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Ping into her dressing gown and slippers,
ihurrled into  the
front room. at the
door of which there
was vigarous
{knocking

“It's the laundry,
ma'am.” as
held the door open
m few inches
Inquiringly Bha
opened 1t wider and
o large basket was
ithrust through

“ Niee time to
soliver laundry,™
growled Warren as
flelen came back

a

slie

intn the bedroom
dragging the heavy
basket, Hoven't
they rense enough
to Know people
want to sleep Bunday morning?
basket, “Havep't they sense enough to
Lknow people want to sleep Sunday mori-
i7"

“But, dear. 1t's time to get up anyway."
gluncing at hs watch on the stand be-
side the bed. “It's half past elght.”

“What If it I8® Got nothing to do this
morning,”” and he turned over heavily.
“Draw down that shade there, will you?
I'm going to take another nap.

“Why, Warren, we're golng (0 services
at St. Paol's!”

**Phen go ahead and dress, 1'l1 be ready
in time."”

When Helen came in from her bath,
Warren was still sleeping soundly. She
walted until she was almost dressed be-
fore she awoke him.

“URh?® blinklingly, “What tlime?”

“It's almost nine now."

Al right. You order hreakfast. Tell
tham to serve It in half an hour. T'll be
veady, And lLand in those shoes out
there, will you?"

When Helen opened the door to get the
shoes she saw several other pairs down
the hall. Evidently the English were not
carly Sunday morning risers.

Helen now went intg the front room to
do njer hale, s0 that Warren might have
the bedroom to himself When  he
wished he could bathe, shave and dress
in record time. And the breakfast had
not vet been served when he came in

looking fresh and vigorous from the
morning’s grooming.

“What's the matter? Breakfast not
up?”

“Not yet, dear. 1 suppose everyhody
has breakfast served In their rooms on
Bunday and it takes longer.™

“Where's the papers?”

“I didn"t seée any. There
the door."

“That's alwaya the trouble over here.
Tt's so infernaily hard to met a Sunday
Taper
American came over and started a dally
with a Sunday edition.”

“Why, don't all the papers have Bundal
editions "

“None of ‘em. Didn't you know that?”

“But wo had papers last Sunday™"

wWasn t any at

It's about time some enterpriging

druw out the lttle folding table and
cspread the cloth.

:'“‘hera’u my dress shirts?' called
Warren. "“Didn't | have any In this
week !

"0, ves, dear, two, I think. Aren't
they there? But do come in and have
breakfast. We can look at those after-
wards ™

i Ironed

i %0 he could draw a chair up to the desk.

“Yes. The Referee and The Ohserver,
But they're weeklies. Not connected in !
any wayv with the daliles. I'll go down |

and see if 1 can get one now."”

| washed out, not glossed over with starch.

While he wax gone for the paper Helen |

went Into the bedroom and opened up the

laundry. She spread the clothes out on
‘the bed to count and compare them with
her list:

“Dear, thers's two of yvour collars

missing,”” she called onut when ghe heard
Warren enter the front room again

| lot.

| street, 8. W.—Dear Sirs:

need an American laundry Over lisre
worse than they need a SBunday news-
paper,’”

‘Oh, there's the breakfast,” and Helen
hurried in to open the door for the maid
with a lodaded tray. Then she helped her

“We'll ook ot them right now.” Then
a moment Iater, 'l don't see any dress
shirts here.”

YOh, Warran!" as Helen hurried in (o
find him pawing over the clothes that
wers still in the basket. “*You're muss-
ing evarything up. Walt. I'li get them,"

"And that's the way they do up a dress
shirt." he fumed as he took one over to
the lghr. “Just look at that..will you?
Is thie one of my naw ones?*

“l don't know, dear,” anxiously.

“Thut's just what it fs=and it's rulhed:
Well, they'll hear from me about this,
all right. I'm not going to pey % for o
shirt and have it rulned the first time
It's laundered. lLook at the way they've
those plaits! By jove, they
scorched It, too! Where's that other dress
shirt?"

“Ob, Warren, do come In and have
breakfast first. Everything’s getting
cold.”

“Where's that other shirt?"

Reluctantly she found it in the basket,
but its conditlon only Increased his rage.

“How nabout your things?' he de-
manded sharply.

“0Oh, they're not done so badly,” anxious
to conclliate him.

"Lat's se¢ some
over {here?”

“Just s night gown, And it's only an
old one—it doesn't matter."

“Huh, they stick a plece of pink paper
under the lace to jpake vou think it's a
{ine job. How's this? Do vou call this
done well?" taking up one of her shirt-
waists. “How about those tucks?"

