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ERE you are, Miss Clevenger;

this is just in your line,” said

the city editor of the Daily
Blaze, as he handed a clipping to a
goung woman reporter. “You certaln-
Iy can get something spicy out of that.
Answer it, follow it up and get a good
yarn. The stronger the better, and if
there is a bit of lemon color in it it
won't hurt anything."

Norah Clevenger took
from the city editor's hand. It was an
advertisement cut
from a contempo-
rary daily. This
is what she read:

Wanted—A wife,
not than
yvears old; must be
loving disposition;
cripple preferred.
Address Lock Box
07, Hoosierville,
Indiana.

“I think that's a
bona fide
Miss Clevengern,”
the ed-
“and
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the clipping
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miore
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sald city
the
A LETTER. stuck it
in wants a cripple, and that's queer in
itself. Write to him, meet him and get
your yarn. It ought to be a good
IOI!U."

Norah Clevenger had been writing
spicy stories for the Daily Blaze some
Nears. knew to make her
pen scoreh the paper, and that's what
“he Dlaze calloused
and
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tle zirl about 5 years old by the hand.
Norah Clevenger felt that
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moment before she could have sworn
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that her correspondent was some fool |

of a fellow with a cast in his eye, i
painful limp and so ugly generally that
his very appearance would
gwer to the question why he had not
sought a bride in the vicinity of Hoos-
The man looked about the
His eyes fell on Norah, and
to her arm.

olye

ierville,
station.
then went quickly

forward raised his hat and said: ‘Miss
Anderson, 1 belleve. 1 am George
Moore. This my little girl Fran-
ces.”’

The little one held out both hands
to Norah and lifted her face to be
kissed. This writer of stories with
a2 touch of saffron in them felt some-
thing of a shock, but she bent over and
Joiserdl he child's red lips.

~1 p° us sit down for a moment, Miss

o1 I owe yvou an explauation.
crippled. My wife, who

is
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died four yvears ago, was a cripple. I
tell you frankly that I loved her, and
chie fact that she was dependent on me
because of her crippled state made me
learn the delight that there is in doing
{for others. I was a selfish man, but I
learned unselfishness, and it made me
|happy. 1 don't know much of the
world, and I feel that to advertise for
a wife may not be considered right,
ybut I say honestly that there wis none
near home whom 1 wished even could
I have clhiosen.”

Norih Clevenger felt uncomfortable.
| She hardiy liked to admit it to herself.
| She knew that this man was fair and
labove board, and that she had been

: | doing something that was unwum:n}!}'.

[ She had done unwomanly things before

vy, but this
zirl had slipped
this time, and
Moore rose sud-

interest of a stor
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into her lap by
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talking to her softly.
[denly. 1 forgot something,” he said.
[“*>tay with Miss Anderson a minute,
{ Frances,” and then he disappeared in
Etl'n direction of the bagrage-room. In
(a minate he was back with a huge
basket on his arm, and, raising the
cover, he showed it to be full of black
[ Hamburg grapes. These are for the
| Crippled Children’s Home,” he said;
[ 1 send frnit in every week because of
{my memories. 1 thought I would
| bring the grapes myself this time. 1
raise them in my hothouse. I'll give
| them to an expressman, and he can get
them to the hospital, so that the tots
can have them in the morning.”
i Norah Clevenger rose from her seat.
“Mr. Moore,” she said, “I have met
[ you as you asked. 1 must go now. I
will write you to-morrow,” and before
word the girl had
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The fa seeing his son packing

ichtly judged to

i the early loss of a good

stopped at the door of the
vouns man's room and asked what he
was going to do.

The boy very promptly reminded his
father of the day of the month and
the year, and declared his intention of
striking out in the world on his own
acconunt.

*Not much the

you won't.,” shouted
old man, *at least not for a while
|;.‘»-1T You wasn't born until after 12
| o'clock, so you can just take off them
oood and fix to give
| other half-day’s work down in the po
tato pateh.” .
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Seventy-five Miles an Hour.

