt, mother." 

"Hurt! Is it. You ought to he 
glad you're not killed entirely," 
cried Norah, sighing In relief, “I 
niver had such a scare since the 
time Davie fell off the stable roof.” 
And, without another look at Doro- 
thy, she hurried back to her kitch- 
en. 

Mother Dear felt of Dorothy’s 
arms and legs and looked at her 
head, where a big bump was rapid- 
ly forming over her right eye. 
“You're my brave little girl not to 
.cry,” she said, giving the bump a 
kiss, and Dorothy smiled crooked- 
ly as she replied, “I was Just go- 
ing to when Davie made me lau(s«. 
Let me see If 1 can stand up." 

Holding to the banister—Mother 
Dear was sitting on the lowest step 
of the stairs—Dorothy rose slowly to 
her feet, and found that she could 
stand as well as anybody. 

"Oh," she said. 
"What did you expect.” Mother 

Dear wanted to know, and Dorothy 
’answered that she always thought 
that when people had bad falls they 
couldn't walk. "But I can, can’t I,” 
she added. And Mother Dear hugged 

her again and wanted to know how j 
It had happened. 

By this time Dav'e had recovered I 
from his fright and was coming I 
down the stairs. 

’Cause she teased mo," he said 
solemnly, "that’s how she did it. 
And she shouldn't do It any more, 

should she, mother?" 
"Maybe I was,” agreed Dorothy.” 

“I was running away from him and 
caught my heel. I’m sorry now, 
Davie, and will tell you a nice story 
tomorrow.” 

And thus p^ace was made once 
moro between the dear Dear chil- 
dren. 

Children Dear: 
Do you Eee the picture of the little 

girl atop this story? And would 
you like yours or your little baby 

sister’s or brother’s to appear in that 
little candlestick frame? 

If so, just ask your mother to 
send your picture to me and I’ll bo I 
happy to let It smile at all the other j 
children readers for a whole week. 

Yours always, 
ADELINE CARKICK WELLS, j 

Everting Star 
Astrologer 

COPYRIGHT. 1013. 
"The stars Incline, but do not compel." 

MONDAY', NOVEMBER 17, 1013. 

bet lovers wait 
To (eat their fate. 

Although Venus is In benetlc aspect 
early in the day, astrology iinds It 
a time for cautious conduct. 

There is a sign read as forbidding 
to all who wuuld associate With su- 

periors. either In business or friendly 
relations, since the Influences are be- 
lieved to increase arrogance and tc 
produce an overbearing, egotistical 
state of mind. 

It is not an auspicious day for 
speculation of any sort, as losses sro 
presaged by the starB. 

The cun is in an adverse aspect, 
which is believed to be peculiarly un- 
favorable for beginning anything j unless it is an enterprise which is to 
be conducted secretly. For this rea- ! 
son detectives and persons who seek I 
to discover what is kept hidden may j 
benefit by initiative, .although they | 
n’aj not reach success in any plan ; until the configuration changes. 

The rule gives warning ugainst 
over-contidence in friends. Those who 
ask favors today court disappoint- 
ment. 

The seers counsel those who would 
be wise to avoid imparting their 
plans; the day is one in which It is 
most unlucky to tell of business1 
schemes or to impart any confidence. 

According to ancient lore the sun 
is supposed to govern the right eye 
of the male and the left eye of Lhe j 
female and when its aspect Is evil i 
rtiese organs may be affected. 
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LIFE, LOVE AND LOGIC OF 
PROFESSOR POLYDORE 

Mai the Atvaatam of a Palmlat. 

BY IRVING It. BACON. 

XIII. 
Any other undoubtedly would have 

met with a violent death. That Pro- 
fessor Polydore escaped such a fate 
wrr due entirely to his knowledge ot 
palmistry. But, then, let the facts 
speak for themselves. 

The professor wus on his way to a 

fashionable function, at which he waa 
to be the star attraction, when It oc- 
curred to him that he was sorely In 
need of a shave. Usually he performed 
th's service for himself, but os he was 
miles from home and the hour late, 
ho stepped Into the tlrst barber shop 
ho encountered. Fortune was kind. 
There was one vacant chair. The pro- 
fessor dropped Into this, and was at 
once taken In hand by the barber. 

A casual glance at the tonsor'al ar- 
tist had given Professor Polydore the 
impression that he was tall, thin and 
amiable-featured. Satisfied with this 
hasty Inventory, the professor dis- 
missed the man from his thoughts and 
at once began to lose himself In pleas- 
ant reverie. He was recalled to the 
commonplace afTalrs of life by a dab 
of lather In his nostrils, shutting off 
his breath so suddenly that he almost 
choked. 

A Rabid Politician. 
"Pardon me!" exclaimed the bar- 

* her, deftly turning the lather episode 
into an opening wedge for converts 
t'on. He now threw wide the flood- 
gates of loquacity and put an effec- 
tual stop to the professor's medita- 
tions. 

Politics appeared to be the barber’s 
main concern. He was a rabid advo- 
cate for the party In power. 

