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The Boy
Who Ran

The boy w running at n steady
pace, The pace was pol o fast one
it might have been called o jog trot.
The boy trotted epsily, lLls clenched
hands against and his

his breast,

echin up. He might nve been twenty,
but he lnd a bovish loak 1} wils e
phasized by his smooth cheeks, his

eurly halr and his blg blue cyes.
His trot carried LWm by an elderly
woman in a phieton drawn by a fat

and slow paced horse.  He did not
look around as he moved ahend. He
wis Interosted In his taek, and more

especially In the rond shead of him

The elderly waman looked aftor him
etwlonkly. Then her look suddeniy
changod

"ne of thos i1 Al Irom the
gaRitarium, 1 "wpose ghet Im i d
hall alond "They { et
most outinndish - by
He's thin ot I
any thinne:

R wWorthy You n 1
Bhe toucl i 1 with
» “‘". whip | i nt
i [y i Vo AT
sleadily pli i

Presently i eight of the
boy. He } Tt wnlltin
with a firm strids g nrms dangling
and hig head well up

The old lady d the fut horse
into n trol

“Now, Blily.)” she sal “you've
been having things mode ensy for you
all the way Let's gee how grateful
you are, Gitap.”

The fat horse, az If acknowledging

the possesslon of n consclence, guicks
ened his pace, and after a little steady
effort canght up with the stranger
whose pace had again slackened.

The woman drew the fat horse
down to a walk,

“"Good mornin’, young mun," she
sald In her brisk and yet pleasant
volece. “"How do you find yourself this
morning? Better, | hope?”

The boy looked up ot her. She no-
ticed that he had high cheek bones
and many freckles. And there were
two red spots on his freckled chesks,

“Yes, ma'am, better,” he answered
and there was a queer twinkle in his
blue eyes.

“I'm glad c” that,"
seemed Lo mo  that
looked a little sovere,”

“It's the treatment [ need, ma'am.”

"But you can't gain any flesh run-
aing about the country In that way”

The blue eyes twinkled agalin,

“No, ma'sm, but | can loge some.”

8he stared at him.

“Is it recommended to vou by A
doctor—a regular physiels -

“No, ma'am. It's reco: ended all
right, but not just to n But T know
it's what | need., 1 i U rleh enough
o have a doctor o U'm lookin®' after

said. "It
treatment

she
the

myself."

The gray cyea were dimmed by
pity.

“Poor boy,"” she snld.

The tone tounched the stranger,

*T don't mind It he laughed, “I'm
aretty comfortable”

The motheri” face wagz still cloud-
.
“l guess those doctorin’ folks in

he village menn well,” she zald, “but
ometimes thelr ways of helpin' peo-
sle seem a lttle severe. I'm goin' to
he wvillage, Won't you get in the
mgey an’ finish out your treatment
4 lttle more comfortably?

He shook his curly hend.

“That wouldn't help me any, thank
pou, ma'am. Dut I'll walk along side
your carriage, If you'll let me.”

“To be sure you mav."”
eplled. Bhe drew up
spoke to Hilly.

“That's n fine fat hores you have,
na'am,” sald the stranger as he
itrode along by the carringe wheel,

“Bllly Is u pet and sadly spolled,”
@ald the old loady,

“*Maybe n litlle of my
vould help him, ma'am.”

They both langhed at this #nd then
he kind old fuce grow grave,

*Do you cough® she rolicitiously
aked,

“No, ma'am."”

“They don't
surmured.

“1 did cough a little*
but that was beforo
lipped Into place™

“You had a hurt

“Yes, ma'am. It bothered me quite

hit. You didn't know any-

dng about it until—uptil it was all
ver, and the bone jubbed In

g lung.”

Agaln the kind old face clonded

“I have an execellent sirup
oughs,” she, eald, "but as i

aow It Isu't good for anyt i

A samlle lighted the freckled (nee.

