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“wo Styles of Table Mats in Tasteful Designs—Among the Useful Articles Which

Earned for Aunt Hulda Eccliston $300 in One

By Aunt Hulda Eccliston

as | tell it to you. 1 don't

mind other folks having a
chance in this world, and I guess
it won't hurt me any to give 'em
& hint of what can be done with
corn husks.

Right here in this little Connecti-
cut village, last year, I made more
than $300—just colned the money
out of mats and baskets and auto-
mobile hats and other things I
braided and sewed from mnothing
but corn husks I got for the asking.

I guess I'm the inventor of this
Industry. They say that necessity
Is the mother of invention. Well,
that was my case. I was in terrk
ble straits after John died. 1 was
left with nothing but the farm of
ten acres.

I'm fifty years old, so 1 ecouldn’t
do very much heavy farming, and
I was too far from the station to
make eggs or garden stuff pay. |
ralsed enough to eat myself, and 1

W' ELL, yes—write It down just

had a roof over my head, but taxes
and the expense of my clothes had
to be got somewhere.

1 got awful blue and discouraged
and used to cry some, and then
one day a lady from the city came
along. She was in an automoblle,
and she stopped to ask the way
and get a drink of water from my
well, that has a tall sweep and
which always attracts city folks’
notice.

Well, she was a lovely lady. She
looked at me closely and saw that
1 bad been crying, and she sat
dov'n and rays to me;

“Now, whuati's the matter?” she
says, with her voice soft with sym-
pathy. It made me cry more. and
then she says, after I had told her
all my troubles:

“Now, I am not going to glve yon
any money. 1 know you are too
proud to take it; but I am going to
help you to help yourself. I'm go-
ing to send you a book, and 1 want

Year.

you should read it, and I think you
will kpow how to work out your
own salvation then.”

So she went away, and in a day
or two the book came from New
York. It was all about learning
to look within ourselves for the
means of making ourselves guccess'
ful or great. First off 1 thought it
didn't mean anything at all. 1
couldn’t make head npor tail of it
and ] says:

“lI guess this is too deep for Aunt
Huldy ;" but 1 took it up again and
read it through, and I began to get
an fdea what was meant. Then I
went right back over it all again,
kind of studying it, and by the time
I had read it four times it all
seemed plain as day, and [ felt all
buoyed up and sgure that I could do
anything.

It said in the bhook one mustn't
run away from things, but just face
it cut; we are where we are meant
to be till we earn the right to be
eomewhere elge, and that there was
always thie means right at hand to
help the first step.

Little Work Baskets Made -f
Corn Husks.

Aunt Hulda
Eccliston
Braiding
Corn
Husks

for
Basket-

Bvinking_.
She Is
Wearing
a Corn
Husk

Hat

Made by

hard work—jest setting and plalé

One of ing ‘he clean husks and sewing

them with strong Wwhite linen

Aunt' thread into different shapes and
Hulgda’s forms.

Cornucopias Tten I colored some of the husks

after they were braided. I used
just common dye powders, and
they locked lovely. 1 dyed them

of Br:iided

Herself.

Corn Husks

after they were braided. Then

So I just set down and thought
what is there right here that I can
use to make money, 1 was sitting
on the door stone, just about sun-
set, and there was an old corn
husk mat on the stone that John
braided out of husks one Winter
when he had the rheumatism and
couldn't get out.

The next day, after tending to
my chores and doing a little bak-
ing, 1 went to the neighbors and
got all the corn husks they had,
both of field corn and sweet corn,
and then I set to work again, and
I mad- all sorts of things—all
kinds of baskets, hats, cornucopias,
square boxes with covers to them,

! set to thinking how to sell ‘em
after I'd got a lot made.

thi for holding a ball of twine,
ainers 0 : Well, I got another Inspiration.

ardiniere covers, table mats, big
3 round and

and little floor Trugs, I saw how I could sell all the corn
equare and oblong; automobile husk thinga I could make It
bonnets an. caps, waste baskels, worked even better than I thought

it would

Goodnegs! My bread's burning. '
Next time you call I'll tell all aboug
the gellin’ part.

and so forth.

I was always thinking of some
new thing to make, and 1 did en-
joy making them, for it wasn't
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'Y ] INIS"
F‘llerlln Granby scratched the word
at the end of the manuscript, and,
with a weary sigh, flung the pen upeon
the table,

The walts, with which he was making
a bid for fame and fortume, upon the
composition of which he had #pent a
moath's consistent effort, was completed

at last. The creation of his braln, the
dreamy, fascinating melody, which had
gripped his soul and set every musical

Jpstinet aname within him, was now re-
corded on paper for all the world to re-
produce and admire and applaud.