“"But dear, they've only charged a six-
pence  for the  shirtwalsts—'blouses’
they've called them—and all the laun-
drles at home charge at least a quarter,
Your pajamas are only 6 pence &nd my
night gowns only 4 pence. You can't ex-
pect very good work gt those prices

“Cheap?”’ Call §t cheap to have vour
clothes ruined? Where's some note
paper? 1l write a letter to those people
that'll make ‘em sit up.*

“But not before hreakfast" pleadingly
“Warren, everything’'ll be stone cold.”

But Warren was already in the front
room. pushing the breakfast table aside

of 'em. What's that

Hel#n sat down fto the table, but she
had no heart for breakfast alone. She
felt the coffee pot; it was already cold
Then phe walted reslgnedly until
turned around with a—

“Now ligten to thls:

“The Devonshire Laundry

he

182 Victoria
When 1 send
clothes to be laundered. | expect to have
them returned clean—with the dirt

You may be able to dn rotten work m.'rrI

here and get away with it, but it won't
go with Americans. Now I'll give vou
another chance 0 do better with thie|
If it doss not come back In first. |

| class shape 1'1l go over it and send _\--m|

“What's that?' coming to the door
with some papers in his hand. ‘'Here "
throwing her a copy of The Referee. !

“Doesn’'t look much like & Sunday news-

npaper, does it?7 What'd you say about
those collars?"”
“Why, dear, thev've only sent back

eleven and I had thirteen on the list."”

But Warren did not seem concernsd
about the missing collars. He had plcked
up one of the shirts and was glaring at
it furiously.

“look at that shirt, will
look at it!
dries were

you? Just

rotten, but never Aaw any

work like this.” He threw down the| e = , . : ; i,
shirt and took up soms colars. “And :m\]-:. ’a.::::nl I::::k"‘]:a:l‘)d I'm going to ;':: u;::r]‘ |;:ne lnf fe:lnin!:.\ Thn;mt:..: ) !:ald = ' g beside him. with her big appowling oyes, {
look at these! Here shaking one at| gy i was 11 o'clock before they were|porough's Ss Dok jehfmm “a::m- magnificent they would be:and how men | her curis and wil the: frilly: Guchelows: ob)
her angrily. “what'd you think of that? Rratsiliy 3 F . rough's famous Dnttm'lt 0 .\Ir.-__ Sid- ‘.rt.pif!f] waorship them modern dress. Her motith was a little
And look at the rest of 'em—ses those .. S : ons, the celebrated Engllah actress She even stabbed her potatoes as If open as If she hod never had an idea In |
frayed edges and torn buttonholes? i Oh, “arrf.n, in too late now to go| “It's all very well to have character, they were hltter enemies and blood, In- | her life, and her Innocent, baby expression
“That's pretty bad work," ldmlt.tod"" 8t. Paul's, The services would ba|{but you can have too much, especially |stead of mealy food would ooze out of wis ax fur removed from the Siddons
Helen. over before we could get there, Oh, lin your face. Character makes one's them. It must have heen very hard to elean-cut beauty as the two poles,
“Bad—it's rotteni! Why. they're not|1™ %o sOrTY Yyou stopped to write that|nose long,” said the woman, az she deftly jive up to her. It's a great thing to have Let's go and have lunch at the Ce.
even clean. You can see the dirt under | letter!” ) powdered hers with a loving touch. [t character to be great and powerful, to be cil.”” he sald, snd tucked her under his
the starch. Think I'll wea: collars like, '"Well, T'm not.” settling himself com- | Was short, A genfux, in fact. But most women prefer arm protectingiy
that?* fortably with a cigar and a paper, Howaver, the man wouldn't he deterred. that thelr husbande should occupy that “1 bhet s &N engagement salid
“Shall we send them back, dear?”’ | “Giving that laundry a plece of my mmd; “If woman would only model them- posjtion. No one hears of Mr. Sjddons.” of the lourists who were being lectured
“fre ‘em back first thing in the|did me a darn sight more good than any (selves on this wonderful type of heaut Thiz seemed to strike the man very by 4 museum gulde and had now reached
| think how superb, how dignifled, how forcibly, He looked first wt t(he beauti- the Siddons portralt And it was

marning.

| ing and this letter with ‘em."”

| that mald.

I knew these English laun-!

Why, they're not washed at|services at St Paul's.”

# bill for the damuges. If need be, I'll|
spend money to collect it and show )‘ulj!
Very truly, |

“"What about thnt, eh? that'll
make 'em sit up. Now you bundie those

things back the firgt thing in the morn-

up.