“Thank ATTTTT] It 1

mgh I'd by glnd to try [t

The old Indy nodded

“My naue Is Miss Summoers,”

dd, "Ellen Bummors My

the old Indy
the reins and

treatment

.

in mome stages,” she
e explained,
my broken oMb

then?”

age |

me

for
nw 1

You,

the
I8

home

ack on the road where the big oak
wnds by the gate”

“l1 know. the ploee, ma'am, on' a
e lttle plnce It s An' n great

kit I8, too. Somatiwe 'Y drop in
then I'm runnin® by an' hove o taste
som the mpss that stands on the old
il box, wmoe”

“You'll be qulte waloome,'
ly told Wim., “Wa think the water
i very good. An' there la nlways
danty of cold milk In the collar, an'
ery often a piteher of butbermilk,”
“Thank you kindly, ma'am, | won't
arget. But here's where 1 turn down
10 8lde stroet- an' so | wish you a
ery good day, ma'um."

the old

i
Bhe watched the slender figure as

L. .
l‘r

nway, and saighed
boy,” she murmured.

' it 1) | *spose they are very often lko thnt--—

| B0 sure they are golng to get well
again. An' maybe, It's jJust as well
the folks don't tell him the truth”™

And old PHly pledded nlong nt his
favorite gult and wns not reproved,

It was two days Inter that the boy
opened the gate and came up the
path in the wide spreading shadow
of the great oak,

The old Iady was sitting on her
vine covered porcl. Bhe shaded her
eyes with her hand as he approached,
He took off ils cap.

"How do you do, ma'am?" he sald,
“1 hope you are well"

Bhe knew nim then,

“It's the young man who runa”
ehe wuald “1I am glad to sek son
ngain. WIII you sent yoursell on the

porch ™

“I'll it here, ma'am. thank yon™
he sald and balanceed Wimself on the
edge of the porch flooring.
| Bhe looked him over carcfully, not-

ing ngain the red sgpota on his frecks
led cheeks,
“And which shall 1t be?" she asked,
| “Water, or milk, or bottermilk?™
i “It will be buttermilk. ma'nm'” he
anawered, “If pot oo much trogs
e
Bhe speadily bro t m tho pitel-
er and he drank twa gin with 8
| great rellsh
] fine," he sm wly told her
| “And nare you st ontinuing the
troeatment?™ she askoed him
| “Yes, ma'am,” hoe nonswered, “an’
| iIt's helpin® me & great deal., 1U've
1 logt three pounds in n week."
IHer compassionate look cnme back.
| “"And have you no home?" she
negked
| "No, ma'am,” he answered. I
can't remember that I ever had a
home. I'm just & boy out of the
streets. 1've taken a lot o hard
knocks, but I've never seen th' day

when 1 didn't have enough to eat an'
some kind of a pluce to sleep. An'
that's about all there i& to it, ma'am.”

Bhe shook her head at this some-
what grim bit of phllosophy, but be-
fore she could answer it he had
drawn mway from the porch,

“This won't do., ma'am,” he sald
and his eyes kept up their twink!ing.
"I'm forgetting the treatment. Every
moment 1 loiter here adds an ounce
o® two to my welght., Goodby, ma’'am,
an’ heaven keep you.” And he loped
down the walk to the highway and
disappeared behind the high hedge.

“1 wish old Dr. Phipps could see
him,"” said the lady., "1 feel sure lls
treatment Is too severe. Poor boy,
with no home, and nowhere to go in
his last illness. I'll talk to Dr. Phipps
about it."

Next day the good lady was urging
old Billy to a faster galt when the
boy, walking briekly, came along side
the anclent phaeton,

“Good mornin’, ma'am."

“Good morning." She looked at
him closely, “Did you sleep well last

tinet eries arose from the Hovrls
home, This was followed by the
sudden reappenrance of the boy. He
wig In full retreat followed closely
by the terrible Horris.

