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Dolly Copley, just twenty and pret-
ty us a wuaxen doll, breezed lnto her
g honie, closely followed by the protect-
“ng and wdmiving Jim Reardon.  Dol-

1¥'s mother, her geay haivs belying the
youth und  Jaughter In her  eyes,
glineed up from the bit of embrold-
ery In her hands und noted n fore-
boding pout on her daughter's face,
wondering as her gaze wandered to
the flushed countenunee of hor future
son-in-law,  Mrs, Coploy did not llke
the looks of the sltuution,

“Children, what Is (he matter now?”
the “now" Indienting that similar In-
eldents had ocenrred hefore,  Accus-
tomed as Mrs, Copley had hecome to
the petly quarrels of the young loy-
Crs, any new enuse of disngrecment
evoked uncasiness lest In thelr ehilld-
fsh tempers they Invited mueh unhap-
ness,

“Well, who snld what 2 she added
by way of an initial concllintory step,

“Ohy Jim's teying to net silly,” said
Dolly.

“You menn, Dolly won't be gensible,”
correeted Jim,

“Ifest one and then the other,” pn-
tiently echided Mrs, Copley, layving
aside her cmbroidery, “Now, Dally,
we'll hear from you, and,” anticlpnt-
Ing a long recital, “be brief.”

Dolly, with cheeks prettily flushed,
removed a large leghorn  hat, 1ts
creamy  whiteness  enhanced by n
blood-yed poppy stitehed to its side.
She seated herself on o low bench be-
fore an open grate flra and placed the
hat upon knees cocked up boy fashion.

“Really, mother,” eame the answer
in tones of fusulted dignity, “it Is well
I find tt all out now., Jim wants n
slave, not a wife.” 'This with a with-
erlng pglance at her prospective mas-
ter, or hushand, who sat twiddling the
clgarette his impatience would not
permit him to smoke,.

“Careful, Dolly, careful,” cautionoed
Mrs, Copley, but Dolly pretended not
to hear.

“The play at the theater tonlght was
all about that man who wanted hls

Jim’s Shoes In Her

Hand,

swectheart to repeat the silly words,
"Phank goodness, the tahle s sot,' u)
she wouldo't do it (which T am eon-
vineod was perfectly prapery,  So oshe
gave hbi back Wiz ving,  And thial's
Just what 't goinge to do hoenuse Jim
thought he could make me sy, lere,
dear, ave youp shoes' "

STt cay thae " retorted Jhin de-
fensively, "1 sabd—"

“luston moment,  pleasest plendo)
Mrs, Copley, plieatingly,  “Are von
throngh with rvour side of (he stopy,
Dolly 7" A hlond hend nodded in the
aftirmative. AL rieht, (hen,  we'll
hear what you hinve to san" conitin-
ued the arbiteor, tuening to Jin.

YAW, after the show all T osand whs
if 1 shoulid ask her to hring e my
ghoes, If she wonld hand them to me
kindly o woulil she be stubhorn ke
the glel In the play, A Dolly =0l
Oh, 1 omdeht and T omdghte't T didn't
Hie that very well, and T sald, ‘Dal.
Iy, let me hear yvou say, ‘Here, dear
are your shooes'*"

Then Dolly sald, "Don't ho #i'ly,
Jhn And T osald, “Please, Dolly, eay,
‘Hepre, oar, nre vour shoes! Well
the long nnd short of it is, Daolly
won't sy i, and T owant her (o say it

And haiving delivered himself of this
oration, Jim  Reardon set hls nrng
nkhimbo, spread out his legs amd de-
fied the waorld,

“No more of this nonsense, chil
dren Mrs, Copley rebuked sharply,
“Come, now, shidie hands and drop
the matter,”

“But she hasn't sald, ‘Here, denr
are your shoes,'" eame parrot-fashion
and with masculine pevsisteney from
Jim,