An electrie road out of Buffalo con-
templates a schedule of seveuty-five
miiles an hour. If that rate eoguld be
kept up, says Munsey’s, it would carry
you from New York to San Franeisco
in less than two days. If a track were
laid around the world on the eighty-
fifth parallel of latitude, a car going at
that velocity from east to west would
keep up with the earth's rotation, and
| beat Joshua's miracle by holding the
i sun in one place all summer,

| — e L T
| A spinster's ideal man is one who
will say the word.
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BARTER AT THE CROSS ROADS. !SUPPOSE WE SMILE.I

Two of the Natives Talk Two Days to
Make a Deal. :

At Carter's cross roads I came upon
two native Tennesseeans who sat on a
logand whittled while they talked. ©9ne
of them had an old silver watech and
the other owned the poor old mule
hitched to a: post.: They had come to-
gether to make a trade and had been
talking for an hour and I rode
off one of them said:

“I'l trade yo' even up, Jim. and if
that don't hit yo' it's no use to talk
furder.”

“I can't do it, Tom,” replied the
other., “That there mewl is wuth two
sich watches."

It was dark when I returned and
there sat the same two men and there
stood the same old mule. They were
talking trade as vigorously as ever
and as I rode away the man with the
watch was saying:

“It's even up or nothin’, Jim; jist as
I told yo' before.” .

“Tom, I ean’'t do it—ean’t possibly
do it,” replied the other.

Along toward night next day 1 rode
over to the same store on an errand
for Mrs. Williams and there sat the
very same two men., I couldn’t see
that they had moved an inch. They
weren't saying a word, however. On
the contrary, both had their legs
swinging over the edge of the plat-
form, their chins in their hands and
were looking down on the. ground. 1
saw the old mule lying dead on the
ground .and between the two men lay
the watech. It had stopped dead still
and both hands were off the face.

“Do you know that your mule
dead?’ 1 asked the owner of the ani-
mal,

“Of co’se,” he replied.

“And your old watch has
wreck?” 1 said to the other.

“Yes, sah.”

“Idid vou sit here all night

“We did,” they answered in chorus.

“But if the mule is dead and the
watch busted vou ean't trade.”

“Oh, that trade was off at midnight,”
said the owner of the watch, “and
what we are dickerin’ about now is
that yere saddle again my dawg.”
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“DIXIE* CHEERED EVERYWHERE.

North No Less Enthusiastic Than the
South on Hearing It.

“A singular thing about the tune of
‘Dixie,’”” said a Washington man who
does a good deal of traveling, “is that
it arouses quite as much enthusiasm
when it is played above Mason and
Dixon's line—far that line, in
many instances—as it does when it is
plaved down South. .I have often no-
ticed this and wondered it. In
the Southern towns and cities. or even
in Washington, where Southern sen-
timent predominates, it is the natural
thing for the cheers and hand-
c¢lapping to begin when, for example,
a theater orchestra or musical per-
formers on a stage strike up the tune
of ‘Dixie,” but precisely the same thing
happens in the Northern cities. An or-
chestra never gets into the swing of
‘Dixie’ in a New York theater that
the audience doesn’t almost come to its
feet, They cheer ‘Dixie’ vociferously
every time it is played in San Fran-
They yell in approval of it in
Detroit. and St. Paul, and Cinecinnati,
and in Chicago they hum it along

above

over

the

HUMORCUS PARAGRAPHS FROM
THE COMIC PAPERS.

?leasant Incidents Occurring the
VWorld Over—-Sayingsthat Are Cheer-
ful to 0Old or Young—Funny Selec-

tione that Everybody Will Enjoy,

One day little 6-year-old Bernie falil
w1l to spell “throw™ correctly. Thg
eacher prompted him and he spelled ¥
ifter her. “Spell it again,” she sald.