The bhoy ran n little waya and then
gsomething remarkable happened. The
{1nd suddenly turned and attacked the
big purguer with tremendous vigor.
‘ He rained blow after blow upon
the wifé beater. The hrmnl‘huuhnud
tried to wurd off the attack, but hadn't
[the skill. Ile was forced backward,
:Hhmlllmz ant cursing, The hoy, close.
|1y following, with Hghtning sirokoes,
!hnmuwrnl down the big man's de
| fenee and fnally foreed him to the

ground., Ag he foll he struck his head
against the side of the house
| The boy was over the prostrate

form in a fAash nnd catehing up the
rufflan's head by the enrs, banged It
rudely agninst the slde of the housa.
At this the woman in the plineton
suddenly tor od nwny
Presently the banging stopped and

the volee of the boy wou heard. The
woman codld not Lear the man's re
ply, bat the banging at once recom-
meneed, Then It suddenly stoppod
nnd the boy spo' e ngain

Whoen the woman looked around he
wna cllmhing the fer and the mnn
had s eared. The oy took his
enp and oont

“He won't bhent hls wile again” he
unld "Il prog d n iIf he
broaks his word 1'11 give him what |
promised him.

The womon ooked nt him  with
eomathing like andmiring awe,

“PId—did you hart him much? she
ngked

T hurt hlm enovgh to make him
go slow when he thinks of hurting his
wife. It's lucky 1 didn't hurt him a

good deal more™

Hig tone sudden!y grew bitler,

| “I=I mnde a fool of myself.”

| “1 don't inderstand,” sald the woms
nn.

| “1 lost my temper. That's the

| trouble with me., He made me mad,
| T ghould have laughed.  Instead of
| that 1 got wild. I'll never succeed un-
til 1 ean keep a tight grip on my
temper.”

He seemed so discouraged that the
woman put out her hand and laid 1t
| gently on his arm.

“Why," she cried, “you are hurt!™

"My knuckles nre bleeding, that's
all,” he answered. "It doesn't mats
ter."

“Get into the buggy.” sald the wom.
an. “I'm golng to take you home nnd
tie up vour kands. It's a small
enough return to the man who has
| tnught that dreadful Harrls a lesson.”

He took the seat meekly and she
drove home and put a soothing linf-
ment on his torn lands and tied them
up and gave him food and drink. And
presently he was resting in one of
the easy rockers on the shaded porch.

“Are you quite comfortable?” the
woman aslhed,

“I'm all right,”

he

night?" she asked.

“Never glept ‘hetter,” he answered.
‘An’ I've lost nearly another pound, |
ma'am. If I can get rid of two more |
I'll be in fine shape,”

He laughed as he sald this andl
nodded comleally. |

Her heart warmed to him, e was
so light hearted, go careless, so in- |
different to his own condition,

“I'm afrald it's not the rlght treat-
ment," she sald. “I wish to call in
old Dr. Phipps. 1 will gladly assuma |
the expenses. Come and make my |
housga your home while he studies
your case,”

She spoke gently yet enrnestly and
the boy was much affected by ller|
words,

“Yon're very good, ma'am,” he sald. |
“Botter to me than anyone ever was
before. You don't kuow who or wlmtl

1 am, an’ yet ,ou offer me a home, |
I ain't worth it, ma'am, I'm a bad
lot. You're all mistaken about me.
Lizten, ma'am, nn' 'l tell you the
truth,"”

But before he could say more o
sudden interruption startled them. !
From a cuabln a few hundreds of feet
from the highway, cnme a shpill
sorenm.

The old lady stopped the fat horse.

“That's Bob Harrie beating his
wife,” she sald. “The miserable
wreteh must hnd a glass too much.
Liguor makes him fighting mad.”

Another scream rent the air. The
boy squirmed uneasily.

‘“He's a cowardly dog,"” he growled.

“He's an ugly brute,” snid the old
lady. “An' he's blg and dangerous.'"

The boy hesitated,

“I—I would like to glve him a wal-
lop or two that he wouldn't fnrzct,l
but I'm afraid,” he said, *“I'm nl'r:lld|
of getting hurt”

He NMushed as e said this, but the
old lady didn't notlee hhm, Her gray
eyes were fixed on the cabin door.

