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BOWSER’S ART FIND.

HE GETS A GENUINE “DE RUBINY
AT A BARGAIN.

The Great Work, However, Was Not
Appreciated by Mrs. Bowser and
the Neighbeuw, and Mr, Bowser Got
Angry. -

[Copyright, 1001, by C. B. Lewls] *
1+ was a certain Wednesday evening

that Mr, Bowser got out a volume of |

his encyclopedia lettered “D, E, F” and
pegan a close search. After a quarter
of an hour Mrs. Bowser asked what
particular thing he was looking for,
and he replied:

“1 was looking up the name ‘De Ru-
pini, but I don’t seem to find it here.
It's mighty sitgular, too, as he was
such a well known person.”

“The name seems to be Italian.”

“Yes; it is.”

On Thursday evening Mr. Bowser
bad another search, but with the same

MR. BOWSER LOOEED AT HER IN PITYING
CONTEMPT.

vain result, and, Mrs. Bowser’s curiosi-

ty belng aroused, she asked why he

had a particular reason for finding out

about De Rubini.

“lI—1 just happened to want to
know,” he replied in some confusion.
“We had a little dispute about him
over at the office the other day. Did
you ever happen to see his name on a
picture?”

“1 dug’'t think so. In fact, T never

painted about a dozen pictures, he
stnpped work and would paint no more.
fhis is one of his few gems, and it may
be sald to be priceless.”

“But what are you doing with a
priceless picture?”

““Mrs. Bowser, did you never hear of
such a thing as a man being hard up,
overtaken by misfortune, obliged to sell
his all? This happens to be a case of
it. It was either starve and freeze or
sell, and the owner of this gem decided
to sell. I didn’t care to buy till I had a
| tremendous bargain hurled at me. 1
won't say exactly what I paid, but if I
should ever want to part with it I can
turn my money over ten times.”

Mr. Bowser walked around with a
smile of complacency on his face, and
the cat grinned and nodded and sald to
herself that there was fun ahead.

“Well?’ queried Mr. Bowser as he
stopped short.

“You want to know what I think,”
slowly replied Mrs. Bowser. ‘“Well, 1
never saw such a shacklety old frame
on a picture.”

“Shacklety!” gasped Mr. Bowser.

“From my point of view, the drawing
is amateurish and stiff, the coloring
poor, and it's a portrait that the great
De Rubini must have painted by the
yard. I don’t want to hurt your feel-
ings, but”—

“Darn my feelings!” thundered Mr.
Bowser as he jumped up and down,
with his eyes Dblazing. “Woman, do
You know what you are saying to me?”

“I'm criticising the portrait.”

“You criticising—you! Madam, how
dare you display such cheek?”

“The chevalier of Milan,” she went
on, ‘“wears Lis sword on the wrong
side, and his thumbs are as long as his
fingers. The right foot as seen under
the table seems to belong to the left
leg, and that he is a cross eyed man
you can see at a glance. If you paid
over a dollar for that daub, you”—

“Over a dollar! Daub!” bhe almost
shrieked as he waved his arms around.
“Woman, ascend to your room! By the
great horn spoon, but I feel like boxing
your sars! Move! Get up stairs!”

Mrs. Bowser moved, and the cat was
80 tickled that she rolled over and over
and scemed to choke. As Mr. Bowser
stood there he would have made a
great picture of “Indignation Let
Loose,” but before he could swear over

SHE HEARD HIM RIPY

AND CUSS AND KICK.

8aw It anywhere that 1 remember.
What was he—a celebrated conspira-
tor?”

Mr. Bowser looked at her over his
glasses In pitying contempt.

*Or was he an assassin ?”

Mr. Bowser looked at her again with
increased pity, followed by a smile of
lofty superiority, and he put away his
volume before saying: .

“It's a wonder you don’t ask whether
Christopher Columbus was a circus
clown or a windmill agent.” .

*“But I asked you about De Rubini,’
she sald.

“Y-e-s. Well, De Rubinl was De Ru-
binl. If you were breught up in a
farmhouse where they didn’t know

Shakespeare from Dan Rice and if you |

attended a country school where the
teacher put Nero, Socrates, Queen Vic-
toria and Dan Mahoney into a bag to-
gether, you are not exactly to blame for
it, but it seems as if you might have
picked up a few things since marrying
me. I bave no doubt that every other
woman on this block knows all about
De RubinlP’s wonderful works, master-
Dieces of the divine art.”