He ralsed hils taill, slim figure erect.
The thick, curly halr framed a pale,
thin, ascetle face. Fever was burning ia
the brilliant eyes.

“Jove, how weak I am!" he muttered,
gripping the table to prevent himself fall-
Ing. "“Never mind It's been worth the
eflort. It must win., The two hundred
pounds and the fame shall be mine. Lon-
don and all Britain shall ring with my
pame! Lucy, to whom I have dedicated
my waltz, will hear and be glad. Her
father willi no longer sneer at me as a
beggarly composer! He'll give her to
me."”

He the and

selzed manuscript,

fondled and caressed 1t. Tottering
footsteps led him to the small plane
Heavily he sank on the secat, and hls

white, tapering fingers wandered over
the kavs

Though he had the manusecript he-
The
wns Indellbly
swayed lightly
the melodious
his soul,
was in the execution of the wallz

A young man in evening dresa,
whose handsome face was flushed, and
whose crush hat rested tipsily on his
erown, ceamo to the deor of the room
and paused, with a hand on the lintel
Hstening In astonizxhment.

The music died away
diminuendo til} it
For a minute after hiz hands wera
#till, Marlin Granby sat on the stool,
Buddenly he sprang to his feet, whip-
ped up the manuscript and pressed It
to his lips.

“Ay. finlshed! Anothar day and the
eompetitian would have closed, An-
other day and my chance of wooing
fame would have gone—perhaps for-

darling of hla brain
fixed. Hia slim body
with the rhapsody of

In a Areamy
ceased altogether.

aver, It must go in the post It
must—Hallo, Armand, my boy, you
quite startled me! Come In. Come in

Did you hear it old fellow? Think I'll
win? Bit down I'm glad to see you
put I'm done up—played out”™

Armand Marrlott gripped the come.
poser's rlonder fingers, and, without
removing his hat, sank Into the Ches-
torfleld beneath the hearth.

“It'a fine, old chap. really magnia-
¢ent.,” he replied. “No one'll stand a
ehance In the ecompetition against
you. 1 promised the cld guv'nor I'd
enter. I've got tha MS. ready for post-
ing In my room: but gow-—new I must
throw It on the 01 & coals, Lucy?

haven't seen my €ister for weeks

e—don’'t hit well, ¥ca know. She—
Never mind that new. You love her,
and, of course, won't listen to a word
against her."

“Love her?™ pald Merlln Qrandy. as
4f to himsell. Ay, 1 love her. Even
before music I leve her. It's to win

so hard for months and
months, It's to galn her pure soul
for my very own that 1've burned the
candle of life almost to the end. Look
At me—a limp, nerve-shaitterced wreck!
Compare me with you, full of life and
vitality, and yet we were born the
game year. Love her? Ay, don't say
a word agalnst her, or our friendship,

her I worked

Armand, will cease from that mo-
ment."”

The ¥young man stretched out hils
legs and lit a clgar.

“Look here, old chap, I haven't come
here to provoke a quarrel,” he sald,
I've had a bit of 1ll-luck iately. You've
helped me over the stile before, and I
thought— Fact |s, I've got In a
deucs of o mass. Lend me filfty pounds
until I get the old boy's next al-
lowance. You shall have it then—on
my honor you ghall! There'll be no Jde-
fault this time.”

Granby ralsed his back from the
armchalr.

“Fifty pounds! 1It's a 1ot of money
for a poor man like me. * 1f [ coulx
Eet some of my works accepted and
pald for, I might risk 1t, but I'va failed

#e far to sirike a secam of luck.
don't youui——"

“Risk 11?7 What do you mean, man?"
erled the young man, angrily. "Have
I not promised on my honos to repay
you? Do you disbelleva mei™*

“1I'm sorry, Armand” sald Granby,
with a shrug of his shoulders, “but I've
little more than the money you ask
for I helped you before for Lucy's
sake, and you promised faithfully to
repay me, but 1 am still waiting. Why
don't you ask Sir John, your father,
for the money '

Armand Marriott sprang to his feet.

*“The guv'nor, like you, tke Lucy, thinks
me a rogue and a vagabond,” was the
snarling reply. “He won't give me a
penny beyond my allowance—youn know
that very well. I tell you I'm in a des-
perate fix. I must have fifty pounds
from somewhere For the last time, will
you let me have the money?”

The composer =at for a fow moments in
thought, then he slowly shook his head

*Very well, ther shouted the young
man “Rou'll let m iced, tu
out of m> club for a paltry
You'll regret  this
Granby.”