"He certainly would hurt you,” she
aald. |

The hoy drew a quick breasth, |

"The fHrst thing remember hear-
ing," he sald, “was the scream of my |
poor mother when my brute of ai
father whipped her, 1 made up my|
mind that there would Le no wife|
beating In any part of the town wharuf
I happened to be—and here 1 am,|
afrald the first time | hear & woman |
gerenm.  Bul understond me, ma'um,!
' not afrald in my mind, but In my |
body, A slngle blow would epetl all
thie good wark I've been doing, It‘u!
a shame, mi'am, It mukes me blugh”

“I don't blame you,” sald the wom-|
an. “You'roe weak and i1l and Bob
Harrls Is ugly anu blg and strong, 1
think 'l go and reason with hiw.*

Jefore she could step from the|
phaeton a half dozen eries of sharp|
pain rent he air. The boy saw the
woman recoil and noted the pallor
that overspread her face. He flung!
hig cap on the foor of the phaeton, |

n! |

and tossed lis coat after it. Then he
lenped the fence and ran toward the
cottage.  When be reached the house |
hie pushed open the door and f-u!nred.!
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smilingly an-
swered.,

“And your unaccustomed exercise
hasn't hurt you any?"

“Not a bit, ma‘am.”

She looked at him admiringly.

“You are cuite wonderful,” she
gnld, “You come here, an invalld,

and soundly whip Bob Harrls, who
is congldered a great fighter, and
make him beg for mercy, and then
you say the exerclee hasn't burt you
any."

The face of the boy grew grave, He
hesitated a moment,

“Lady," he said, "1 hate to tell you
what I'm going to tell, but I must.
You're all wrong about me—and I've
let you go on making the mistake,
I'm not an invalld. 1'm not sick. I'm
thin, perhaps, but I'm as hard as nalls

and strong #& u horse, | cnme to the
village becanse it's a gulet place and
I've a friend there And I've been
running these roads to Improve my
wind and to get my weight down a
few pounds lower When 1 said 1

wus alrald of being aurt It was true.
To get hurt foolish {8 n serious thing
In my busltiess."

He pauveed und looked at the wom.
an,

“SWhat s your business?" ghe ask-
ed and her volee faltered.

“"Lady," he slowly answered, “you
have been very good to me—kinder
than any woman | have ever known,
I hate to hurt your feelings. But I'm
going to square with you, My name
ls Danny Crane. I'm a professional
fighter, a prize fighter. Two weelks
from to-day I am to fight for the
lightwelght champlonship.”

He paused and looked out across
the garden,

The “woman
Puritan Instinets were outraged
this oconfession. All  her litelong
mornl training revolted against it
The roof of her guiet porch was shel
tering o degraded creature of the
shameless arcon, She fooked ot the
boyish face and the bandaged hands,

aat  very still, Her

by

A moment later Danny Crane folt
a light touch on his sboulder. He
looked up quickly and envountered
the woman's misty guazo,

“I'm sorry you're 4 fghter” she
softly said, “but If you must dght'—

she drew a qulck breath-*1 hope
you'll fight to win."—-W. R. Rosze, In
Cleveland Plain Denler,

Cat Saved Life of Mistress.
Mme, Marie Rayot's cot saved her
mistress' e one morning lugt month,
Mme. Rayot, who lives in Paris, heard
the cat mew lowdly, and Jumped out
of bod, thinking that it was after her
birds, which were in the next room.
As Mme. Rayot raghied into this room
a burglar knocked ler candle from
her hand and caught her by the throat
and attempted to strapgle her, He
lot her go, however, with & cry of paln,
und when Mme. Rayolt's shrieks
hrought in the nelghbors it was found
that the cat hnd scratched out one of
His eyes, An accomplice of the burge

lar was found hiding under a bed.
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AHSCAILD HER
0ED FOR A GIRL

World's Richest Banker Planne !
to Break Up Love Affair and
Tragedy Resulted

GOLDEN BARON COMMITS SUICIDE

Father's Plans to Make Him Forget
His Pretty Peasant Sweetheart
Went Awry—Fate of the
Man a Terrible Retribution.