“T'he which T won't say,” snappet

¥ Dolly dangerously,

And  the astonished eyves of Mrs,
Copley saw the flngh of & dinmond as
it whirled through the alg and lay in
sciatillgting beauty between the angry
pale, T bigh-handed disdaln Jim

stulked from the honse, And Dolly
crica,

The nlght lengthened into
amtl the weell into a month, atl Jhe
wmonth into double and  trebls  roaat
oumber of duys,  And e, proyver-
hlal healer of diseord and inharmony,
rendoered  dmpossible a eoncesston ol
pride rrom either side, Dolly's Infer-
est In life censed  to center ahout
rowns, teas and shows, and dwindied
to reading the dafly news with s «dls-
quicting nnnouncements.,

It wus well into the fourth mwonth
since the unfortunate attendnnce at
that perforinunce, whose very moral,
intemded  for them, falled to dmve
home the lesson, Jim Reardon meped
town the town's busy street, durk
shindows beneath lstless eyes tostify-
lug to the goawing canker of hewrt-
sickness within.

IFor distraction he jolned the onlook-
ers before a shop window where an
up-to-dute  business-getter had  stn-
tloned his machine to secure the pnss-
ing  trade.  “Rubber hecls put  on
while U walt,” read the legend in
brilliantly  stlvered letters acreoss the
pune,  The advertising psychology: of
the repnlrman was good.  Jim glaneed
ut his shoes, thought of rubber-heeled
comfort and saw the excellent work
belng performed within the shop. ife
enteriedl,

“Rubher heels, please,” he court eous-
ly suld to the gpum-chewing clork as
hé removed and handed him his shoos, |
He inserted his feet and twiddled his
stockinged toes within the spnefous
confines of earpet slippers, ns vacantly
he watehed the minute hand of the
clock on the wall make monotonous
progress. The whirr of the electrie
mnehinery wonsg peecullarly soothing to
his distraught moaod,

A boy entered, aml not recelving (he
fmmedinte attention the majesty of
his youth demanded, flopped n coin
on the counter and, grabbing up =a
padr of shoes, made hasty exit Just as
the clerk advanced,

Jhm took out his watelh and con-
flrmed the thme of the wall ¢lock, e
had heen there 30 minutes. e enlled
to the clerk,

“Will you please see If my shoes
are ready?  Ioam anxious to get
nwiay"

The gum-chewing clerk glaneed over
the repalred work on hand nnd puiz-
sled, walked over (o the cobhbler and
inspected the work yet to be por-
roried,

“Coan't scem to find your shoes,” wns
the lnconie Information, “Dovon think
that kid took 'em?"

Jim tried to look as dignified nas
his enrpoted feet would perinit, “Pray,
how will it help me to know that?
cume the acld rejoinder,

The lronfe sareasm  wns  wasted,
“Mebhe he'll come boaek,”  Jim fretted
nnd fumed and walted—ten minutes,
20 minutes, nnother holf hour.  The
cmbarrassing sugpense  was  terreible,
His ecollar wilted beneath the strain,
If he could only arise and paee the
floor, But one cannot pace the floor
in cerpet slippers, They stmply will
not stay on,

And then there blew into the shop a
hurricane of tempestuous indignation,
hrandishing Jhn's shoes In her hand
Dolly's hanid,  “What do you mean by
sending me a pair of man's shoes?”
shoe erled, advanelng like a tumult of
nvenging wrath,

Aud then she sow i, WD shoes
in hand, she Involuntarily made n step
townrd him, Jim shuitled to his feet.
I'our months of separation were noth-
Ing. They were together now!

“I'vee been o hreate JThin contritely
npologized, The clork glzelal as he
lookod from Jim's feet o the shoes
dangling from the plel's wrist hy knot-
ted shoe strings. “Don't ever say i,
Dolly, don't over say it

But the “1t" Dolly would say, Handd-
ing hlm his propeety, there eame In
pentle monotone, “Heve, dear, are yvour
shoes"

BYRON EXTOLLED IN PRESS

'
Wk

Two Tributes to the Memory of the
Greast Poet Mave Been Paid for
Many Years.