A second later and he had slammed the
door behind him For a few m
the composer sat deep In thought.
denly he rose to his feet, st

Why

med

younds!

Merlin

10 the or, and called over ti
“Armand, Armand, come You
shall have the money—{for Lucy's sake,

Come back, Armand!”

But voice went re-echoing down
the stairs of the flat, and no reply was
returned ts him. Armand had left the

his

I1 go to kis flat™ msald Merl'n
Eoing back to the reom. *1'1
give m a check for the money and
trust to Providenca to help me out™

He flung himself Inits a chalr. has-
tily filled In a check, placed it ian his
pocketbook, corelassly threw aside his
overcoat on, he peered round the room.
checkbook, and then, with his hat and

“Ah, my waltz!” he cried tremulous-
1y *Shall T pos®t it now., or—or shall
1 go over It once again?™

script.

his fingera toyed with the tubs, Fl-
nally he stumbled across to a cablinet,

and threw the roll within a drawer.
*I may have omlitted something,” he
muttered, as he made for the door. *It

will bs as well to go over It once more.”

The clock was strlking nine as he
Btepped out into the strect, and the icy
lnst of the northeast wind, catching his
breath, sent Rim racking with a cough to
grope against the rallings for support,

From the other side of the roadway a
figure watched him s:umble along the
pavement. It was Armand Marriott
Befoare the composer had reached the end
of the street the young man dashed out
of the doors of Granby's flut, buttoning
his coat aver szomething he had hidden
In an lnner pocket

“The fool!”" he muttered. *“I told him
he'd regret it If the chance come off.
It'll put me right with the guv'nor, and
he—he can go to the devil”

Hea called to a passing taxicad and was
quickly whirled In the dlrectlon of Picca-
dilly,

Meriln Granby groped his way up tha
stalrs and passed Into his room, s=ink-
fng, dressed as she wasa In  outdoor
clothes, Into an easy chalr. He was ex-
hausted. His vital energy was spent al-
most to a thread.

Hla jfourney had %Yeen in valn., Ar-
mand Marriott had gane from hls old

rooms and hls whereaboutls wers un-
known Inquiry at the club had proved
unavailing. The check for £330 was
still In the composer's pocket.

The warmth of the room revived him
eomewhat, but a despalring, pessimiatle
mood—the Iinherltance of genl }
gettled upon him He flung hi= ha: and
coat upon a chalr, and. for the first' time.

noticed that three parcels arrived by
tha las* post. were awalting hlm upon
the table.

He stond erect, gasping and trembling.
No second glance was needed to assure
him of thelr contents. A symphor
song, and a gavotte—the work
brain—had come back from
ers to wi he had sent them.

* obliged for ths op-
ng his composition,
make

the publish-

and the misery of 1t alll
the packetz, swaying back
forwards It was a b t
sguch a tlme. He had been in

blow at
such confident mood all day.

“A Knife In the heart,”
nostrils twltching, and his eves shining
Jike balls of fire. "It's the last blow!
I'll give in! No one wanis me. Lucy—
my Lucy—oh, it's hard to give you up!
FPut it must be. It must be—for her
own sake.”

Ha groped hizs way to the eahinet
Thera in the drawer, where he had lald
it, was the postal tube with the shee:s
of his waltz within {t. With fingers that
trembied so violently that he could scarce
1if: the roll he plucked 1t from the
drawer, and, with a ferk of his elbow.
sent it dashing amidst the flames in the
grate

“Burn! Burn!™ he screamad. “You've
Prough: me misery and pain, instead of
Fleasure Burn! It is all you're fit for!™

he groaned, hilas

and gray face gave him the appearance
af a madman.

Qulickly he turned to
fingers clutched at the unopened packets
of manuscript, but before he could hurl
them into the flames his arm was gripped
from behind.

“By heaven, i1t's Lucy!" he gasped.

A girl with a face carved like & cameo,
with rosebud lips, and eyves of blue, was
standing before him with a smile, which
quickly fa away as she lovked into
the pale, distraught features.

*What are you doing, dear?' she mur-
mured. “You look weak and lil! You—
yYou were not burning vour manuscripis™
she added, with a little ery of horror,
looking from the parcels he had let fall
to his feet to the paper asles upon the
eoals.

“*I—TI"ve burned one,” he answered, look-
Ing away. “l1—I was disappointed in it

the talle. His

1 did not expect you-—to-night—at this
time. Why have you come, Lucy?™
Without answering him, she led him

to thoe arm chair and made him sit down.
In the cupboard she found a bottle of
epirits, and compelled him to drink from
the tumbler the mixture she gave ulm,
And he obeyed ler like a child.