Young

' Viennn, Austrin.—With all of the
| gremt wealth that bas bulwarked the
Rothschild family sgalnst hurt and
5 ting of evll circumetunees, there hing
| erent Into the domestle ¢ircle of Dindon
I Aibert de Rothechild, |
Ausirian Wanch of the [ !
I 44 i i i A\
I m
' il i
L i |
HIGTT m i Wl ‘
0 ol the fath i
wa mutnoned from higs bank F
home and found there his son
with o« bullet hole In. hig hend
he gought to cover the chze with » re-
port that Lis boy, the young haron,

had died of upoplexy,
malin long

The wore compelled to
examine the body hofore granting the
burial certificate and the ol
apoplexy fell to pleces,

With the knowledge that the young
Haron had killed himself, came the
rest of the story, a story of an ot
tempt to play wenith against the nat-
ural Instincts of young humanity.

The young Baron, who reached his
majority only a few months ago, fell
deaperately in love with a comely girl
of poor parentage, Her beauty en:
thralled him, and he vowed that he
would marry her. To the Rothschilds,
who have finally reached Into the
highest aristocratic cireles of Burope.
the ldea of the young man marrying
4 woman of humble parentage was
repulsive,

The futher argued with the son,
and the son with the father, The one
wits old and rich, and the other was
young and impulsive,

The Baron Albert, as Keen a man
in finance as lives to-day, laid out a
plan of defeat for his sou. He would
trick him neatly Into abandoning his
foolish young dream of love and vio
lation of the family wishes. He sent
the Baron Oscar on a trip around the
world, gave him lmitless credit, sent
dhead of him messages to interesting
and charming persons to take him
and entertain him and make him for-
get this peasant sweethesrt.

The young Baron went to England
and to America, spent his money, was
entertained freely, but always carried
i heartache,

The trick that the father had plan-
ned seemed clever. While the son was
away on his truvels he usged his vast
weirlth to buy off the pretty girl. He
gave her n fortune for a dower when
shie marrled another man,

Then came home the Baron Osoar,
weary of the entertainment given him
In stringe lands and euger only for

It did not r
hidden,
authorities

story

the kiss of hls peasant sweethenrt
and the feel of her soft arms about
Lim. He Wurrled to her home to find
ghe had married. He asked how this
had come about. He could not he
Heve It at fivst, and then he found

that his father had aecomplished this
with money from the hoard of the
Rothsehilds. He went home, sought
Lis bedroom and blew out his bralns,

The death of the young Baron [s
consldered in Austrin to be a terrvible
retribution of his father for the part
he has played in lfe.  Although the
most Influentinl man in Austrin and
with great power because of hls enor-
mous wetlth, he I8 not personally
liked. Ie is a silent man, devoted to
the piling of dollar on dollar and s
corgldered unsympathatic,

He has ever been stern in his stand
tor the further honor and glory of
the name of Rothschild and has car-
ried this to un extreme.

B0 clannish was he In this regard
that he married his doublefirst cous-
In, keeping the name and the prestige
of the family within the family.
His wife was Bettinn, daughter
of Buron Alphonse  de Roths-
child; head of the Paris branch
of the fnmily. The first son, Baron
George, went mad. The only daughter,
Nivomi, s a deaf mute. The mother
died four years after the birth of the
l-fated Osear, a vicetim of cancer,

The Baron Qaear was regarded by
hig father as the strongest of his chll-
dren, 4 young man that gave promise
of being powerful in finance as his an-
ceators had been befare him.

He would have been
richest men in Burope,

one  of the

Youthful Kansas Financiers.
Almn, Kan.—8ome young boys near

Almin  have been  practising  high
finince by gathering crow ‘eggs and
putting them In o hen's nest to be

hatchod, In Kensas a bounty of one
cent Is allowed. for crow eggs, bhut
thera 8 a hounty of fAve cents on

crows; and a sitting hen charges no
commisslon.
Wasp Sting Leads

NAPOLEONVILLE, La, — Clovis
Stupsbury, aged thirteen vears, ac-
compiunied by his grandfather, wus
driving a mule here when the anfmal
falt the sting of a wasp ahd upset
the wvehicle. The lad's skull was
crushed, but the grandfather escaped

to Death.

uninjured,
L]

