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CHAPTER 1.
T is always a
thankless office lo
give advice In these
matters,” sald Mre.
| Charles Romaine,
discreetly. “Your
brother and I have
decided not to at-
tempt to Influence
you in any way,
Constance; not to
blas your judgment
in favor of or against Mr, Withers, You,
as the one most nearly interested in
the consequences of your acceptance
or refusal of his offer, should surely
be able to make up your mind how to
treat it and him.”

“I ghould be, ag you say,” responded
the sister-in-law, "But I cannot.”

She was a handsome woman, In the
prime of early maturity, whose face
seldom wore, in the presence of others,
the perturbed expression that now be-
gloomed it

“That does not affect the fact of your
duty,” answered Mrs. Romaine, with
considerable severity. “There are times
and circumstances in which vacillation
18 folly—eriminal weakness. You have
known Mr. Withers long enough to
form a correct estimate of his charac-
ter, In means and in reputation he !s
all that could be desired, your brother
saye, Bither you like him well enough
to marry him, or you do not. Your git-
uation in life will be bettered by an
alliance with him, or it will not. These
are the questions for your considera-
tion. And excuse me for saying that a
woman of your age should not be at a
Joss in welghing these.”

Agaln Constance had nothing ready
except a weak phrase of reluctant ac-
qulescence, I feel the welght of your
reasoning, Margaret. You cannot de-
eplse me more than I do myself for my
childish hesitancy. Mr, Withers—any
sensible and honorable man deserves
different treatment. If I could see the
way clear before me I would walk In
it. But, indeed, I am in a sore dilem-
ma.” She turned away, as her volce
shook on the last sentence, and affect-
ed to be busy with some papers upon a
stand,

Mrs, Romalne was just in all her
dealings with her husband’s slster, and
meant, in her way, to be kind. Con-
stance respected her for her excellent
gense, her honesty of purpose and ac-
tion—but she was the last of her
friends whom she would have select-
ed, of her free will, as the confidante
of sguch joys and sorrows as shrink
from the touch of hard natures—refuse
to be confessed to ungympathizing ears.
Her heart and eyes were very full now,
but she would strangle sooner than
drop a tear while those cold, 1ight orbs
were upon her,

In consideration of the weakness and
ridiculous sensitiveness of her compan-
fon, Mrs. Romaine forbore to speak the
disdain she felt at the irresolution and
distress she could rot comprehend. “Is
Mr. Withers personally disagreeable to
you?" she #emanded, in her strong con-
tralto volce.

“I liked him tolerably well-—very
well, in fact, until he told me what
brought him here so regularly,” Con-
stance stammered. “Now I am embar-
ragsed in his presence—so uneasy that
1 wish sometimes [ could never see or
hear of him again."”

“Mere shyness!” said Mrs, Romaino.
Such as would be pardonable in a
girl of seventeen. Ina woman of seven-
and-twenty it is absurd. Mr. Withers
18 highly esteemed by all who know
him. Your disrelish of his society is
caprice, unless''—the marble gray eyes
more searching—'unless you have a
prior attachment?"

Constance smiled drearily. “I have
never been In love in my life, that L
know of."”

“You are none the worse for having
escaped an infatuation that has wreck-
ed more women for ilme and for eter-
nity than all other delusions combined.
A rational marriage-founded upon
mutual esteem and the bellef that the
soolal and moral condition of the par-
ties to the contract would be promot-
ed thereby—Iis the only safe unlon, The
voung, lnexperienced and headstrong,
repudiate this prineiple. The mature
in age know It to be true. Hut, us 1
have sald, It Is not my intention to di-
rect your judgment. This ls & momen-
tous era In your lfe. 1 can only hope
and pray that you may be gulded
aright In your decislon”

Lalt to hersell 1o digest thiy maorsel
of plous encouragement, Constance
drew a low seat to the hearth regls-
ter, clasped her hands upon her knees,
and tried, tor the hundredih time that
day, to wolgh the fMacia of her position
falrly and \mpartially
had been an vrphan for eight
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erations as minister of the interlor—
the ruler of the establishment he, by a
much-abused figure of speech, called
his home. A snug and elegant abode
she made of it, and, beholding Con-
stance well dreased and well fed, habit-
ually cheerful and never rebelllous, he
may be forgiven for not spending a
thought upon her for hours together,
and when he did remember her, for
dwelllng the rather upon his disin-
terested kindness to a helpless depend-
ent than speculating upon her possible
and unappeased spiritual appetites,

For these, and for other whimsies,
Mrs. Romaine had little thought and no
charity. Life, with her, was a fabric
made up of duties, various and many,
but all double-twisted Into hempen
strength and woven too closely for a
shine of fancy or romance to strike
through,

8he had colncided readily in her hus-
band’'s plan to take charge of his young
sister when her parents died. “Her
brother's house is the fittest asylum for
her,” she had sald. "I shall do my
best to render her comfortable and con-
tented.”