Nothing further was sald, but on the
next evening, just as dinner was con-
cluded, the doorbell rang, and a dark
faced, long haired man whose bresth
smelled of fresh roasted peanuts and
who had grime on his nose entered the
ball. He bore a large oil portrait of a
man dressed in anclent costume, wear-
ing a cocked hat and a sword and look-
ing as if he were out for a barrel of
blood.

“Signor Bowser,” said the peanut
man, “I haf broughta da picture to
maka you happy.”

Mr. Bowser handed him over several
greenbacks and bowed him out and
lugged the painting back to Mrs. Bow-
ser in the sitting room. He placed a
chair against the wall, placed the pic-
ture on tbe chair and then stood back
with a chuekle and said:

“You asked who De Rubini was. Be-
hold him?”

The cat dropped off the lounge, took
@ square look at the portrait and then
discreetly retired a few feet to be out
of the way of the flying splinters.

“So that’s De Rubini sitting down to
bis beer?’ queried Mrs. Bowser after &
long look at the old canvas, across
which innutmerable flies appeared to
have left Innumerable trails.

“Haven't you more sense than that?”’
botly demanded Mr. Bowser as he
flushed up.

“Then who is 1t 2",

“The figure before you is that of the
chevalier of Milan, while De Ruomi
was the painter. Can't you see his
bhame down there In the corner?”’

“Oh, yes. Tnen& Rubin! was a
great paluter, was bet - -

“The great:st on earth and probably
the mut,eu(r'mtﬂe. - When he had

five times the doorbell rang, and he
admitted his neighbor, who wanted to
borrow a hammer.

“Been buying an old master, eh?”
queried the caller as he looked at the
picture. *“Say, Bowser, you must have
wanted a picture for the hencoop.”

“W-why?”’

“Only a daub done by some house
painter and fixed up to look anclent.
Dear at a dollar. De Rubini probably
lives in a garret and eats garlic, But
hang her up, old boy, and give the hens
a show. Bring your hammer back to-
morrow.”

Mrs. Bowser was llstening over the
i baluster. When the door shut behind
the neighbor, she heard that picture
come off the chair, she heard Mr.
Bowser kick the canvas out of it, she
heard bim rip and cuss and kick the
old frame to pleces, while the cat scur-
ried around the room to dodge the frag-
ments., Then came the silence of the
grave, and she tiptoed into her bedroom
and left the man below to struggle
with his feelings. M. QUAD.

Excellent System.

*1’d like to return this shaving mug.
It has a break in it.”

“Exchange department is on the next
floor, at the other end of the building.”

“I want to get a higher priced one in
its place and pay the difference. I don’t
want my money back.”

“I'll call the floorwalker, then, and
! we can fix It right bere. It’l] only take
a minute.”- oo e

Market Steady.
May—Belle has been in the market
for a long time.
Clara—Yes, but she is still quoted at
| 27 N

Ew\r,

Teacher—If you had nine apples and
1 took eight of them away, what would
be the result?

Pupil—-Yer finish}

WHAT SAID THE WIND}

(Her thought.)

The wind is waving all the trees,
They whisper in the sun,

And ever through the sweet warm gras
The wayward shadows run.

Oh, turn you there or turn you there,
The thought will not away,

That love comes as the wind comes
And none may say it nay.

(His thought.)
The wind is scattering the leaves,
The clouds rush up the sky;
The vagrant snowflakes find no rest,
But whirl and toss and fly,
And still thought wanders with the wind,
Returning but to say,
“‘Oh, love goes as the wind blows
And none may bid it stay!™

+ NRO. WILVERTON'S BALL

/ @

Mrs. Alison sat in her easy chair and
tapped her foot impatiently as she work-
ed. Mr. Alison paced the floor uneasily
and frowned darkly. It was evident
there was a storm brewing in the domes-
tic atmosphere. Indeed, the first faint
drops of the coming shower were already
pattering down on the dainty dress
Mrs. Alison was embroidering for her
beloved baby.