(Fuess

He drew his chalr up to the table now
and handed over his cup for some coffee.

“Dear, | don't think ¥ou can drink
{t,” as she poured it out, “it's all cold.’

“Cold? | should say ko. Here, ring for
Wa'll give her a shilling and
have her heat it up.”

The eggs were cold. too, and Warren
insigted on ordering them fresh.
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OTHER THAN SLIM SAM THE
SILVER KING. PLACING HIS
HAND ON THE LITTLE ONES
HEAD "WHY ARE YOU CRYING
LITTLE FELLOW? "OH SIR THEY

SAY MY FATHER KILLED A
MAN FOR SPRINGING-"IF

GURRANTS LADY? NO'
GIDDAP NAPOLEON!

FLY AT THREE DUSKY FIGURFS
STANDING THERE CRASH-BING
ZOWIE-OUT PANG HIs TRUSTY
REPERTER AND 2 MORE SAVAGES
BIT THE DUST. THE OTHER
WRITHING WHERE HE FELL
CHIRPED, 'IF ALL THE WEEDS
FORMED A CONSPIRACY

OFFICER! youre on My FooT

HIM. WHAT
LAMB WOULDNT WALK WOULD| WOULD YOU CALL ITA GRAYA | 10 C ALL ONE 1A A L ARGE AND
PLOT APPRECIATIVE. AUDIENCE.

WENT AND FOUND DE ENTIAH
AUDIENCE WAS ONE MAN BUT
BE SEEMED TO ENJOY THE
SHOW 50 | REPOTED DAT DE
CONCERT WAS LISTENED TO
BY A LAWGE AN’ AFPRECIATIVE
AUDIE NCE . DATS ALL. | WASFANED
INTERLOCUTOR-1DONT BLAME

PONES-WELL DE GENT
WE IGHED ABQUT 300 POUNDS.
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dreased to his wife.

| 1t war a beautl-
[ ful and tender love
| 1otter, telling her
lof his great af-
teoction for  her,
and of how happy
i.ﬂlw had made his
:ure‘ Then, as If
| he stretched a pro-
tecting arm about
her even from the
grave, he counpeled
_ulmUl her futuro
[11fe and the man-
agement’ of her af-
falrs, and gave her
| the following sagagious pleces of advice.
| pon't go to live with any of your mar-
Irlr.-d ohlldren.

Don't ko to live with any of your rela-
tives.

Make a little home for yourself, where
You can live your own Independent life.

Have a place of your own whera you
rule supreme, even If it I8 nothing but
& room In & hotel, From it you can visit
your friends and relatives all wou like,
but don't go to lve under anybody's roof.
pPon't trust anybody to manage your
business affairs for yeu Do that your-
self.

Keep all of your business In your own
hand= at at your fingers' ends.

If you find that you can't manage your
*business, put it in the control of a trust
company. not an indiviudal,

Don’t speculate, Buy nothing but milt
edge bonds,

Don't be tempted to buy untried se-
curlties because they promise big in-
tereat. You gan only get a low rate of
interest on absolutely safe Investments,

Never lend money to a rolative or &
friend,

Never go Intg a business deal with a
relative or a friend

Tuke care of your money.

Remember that her pocketbook is &n
old woman's best friend,

Novar forget that people do not want
poar old woman about them, and that
the unly way you can be sure of alwaye
being o wolcome guest and made much
of when vou are old and feebls, is to
hiave enough money to make It worth
while for people to court you

Don't forget that all through life we
have to pay as we go, and when we are
old the price is doubled on us.

Don't- glve mway your money. even {0 |
your chiidren, while you are allve. Ex-|
pectation of favors to come ls & stronger [
staff to lean on than gratitude for bene-
fits recaived. |

Thess words of advice may well be
taken to heart by every widow who reads
them, tor they are a guide and a slgn |
polnting a safe road for her to |

I

post

1
Thereby yvou will avold all the sorrows, i}

and miseries, and complexities of the In- %
law proposition, and remain on good .=
terms with your son's wife and your . 3
daughter's hushand instead of being hated '
and insulted by them, \4

Keap & home of your own., No woman -
who has been mistress of her own housa
for halt her litetime can ever fit In any- *un

body else’'s, and the experiment, when <™
ghe tries to do It, always ends in dla-
aster. i

Attend to your own business affairs
Nine-tenths of the widows you know are -
the eusy wmiarks of scoundrels who roh -3

them of the money their husbands have *

left them.