*T1 you'll be better soon,” she sald

sooth -2 *“] knew 1 should find wyou
ltke this I knew you'd work upon that
prize waltz untii you were positlvely il
Don't get up. You must have the beef
tea I shall get ready for you, and go

siralght to bed.”

*Why have you come here, Lucy ™ he
asked,

“Father and I have just come back
from FParils, dear.,” she sald., kneeling at
his feet and taking his hand “}He hHas
gone to find Armand, who, he has heard,
has been getling into some sgcrape or
And I came to see you and 0
hear yvour composition for {he waliz com-
petitic

His frame shonk: he stared with glazed

ne ies upon the coals.

other.

e gasped.
r coauld you
weehs of

ras=* "'[

i he

1 his foor—
4 had not

She was aghast,
told hier it
*¥ou

but her woman's wit
was not 1t t

asked.

to write il

moanasd. It mus: he in
-morrow. 1 could not re-

H IENR the

worked all

be glad yon fol

“*“When I become
bitterly. “*That ¢
Fame's turned he
was 2 ol, &
manuseript. Wi
Lucy. when I Ino

By Austin Dale

and even cheerful. Ehe told him of thelr
experiences !n Paris, of her belief In his
powsers and soon set a cup of hotr beel
tea before him.

*It 18 geiting late,” he s=sald at last.
“It i1s selflsh of me to keep you here.
Your fath -

His vuice lLiroke off. Footsteps were
heard hurriedly ascending the stairs

Armand Marriott burst into the room

with a wlhite, drawn face.
“Lucy, for heaven's sake, come along
the hotell he gasped.

at once to
b O has met

t may prove fatal!
cab walting art the
T left the
viaolen

with an acc¢ident!
Quick—I have a
door!™
ziri’s cheek and
Recovering

sghe pressed her lips on

forehead and followed
from the roonin

your promise Merlin,”

L ] L] - - . L] -
Sir John Marriott lay dying. With
the patient, besides the doctoer and the

nurse, was oir John's solicltor., hastily

Bumr

to add a ceodlicil to my will,
ured the dying man. *I
herit Armand. my only
scapegrace, an extrava-
rascal, who has brought anly
and sorrow to my name. He
1ot spend my fort 2 in gambling
Bave for two undred pounds
1 beqg n
dear, «

a year,

1o my

- <]

alterations

ne table was drawn to

¢, the pen was placed

hn's hand, when the door

Armand Marriott appeared
his han

father—Jjust
ed

not

=L A~

=

N

P

thepet tha

‘T have
inform 3 that your
tn Miss L.« Marriott

5t of thos= sub-
The 6
paunds will he

competition

) hun#red

warded to

“ORICHARD MANSE, Becretary.' ™

A sllence followed the reading of the
letter

“Impossible—thers must be some mis-

the composer, looking from the oOoD~
fused, shamefaced man to the sileat
figure by the window. "‘You've dome me
no harm. You repald the loans you had

take!" gasped Eir John. "This Is another of me a week ago."
of your rascally tricks, sir. Glve me the  “Ths waltz—the waltz! You know
letter, Somers!"

what I mean?" sald Sir Armand hoarse-

Armand winced, but he did not reply. |y
He watched the old baronet take the
missive and examine it carefully. Sir
John looked up at last and held out his
hand. A ear f¢ll down the thin, hag-
gard face.

“Periiaps I've wronged you, Armand,”
mured. brokenly, 1 may be pref-
agalnst you because of your past
Perhaps there {s some good
1 congratulate you, my
boy, on ¥YOur SUuccess Somers, tear up
thar codieil. I'Il let the old will stand.
1 had never dreamed it possible of you,

“You remember the night I came
here to borrow fMifty pounds?

“*The waltz? Ah, yes! I have hsard
of your success, Armand 1 congrate-
late you.