“For pity’s sake, Maud,” broke forth
her liege lord, “don’t begin crying. Why
can’t you be sensible and look at the mat-
ter in a sensible way? It ought not to
be so hard for you to yield to my wishes
when I have good reasons for asking you
to do it besides.”

“I don’t know what you call good rea-
sons,” sobbed Maud Alison. “You don’t
know the Wilvertons that you should
wish me to give up attending their ball—
such a magnificent affair as it’s going to
be too.”

“That’s the chief of my reasons—be-
cause I don’t know anything about the
family, neither for nor against them.
Especially do I wish you to decline their
invitation to this ball. I don’t want my
wife to be known as the chosen friend of
a pair of adventurers.”

Angd, having delivered this decision, Mr,
Alison walked out of the room.

Thereat his pretty wife was justly in-
dignant, as well as at what he had said.
Anger had dried the tears upon her
cheeks as she muttered: ‘“‘Adventurers
indeed! As if that were possible! I am
sure that Mr. and Mrs. Wilverton are as
elegant and refined as any people of our
acquaintance, and everybody says the
ball will be magaificent, and everybody is
going, too, and—and—so am I. 1 will not
be deprived of every pleasure I chance to
care for because F'red chooses to dictate
in that lordly manner. I shall go to the
ball in spite of him, so there!”

And the little foot came down with em-
phasis upon the soft carpet beneath it.

Thus it was that Mr. and Mrs., Alison
so nearly quarreled this bright morning
in early December. The Wilvertons had
issued cards for a grand reception and
ball, to which nearly all the elite of the
town had responded favorably. Could
Mrs. Alison decline? She did not intend
to, at all events.

Yet it was with rather a failing heart
that she penned her acceptance of the in-
vitation and commenced her preparation
for the great event. She had never yet
in their pleasant married life acted so
willfully in opposition to her husband’s
wishes. But this time she felt herself in
part excusable.

“If he had asked me not to go,” she
said half penitently, “I might have
thought better of it, but I won’t be com-
manded. I didn’t marry to become my
husband’s slave, and I'll go to this ball
if only to show him that I can think for
myself and shall act as T choose, whether
be objects or not.”

You see the little lady was fast work-
ing herself up to a high pitch of vir-
tuous indignation, and she was scarcely
disposed to pay any attention to the faini
monitions of conscience, especially when
it Gared to whisper that she was wrong.

The night of the ball came around at
lzst, as all things do when patiently
waited for. At breakfast that day Mrs.
Alison had announced to her husband her
intention of attending the ball.

“You are not in earnest,” he said.

“Indeed T am,” was the defiant reply
“My preparations are all completed, and
Mrs. Leighton has offered me a seat in
her carriage in case you persist in not
escorting me yourself.”

“I certainly shall not go,” her husband
answered firmly. “And I cannot believe

my little wife will go without me,” he '

added pleasantly. “Give me a kiss, puss,
and when I come home this evening I
trust you will have put all this nonsense
out of your head. By by!”

But his wife would not look at him
when he kissed her and stamped her foot
angrily as the door closed behind him
and she heard his ceaseless whistle as he
ran down the steps.

“I'm not a baby,” she sald to herself,
“and T won't be treated like one, He
shall find ount that I can go without him.”

And he did come to a realizing sense
of the fact when he came to dinner that
evening. Running lightly up stairs to
their room, the first sight that met his
amazed eyes was his pretty wife in full
festive robes.

“Well, dear,” she said, with a slight af
fectation of unconsciousness that she wag
vexing him in the least, *you see 1 have
decided to go, after all. How do you like
my dress? I dressed early on purpose for
you to see it.”

Mr. Alison had stopped short as she
spoke, with hands uplifted.

“Maud,” he said in a vexed way,
“what does this mean?”

“Have you forgotten so quick?’ she
answered lightly. “It is the Wilvertons’
ball, you know. I told you this morning
Mrs. Leighton had offered to call for me
and bring me home again. Don’t you re-
member 7’

“I remember something you seem to

have forgotten,” was the cold reply. |
“That is that I did not and do not want

you to go to this ball. Those Wilvertons
are not fit people for you to associate
with, of that I am certain. The town is
full of rumors against them, and I pre-
dict that youn will find but few decent
people there tonight.”

