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MAIN BTREET.

1
rie and glesles, glggles and glyia,

8, pompiidonrs, frizgies and curlp—
wift eves glineing, alort and bright,
ound the Open Mort of Satorday Night!
14 men, Young men, redl boys and boya
eb-footed, elgnrattod,

“Mothor's Only Joys!"
Women with bundies and  bables
CAreS,

The babies in go-caris wi*th Teddy Beao,
Cross and steepy and squenling with wos,
Tirewd of staving, but don't want o go!
Tipsy men gm threading the muaee,
Trying yninly ] relntn it nll

nnn

With Ir lost Yerterdnya!

An Allev Hil with painted choek,
Laooking for i lnvey

Up and diwn Main Streel, where Vhe

arclights quives
The long. long
3 river,

honge stredo! endding In the

Lightades nnd |

Wil [
Or th i

1 that wlhips,
hivde, now in

imht,

Through he Opeg
Night!

Bl bove, Hidle 1y . t it

Foul-hoarted L

A hawker
By the ¢
Ahnre
His torehllght with " nr d thetit' n
troap
br hnt I =foy
hroup!
Frall houseleopessy 3 15 thede nul s
widy ? -
Bervante to the Lodivs of thien thies

Womnn's pitital prbde!
walkt turned 1o

e led

wlhore the

i etroot ending in the

1
tipples the Bpring-toned o
af girihood s everswhope!
stand froe, full streams of

1

Gayely
e A
Bhop donrs
Tght
On the Open Mart ¢
The Hunter stilke
In the beginning, enmesl

[ Batnrmdny Night!
his ble gihme 1 dove

n the name of 1
And at the corner with fing and drmm
Some Soldlers prociidm God's  Kingdom
come!
Bhallow-oyved women gaglng In windowns
At thelr wiaxen sisters, stanmdime In rows;
While above the clamor, o will hotweesn
“They're hanging ms
For wearing of the Grien!”
A High 8chnol Girl, with eweet arms hare
Looking for a lover
down Main Street,

Up and where nre
arclights quiver—
e long, long, long street ending In the
river.
ENVOY.
You mothers, who careled these girle,
Bore them In love aml pride,
Do yvou know the men that walk tonight
With ribald Jest, at thelr sl
Up and down Main Siroet,
arclighls quiver
The long. long, long street ending in the
river?

=H. Rén Woodman, in New York Times,
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’ Through the Storm. b
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where  the

The final rupture came two yvears
after thelr marriage. Emily in rebel-
llous anger told her husband that she
would no longer live in the simpe house
with his mother. “Yon must choose
between us’ snld, her splendid
volce vibrating with all the unlenshed
emotion of her bheing, yet with no fal-

she

tering In it. *If she stays 1 go.”
Btephen Falr, harassed and bewll-
deerd, was angry whan the relentless
anger of m patient man, roused ot
last.
"Go, then,"” he enfdsternty, “I'l never

turn my mother from my door for any
woman's whim."”

The stormy red went ont of Bmiily’'s
face, leaving it ke a marble mask.

“You mean that?" she sald, calmly.
“Think well. If I go I ehall never re-
turn,”

*I do mean iL"” gald Stephen, "Leave
my house H you will, if you hold vour
marriage vow go lightly, When your
BENReR return you are welcome (o come
back to me. T %ill never ask vou to”

Without another word Bmily turned
away. That night she went back to
John and Amella. Tley, an their part,
welcomed hier baek gladly, belleving
her to be a wronged and 11 used wo-
man. They hated Stephen Fair wiih
a new and personal vanecor, The one
that they conld hardly have f{orgiven
Emily would have been the fact of her
relenting toward him.

But she did not relent. In her soul
the knew that, with all her just griev-
ances, she had been in the wrong, and
for that she could not forgive him!