She kept her word. Constance's ward-
robe wag ample and handsome, her
room elegantly furnished, and she en-
tered soclety under the chaperonage of
her sister-in-law. The servants were
trained to respect her; the children to
regard her as their elder sister, What
more could a penniless orphan require?
Mrs. Romaine was not afrald to ask
the question of her consclience and of
heaven, Her “best” was no empty pro-
fesslon, It was Jucky for her self-com-
placency that she never suspected what
years of barrennesg and longing these
elght were to her protege,

Constance was not a genlus-—there-
fore she never breathed even to her-
self: "I feel like a seed in the cold
earth, quickening at heart, and longing
for the air”” Her temperament was
not melancholie, nor did her taste run
after poetry and martyrdom. She was
simply a young, pretty and moderately
well-educated woman, too sengible not
to perceive that her temporal needs
were conscientiougly supplied, and too
affectionate to be gatisfled with the
meager allowance of nourishment
dealt out for her heart and sympathies,
While the memory of her father's proud
affection and her mother's caresses
was fresh upon her ghe had long and
frequent spells of lonely weeping-—was
wont to resign herself in the seclusion
of her chamber to passionate lamenta-
tions over her orphanage and isola-
tion of spirit. Routine was Mrs. Ro-
maine’'s watchword, and in bodily ex-
ercise Constance conformed to her
quiet  despotiem-—visited, studied,
worked and took recreation by rule.
The system wrought upon her benefl-
cially so far as her physique was con-
cerned. She grew from a slender, pale
girl into ripe and healthy womanhood;
was more comely at twenty-seven than
at twenty-one,

CHAPTER II.

UT all this time she
was an hungered.
She would cheer-
fully have refund-
ed to her brother
two-thirds of her
liberal allowance of
pocket money if he
had granted to her
with fits quurter‘y'
payment a gentence
of fraternal fond-
ness, a token, verbal or looked, that he
remembered whose child she was, and
that the same mother love had guard-
ed thelr Infancy. Her sister-in-law
would have been welcome to withhold
many of her gifts of wearing apparel
and jewelry had she bethought herself
now and then how gratefuly kisses
fall npon young lips, and that youthful
heads are often sadly weary for the
lack of a friendly shoulder, or a loving
bosom, on which to rest. She did not
accuse her relatives of willful unkind-
ness because these were withheld. They
interchanged no such unremunerative
demonstrations among themselves,
Husband and wife were courteous in
thelr demeanor, the one to the other;

¢

to be Insulting. Her quick wit and!
knowledge of the world helped her to
a golution of the problem. “I am poor
and dependent upon my brother’s char-
ity,” she concluded, with a mew and
stifiing uprising of dissatisfaction with
her condition. “Men rarely fall in love
with such—more rarely woo them.”
She never spoke the thought aloud, but
it grew and strengthened until it re-
celved a startling blow from Mr. With-
ers’ proposal of marriage.

He was a wealthy banker from &
neighboring city, whom business rela-
tions with Mr. Romaine drew to his
house and Into his sister’'s company,
His courtship was all Mrs, Romaine
could desire. His visits were not too
frequent, and were paid at atated inter-
vals, as befitted his habits of order and
punctuality, His manner to the lady
honored by his preference was replete
with stately respect that was the an-
tipodes of servile devotion, while his
partiality for her society, and admira-
tion for her person, were unmistakable,
He paid his addresses through Mr, Ro-
maine as his falr one's guardian, offer-
Ing voluntarily to give his beloved
whatever time for deilberation ugon the
proposal she desired.

“You had better think it over for a
week,” advised her brother, when he
had lald the case duly before Con-
stance. "It Is too serious a matter to
be settled out of hand.”

After that, neither he nor his wife
obtruded their counsel upon her until
the afternoon of the seventh day. Then
Mrs. Romaine, going to her sister's
chamber to communlieate the substance
of a telegram just received by her hus-
band to the effect that Mr, Withers
would eall that evening at 8 o'clock,
was moved to grave remonstrance by
the digcovery that she whom he came
to woo had no answer prepared for
him. Constance was no nearcr ready
after the conversation before recorded.