“What nonsense you are talking!” she
said, genuinely surprised now. “Why, I
know there are plenty of the best people
going. I have scarcely met one who has
declined the invitation.”

“That may be,” was the quict reply.
“Bnt many men who have heard as much
and more than I have will change their
minds tonight and keep themselves and
theie families away. Those who do go
will be sorry for it, 1 am very surc.”
\_*“What terrible things have Jou heard,

t should like to know?” she asked, halz
convinced.

“Only rumors, I own,” he answered,
“but they are bad enough. There was
never so much smoke without a little
fire. I'"—

Mrs. Alison interrupted him with blaz-
ing eyes. “Rumors, indeed! You need
say no more. I do not believe one word
of it at all, and I shall go. That is de-
cided.”

“But, Maud”—

“I don’t wish to hear any more. I am
going.”

And she went—went with Mrs. Leigh-
ton when she called for her—went with a
smiling face and an 'angry, rebellious
heart.

The Wilvertons greeted her with effu-
sion. But there were very few of her set
present. Somehow the atmosphere seem-

a different one from what she had
been accustomed to. There were a num-
ber of strangers present, ladies and gen-
tlemen. The former did not impress her
favorably, and the latter seemed rather
demonstrative in their devotions to the
fairer sex. Mr. Wilverton made her un-
comfortable, moreover, with his persist-
ent attentions, and altogether she was
not sorry whe§ Mrs. Leighton proposed
returning home. They went early, and
most of their particular set foll¥ved in
their wake—those, at least, who had not
gone before,

Very little conversation passed between
Mr. and Mrs, Alison that night—very lit-
tle for some days thereafter. He consid-
ered himself justly aggrieved and was in-
dignant accordingly. She felt herself in
the wrong, was too proud to own it and
was miserable in consequence.

Meanwhile the whispers against the
Wilvertons increased in number and im-
Jortance. It began to be generally con-
ceded that there was something wrong
about them, and people who had taken
them up on trust were gradually drop-
ping their acquaintance. Mrs. Alison,
however, prided herself on being no sum-
mer friend, and her intimacy with the
Wilvertons seemed in nowise diminished;
seemed, I say, for she was growing to
dislike them both as she saw more and
more of them. Mrs. Wilverton’s dashing
ways seemed coarse now, and no words
couid tell how she was growing to loathe
the man, who grew more bold and
outspoken in his admiration of her each
day.

But the end was very near.

Mr. Alison came up to dinner one even-
ing in a half subdued tremor of excite-
ment.

“Maud, dear, I have news for you,” he
said, striving to speak calmly, but fail-
ing signally in the attempt.

Mrs. Alison looked up a little surpris
ed at the “dear,” which had fallen fron
his lips but rarely since that unfortunatc
ball, but, truth to tell, rather glad to
hear it again.

“What is it?”

“It’s about the Wilvertons. You see,”
he went on hurriedly, “there’s been, as
you know, a great deal of talk about
them lately—more, perhaps, than you
were aware of—and people haven’t scru-
pled to call them adventurers, if not
swindlers. It seems that they were even
worse than that.” 5

“What?” cried Mrs. Alison sharply

“Criminals! At least the man is. He
was arrested this morning by a detective
who has been on his track for some time.
His very boldness in coming here and
launching out in the style he has, under
an assumed name and with all the ap-
pearance of great wealth, had thrown
the police off the scent for a little while,
but they have got bim now, and he's safe
for a 20 years’ term at least.”

“What has he done?” asked Mrs. Ali-
son.

“Perhaps you will recognize his real
name—it is Willis"’—

“The notorious bank robber?”

“The same.”

Mrs. Alison did not speak for many
minutes. Then she remembered that she
had been, or tried to be, a friend of Mrs,
Wilverton. She could not desert her
now that so terrible a sorrow had fallen
upon her.

“Will you ring the bell for Lucy?” she
said to her husband very quietly. “I want
my bonnet and shawl. I am going to see
Mrs. Wilverton. She ought not to be left
to bear this trouble alone, and I know
of no one who will go to her now.”

Mr. Alison stared, amazed. Even he
had never realized half the real nobility
that despite her faults was inherent in
his wife’s nature. She had risen now
and was standing very pale and still by
the table. He went to her and put his
arms around her and drew her head
down to his breast.