Two years after she had left Steph-
en, Mrs. Fair had died, and hiz wid-
owed sister went to keep house for

him. 1If he thonght of Bwily he manle
no slgn. Stephen Falr never broke a

word once passed,

And now Stephen was (Il The
Blrange woman felt a certaln pride in
her own inflexibility because the fact
dld not affect her. She told hearself
that she coull not have felt more un-
concerned had he been the werest
stranger. Nevirthelees she watehed
for John Phillipees homecoming

At 10 o'clock she hieard his volce in
the kitchen. She leaned out of bed
end pulled open the door, She henrd
walees below, but conld not distinguish
the words, €0 she rose and went noise-
lessly out into the hallJelt down Ly
the stair ralling and listened. The door
of the kitchen was open below her and
a nurow shaft of light struck on her
while, intent facs, She looked llke a
woman waltlng for the decree of doom,

AL firet John and Awmelin talked of
trivial matters. Then the latier sald
abruptly, “Did you ever hLear how
Stephen Falr was?

“He's dying,"” was the brief response,

Bmily heard Amelia’s startled ex-
clamantion. She gripped the square
ralls with hor hands untll the sharp
edges dented deep into her fingers.

John's volce came up agaln, harsh and
expressionless,

“He took 4 bad turn the day bhefore
yesterday and has been gelting worse

‘ . ever since. The doctors dem’t expect

‘him to lve till morning.”

~ Steplen, her husbaud—dying! In

B0 the bursting anguish of that moment

- her own soul was an open beok before

 The love she had lurled rose
‘the deeps of her being 1o a8 aw-
L dagaiel

v

glveness before It was too Inte. She!
dared not go down to John and ask
him fo tske her to her hosband. Ke
might vefuse. The Phillipses hnd been
known 1o do as hard things as that,
AL best there wonld be n storm of pro-
test and disnpproval on her brother's
and gister's part, and Emily felt that
the conld not encounter that n her
present mood, 1 would drive her mad,

She lHghted o lamp and dressed her-
sell  npolselessly, bui with  feverish
haste, Then she letened, The hones
was very siill.  Amella nnd John had
gone 1o bod.  She wrappad herself in
i heavy woolen shawl hnnging in the
Ball and  erept  downstalry, Witk
numbed fingors ghe fugnbled at the
key of the holl door, turned It anid
slipped out fno the night.

In after years that frenzled wallk
through the dtorm and BIACKnees seeimn-
ad an unbroken nighimare to Emily
Falr's Often  she fell
Onesy ga 2le did mo o Jeegeed, dopd mb
of fir situck h o] pd ont In it
n gash that h for Hie. AS
strugeled to hos and foutd
her woy pgiuin, the blood trickied down
over her face
“Oh, God, don't

recollection

rHod her

fent

let Bitm die before 1

get to Wm—don't—don'1-—-don't!" =ha
I o desperitely, with more of de
fiee than of enireaty in her volce;

renllzing thie, she cried out in
Surely some fearsome punigh-

then,
horror.
ment wonld come on her for such wick-
edness—ehe would find her lneband
Iving dead.

When Emily opened the iichen door
of the Falr homestend, Almira Bent-
ner erled out in her alarm.  Who or
what was this creature, with the white
fee and the wild eves, with torn and
dripping garinents and dighevelad,
wind-writhen balr, and the big drops
of blood trickling from her brow. The
next moment she recognlzed HEmily,
and her face hardened. She had ale
ways hated Emll Falr.

“What do you want here® ghe asked
harshly.

“Where 18 my hosband?* sald Em-
iy

“You can't see liim,”" sald Mrs. fent-
ner, deflantly. “The doctors won't al.
low anyone in the room, but these he's
used to. Strangers exelte him."

The insolence and the cruelty of her
speech fell on unheeding ears. Emily
understanding only that her husband
yot lived, turned to the hall door,

“SBtand back,” she sald, In a volce
that was little more than a thrilling
whigper, but which yet had in iv some-
thing thalt cowed Almira Sentper's
muliee,  Bullenly she stood ashde, and
Emily went unhindered up the stalrs
to the room where the sick man Iny.