“I eannot afford to be romantie,”
she had reminded herself several
times. “And who knows but this irra-
tional repugnance may pass away when
I have once made up my mind to ac-
cept him? This may be—In all likell-
hood it is—my last chance of achlev-
ing an independent position. It has
been a long tlme coming, and my
charms will be on the wane soon, True,
a marriage with Elpathan Withers s
not the destiny of which I have dream-
ed, but then dreams are but foolish va-
garies after all. Life ls real and ear-
nest."”

1TO BE CONTINUED.)

A ZOOLOGICAL DIVERSION.

An Elephant That Used to Play a Clever
Trick on Visitors.

The elephant at the Jardin des
Planteg, at Parig, used to play his vis-
ftors a trick, which could not have
been thought of but by an animal of
much intelligence. Hig house opened
upon an inclosure called the Elephant’s
park, containing & pond, in which he
would lay himself under the water,
conceallng every part of him except the
very end of his trunk—a mere gpeck
that would hardly be mnoticed by a
stranger to the animal’s habits.

A crowd would assemble around the
inclosure, and, not seeing him in ft,
would wateh In expectation that he
would goon issue from the house, But,
while they were gazing about, a cn-
plous sprinkling of water would fall
upon them, and ladies and gentlemen,
with their fine bonnets and coats,
would run for shelter under the trees,
looking up at tic clear sky and wonder-
ing whence such a shower could come.

Immediately afterward, however,
they would see the elephant rising
from his bath, evincing, as it seemed,
an awkward joy at the trick that he
had played. In the course of time his
amusement became generally known,
and the moment the water began to
rise from his trunk the spectators
would take flight, at which he appeared
exceedingly delighted, getting up as
fast as he could to see the bustle he
had caused.—Pittsburg Dispat~h.

USES OF ICE WATER.

In Health It Shoald Not We Used for
Drinking Farposes.

In health no one ought to drink ice
water, for it has occasloned fatal in-
fammation of the stomach and bow-
elz, and sometimes sudden death, The
temptation to drink it Is very great in
the symmer. To use it at all with
safety the person should take but a
single swallow at the time, take the
glass from the lips for half a minute,
and then another swallow, and so on.

their children were demure models of
fillal duty at home and industry at
school; the tralning in both places be-

Ing severe enough to quench what fee-
ble glimmer of Individuality may have
been born with the offspring of the
maethodical and practical pavents, Con-
siance found them extremely uninter-
voting. notwithatanding the natural
love for ehildren which led her to court
| thelr companionahip during the earvller
weeks of her domestivation In thelr
bhowse, 1t was uest to a miracle that
ahe did not stiffen in this atmosphers
inte & buckram 'mage of feminine pro
priviy --n prodigy of starch and virtue
auvh an would have brought calm Jde
Hght 1o the we'l ¢ gulated mind of her
exemplar, and o8 all
thonghts of matrimeny from ‘hose of
masculine beholders Had hov
tent with her allaiiod sphore been lesa
active, the reault sauld have been owy
taln and deplorable. Bhe was, Insioad
papular aehg her acqualntanovs of
il seaes, ald bad manr friendas, (it
| fow lovers. This latter deflcloncy had
glven her ne concern unill within two
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1t will be found that In this way it be-
comes disagrecable after a few mouth-
fulae. On the other hand, lee itself moy

be taken as freely as possible, not only

| without injury, but with the most strik- |

OR. TALMAGE'S SERMON,

in their own family or neighborhood,
and here and there you think of one.
| What unction they had in prayer!

| What power they had in exhortation! .
If they walked into a home every mem-

Washington, D, C,, Nov. 8, 1806~ | ber of it felt a holy thrill, and if they

Clear out of the ordinary style of ser-
monizing is this remarkable discourse
of Dr. Talmage. His text is: Rom, 9:
3: “Z ¢==14 wish that myself were ac-
cursed from Christ for my brethren,
my kinsmen according to the flesh.”
A tough passage, indeed, for those
who take Paul literally. When some
of the old theologians declared that
they were willing to be damned for the
glory of God, they sald what no one
belleved. Paul did not in the text mean
be was willing to dle forever to save
Yis relatives. He used hyperbole, and
when he declared, “I could wish that
myself were accursed from Christ for
my brethren, my kinsmen aecording to
the flesh,” he meant in the most vehe-
ment of all possible ways to declare
his anxiety for the salvation of his
relatives and friends. It was & pas-
slon for souls, Not more than one
Christlan out of thousands of Chris-
tians feels it, All-absorbing desire for

walked into a prayer- meeting the dull-
ness and stolidity Instantly vanished. |
One of them would wake up a whole
church, One of them would sometimes.
electrify a whole city.