“My noble Maud,” was all he said.

She clung te him sobbing.

“Oh, Fred, you do forgive me for treat-
ing you so badly the other night?’ she
pleaded. “I’'m so sorry now.”

“I need forgiveness, too, darling, for

having been sullen,” he answored ear-
nestly, “and we will both forget and for-
give. Shall it not be s0?”
; She lifted her face and kisse: him soft-
Y.
“And poor Mrs. Wilverton, Fred! Will
you not go with me to see her? I do not
like her, really, though I have tried to,
but I cannot leave her to bear this
alone,”

Mr. Alison held his wife in a close
clasp.

*“I have not told you all, dear,” he said.
“There is no Mrs. Wilyerton, or Willis,
as her name would be if she had any
right to bear the name of the man she
has lived with all these months and who,
it reports say true, ruined himself and
committed the robbery to gratify her ex-
travagant demands.”

“Fred!” And Mrs. Alison's face grew
very pale. “You don’t mean that she'’—

“Was not his wife,” he answered stern-
¥,

It was a severe lesson, not only to Mrs,
Alison, but to the people of Bolton who
had admitted these people into their so-
ciety without question, simply because
of the lavish display of wealth they
made, and, it is safe to say, a thoroughly
effectual one.

Moreover there are few differences of
‘pinion between Mr. and Mrs. Alison
nowadays. She is more willing to take
his opinion of people as a correct one,
ind he has learned his wife’s heart too
vell not to trust her motives always, it
1e sometimes doubts her judgment,

—_———

The King’s Cat.

There are circumstances that make it
seem likely that the cat in England is a
foreign importation. The king'. cat was
called “the keeper of the royal granary.”

The old Welsh laws provided a curious
renalty to be paid by the one who should
kill this ecat of the king. The offender
was to pay as much corn as would cover

Ythe caf’s body when held up by the tail.

This goes to show iLat cats wer
and had a market valysy X e

CORN BREEDING.

A Good Pedigree In Corn Means as
Much as In Live Stock.

Corn can be bred the same as cattle.
Zt has been found that pedigree in corn
means as much as or more than In live
stock. By careful selection the corn
breeders are weeding out barren, poor
=~nd inferior stalks. This will mean an
eznormous saving of plant food which is
10w used in the production of useless
nlants, a great increase of yield and
additional profit. In selecting seed ears
't is necessary to be provided with a
wule and measuring tapeline,

Look the ears over carefully for mix-
ture, yellow grains in white corn and
~hite caps in yellow corn. Such grains
should be picked out and discarded.
The white corn should have white cobs
and yellow corn reg cobs. If this is
not true, discard the ears, as a mixed
cob is an evidence of a poorly bred ear
or a reversion.

The ears should be from seven and a
half to eight inches in circumference,
measured at the middle of the ear, and
10 4o 11 inches in length, measured
from tip to butt. The corn should
shell about 88 per cent corn to cob.

The most popular type of kernel is
the wedge shape, so there will be little
lost space on the ear between the rows
of kernels.

The smooth kernel type s being dis-
carded for a rougher kernel, which
means a deeper kernel, consequently a
greater per cent of corn to cob.

The tip. should be filled over with
kernels in straight, regular rows, and
ihe butt kernels should swell out about
the shank. The flat butt with large
shak indicates a small per cent of
corn to cob and a hard husking variety.

The pumber of rows of kdrnels
should be from 18 to 24, it being gen-
erally considere® that 18 is a prefer-
able number, giving a stronger type of
kernel. The rows of kernels should be
regular and straight with (he cob.

CROWD THE TREES.

If You Are Orcharding For the Profit
There Is In It.

From what I have seen and learned
[ am satisfied that apple trees of many
varieties may be brought into full bear-
ing at four years after being set into
the orchard. I have seen apple trees
the fourth year after planting out bear
one-half bushbel of apples per tree. 1
onee gaw an orchard lhere in which 90
trees bore, the eighth season after be-
ing set into the orchard, 206 barrels of
picked apples. These 00 trees were
composed of Baldwin, Rhode Island
Greening and Roxbury Russet and
were set 18 feet apart. I am not an
advocate of large apple trees with tops
spreading 30 to 35 feet and going up
into the air 25 to 35 feet, requiring u 30
foot ladder to gather the fruit, but pre-
fer to set my trees 18 feet apart, using
135 trees per acre, and, when the trees
are 4 years old and come into bearing,
stop all other cropping and let the trees
have all the ground to grow and ma-
ture their fruit. I would, however,
fectilize and cultivate the orchard as I
would for any crop, says a Connecticut
man i Rural New Yorker.