“T-h-r-o-w,"” he replied.

“Agzain"

“T-h-r-o-w.”

“Again."

“T-h-r-o-w."

“Once more,” she insisted,

“T-h-ro-w."

“Now, what are you spelling ?"

“Again,” he answered.

Confeasion.

“Do you make much out of vour lit
wary work?” asked the inguisitive per
o1,

“Yes," replied the man who scrib
nles occasionally, “much more out of
[t than I do in it.”
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Housewife—Mina, is dinner no
ready? We are all starving.

Mina (who a novel)—No,
finuer is not ready and it won’t be un-
til T find ont whether/the black knight

wins the fair lady or not.
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Waiter—HHem—er—haven't you for-
coften something?

Farmer
I've er everything clean up.

Barns—Oh, no, I zuess not,

One Point of View.

*I am very much afraid that you do
not appreciate the spirit of a free coun-
F oA

“0Oh, yes I do,” answered the man

liad ently landed in New York,
hich it is needless to re-
prodn

Wl
country ¥

“It isx a place where you are free to
do as you choose if yon can manage to
got on the police foree."—Washington
sStar.

you understand by a free

Cotron Mill at Quirto.

A eoftton mill to be built at Ql.lit(),l

the capital of Ecuador, must be ecar-
ried on the backs of mules through
the Andes, passing a point 16,000 feet
in altitude, i
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il ¥ehool Girl—No; she's going
©uine. - Baltimore American,
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Mother Wisdom.

Perhaps a bit of personal experience
may be interesting to some one. I am
one of the many busy mothers and
housekeepers whose work 1S never
done, and finding awhile ago that the
monotony of my life was causing me
to grow morbid, 1 tried to think of
some way in which I could vary mj
work, and thus get the change which
was 80 evidently needed.

Before the children came I had taken
great enjoyment in music and Englisi
literature, but both had been sadly neg-
lected of recent years, owing to other
demands upon my time and strength.
I therefore decided that every morn-
ing after the chambers were put air-
ing, the dishes washed, and the chil-
dren started for school. I would sit
down at the plano and practice for
fifteen minutes on some of the pieces
which I had played years belore, as
new pieces would be dise uraging.

Then, after dinner, I the ta-
ble, and befors attacking the army of
dishes which always awaits the house-
keeper's unwillinz hands at that hoaur,
I lay down on the couch, and instead
of reading the daily paper, wlu
ords of murders, suicides and defaica
tions is so depreasing, | selected one of
the poets whose works had given me
much pleasure in my school days, and '
spent half an hour in his society. The
regult after a few days was noticeable.
While at work on the dishes before
mentioned, girains of music from the
practice of the morning, or a thought
from the poem read at noon, would
float through my mind, affectiag me su
pleasantly that I have decided to con- |
tinue the custom indefinitely.

If we wish to train our children |
aright, we must have beantiful |
thoughts, but as springs in
mountains would to supply
brooks were it not the
our springs of thought will become ex-
hausted they are -asionally
replenishaed
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I hepe gsome tircd mother will {iry the
plan menticned. and benefit
which will surely come from it if she |
Is porsistant.—Mrs. Marian L. Ward in |
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Woman Gets Giand Apponintment,

The United

MISS GILAORE,

stenographer,
won a distinetio
by a woman.
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For Those Tiresame M

While you are arra z the par
just have a thought for
who might someti
and carefully refr
every object of thi
reach. Of course, as a ecareful host-
you mean to keep callers
waiting: but If they come when the
baby is on the of dropping to
sleep or you are in the midst of plan-
ning dinner with the cook, you must |
delay a little, while they are reduced
to staring out of the window or to an
involuntary effort to penetriate some
magnificent household secret.