Dut the most wonderful one of that
characterization the world ever saw or
heard or felt was a peasant in the far
east, wearing a plain blouse like an in-
verted wheat sack, with three open-
ings, one for the neck, and the other
two for the arms, Hie father a wheel-
wright and house-bullder, and gliven to
various carpentry. His mother at first
nunder suspicion because of the elreum-
stances of hig nativity, and he chased
by & Herodle mania out of his native
land, to live awhile under the shadows
of the sphinx and Pyramid of Gizeh,

the bettermen of the physical and men- |

tal condition Is very common. It
would take more of a mathematiclan
than I ever can be to calculate how
many are, up to an anxlety that some-
times will not let them sleep nights,
planning for the efficlency of hospitals
where the sick and wounded of
body are treated, and for eye and
ear infirmaries, and for dispensaries
and retreats where the poorest may
bave most skilful surgery and help-
ful treatment. Oh, it is beautiful and
glorious, this widespread and ever-
Intensifying movement to alleviate and
cure physical misfortunes! May God
encourage and help the thousands of
eplendid men and women engaged In
that work,
my eubject to-day. In behalf of the
immortality of a man, the Inner eye,
the Inner ear, the inner capacity for
gladness or distreas, how few feel any-
thing llke the overwhelming concen-
tration expressed in my text, Rarer
than four-leaved clovers, rarer than
century plants, rarer than prima don-
nas, have been those of whom it may
be sald: “They had a paasion for
souls.,” You could count on the fin-
gers and thuinb of your left hand all
the names of those you can recall, who
in the last, the eighteenth century,
were so characterized, All the names
of those you could recall in our time
as having this passion for souls you
can count on the filngers and thumbs
of your right and left hands. There
are many more such consecrated souls,
but they are scattered so widely you
do not know them, Thoroughly Chris-
tian people by the hundreds of millions
there are to-day, but how few people
do you know who are utterly oblivious
to everything in this world except the
redemption of souls? FPaul had it when
he wrote my text, and the time will
come when the majority of Christians
will have it, if this world is ever to be
lfted out of the slough in which it has
been sinking and floundering for near
nineteen centuries. And the better-
ment had better begin with myself
and yourself. When a committee of
the “SBociety of Friends" called upon a
member to reprimand him for breaking
some pmall rule of the soclety, the
member replied, “I had a dream in
which all the Friends had assembled
to plan some way to have our meeting-
house cleaned, for it was very filthy,
Many propositions were made, but no
sonclusion was reached until one of the
members rose and sald: ‘Friends, 1
think if each one would take an broom
and sweep immediately around hls own
seat, the meeting-house would be
elean."” So let the work of spiritual
{mprovement begin around our own
soul. Some one whispers up from the
right-hand side of the pulpit and says:
“Will you plcase name some of the per-
sons in our times who have this pas-
slon for souls?’ Oh,no! That would
be Invidious and imprudent, and the
mere mentioning of the names of such
persons might cause in them spiritual
pride, and then the Lord would have
no more use for them. Some one whis-
pers up fror the left-hand side of the
pulpit: “Will you not them mention
among the people of the past some who
had this passion for souls?” Oh, yes!
Bamuel Rutherford, the Scotchman of
three hundred years ago, his imprison-
ment at Aberdeen for his religlous zeal
and the publie burning of his book,
“Le Rex.” In Edinboro, and his uhjust
arralgnment for high treason, and oth-
or persecutions purifylog and sancil-
fying him, so that his works, entitled
“Trial and Triumph of Falth" and
“Chrlat Dying and Drawing Slnners to
Himeelf,” and, above all, his two hun-
fred and fAfteen unparalleled letters,
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Richard Baxter, whose “para-
phrase of the Now Testament” coused

o | Bim to be dragged before Lord Jolfries,
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| the gate of hesven when those mission

| passion for souls?