Emily pushed them aside and fell on
her knees by the bed, One of the doe-
tors made n hasty motion as if to draw
her Back, bat the othér cheeked him

"It doesn't matter now,” he gald, slg-
nificantly,

Stephen Fair turned his languld, un-
gliorn head on the plllow.  His dull,
fevered eyves mel Emily'e. He had nol
recognized anyvone all day, but he knew
his wife. “FEmily!" he whigpsred,

Emily drew his head cloge lo her
face and Kissed hitn pasgsionately,

“Stephen, I've womie  back yoiL
Forgive me—forgive me—say that you
forgive me.™

“It's all right, my gin)
bly.

Ehe buried her face in the pillow Lo
eide hig with A sob

In the wan, gray light of the autumn
dawn the old doctor came to the baed-
gide and 1ifted Emily to her feet, She
had not stirved the whole night., Now
she ralred her white face with dumb
pleading in her The doctor
glaneed at the sleeping man on  the
bed.

“Your husband will lve, Mre. Fair,"”
he said, geotly. *1 think your com-
Ing saved him, Hig joy turned the
ebbing tide in favor of Mife”

“Thank God!" saiq Ewlly Falr—
Springfield Republican.
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SUDAN ARABS' DUELY,
Where Pastoral Life Doesn't Always
Lead to Peace and Quiet.

The country to the southeast of Te-
kar {8 the home of the Hasus; the
Hadendoas ocoupy the khors to the
south and the platean to the eouth-
west, Both of these are black Arabs,

spenking different languages.

The Hasas live almost entirely on
sonr milk, while the Hadendoas are
agricultural as well a8 pastoral. Thelr
dokhn and durra, milletlike grains,
were ripening In February and belng
protected from countless ewarims of
small birds by men who stood on ele-
yated  pistforms, from which they
cracked loudly large whips with palm
leaf lashes twenty feet long.,

The dress of these Arabs is o cotton
¢heet held in by a belt In which they
curry crooked Jnives. For other
woapons they use sticks, spears and
swords, Flrearms are prohibited.
Judging by the many scars borne by
the mon the pastoral life s by no
menans so peaceful ns the pocts wonld
lead s to think, Many of the scars
come from duels, In which the men
stand face to face and cut each other
alternately in the baok til one cries
“Enongh!"—Calro corresponiience San
Francieco Chronicle.

Even With the Policeman.

A policeman in a country villags
where “enses” were rare one day eamo
acroes hls landlord In an  ineapable
state, The chance was too good lo bo
missed, 0 the landlord was summoned
and fined to the amonnt of I4s 64,

The fine was pald, but the police-
man's feelings can be better Imagined
than described when on reaching home
he found his rent had been ratsed gix-
pence 8 week, and g0 It continued for
twenty-nine weeks, when the landlord
coolly Informed him that “he had pald
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Briber and Bribee

By Nathaniel C. Fowler, Jr.

R T P P e
OT more than & bundred years ago there lived in a city not
more than 15,000 miles away from New York, but not the
N city of Boston,—oh, no, that city of more or less culture,—an
ulleged bold, bad, wicked, grafting politician, who candldat-
ed for the mayoralty., The good folks, and espacially Lhose
who forgot to vote, opposed his election, and talk agalust

b - Bim ren in that elreular stréenm which somehow seems to

cirenlate within itsell,

Cias b of alleged evildoing owned or controlled a paper with a ciren-
lutlon not quite lnrge enough to make it ohe of the great ndvertlsing mediums
of the locality, but it was filled with advertiging, The goody-guody people—
the tallers and the shirkers—sald thot the paper was a blackmailing sheet or
& recoptacle (of the deposit of brite money, It either was or It wns not; but
any way, it was filled with announcements of blg corporations and other cone

cerns, officerad by church folks, society folks, and other people of conventional |

goodness,  If the paper wns not o good advertising medivm, why did Lhese
good advertisers sdvertige in 117 it was a blackmalling sheet, and used as
& chteh-all for hribery, why were not the announcements llmited to the con-
cerns which did not stand high in the community? Now these good people—
thede non-voting cltizens who decry bribery and graft—did pot sgem to have
anything to sny agninst the alleged good people who advertised in the alleged
bad paper,