“But—but,” expostulated the astom-
Ished composer, “the manuscript was I8
the tube, 1 saw the sheets. I

“Taey were blunk sheets I took from
my pocket,” interrupted the other.
1 stole your composition, and sent it in
as my own work. I say! Do you un-
derstand now? Do you realize my
villainy?

in you, after all

Forgive my harsh words, my It is you who have won the
f_r.'fi-md“ ve Y prize. The tame is yours. I—I am aa
“Ha fell back on tha pillows, his Impostor, a roguel Bpeak—oh, Heaven,

The E£peak, If it's only to turn me in
gust and horror from the room!™
“Feteh Miss Lucv,” he murmured to The young baronet sank into a chalr
the nu-se. *“Ihe end has aimost come.” and covered his face with his hands
Within a quarter of an hour the Merllnl Granby stared at him, only dim-
gpirlt had fled from the frail body. And 1y reallzing what the disclosure mesaat
A‘ru;and Marriott, the new baronet and to him.
a wealtny man now, was shaking wita “Armand has endeavored to repair
the violent sobs of remorse and shame XKls =in.” sald a soft voice behind him,
which racked hl sframe. and his arm was gently touched by the
. . . L . . b girl he loved “He has seen the com-

breath coming in ftful gaspsa.
doctor hurried to the bedslde.

Meriin Granby sat In his room IB petition secretary and confessed all
deep depression. At the concert to-night they will an~
1t was the morning of the great pounce your name, Merlin, as the win-
concert in the Royal Hall, when the ner of the prize and award you the
prize waltz was to be performed pub- two hundred pounds. Armand is will-
llely for the first time. Sir Armand lng to make you any recompense you
Aarrlott's name, as its composer, had may consider Just. TYou'll forgive ua,
ed In ull the newspapers, and Merlin?"

caused considerable stir
him.
to rest In the

“Forgive you, my darling!” cried the
ecomposer, hugging the girl to his
breast in a paroxysm of joy. “There
Is nothing (0 forgive. I have already
forgotten. Armand, Armand, look up,
and shake hands with me. Let us be
frienda again. The tide has turned at

ews had
amongzst all who knew
2ir John had been lald

) and though Merlin

the new baronet and
oved on that mournful

1 come back to London to

his rooms in the depths of last”

} news of Armand's suc- “It was Lucy who discovered the
Him. Imposture,” sald the young baronet
cent in my effart in- Eripping the extended hand. “They

ns.gnlng 1t to the flames,” Eent me a copy «f the waltz and she

recognized your genlus In it ac once.
You're a good chap., Merlin, and I'm a
—I'm going 1o alter. [ shall not for-
Eet your mercy to-day. When you

t glve in. 1 must ) 3=
w's 1ife Whar (W0 marry I'll do gomething to make
St you happy.”
-

the art I S . > = o >

. long Meriln Granhy's waltls
veing hummed and played and

wearily paced thas
have won? Ah, no!
The battle is too

ber or
Eefore

tised to peer through the win- .
was

. '»:’_1:«?'3 —T.:Eﬁf'—-.nfs'it-‘: danced to all over the kingdom. The pub-
£ RIN -000t ROARLES l'eher who obtained a composition
g ‘-..: ) ihe door *:J from the new geénlus's pen considered
_4._.!_ _t..—m.-f_ so‘Hs’r-‘.’&-‘*l-; himeelf A fortunate man, Years of
come Ia Ve Shedr chac s Siatoeltment sad  ceaseiess ket

bad been rewardel] at last Fame and
fortune had turned smiling faceg upon
him in his blackes: hour.

“l knew 1this day would come, dear’
sald Lucy Granby, smiling proudl.,
upon her husband ons glorious sume
mer evening. “I knew that when ones
your work was given a hearing the
world would recognize your Eenlus,
And you've not only made a fortune
for us, you've saved Armand from his
Ereatest enemy—himself.”

Surprise at
res, “I'm pleased
both of you

sine
seaing

the matter?”’
and,"”” =aid the girl
1o the window.
stared from one
iiced astonizhment
old chap.” stammered the
“T've acted like a
rd I'va come to aszsk for

and wandered
- to the

cur

Ha stood and watched the flames leaDp I fesl hrava znd stir v¥ou at the eoncert that has eness. I've been a fnol, but "It 2ws you. my Luey, you al ~
The postal tube, nlready addressed. round the roil, saw the siiff outer cover- am limp. so often & prey n arranEed to opened at last. 1 realize murmured Merlin Gra.n.by ten:n.'
lay hy the side of the preclous manu- ing, and then the precious sheets within gpair. Ah, ves, I'll promiss da ws2k at the Roysl waich I've fallen. ¥You'll =You were my fountain of b ...‘ﬂ"
Mechanically he picked 1t up bhecome sablaze and turn quickly into Ha picked up the bundles of n vour composition wIi Merlin? You'll forget the girength.” e
and thrust the rolled sheets of penned ashes. A hysierical laugh burst from gcript and placed tham In a drawer. Un- ¢ Foyal Orches
notation within it. For a few moments hbhls lips. His ruffied halr, shining eyea der her bright chatter bs became calm understand,” murmured AThe End.)
—== st —_— e ————— ]
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