afterward confounding the LL.D.'s of
Jerusalem, then stopping the parox-
yom of tempest and of madman, His
path strewn with slain dropsies and
entalepsios and ophthalmias, transfig-
ured on one mountain, preaching on
another mountain, dying on another
mountain, and ascending from another
mountaln—the greatest, the lovellest,
the mightiest, the kindest, the most
solf-sacrificing, most benutiful belng
whose feet ever touched the earth, Tell
ue, ye deserts who heard our Bavior's
prayer; tell us, ye seas that drenched
him with your surf; tell ug, ye multl-
tudes who heard him preach on deck,
on beach, on hillslde; tell ug, Golgotha
who heard the stroke of the hammer
on the spikeheads, and the dylng groan
in that midnight that dropped on mid-
noon, did anyone like Jesun bhave this

A stranger desired to purchase a
farm, but the owner would not sell it
—would only let it, The siranger hired
it by lease for only one crop, bhut he
gowed acorns, and to mature that crop
three hundred years wers nocessary.
That was a practical deception, but |
decelve you not when [ tell you that the
crop of the soul takes hold of unend-
Ing ages,

I see the author of my text seated in
the house of Galus, who entertalned
him at Corinth, not far from the over-
hanging fortress of Acro-Corinthus,
and meditating on the longevity of the
goul, and getting more and more agl-
tated about ite value and the awful risk
gsome of hig kindred were running con-
cerning it, and he writes this letter
containing the text, which Chryso-
#tom admyed so much he had it read
to him twice a week, and among other
things he says those daring and etart-
ling words of my text: "I could wish
that myself were accursed from Christ
for my brethren, my kinsmen, accord-
ing to the flesh.”

Now, the object of this sermon Is
to stir at least one-fourth of you to
an ambition for that which my text
presents In blazing vocabulary, namely,
a passion for souls, To prove that it
is possible to have much of that spir-
it, I bring the consecration of 2,990 for-
elgn missionaries, It Is usually esti-
mated that there are at least 3,000 mis-
slonaries. 1 make a liberal allowance,
and admit there may be ten bad mis-
slonaries out of the 3,000, but I do not
believe there is one., All English and
American merchants leave Bombay,
Calcutta, Amoy, and Pekin as soon as
they make their fortunes, Why? Be-
cuuse no European or American in his
senses would stay In that climate af-
ter monetary inducements have ceased.
Now, the missionaries there are put
down on the barest necessities, and
most of them do not lay up one dollar
in twenty years. Why, then, do they
stay in those lands of intolerable heat,
and cobras, and raging fevers, the ther-
mometer sometimes playing at 130 and
140 degrees of oppressiveness, twelve
thousand miles from home, because of
the unhealthy climate and the prevail-
ing immoralities of those regions com-
pelled to send their children to Eng-
land, or Scotland, or America, prob-
ably never to see them again? O,
Blessed Christ! Can it be anything
but a passion for souls? It Is easy to
underatand all this frequent deprecia-
tion of forelgn misslonaries when you
know that they are all opposed to the
oplum trafMe, and that [nterferes with
commerce; and then the missionaries
are moral, and that Is an offense to
many of the merchants—not all of
them, but maosy of them-—who, absent
from all home restraint, are so lm-
woral that we can make only faint al-
lusion to the monstrosity of thel
sbominations. Oh, 1 would like tn be at

arles go o, to ses how they will have
the pick of coronels, and thrones, and
mansions on the best aireets of heaven
We who have had easy pulpits and
loving congregations, entering heaven,
will, in my epinlon, have to take our
turn and walt for the Christian work-
orsa who, amid physical sulferings and
mental privation and environment of

squalor, have Jdone thelr work; and on
the principle that in propartion as ane |

han been self-sacri) ing and suffering | »

far Christ's sake on sarth will be thelr

veirslial preferment
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of heaven, huwiing up the wl 11 ]
hungry, and bafoie night she wil| v

read Christ's " Lol pot your hoa hiar

bivubled™ in elght or ten places and
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e of draps (0 ease pain, anl giv

fosl 4@ & Bamily ‘that woald wiber

s have had seihing s sal asday
ud taben the Wiratuis P & doad «hid
ihal she Way Pivpa v ue | & ol Wil
for avery ael of Mindnsas e the Wy

accompanied with a benediction for thi
soul. You see nothing but the flithy
gtreet along which she walks and thi
rickety stairs up which she climbs, bu

she 18 nccompanied by &1
unseen ecohort of angels witd
drawn  swords to defend her
and  with  garlands twisted fo1