1 am pot much of n mathematicion, but eomehow the arithmetie of seuse
permits me to figure out that, If (his paper was a bhribery sheet, the advertisers
In It were hribery-mnkers and bribegivers, and that they were a great deal
worse than the feilow who took the money., Bometimes the bribe-taker needs
what he gets or tries to get, This Is not a goed reason, but may be in excuse,
The great business honse or corparation which pays the bribe Is a much more
dnangerous mennce (o soclety than the fellow who takes the bribe. [ do not
believe In bribe-asking or bribetaking, but it seemsa to me that we snould
not condemn the bribetaker and commend or condone the bribe-giver.—From
The Christian Register,

2 Truth o

Ey William H. Hamby

RUTH Is the only thing that never produces ennul, The
human famlly has never become Intimate enough with it to
be bored,

Although the philosophers have been glving it u hard
chase for many thousand years, they have never run It down;
and it Is £till spry enough to elude the flank movements,
erogs cuts and center rushea of the college professors.

Ever sinee the sinuous track of the Old Berpent was
discovered upon the sands of time, Truth has had a pretty
In addition to It regular business of uprooting Drror and

large contract,
demollshing Falaehood, it has had to do some lively sidestepping to keep from
under innumerable weighty theories that wanted It ns a foundation for ad-

vertising purpones, It bas also reqgulred some skillful dodging to escape a
number of creeds that were foreordained to embrace it,

During the past two hundred years, while the pollticians have been madly
rushing around to nnil Lies,| the sclentists have been as wildly—and success.
fully—endeavoring to skewer Truth and bang it up to dry,

Like Liberty, Truth lias had tp stand for o good deal of abnse on account
of its fricnds—especially those longlinired, pale-faced, wild-eyed, ndoring
esoterie friends who are always praying to be allowed to kiss the hem of Its
skirt.

This ia doubly embarrassing, for Truth does not wenr skirts, It Is not at
all certain that it wears anything, but if it does, it has entirely too much at
stake to risk its reputation by wmaterializing in the gulse of that sex wnose
chilef chinrm s Its uncertainty.

Then, oo, Truth has been sorely tempted. Considering the coldness of
the climate in which it Is supposed to dwell, and its uidressed stite, (t surely
has been hard to teject nll the varnlah 1hat has been offered it by the orators,
And when we see the kind of people that ugually have It cornered, we are
struck with the great moral hackbone it must have required for Truth to
resist the smiles of the many chinrming llarg who have come to W00, ~I"rom
Life,

DI tovAmartit s

By Roy Crandall

b Consumption of Matches &

: )
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ATCHES are such trifling objects, such infinitesimally small
idjuncts to the dally honsckeeping task, that [t may nstonlsh
Madame to learn that so vast a number of the little “sul-
phurie splinters" are conzumed each day that National For-
ester Gifford Pinchot, In working out the problem of saving
the 700,000,000 acres of Amerlean forest lands from destruc.
tlon, is pondering on the match Industry as one of the fac-
tors of an nlmost unbellevable wood watse,

It takes many a matoh to make a troe, and it may be
diffiedat 1or the mind to believe that manufaciuring matehos means the annual
wiping out of hundreds of square miles of forest lands, vet such is a fact;, and
when some of the fgurcs have been massed together the reasons become a
bit plainer,

Last year 3,000,000 muotelies were lighted every minute of the day nnd
night in the civilized world, and of the vust quantity Amerlen used no lesa
than =even hundred billions,

With 3,000,000 matehes going into flame and smoke with each tick of the
clock, one with a mathematical turn of mind seems driven to the task of learn-
ing how many were hurned eseh hour, ench day, ench week, ench month and
during the year, and then how many each man, woman and chfld In the United
States I8 entitled to annually,