“I hold,” he said, poising the end 
of the brush directly over Polydore’s 
r'ght eye. “I hold that those In office 
ought to be continued In office. That 
whole fuss about their being grafters 
and thieves Is all nonsense. What 
If they are? Any Idiot ought to be 
able to see that It. Is better to keep 
them at the helm than to elect a new 
set about whom we don’t know beans. 

“As Hamlet says, ‘It's a heap sight 
better to grunt along on the fardels 
we've got than to be bom In an un- 
discovered country w'here odds bosdi- 
klns that we don’t know anything 
about are apt to hit us In the neck,’ 
or words to that effect.” 

“I’m afraid that big lump of lather 
Is going to drop Into my eyes,” mur- 
mured Polydore apologetically. 

Slapping the lather on to Polydore’s 
Adam’s apple, the burber proceeded: 

"You see, It’s Just this way; a man 
can hold Just so much. It’s the same 
as with a pall—when It's full. It can’t 
hold any more. There ain’t a states- 
man living that can contradict that. 
I may not he much on talking, but 
when It comes to an argument. I’m all 
there." 
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Professor Polydore was losing pa- 
I tlence rapidly. 

"I suppose,” he said, “that what you 
mean Is that the citizens can trust the 
men who are In office because they 
have glutted themselves with graft 
and, like the full palls, are not likely to take any more.” 

drafters Are Tanka. 
"Yes. precisely,” replied the lather 

expert. 
“Well, an office-holder who is a 

thief is not a pall at all,” snapped 
Polydore. “He Is a tank of the Da- 
nalds. If you know what that Is. It is 
a tank that has no bottom. Honest 
citizens are at last awake to the fact 
that these scoundrels have to get out 
and-” 

Tho barber, having finished tho 
lathering process, was now pausing. He held a razor between his thumb 
and forefinger, and the palm of his 
hand showed plainly just above tho 
face of the professor. He saw that 
the thumb was of tho clubbed typo 
This Is known In palmistry as "the 
murderer's thumb." The appellation 
is somewhat unjust, for It Is rarely 
that possessors of clubbed thumbs 
kill, They are usually good-natured 
people, but have a terrific tempar. 
And It is only when the other Indica- 
tions In the hand are bad that it is a 
safe guess that, once aroused, they 
will not hesitate to beat an adversary 
to death. 

The particular specimen which Pro- 
fessor Polydore was now looking at 
was of this dangerous kind. Tho 
hand was coarse, and the ball of the 
thumb—the so-called Mount of Venus 
—was fiery red and grilled; that In. 
It was criss-crossed with innumerable 
lines. The headline, moreover, was a 
merely rudimentary affair, extending 
less than a third of the way across 
the hand In a wavering zigzag course. 

: and to cap it all, a poorly formed star 
appeared at the end of the line—a. 
sure Indication of mental explosion 
or brainstorm. 

Fury and murder were written la 
large characters all over the hand. 

Nothing quenches anger quicker 
than flattery. Professor Polydore 
was a past master In the art of blar- 
ney. 

i\ruui IBUC17. 

"And why not?” he used to say. 
"Flattery Is a necessary compromise 
In a world In which for the most part 
only the sham friends of truth are 
successful, while Its real friends are 
Ignored, if they are not thrown Into 
dungeons or crucified." 

Never had Professor Polydore a 
greater Incentive to flatter than now. 
He knew that the way he concluded 
his remarks would guide the razor to 
either shave him or cut his throat. 
With as calm composure as if tho 
recognition of his peril had not oc- 
curred to him at all, the professor 
flnlshed his sentence thus: 

"And so forth, and so forth. All 
that sort of mush that I’ve been quot- 
ing and that Is being handed out to us 
at every street comer nowadays Is 
just what’s causing the whole trouble. 
You have hit the nail squarely on the 
head. To put In a new set of office- 
holders would be like turning a lean 
hungry horde Into a banquet hall 
from which the fat. well-fed guests 
have been driven. Nothing Illustrates 
this better than your comparison with 
the full pall." 

The razor descended gently. 
Then minutes later, when the pro- 

fessor was leaving the place, clean 
shaven, a stranger who had also re- 
ceived tonsorlal ministrations said to 
him: 

"I wouldn’t let the fellow who 
shaved you put a razor to my throat 
for a million." 

"He is a bit talkative,” assents<1 
Polydore. 

"No. 1 don’t mean that exactly-” 
said the stranger, but for a while t 
thought he was going to cut your 
head off. I never saw so ferocious a 
look, except on the face of a mad- 
man.” 

will X ask Jerome Power for the hand 
of his daughter when I know that ha 
knows that I’ve had six jobs in one 
month and am only getting $7 a 
week! * * • A young man who 
expects to marry an heiress should 
not say to the father, “I come, sir, 
with a fine recommendation from—. 

Learned at School 
"I thought you learned how to draw 

at school! You haven’t a tall on your 
cow.” 

‘‘Oh, that’s all right, pop; ths 
teacher says for us to pay no atten* 
tlon to details,” 

Some Party, Eh? 
Stout Person (who has raised his 

friends)—Did you seo a large party 
go down here? 

Laid—Yes, sir, but 'e wasn’t such 
a large party as you artl-1. and— 
Jester, ....... 