This ts the anniyersary of the death
of Byron, obsgerves the Now York Eve-
ning Sun of April 19, 10 the reader
were in London today and should visit
the statue of the fimous poet in that
socluded and exclusive part of [Tyde
Park  ealled  Hamilton  warvdens, he
wonld findd the monument  decorated
with o single yellow wrenth,  And 0f
he had brought with him o copy of
the Thnes and wonld turn to the obilt.
wiry column he would fAnd there o
notlee of Byron's death and o proela-
wntion of his fame,

These (wo  teibmtes have heen ren-
dered annually 1o the memory of By
ron for many years,  They are pald
for each year with the Ineoe of o =um
bequeathed  for that purpose hy a
wornn admibrer of the poet,  The loge.
el connected with the tributes rons
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that they are to he continued annual- |
Iy until the name of Byron is in-!
seribed In the poets' corner of Woest- |
minster ahbhay.  DByron died In Greeeoe
on April 10, 1824, In his thirty-seventh
vear,

All In the Weddlng Cake.

The ring In the wedding cake moeprs
that the person who draws the plece
contalning 1t will be the first to he
woeld  of thoge present. The  thinble
hrings digappointment, an old mnfd &
mte s wighed onto the finger of the
one who gets the thimble; the tiny
wish hone, of sllver or gold or wihintoy.
g it mny bo, anothoer populae hngeedt-
ont Inowedding enkes, allows the one
who deaws It 1o make o wish upon §r !
which will come true, Then there ls
He penny or dime promibsing richos to
8o Tueay finder, 'The button fcorerell.
i buchelorhood for the one whoge
place it alla upon,
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MR. AND MRS. MALLARI.

“You're a handsome fellow,” sald
Mrs. Mallard Duck, “with your green
baek and your
orange legs and
brown eyes and
purple touches
upon the wings."

“1 think you're
. dear,  neat,
prefty Mrs Mal-
lard Duel,” sadd
her mate, *with

your brownish
froclkk  aml  Its
white  edpges,
Yowre  very
mueh  like Cou-
sin Black Duck

hut yow're light-

T st er and you're fin
“1 Will Be De- more  handsome,

lighted,” You have touch-
es of purple wid
blue upon your wings just ng I have,

“I think you dress bhoth suitably and
hecomingly, Now 1o divsy suitnbly
means to dress correetly at the the,
That Is U Wenns not wear a porty
dress for breakrast, and to dress he-
comingly  means  that  your clothes
agree with you,

“I don't mean that at all,” Mr, Mal-
Inrd Duek corvectod himsolf, “I menn
they hecome you. They make you look
50 neat and niee and so handsome,"”

“I'in hinmoensely fartered,” sald Mrs,
Mallard Duelk,

“Do you know," sald Mr. Mallard
Duck, "I am giving n dinner this eve-
ning. I do hope you will recoive my
rucsts for me,"

“Where are you going to have it, by
the meadows whoere we can find some
graln or near the water?"

“T will have it near the water for
there are  some  delicious  mollusks
nhout,"

Mollusks nre sen foold—a kind
sen animal in a bard shell,

“I'hat sounds very nilee, Mr., Mal-
lard," sald Mres, Mallard, “and 1 will
he delighted to recoive {he Enests,"”

They began to sond out more invi-
tations, for Mr, Mallurd had Just found
that there would be enough for quite
i few more and they enlled out in
thelr  quacking  voicos  which  sound
very pwangy and ns thongh they were
talking  thronsh thelr bonks—aor as
people wonlil say—through thelr noses,
bidding the guests come (o the dinnoer.,

“"Quack, quack, come to the dinner
party” each ealled agnin nnd agaln,

“Quack, quack, there Is golng to he
food, food, food,” sald  Mr. Mallard
Duel,

“T'here Is poing to be food, food,

of

food, sea food,” suld Mrs, Mallard
ek,

“Nice delleaeles s the host of evy-
ervthing,”  sald  Mre. Mallard  Ducek,

quacking hard,

In faet, they ealled so londly {hot
all the guests who had been invitod ho-
fore ciume hueeving along thinking thnot
the dinner hour hud been et earller
than they e Tast been told and as
they didn't want (o miss nnything they
wanted to he in plenty of thne,”

In trath they wore ahead of time,

And all of those who had fust heon
Invited came hurrying alone,  Every-
one cime roshing (o the party,

They had o beawtitul thoe and ate
thele mollusks I the shinllow wilep
neat nt haoned,

The Mes Madlard Deks talled nhout
some of their relatives who had Intely
been taken to the oo to be shown off
as boantirul doeks,

They also said thnt,
some of thelr relatives
b the dinners ror peoplo.