It's simply a quentlon of old-faskioned multiplcation, and the completed
taslk shows thal 180,000,000 were used each hour; 4,820,000,000 each day, 30,
240,000,000 each week, 907,200,000,000 each month, and 11Lssli.4l.ltl,l.ltlll,0l]0ldur—
ing the year. If the Federal Census Bureau |s correct in the estimation of
85,000,000 people In the United States, an equable division would allow 128,075
matehes to ench durlng the vear,
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How Not to Invest

Ty Sllexander Dana Noyes, Financial Editor

Ry of the New York Evening Post o o0 e
H}th: 1
S

4 R8T, never fnvest in anything on the basis of an ndvertising
:':--'--* progpectis, and especially avoid such propositions when
+ they are announced in glaring and sensatlonal form, with a
;: F liberal use of capital letters to attract atteption. Sceond.
* never Invest in anything which makes the promise of very
p 4 large profits with no risk; if the profits are real and sure;
$=——————, the fact that the investment is offered to yon at a low and
:' apparently attractive price measures the largencss of the
risk.  Third, never Invest fn a mining scheme or in any
Joint-stock enterprise of which you know nothing, on the representations of a
promoter or a friend wlho knows no more about it than yoit do, Fourth, never
Invest in a prlvate business enterprlse unless ita soundness and profit-earning
capacity are demonstrated to your satisfaction and to that of conservalive
men to whom you submit the data. Fifth, never invest In a securlty because
somebody has heard thpt its price is going up; the story may have been cir
culated by someone who knows something wrong ubout the Investment and is
anxlous to sell what ho holds hWmsell. Sixth, never invest In anything—
mining stock, railway stock or manufacturing stock—simply because its price
Is low. It may possibly be a bargain, but Its price may also be low hecause
it 1s worthless, or because it s doubtful whether the stock will ever pay any
return whatever on the investment—Woman's Home Companion, Ha
o 4 r N = ‘
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The Catarplilar.

Th' Caterpillar—he's all fuzs,

Jus' Ilee th' curtain ln our door!
I brike a lttle tassel off

An' put it by him on th' floor,
An' how 1 know w'leh one he is

Is 'couse o willced awny, you see—
But 1 don't care so very inuch

If he don't want to play wif me!

Ho's got too many feet, 1 think,
"Cause one time 1 was in my swing
An' he sat down, Sght on my Inp,
An' seared mo Juit lke ever thing!
I didn't know wheis he cdime fum
(CWay, ‘way up In th' Llg, high tres),
Ho only can huveg leaves to witly
But he's us (8l as he can bo!

I'm glad w'en It comes summer-time,
My Mammo don't make me fur vlo'es
TH Coterplllar mus' wenr his
Jug' ever’ single plicoe he gooes!
I eaw him w'en he took his walk
Right up an' down our appls tros,
Wi his fur coat all huttoned up—
1 guess he wishod ‘ot be was mel

l An' w'en it's miny—do you x'poss
Th!' Caterplllar's Mn makes him
Put rubbers on 8o mnny feet
| Bo'a he won't muddy up th' lmb?

| =Marte Loulse Tompkine, in Harper's
Weekly. -

A Bluejay.

I thought It would Interest you to
hear about a bluejay that 1 found. It
wis in winter and quite a lot of lce
and snow was on the ground. The
poor bird's beak was stuck to the ice,
He was almost dead when I found him,
I brouglt him in the house and my
brother got a box and we set It on the
radiator with him in it

We thought he wounld die, but soon
he was so lively mamma had to put
slats on the box so he could not get
out, When I came home from school
&t noon we let him go. We went out
on the roof, took off the slats and let
him fly away. He seemed 4 be glnd
to go, but he came to our house every
day~Ruth Johneon in the New York
Tribune.

Rather Have Half.

The difference between common
sense and mathematies was {1lustrated
in & remark which was made in a
school one day.

It was the mental arithmetle class,
The master nsgked Bmith, “Which
would you rather have, half an apple
or eight-sixteenths of an apple?”

“Wouldn't make any difference,"”
sald Smith,

“Why not?*

“Bight:sixteenths and one-hall are
the spme."

At this reply, Jones, who was sit-
ting near, sniffed scornfully. The mas-
ter heard him.