Don't lend ruoney to your relatives or
friends. You: lose both when you do,

Hank on to your own purse. “We've all
seén the differsnce In the way poor oid o
Aunt Busan. and rich Aunt Busan are
treated,

Don't turn over vour money to Your .
childrafi while you're alive. If your chil-
dren love vou, and consider you, they
don't want you to beggar yourself for
them and become dependent upon them.
They don't want your money., and If
they are the greedy mort that can't walt
tiil you die to get it. they will have no '~
further use for you when they have
floeced you. We have ‘all seen mother
trented worse than & servant In her own
house that she had been fool enough to
deed over to her son.

It Is an added tragedy of widowhood
that it #o often leaves & woman as be-
wildered and helpless as a child, She
has always been taken care of, always
thought for, always had somebody to
mike the decisions for har, and when
she is thrown on her own resources ahe 3
doesn’'t know what to do and becomes the | ;
victim of the sharpers that are always
o the lookout for such poor innocénts as '
she

She Is lonesome, and she'll go to live .
with anyone who msks her. She doesn't . %
know anvthing abotit business, snd she '~
slgns any paper a lawyer will bring her.
Ehe {8 heartbroken, and she s 0 grate- "i:
tul for sympathy she doesn't look to see
how people are taking advantage of her |
griet to swindle her. ’

Bhe feels that life Ix over for her, and
it doesn't matter much what she does or  °
where she goes; but this is a cruel mis-
take, ns she finds out In bitterness and
tears after she has made it. Many years
of lifs. stretch before her In which she °
can be at least comparatively happy and:
peacaful, If she has had intelligence .

ay

" N>

| snough to chooss the right road that leads -

through the valley of widowhood. And.
along this road she can have no better
mentor than the words of this man, Jeft”’
as a guidance to his own brloyed wife. .7

y aand

“} sure had n great time last night,
George,” sald the Manicure Lady. “1
didn't know that anybody could have so
good a time in this here big selfigh town.
| was up to see Mr. and Mra. McBeth
and I didn’t get home at all. It was rain-
ing when the party broke up, and they
wouldn't let me go home at all if 1 had
wanted to go, which I didn't. There was
a aweet little girl there named Gibson.
trom Detroit, and betwesen Mister Mc-
Beth's recitations and the rest of the

AND ACCOMPANIES AN ARTICLE BY

| wvarything.

one | Lady

convarsation everything passed away
lovely. 1 guass (f father had been there

he would have passed away as lovely ds

“Folks don’'t have many good times In
Naw York,” said the Head Barber.
“There is too much of the downtown stuff

d ton lttle of the old gathering-around-

.table stuff. 1 wes antertained myself

It before last up at a home in Harlem,

. every minute | wan there, looking at

upstate host and his wifs, 1 waxs

{hinking how little real friendship gets a

chance to get oul among New York people

in general. The town Is too big, kidde,
and that's all there is to It

“Wilfred was there, too, last night”
said the Manioure Lady. "Poor brother
was In fine fetier.'”

“In fine what?
Barber

“In fine fetter,

asked the Head

replied the Manicure

“¥ou mean In fine fettls,” corrected
the Head Barber. ““You ought to go to a |
inishing sehool with some of the tip!

The Manicure Lady s

money that you get.'

“Never mind what 1 mean,” snapped ' =
the Malcure Lady. “Some of these.
days, George, you are going to prompt -
mne once too often, and you will be 'I(I'l‘l’:.L
1 knew & barber once that spoke out of:
his turn to & manleure girl and got an
orange stick through the lobe of his ear. &
It made him look like one of those FijI°S
islanders, You know thay always have “
wooden pegs in their ears or thelr nose.” |-

“When you try that on me be careful® .'?
that vour judgment of distance l¢°°
good,” said the Head Barber. “T don't, ui
want to hit a lady."” [

“Well, T wouldn't probably do nothing .
like that,” repled the Manicure Lady. -
“But, a5 1 was saying, Wilfred was there *"'
too, and he had the time of his IMfe. =
There wasn't no place for him to stay
all night, so he had to go home, hut he
stuck untll the last dog was hung, you
can bet your life on that. We had a
swell midnight Junch, and the way he
went to that would remind you of a
whale swallowing a prophet. Another _ -
reason that he stuck around, heslde the .,
good emts, was that he had all the chancs -
in the world to recite his poems. Ts
must have recited twenty of them. Some
of them was worse than others.'

“if 1 had a home I wouldn't entertain
posts,” sald the Head Barber, “They re-
eite too much.” !

“But you oughn't to say that'
George,” answered the Manicurs Lady
“Poets has got to live somebow.” ¥
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