her victories, all up and dow:
the tenement-house distriots, 1 tell
you there was not so much exoitemen!
when Anne Boleyn, on her way to he
coronation, fgund the Thames

by fifty gilded barges, with brillian
flags, in which hung small bells, rung
by each motion of the wind, noblemen
standing In scarlet, and whart spread
with cloth of gold, and all the gateway:
surmounted Ly huzzahing admirers
and the sireets hung with crimson vek
vet, and trumpets and cannons sound.
fog the jubilee, and Anne, dressed (3
surcost of sllver tissue, and brow,
gleaming whit a eirclet of rubles, and
amid fountalns that pored Rhenish
wine, pasged on to Wesiminster Hal),
and rode in on a caprisoned palfry, it
hoofs clattering the classie floor, and,
dismounting, passed Iinto Westminster
Abbey, and between the cholr and high
altar, was crowned queen, amld organs
and cholrs chanting the Te Deums—]
pay, there was not much in all that
glory which dazzles the eyes of his-
tory when it is compared with the
heavenly reception which that minls-
tering spirit of the back alley shall re-
celve when she goes up to coronation,

in this world God mnever does his
best, He can hang on the horizon
grander mornings than have ever yet
been kindled, and ralnbow the sky with
richer colors than have ever been
arched, and attune the oceans to more
majestic doxologies than have ever yel
been atiuned: but as near as I can tell,
and 1 gpenk it reverently, heaven 1
the place where God has done hls b‘lt..‘
He can bulld no greater joys, lift no
mightier splendors, roll no loftier an-
thems, march no more imposing pro-
cessions, bulld no greater palaces, and
gpread out and interjoln and wave no
more transporting magnificence. 1§
think heaven is the best heaven God
can construct, and it s all yours for
the serious asking, How do you like
the offer? Do you really think it Is
worth accepting? 1f so, pray for it
(et not up from that p~w where you

ure sitting, nor move one inch
from whera you are standing,
before you get o full  title

for it, written in the blood of the Sos
of God, who would have all men coma
to life present and life everlasting, 1t
you have been in military life you
know what soldiers call the “long roll.”
All the drumsg beat it because the ene-
my s approaching, and all the troops
must immediately get into line, What
geurrying around the camp and putting
of the arms through t'e straps of the
knapsack, and saying “Good-bye” to
comrades you may never meet again]
Some of you Germans or Frenchmen
may have heard that long roll just be-
fore Sedan, Bome of you Italians may
have heard that long roll just before
Bergamo, Some of you Northern and
Southern men may have heard it just
before the Battle of the Wilderness,
You know its stirring and solemn
meaning; and so I sound the long roll
today. 1 beat this old Gospel drum
that has for centuries been <alling
thousands to take their places In line
for this battle, on one side of which
are all the forces beatific and on the
other side all the forces demoniac. Here
the long roll-call: "“Who I8 on the
Lord’'s side?’ “Quit yourselves like
men.” In solemn column march for
God, and happiness, aud heaven. So
glad am I that I do not have to “wish
myself accursed,” and throw away my
heaven that you may win your heaven,
but that we may have a whole conven-
tion of heavens—heaven added to heav-
en, heaven built on heaven—and while
I dwell upon the theme I bezin to axpe-
rlence In my own poor self that which
I take to be something like a passion
for souls, And now unto God the only
wige, the only good, the only great,
be glory forever! Amen!

FLASHES OF FUN.

He—My life without you will be a
lonely ome. The Heiress--HBut think
hoW buay you will have to po,— Life.

He—Have you any reason for doubt-
Ing what I say?—8he Yes, I have. He
=—What I8 {t? She—I don't believe you.
~—Puck,

Tourlst (presenting his opened Baed-
eker to the couchman)—Here, driver, 1
want to see the first four pages.—Flle- 1
gende Rlaetter,

“It's all over,” As the woman uts
tered theds words she dropped to the
floor, The baby had spilled the ink,—
West Unlon Gazette.

"Let's go shopping to-day, Tesa" 1
can't, Bess; I've lots of things to buy
to-day. 1've nothing to do to-morrow;
I'll go then."—New York Sun

“la Miss Cahoots in?" inquired the
caller. "“That depends on you., Are
yer Misther Jones®™ enld Rridget,
“Yea" “She's gon' our” Harper's
Pagar,

Canny- Is Miss Wilbur 8t home?
Norah No, sore, Canny - Well, B up-
Bire and ask her when she will be at
bome. Norah (going) Y sore Har-
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