The family pbotograph album Is us-
nally regarded as a sutficient resource
in moments like these; but is there
not something akin to indelicacy in
allowing s‘rangers and ordinary aec-

ments.
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interest
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eve

| feminine.—Philadelphia 1

quaintances to turn over the likenesses
of our nearest and dearest—perhaps to
eriticize them with the freedom of un-
famillarity or the indifference natural
to & lack of personal appreciation?

The late magazines, a book of good
engravings, a household volume of
poestry, photographs of foreign scenes,
and a dozen other things are all good
alds to the occupation of stray min-
utes, Moreover, they often suggest 10
the visitor and the host topics of con-
versation more profitable and Interest-
ing than the state of the weather or
the history of the kitchen.—I'hiladel-
phia Inquirer.

Th= Baving Wome=n.

If we are to believe the old proverb
which says that “saving's good earn-
ing,” &hen the earning capaclty of wo-
men always has becn greater than that

' of men.

Oh, the saving women of this world!
The who up late making
over last season's clothes to save ibllj’-

woinern st
ing new cues; the women who steaith-
ily tiptoe across the floor to turn down
he is news-
paper; the women who darn huge
holas in basiketfuls of stockings; the
women who have a eracked teapot or
old pocket bLook inio which they drop
stray dimes and quariers, taking the
gccumulation to the savings bauk with
gullty secrecy; the women who wash
out piecaes of carpet to make them ap-
pear fresh and who turn the
trimmings on their hats and clean
their gloves with gasoline, and cut
down the clothes of Willie, aged 14,
to fit Jimmie, aged 10. Bless them,
every one!

There i3 another sort of saving which
might properly be termed hoarding. It

Las when papa dozes over h

new,

| consists in laying down rugs to prevent

the nap of the carpet from wearing, in
putting paper covers on prettily bound
books, in locking up the little girl's
French doll. We read the other day of
a2 woman who made a plush cover for
the rosewood plano,and a linen cover for
:'_ln'.- plush, and a newspaper mat for the
linen. We hope there are not many
women like her, In this sort of saving
here is often an admixture of folly.
There is yet ancther kind

of an exhausted body,

money and *“ski

"
el

Saving ear
are at the cost

lunech ’

tving mping’
ke table, just as if you could cheat
without incurring retribution:
suving the price of eyeglasses at the
cost ‘of impairad or perhaps destroyed
saving money earncd by the
severe overtsraining of and
physical powers. Woman not al-
ways wise in har economies, we fear,
but the “to save” certainly
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Must Mary a German,

Mary Schmidt, of Peoria, Ill., whoss
father left her a fortune on eandition
that she marry a German. has alreadvy
received n seore r.-f
offers from eligibls
young men the
Kaisor's domain,

not

bt
. tne

made a choice
ardent

a young

of

she has
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Is made Delore

Easily Daone. /
When an aggravating little hole sud-
denly appears In an
- 5 - 1
lain-lined stew panm, do not t
away as past redemption.

of the round-headed

agate or porce-

it
Take one
paper fasteners

SUcn as lawyers or tea ers are in

row

.
the

hahit af ot o :
1201t of usinge to [-_u-.-';, thie sheets

of a
minuseript tocether, puash the two
level flap-elips th

bend

then laying the

the hole

the

rrough from
":'i..'-:l:gl
' on a hard syur-
face, hammer the round head down far
on inside. It requires but g mo-
ment’'s work and your dish is as good
as new.

tha Inctd e
e inside, back on

DaAsin

the

A Wedding Breakfaat.

A wedding repast served any time
before 1 o'clock would be ealled -
wedding breakfast. The usuaj menn
for a simple wedding breakfast is any
cold sliced fowl, with creamegd oO¥yrers
or a salad on the same plate: a v;n-:eqy
of thin sandwiches, and then lces or
frozen pudding with small cakes and
coffee.

—

No Chance to Talk.
Mrs. Gumms—Does your husbap.
ever talk of his mother's cooking ?
Mrs. Gobang—Not a word 1l fath-
er dled of dyspepsia - B~oklyn Life