By setting the trees 18 feet apart 1
have 100 trees more to the acre to bear
from the time ikey are 4 years old
and on. This makes the orchard itself
pay a good profit for the land, and
there is less reason or desire to crop
the land with some other crop,as would
be done with only 33 trees to the acre.
These trees would bear for 15 years be-
fore crowding, when the top of every
other tree should be cut back to as near
the body of the tree as could be done
{and not leave the limbs too large, the
| same as would be done if the tree were
l to be top grafted. A new top of young,
thrifty growth would start out, which,
of course, would need to be thinned
out properly, and in three years the
trees would be in full bearing again,
when the tops of those not cut back
may be served in like manner. By thig
method of treatment the top would be
kept young, the fruit be grown on
young and thrifty wood and the apples
easily picked and trees easily sprayed
over those low heads. When the trees
crowd again, let the tops be cut back
as before, or take out every other tree
entirely.

As money from the orchard is the ob-
ject, thus planting the trees 135 to the
acre and keeping the tops within a ra-
dius of about 16 feet, more apples will
be taken from the orchard in 20 or 25
years, and at less expense per tree, than
.would be from the same ground with
trees set 35 trees te the acre in 50 years,
for there are 100 more trees per acre to
bear fruit and on thrifty, vigorous
young trees.

Look Out For Spring Freeszcs.

Some fruit growers pile the snow up
around their trees to prevent them
budding out too early in the spring.
But snow melts quickly as the sun
comes nearver. Some one suggests pil-
ing up, while the ground is frozen,
ashes or sawdust or anything that will
tend to keep the ground frozen around
tle roots to retard the flow of the sap
and the disas‘er of an early frost. Of
course it is well known that the trees
that are dormant escape the harm
from an untimely freeze. Any treat-
i ment that will prevent the starting out
of the buds too early would accomplish
ihe purpose.

—————
BEST FOR ALL CONCERNED.

Comedy-~T noticed you in the audi-
ence lust night, What did you think
of my parti?

Criteek—It suited you.

Comedy—What did you think was
the best thing I got off?

Criteck—The stage.

HIS FIELD OF ACTIVITY.
When a man is born into thes world
his work i born with hiim,

Yes, and the people he ig to work
too, I supposé. 2

VRS. DUBBS AND THE OLUB_‘J

Mrs. Araminta Dubbs,
President of fifteen clubs,
Member of as many more,

’Sociate in halt a &core, |
Wrote
;o And read -
% = ..  And sang B
IS And said

n Ber clubs from dawn till bed.
She was ever on the go; s
“Mustn’t miss my club, you know.
Daybreak, Health and Breakfast clubg
Honored Araminta Dubbs. 3
Morning club from nine to ten,
Browning club—then on again;
Lunchieon club and Sisterhood,
Euchre club and Better Food;
Ibsen club and Amateurs
Had for her their clubby lures.

Smile

And chat

y- Ot this ~

And that—
“Faith,” or “How to Trim a Hat,”
“Latest Scarches For the Pole,”
“What We Know About the Soul,”
“Woman's Sphere”” and ““Help the Iﬂ\“
“How to Treat a Sitting Hen,”
“Ibsen’s Mystic Inner Thought,”*
“Whichness of the Why and What,**
*“Immorality of Plays,”
“Is the Walking Skirt a Craze?"’
““Wireless Messages to Mars,’"
“Chats with Famous Female Stars”=

To
z And fro y
> And on X €
The go, e
Mrs. Dubbs was never slow;