“Well, Jones," said he, “don’t you
agrea with Smith?"

*No, sir,” sald Jones: “I'd  much
sooner have one-half an apple”

“And why, please?"

“More julee, Cut up half an apple
into elght-eixteenths, and you'd lose
balf the julce doing It!"—Chlldren’s
Answers,

Climbing Mount Rigl,

I want to tell you of an experience 1
had In Switzerland, It was around
Easter time In the year 1905, when
we were at Lucerne, One day mother
told my brother, slster and myself
that we would climb Mount Rigl, Of
course, we were all delighted, and we
slarted at 8 o'clock in the morning. It
was not a very hard olimb up the first
part of the mountain, but pretty soon
we came to where there was snow,
and from thera it began to grow hard-
er.

Al last we reached as high as we
could go because the snow became so
deep that It shut out the paths and
wa stopped at & hotel near the top, Af-
ter getling onr luncheon we strolled
around to a pluce whera we could get
& good view of the scenery. We saw
several mountains, including the Jung-
fraw, and no less than eight lakes, It
was after 3 o'clock when we started
the descent, and we reached our hotel
in time for supper at 6 o'clock, after
passing a very enjoyvable day.—Jolin
Ketcham in the New York Tribune.

Little Gracle and Granny,

Say, mamma, why can‘'t 1 have a
granny 7"

The question was asked by lttla
Gracle Donlvan of her mother,

The two were sitting beside the
cheerful grate fire discussing the
events of the afternoon, Graecie had

attended n birthday party given by her
friend, Nellle Thompsan, and there sho
had seen Nellie’s dear old  grand-
mother, whom the Thompson children
called “granny."” And as the dear old

interesting storles during the party, it
had occurred to Gracie that it would
be nice for her to have a “granny,” for
the fact is Gracle did not understand
the exact relationship of & “granny.”
She knew what grandmothers and
grandfathers were, but she had never
before met with a “granny.” So the
question to her mother,

"Why, darling, a grandmother s of-
ten called “grauny,” explained Mre
Donlvan. ,“Your own grandmothers
are both living, as you know, and they
are your grantijed, dear."” *

“But they are not real, sure-enongh
grannies,” declared Gracle. "My
Grandmother Donivan = always so tull
and fine and talks o grand and wears
a diamond brooch and o black =ik
gown and real Ince. And she mever
'ramps with me or tells me stories, She
says [ should uot ask questions when
I begin to want her to tell me about
things, And she says children's noise
makes her mervous. No, mamma, my
Grandmamma Donivan could never be
a real, sure-enough granny, such as
little Nellie's granoy Is, And  my

lwu Ball is so very il much

“granny’* bod tald the childron I'.‘Iall'!_’-’|

of the (ime thmt she doesn't llke to
have me around, and she eays I muss
up her work basket and that I don't
keep my fingernalls clean, and that
my hair ought to be bralded tightly
instend of belng curled and tangled. So
Grandmamma Ball could never, never
be @ real, sure-enough granny, elther,
for real grannles don't look at your
fingernnils nor your tangled balr, nor
they don't mind your mmesing thelr
work baskels, for they are sort of
ke  chilidren  thembelves, Nelllo's
gronny ls—only she's very old and
swoeet,  And when she smiles Into your
faes you thitk of taffy, £he's o nlee.
Oh, I'd love o granny Hke her”

“Well, my love, you will know some
day that old people cannot all be ke
Nellle's granny, for when they have
lived 80 many years, suffered so many
disappointiuents, so much grief, so
much slekness, anid ever so muny such
hard things that come with tme, they
forget thelr own childhood days, and,
thus forgetting, eannot understand the
desires of the litile folks growing up
about them.” So explalued  litlle
Oracle's mother 1o her,

But Gracle ghook her head, saylng,
“1 don't kuow anything about what
muakes grandmothers different o grag-
nies, mamma, but I do know 1 want a
granny, | want my grandmothers, too,
for they are very denr and good; but
most of all | want a dear old granny
that tells stories and doesn't mind
nolse, dirty fingers and tangled hair*

Then Bridget, the cook, knocked at
the door to ask permisglon to ehow her
old mother over the honse, “Sure, an’
Mrs. Donlvan, it's such a folne house
that you've got that I'd be afther
showing 1t to me old mither what's
come In to spend the day with me.
You know, she's from the country—
fifteen mile away—an' seelng your
foine house would rest her a bit, I'm
thinkin®, She's that tired, mum."