LIRGE SNAKE AMONG BABIES

Throws Park Nurse Girls Into Panle,
But Is Ingeniously Trapped with
Duck Eggs In a Box.
Ravorne, N. J.—A hungry boa con-

strictor, fifteen feet long and as thick

e the leg of & Tongshoreman, enused

a pamie In Oty Park here, 1t thiew

habitnnl drankards (nto a fronzy of

it chised nuree girls and thelr

Hitle coharges out of the park and

vouEded gly women who werea onring

! for ohildren fn the playeround o

{ fadut when the s wprond  the

alarm that the blg serpent woas al

1 nree,

I The bon consirletor even tried o

l get its o dhout o large deer which

eaptared In Ngwnrk HBay n year

Jid It i only 16I.I1I‘;.7'. a woven

| wire fent uix feel high, and wtnking

| fuge I o shad that the animal es

| T '3 ke noxt torned (ts ot

rention i Ledds fned  Jahn

i I P e in

the 5 1 lower ond of the

| hs o ottt untdl onldy the

n nnd yelled so

(I i th nuke did not

T rosulted In

\ " William 1

i i n the pHITK, ran

1 MLy | |

d on the bench he

1 ' In n foew 1

| atterwioh returied He iT

| ¥ n large box with o lid on 1, In-

| i aon et i len duck opes,

ving the fondness of snakes for

4 he had prepared n trap for the
I Hrledy-Looter,

Putting the box down, the earetak-
orf ralsed Cthe T, hetened one end of
a long cord to it and then hurried
with the other ond of the cord to a
nesrby tool house Soon the boa

!

workod {ts way up to the box on a

tony of Investigation. It ralsed s
head, looked in the box, saw the eggs
and crawled inside to ent them at its
lelsure, Lauterwich Immediately

pulled the cord and thus closed the
Hd., ‘Then he ran out und sat on the
hox until policemen arrived in o pa-
trol wagon, In the box the snnke was
taken to Police Headgquarterg, The
Ha was nafled down, holes were bhored
in the box to glve the snake a supply
of alr, nnd then the gnake nnd the box
waore locked up in a cell. The pollee
nre endeavoring to discover the own.
er of the snake. It I thought It be.
longs to o showtnin.

"THE BOY AERONAUT"

New York City.— Frank W. Goodale,
the original boy skypilot—using the
term in s newest sense—arose out
of the quiet of Palisade Park in Jer-
sey to take u flier around the uptown
of “lttle old New York." He crossed
the river, salled around Harlem for a
spell, but finding it too slow up there
decided to out a few rings around
Forty-second  atreet and  Broadway,
and he did,
RO 1O @
('!r! 'il.-“'!l'T,

He was certainly going
the famous
geen n

while around

which has good

bl

4N ”.U, by

A

Frank W. Goodale, Who Salled Down

Broadway, New York, in an

Airship the Other Day.
nany hightfers, but Frank mnpde even
the oldest rounder look up and take
fotice. Frank had o good reason for
being up the air, though; his reason
was an alvghip, hardly bigger than a
oy compared with some others, but
g enough to carry its young builder
n clreles o thousand feet above Long
Acre Square and get him back to his
?--ra-.-y anchorage in twenty minutes.
Prank says himself that he is “omly
a ki, but his success In aeronautics
hus made the old wise men in the
aclence come out of their sheds and
pay attention,

LIVED AND DIED TOGETHER,

Inceparable from Childhood, Brothers
Wished to Go That Way.
Benton Harbor, Mlel. Peo
nnid 'ea, brothers, lives
had been linked together from early
chitlthood, are dead after Naving spent

Ernest

Johin whose

half u century or more In Herrlen
County

Kinest recently became il and a
f

fow days ngo died. His brother John
g0 affected thut hefore Krnest was
irled he too had passed away nand a
double funeral was held, The bLroth-
ers hud been Inseparable since com-
Allehigan and had often ex-
sod the wish they might live and
dle together,

]
LN

Colt 17 Inches High.

