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Ep ide mic o f W el1t
A1 Story That Should Interesi Any One With a Mat hematical Imagination

MI'SS LETTERSBY trod softly as she en-
tered the editorial sanctum. The first
quick glance showed ber that it was neither
50 grand, nor sa imposing as she expected

it would be.
"Well, Miss Lettersby, what can I do for you ?"

queried the editor, as he swung round on bis revolv-
ing chair and motioned lier ta a seat witb the manu-
script lie held in bis band.

"When I sent my last buncli of staries you prom-
ised ta read them, and then give me your candid
opinion," the girl reminded him, as ýshe eagerly'
searclied bis face witb a pair of hnngry gray eyes.

"Ah, yes; s0 I did"I-lie was about ta, give ber
sanie encouragement ta struggle on, but a keen
glance £onvinced bima that she couldn't hold 'out
mucli longer. Rer fine, classic features were sadly
lacking in batli flesh and blood-, arnd she bad a look
that no matter bow small lier clothes

were tbey would still be too big ta
fit lier attentuated form.

"Well, I've gone over tliem care-
f ully, and I honestly think you
migbt do better in otlier iînes," was
thie verdict.

"Can you suggest any lunes ?" she
askcd witb clouded face.

"Well, er-knittung, for instance.
If you'd go at it in earnest you'd find
it fairly profitable, and thefield isn't
at aIl overcrowded."

"But I neyer learned ta knit," she
objected, with sinking heart.

"Neither bave you Icanned ta write
stories," lie retorted.

'"Even so; I might better he en-
gaged ini defacing cheap paper tlian
ini spoiling good yarn."

"But yau've alteady spoiled many
a good yarn," cut ini thie long-suffer-
ung editor; "as an earnest knitter
you'd probably mneet witb success."

Slie argued witli him for some
time, but lie finally convinced lier
that sbe was bcung guided onto thie
right road.
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forward. "What did you wish to see ?" he asked of
the imposing one.

"I vonts ta stare at some yarn," affirmed the lady
f rom, over the Rhine. Then nating the puzzled look
on the face -of her questioner, "I vonts to gaze on
some yarns," amenided she.

The rose on bher cheek was f ast becoming a poppy
when Miss Lettersby came forward. "Mrs. Krats
wishes to look at stocking yarn," she said.

They bought the yarn, then Mrs. Krats went ta
the meat shop, leaving the girl ta go home alone.
Trhe fine day tempted ber into the park, where she
met a young man with a sketching kit. Tbey
greeted each other warmly.

"I can't knit another stitch, it's got s0 tight," de-
plored the knitter.

'Give it here, an' M'I see what I can do with it,"
proposed the other.

The instructor took the work in hand, knit tili
quite loase, then handed it back. Again Miss Let-
tersby knit on tili the same trouble caused ber ta
desist, when it again changed hands. This caused
loss of time, sa Mrs. Tubbs hunted up another set
of needles and set up the second stocking. The
plan worked beautifully. Miss Lettersby would
knit on one tili she had ta give up, then take up the
other. When Mrs. Tubbs had ta sit down ta nurse
the baby she could knit long enough ta loosen up
bath.

Wben finish 'ed, the stockings looked rather ridgy,
but the head knitter declared they would look ail
rigyht when they were on, especially if the child

bad nice fat legs.
Miss Lettersby grop ed around in

ber mînd for a likely market.
"Auline Nester," she announced

j oyfully.

T1Eoffering proved suitable ta the
THpresent needs of Mrs. Nester,

and she paid on acceptance. The ex-
author was delighted ta make sucb
a speedy sale, so she reinvested, and
bopefully resumed operations.

Naw, it sa bappened that Auline
'was a very bad little girl, and often
got punished in scbool. It was aIsoý
a fact that Mrs. Nester was a care-
fuI mother and always looked in on
ber children before retiring. The
night following the day on which
AnImne first wore tbe stockings was
warm, and she had kicked off the
cavers. WThat was the surprise and
indignation of the mother ta see the
lovely fat legs of ber darling disfig-
ured by angry red welts. She called
ber busband. "Just see wbat a brutal
punishment Miss Teechum lias given
Auline," she whisperedr with. sup-
pressed anger.

"Thunder and lightning," roared
the father, "that girl isn't fit ta-"2

"Sh-h-" warned the mother,
«don't wake ber. If Auline finds she
lias any backing at home, no teacher
can manage lier."

"I don't care a fig. lIl1 lay a com-
plaint against that teaclier."

"Wby were yau wbipped yester-
day ?" asked Mrs. Nester next morn-
ing.

"Recause I mocked Ruby janes
when slie stuttered," she promptly
answered.

"That was very naughty. I- hope
you won't again menit sucb a whip-
ping I

On the second niglit thie welts were
tbere as angry as ever, thougli the
child declared sbe hadn't been pun-ý
islied during tlie day. This gave

Mrs. Nester the idea that tlie first welts were stili
unhealed, and she was proportionately indignant..

On the tbird morning Auline was lying in, bed
fast asleep when the pup came trotting in ta pay
lier a visit. F1e put bis paws on the edge of the
bed, sniffed ber bands, and Iicked lier rosy face,
but she gave no beed. H1e decided ta play a jolce
on lier. H1e took lier stockings in bis mouth and
-went aut witli them. His original intention liad
been ta bury tliem in the garden -wbere be kept bis
surplus mneat; but as lie was passing thec open gate
lie saw a friend. Out lie raced, and the twa went
frollicking inta the alley, wliere he dropped thie
stockings.

Presently, along, came two of tlie Grady boys.
They spied~ tbe stockings, and Tommy examined
theni. «Tbey're new," lie remarked.

«Tliere's a great big bale in the beel o' ane 0'
mine. I've a notion to put on one," hazarded Diii.

"'Tlere's a bigger onc in my toc, 50 l'il put an
the otlict," responded Tom.

Tbhey quickly made the exchange, then ran to
scbool.

Meaiflime, other stockinigs were rapidly gtowing,
(Cotùued on page 21.)
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