“Cartalnly, Bridget, show your moth=
or over the houss,” consented Mrs.
Donivan, glad to grant o simple & re-
quest from her good-hearted and
worthy servant.

“May I go with Bridget? asked little
Gracle, eager for auny varlety in the
home life.

"Certainly, dear," smiled Mrs. Donl-
van. And now [ shall run neross the
street to chat a minute with  Mrs,
Brown., She's been quite 111 of late,
and | must go In and belp cheer her
up.”

Then the house was ieft to Bridgst,
her old mother and little Gracle, And
us the three walked about the rooms of-
the pretentions home Gracle watehed
with plensure the happy expression on
the old lady's face, “Ah, how beauti-
ful” ghe would exclalm, “An' may |}
Ing my hand en that sofy?" she asked
admiring a beatiful sofa in the re-
ception hall,

“Come, sit on it beside me," erled
Gracle, liking the plensant-faced cld
lady. “Come, sit on it. I'ts very nice
and soft. And do you know any
stories? [ love storles, 1 do.”

The old lndy st down beside Gracle.
smoothing her Irayed frock with her
workworn hands, o smile of unexpeot-
ed pleasure brightening her counten-
ance.  “Yes, dearie, | know many,
many storfes, but they are all of auld
Ireland. Ah, an' there we had the
foine tmes when | was a little one
like yerself, sure. Ahb, but It {8 nice
to have a dear lttle one ke yer in-
nocent eelf about. I pray the time
may come when bLright little grand-
chilldren will be abou. me knee, a-beg-
gin' for storles.”

“Oh, come, mother!” laughed Brld-
get.  “But I you're goin’ 1o sit here
on the gofy like a foine lady I'll be
goin' back to the kitchen to look after
me fowl what's In the oven.” And
Bridget hurrled out of the room.

Then Gracle took hold of the old
wrinkled hands and looked tendérly in-
to the sweet aged face, “Won't you be
my granny?” she asked In a soft whis-
per. “I have grandmammas—iwo of
‘em, but I have no real, sure-enough
granny. You are just the kind of
granny 1 want. Will you be mine?”

Tears gushed from the eyes of the
dear, eympathetfe old Irish woman,
and impulslvely she stooped and em-
braced the beautiful ltile lady-girl at
her slde, “Ah, you are an angel, darl-
int,” ghe sald, “But it's not fittin' fer
the lolkes of me to be your granny, I'm
too ald and plain.™ &
| “You're not,’ declared Gracle. “When
you smile it locks just lovely, and
you're very, very good and kind. And
1 want you for my grenny. Please do
not say no'"

“Then I'll be your granny, my little
one, if yer own dear mither will permit
such,” smiled the good old woman.
“And now, thall [ tell you a story of
me own childhood, when 1 lived in
dear nuld Ireland? Them was the
foine days, mwe darlint”

“Ah, ves, a story, a story,” oried
Grucle. “Ah, I kuew you would be a
sure-enough granny! Ob, I'm €0 hap-
pr to have found you! And I'll love
you always and alwayz, and I't!l go to
seo you In your home, and you'll come
to see me here, and while others may
be my grandmothers, only you shall
ever bhe my granny.”

And half an hour later Mrs. Donivan
crept softly to the reception hall to
take a peep at Gracle and her new-
found “granny,” who wers il sltting,
hand in hand, on the sofn, the “gran-
ny"” relating a most interesting story
while Gracle listened. “Bless them,”
whispered Mre. Donivan, and silently
stole away. “Groele has at last found
a ‘granny.’ “--Washingion Star,
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