8t Louls, Mo.—The smallest equineg
In Bt Louis Is Babe, which arrived at
the stable of A, B Geltz, 4708 Easton
avenue, In a puekage brought by the
cquine stork, Babg welghed thirteen
pounds when he was born and was
one Inch less than a foot and a half
high, although he had grown Home
sluce he was born, The litile pony
is about the slze of 0 bulldog. He is

of & heate gray color nnd perfectly
formed,
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A Late Social Grafter Story—Many
Hosetesseas May Have Had My
Llank's Experience — Inereased D
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mund For Coodle Shades— How 14 |
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] Muke Them Inexpensively,
". B AT e S AT I T i

Aptepus of the poctal graler, i
Rell tells this inoldent In the § "t
o1

We hid been Invited to dinnor sy
the table wns neatly and dalntl
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I do beliove that you Blank:
the only peoule dining at home
n e in this whole blooming town!

“I9 that so?" sald Mr. Blank How
do you mnke that oat?"

Why, 1 Just stepped into Mra
phen’s apartment—they are oalway
away for the week-end, g0 I use thels
teleplione—they never have told me

not to-—and 1 called up nearly evar,
body | knew Lo ask them if they didn’t
wint good company for dinner, mnd
until 1 struck your wife they were all
tither out or engaged."”

We dined, and after several cigars
Mr. Soper said

= Hlank. old boy, just go o
the telephone and eall me Enst Car-
Husvillo 36, will you?"
When East Carlinsville answered
Ir. Soper went to the telephone sad
rald:

“That you, dearie? Well, T wun't
be home to-night. 1 am dining with
the Blanks In their jolly little apart-
ment, and we are having such a good
time that 1 won't try to come out to
night. 1 may stay here if they aak
me"—here a jovial wink cawme from
Mr. Soper to the somewhnat unres|

By,

"

sive Mr. Blank—"If not I'll get o b
somewhere.  Don't worry abont o
I'm nlwavs all right, Good-by!"
Now, the tariff to East Carlinsyill
was olpghit cents, but My, Soper ali
avolded mentioning the wmnatter of
tilng, and when we left, Soper
explaining that he would find him
erfectly comfortnble on the il

eofn and urging Mra, Blank not
of extra trouble for him I

Making Cand!e Shades,

The domnnd for candlg shades b
ased untll thelf home manuf
e ling become n most [nscinit!t
aceeupntion, For those who de

g0 on Lo the trouble of hnd

mering  brass or  German sl
des, and who have not the tal
nt them with water colors, snys
the Boston Ferald, this design for &
{ wl rice paper shade mounted on
i ward will prove welcome.
design Is fivgt sthmped with cprbon
raper on a sheet of gray or bBinck

redbowrd, the inked sot porgion:
then cut out with o sloyd knife or &
sharp penknife held ns nearly ver
cally as possible, tnd the border u
vinss silvered over, i In gruy «
board, and gilded if in black.

A llning of rlece puper Is now flited

ta the shndes, after having first been
tinted a deep rose or red with your
water colors, The effect 18 moeot
plersing,

In stamping the design it would be
well f to truce off two coples of
the newspaper design, then lay tlue

\iher g0 ns to make a

mil-clrele  before traclng them of
on  the cardboard. nee  on o
wrong slde of the cardboard If you

wse the blnek,

There s yet anotes wiay of using
the deslgn, That 18, to tranafer it as
directed to white witer-colory pafwr
0l the heaviest welght and then lise
L in and M) the dark parts with st
washes of color, The lines, If made
i bluck Indie Ink and rather henve,

Will fopm un interesting border reund
tn oolor which fills in the different
! lormiing the pattern.

i CXAct  measurement of the
linde you will wan: has some bouring
rpan the helght of your candlestick,
but Il banges definftely upon the sixe
GI Lo mica protacrors: a regulndion
Flve §2 3 34 inehos in depth., Taw

matefial may be o water color pajer
o a lough parchment, elther oae
bough with a view ta Its taking the
pilnt. The shade iz, in ghape, o oG-
ment of a eircle. and after the pant

is l!f.\' the wo endi of the cirvalas
neper are jolaed with three or four

Uny brass rivieta hought far tho purs
yode,