They said {6 was one thing to give n

il

hiidd

to rolate,
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dinner party and anothier o he the
food at the dinner.
The Mes, Mallavd Dueks talked of

the nests they had it in e Springe,

all  lined  with
soft foathoeprs
with lovely grass
to ke thoe
home o soft
nn oy,

il thoey
tnlkedl  of the
prassy plaees
near the water
where they hind
hiddoen (heir
tests ool the
ecight  and  nine
little  epges they

Indd, deay, honn-
tirul olive green

CELE, i i Everyone Coines
Well, quack, Rushing,

quack, yvour din- I

nee hins heen o very  groal sgeeoss,”

Coone of Lthe guests sald, thinking It was

thine 1o leave,  They bl oll enten o
grealt dend aod they hivd talkod nogrost
denl, ton,  There hadd fust heen o
quiet spell and they thought that wios
the time to go,

Bt Mo, Mallard Duek ralsed one of
hig funny foet, and suid:

YOh, no, you musin't o yet, There |
fa some dellelous soft griass ee eream |
for evervone'

S0 they fnlshed  the party with
prass fee cream whieh is made of «ofi
grass which grows by the water and
which fs the taverite Kind of lee erepm
nmonge the malingeds,

Similia Similibys,
"TTow's hat eold of yours, Jm3”
0L T ot vl of 1
HWiay dfd you trke?”

YA (resh one
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LEE Cord
Puncture Proof

HERE'S only one really puncture-proof

puneumatic—the Lee,
Users of Lee Fabric Puncturc-Proof Tires
urged the making of a Lee Cord Puncture-Proof.
Car owners generally hoped for its coming.
Endless experiments to combine the exclusive
Lee Puncture-Proof feature with Cord construc-
tion were finally successful.  Then, before the
tire was offered to the public it was subjected
to 18 months of continuous heart-breaking road

tests to prove that Cord economy and Cord
resiliency were preserved. T

B T T, Flolwr = . 5
Tread troubles—so common to Cord tires—
were practically eliminated; the tread became

as strong and long-lived as the rest of the tive.

They’re here now—Lee Puncture-Proof Tires
—TFabric or Cord—each alone in its class.

Cut the cost of mileage with Lee Puncture-
Proofs.

‘
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Cord o1 Fabric
Puncture~Proof”

Tires
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HA'T'S what everybody’s say-

ing about Clean Easy Maptho-
leine VVash Soap. You'll say it too,
once you try it. Just think—aonly
ten minutes boiling and the aver-
ape wash is clean and ready.

You can bet your life women
cverywhere are enthusiastic. They
never realized that washing could
be done so simply and easily until
they tried Clean Easy.

Here's all that's necessary—Soak
your clothes over night. Buy a
cake of Clean Easy and shave haif
of it into 4% gallons of water. Let
it dissolve. Boil for ten minutes
and stir with a sticlk. Rinse and
blue—and the whole job is finished!
Every garment is clean and fresh,

Can you imagine what a won-
derful help this soap is?  Every
day vou put off buying Clean Ens?v
is a day of unnecessary hard work.
Buy it now! You wili save your-
self hours of miserable drudgery,
‘ and will be happy and bright on
washdays as weall as holidays, Ask
your grocer.
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There isn't
soap in the world like
Cilesn Easv, If vou don't
det the denuine, you can't
dget a substitate thart will
do the work. Ask for
Clean Easy.

another

THE RUB

Follow directions
on inside of
wrapper

LOUISVILLE Foob Propucts Co., Incorporated
Louisville, Ky,
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