Talked and wrote and played and dmwj
€ Took course in cooking too. WG
« Sorrow came, though, after 'while
In a very sudden style.
Mr. Dubbs became quite ill; |
% But, with martyr’s jron will, 1
* Mrs, Araminta Dubbs
Kept her ceaseless round of clubs
Till one afternoon, when she
Was, as sweetly as could be,
Speaking with much grace and life
On “The Dutics of a Wife'
To the Maids and Matrons’ guild,
» All her eloquence was stilled -
By

e

A card a
g ‘Which her 9
Speech marred—
~ Dubbs’ eoul had been unbarred,
" Mrs, Dubbs repressed a eigh;
$aid, ** 'Twas mean of him to die
- Just as I'm about to reach
=  Finest part of all my speech!'”
But, of course, she had to quit,
" And that was the end of it,
P For, when she had buried Dubbs,
" $ad to tell, all of the clubs
3 Had another on her throne,
“« And she found herself alone.
She
Who stubs
Her toe

On clubs
Should heed the fate of Mrs. Dubbs

—————
THE BEGGARS OF MEXICUL.

They Abound All Over the Coumntry
and Are Well Treated. |

i

All over the country beggars abound,
for the Mexican people are the most
carelessly good natured and charitable
on earth, They seemingly never refuse,
and I have seen smartly dressed young
men on passing a beggar turn back re-
pentantly and hand him money. Every=~
body gives; hence unlimited beggary. }

Some time ago in Pueblo a surgeon
cured the deformity of a beggar cripple,
and as his usefulness as a money gettér
was over his relatives sued the surgeon,
alleging that he had deprived them of
their means of support. It appeared om
trial that the lame man had been ‘“‘good
for §4.50 a day on the average.)' The
judge threw the plaintiffs out of court
after listening to their curious exposition
of callousness and greed. t

A friend of mine here, a genuine Span#
ish count and a most charitable man,
fills his pockets with pennies every morn=
ing before leaving .is house, and to ev-
ery one who asks alms he gives a cent.
He has also many pensioners, and ha
even economizes in legitimate personall
expenses to help deserving people, wid»
ows and orphans.

In the suburban towns every comforta-
bly off family has its train of beggars
who are given money or food.

Your beggars fairly adopt you and
ask affectionately on meeting you for
the health of “every member of your
family.

One poor chap who hobbles rovund on
crutches and wears on chilly mornings
an old red blanket greets me as his
“patron” and bestows biessings on ma
to last a month for every alms.

The intimate relations of beggars and
their patrons are amusing. Wealthy men
and handsomely dressed women stop in
the streets for a bit of talk with some
favored beggar and never seem ashamed
to show a kindly interest: in the humble
friends of the public thoroughfares.

Beggars come to one's dining room
windows, look in interestedly and go
away satisfied with a small coin or a bit
of bread. They ask alms in the name of
God, or “por Dios;” hence the odd Span-
ish word ‘‘pordioseros,” or “for God's
sakers,” applied to beggars. It is part
of the sirangely humane life of these
southern lands. A Mexican firmly be-
lieves that everybody has a right to live!
and to help in time of need. There is
immense charity and mostly quite unor-|
ganized, although there are asylums, but
for the most part the beggars are out
and about and not housed up

Discarding Their Canens,

The old men in employments where
youthful activity is required are discard-
ing their walking sticks, A little while
ago Brown, let us call him, failed to secure
a promotion to which his long term of
faithful service entitled him. Scores of
other employces would have bet theiy
lives on his going up. The office had look-
ed forward to it for years. But a younger
man was lifted over Brown’s head, which
meant practically that the old gentle:
man’s usefulness was ended. One day a
friend of Brown’s asked the head of the
house if he had any particular reason for
his action. “Yes, I have,” was the frank
reply. “Mr. Brown carries a cane.” “Car-
rics a cane! He has carried a cane ever
since you knew him. I never dreamed
before that carrying a cane was a dis
credit to a man.” “Certainly not. Bm'
Mr. I.irowu leans on it.” Which nieam
that if Mr. Brown required the support
of a cane he was grown too old to be of
further nse in active business,

— 7
NEEDED HELP. 3

De Cash--1 sec you have taken a
partner.

De Curb—Yes; I had to. A man
can't keep a suburban residence sup-
plied with servants and attend to
business, too.

—
CERTAINLY NOT

Mr. Meeker. are you carrying any
life insurance?

Certaimly not. Mrs. Meeker carrieg
the life insurance. 1 merely look af-
ter the payment of the premiums.
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