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SHM?TER EIGHT-—MIMG

When the-daunch 'appreached,  Ar-
thur 2Morris, was ' seen. in’' the . bow.
There.: were .. several richly  dressed
young women: in the party. John Burt
saw at a glance that Morris and some
of ‘his companions were under the in-
fluence of liguor. Jessie guessed- as
much, and her: suspicions became a

certainty when Morris stepped un- |

steadily - to the. Janding and .eame
toward her, a vacant smile mantling
his face. . :

“A thousand pardons. Miss Carden,”
he said, his voice husky and his body
very erect, but wavering. “A thou-
sand pardons! Detention unavoidable,
assure you—un'void'ble detention, as-
sure you! ’‘Sall right, though; ’sall
right now. Allow me, Miss Carden,”
and he stepped forward to offer his
arm. John Burt remained by Jessie's
side.

“Do not dare to speak to me, sir!”
cried Jessie, shame and anger driving
the crimson to her face. “Don’t let
him come near me; John!” she ex-
claimed, clinging to Burt's stalwart
arm.

“Stand back, Morris!™ said John in |

a low, clear tone, a glitter in his dark
gray eyes. “You are in~no condition,
sir, to meet Miss Carden.”

The flashily-dressed throng of
guests _was grouped _behind Arthur,
Morris. One of the young women
grasped ‘Arthur Morris by the lapel
of the ‘coat. ;

“Come on, you fool'"” she said with
a vindictive little laugh. “Don’t you
see you're not wanted?’ She turned
him''half round and Kingsley grabbed
him by the arm.

“Come glong, commodore,” sald that
young blood. *“You are in the wrong
pew, commodore!  Cheer up, sad sea

dog; we may be happy vet!’” And with |

laughter and taunts the guests of the
Voltaire led the yacht's befuddled
owner along thé pier into the grove,
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Jessie shed tears of vexation. but
anger dried her eyes. She turned to
John with a wistful little smile on Ler
lips.

“Take me out in your boat, John,”
gshe said. “Let’s get as far as we can
from those dreadful people.”

In a few minutes the Standish bob-
bed saucily at the landing, and Jessie
stepped on board. The wind had
scarcely filled the sail when Morris
came running down the pier. He stop-
ped at he saw the pair in the boat,
and glared at them as they glided
away, brute rage showing in every
feature of his flushed face. His
friends followed and led him back,

. Little was said between the two
as the boat moved swiftly along. Each
was busy with thoughts, and both
seemed under the spell of threatened
trouble.* John pointed the boat for
Minot's Light, and having passed in-
side followed the rocky. shore, avoid-
ing the reefs and shoals, which were
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to hinr as-an-open book: o s e

: “Tell me a story, John, or any-

hing! We're bath .a.wmlb"stupid ta-
gay. Don’t you think so«?" 3
¢ “I will tell “yoit "a" Qecret-—-iwo

hpcrets," said John, gravely.
“Ien't Tel the SECEStS
them kept, Johny" laughed Jeasle. “I'm
a ‘regular teil-tale!”

#You  ‘will - keep ' these secrets—-——at
least; one of them.” replied John. #I'm
going away. | That's the first' secret.”
“ HGoing aw'ay"" % echoed Jéssie
“Where, John?" : :

“Ott West—to Cal‘lfomia P 53

“Going to leave- Harvard? =~ Going
to California? “‘Burely ' you're joklng'
What does this mean, John‘”’ The
little face was serioié mow.

““That is the second secret, Jessle

There was that in his voice and in
his eyés which thrilled the girl by his
gide, Jessit's soft brown eves dpen-
ed wide, then drooped as they met his
fervent gaze.
~“] am going away, Jessle. because
I love you.”

The little hand became !mpﬂsoned
in a tender clasp, and she listened as
in a dream to the words whtch clam-
ored for her love.

“IListen to me, Jessie—listen" to

“] do not ask you to

2. Hig-¥esce. Was- colmandiag .in-
§ earnestness.

ve me DoW.g , I do notgask u_to
promise to ﬂyaﬁﬁ ' y onl ﬁk
you to kno ot IETove now

there is one man who has no thcmght

t;gs no mbiqo,n othqr fhan to see
you showered with /all. the’ ‘bjmmss
and homrs whieh God can gran: to

good woman. . That {s.my.

4010. “.fu-
sle! If-some’ duy I have an

honest

right,.to. 48k. your. love in . M 1| terror.

shall do'8o, making’ no; claim ‘on éur

old friendship. - May .1 love you mt
way?" Say that § mey, Jessiet”

oMl wallt you: to fon_m. ‘Jahn,
but pléase “don't spéak of ‘it ‘Hgain,

Johmtt ‘:Judaa nmnc .her-eyes

4 ?thex fell, & third shot was fired, the
Aweport beéing mufléd-és the shell ex-
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John Burt's face was: radiant ‘as he
made the promise.

v/ The sail -‘was raised; a'nd they start-
ed back toward the grove.  John help-
ed Jessie to the landing, and turned.
1o see Sam Rounds running toward
them. :

“Excuse me," said he breathlessly
to Jessie. “I want you, John!” He
drew John aside. *“Arthur Morris and
his friends are drunk in the hotel,”
he said excitedly. “He says he's go-
ing to kill you, and he's insulted Miss
Carden half a dozen times.”

John’s teeth were set and his hands
clenched, but his voice was calm as
he turned to Jessie.

“l must go to the hotel for a few
minutes. I'l meet you and Sam
later.” he said. - “You'll excuse me,
won't vou, Jessle?”

*“Oh, John, for my sake don'L get
into' trouble!” pleaded - Jessie, who
guessed something of the truth.

John walked hurriedly away. En-
tering the hotel, he say Arthur Morris
and five of his male companions seat-
ed around a table loaded with cham-
pagne hott‘ea and ;,las%es

John stood unobserved in the ﬂeep
tering the hotel,he saw Arthur Morris
wae attempting to sing. hammering on
the table with a cane to bea time.

“You're a fine Lothario, commo-
dore!” said Kln,t_.ale}’, as_he slowly
filled his glass. “After a]l vour boasts
you let a vokel cut yml out, shake his
fist in vour face, and sail away with
the fair maiden! Your amours weary
me!”

“Hold = your
growled, Morris.

tongue, Kingsley!”
“You'll sing a differ-
ent tune a few weeks from now.. As
for this fellow, Burt, I'll horsewhip
him the first time I meet him! You
need not worry about my success with
the Carden. Tl wager you that in
less than a vear 1 will—"

John Burt glided across the room,
grasped him by the shoulders, drag-

ged him from the chair, and with a
grip of iron shook him'as a dog does
a rat. His wineglass fell with a erash
to the floor.

“Another word, you frunken insuit-
er of women, and I will beat your
head to a pulp!”

Morris’ guests threw themselves be-
tween the two men, and John relaxed
his grasp on Morris’ neck. Dazed for
the moment, Morris recovered him-
self, and his face became distorted
with rage. Seizing a heavy bottle,
he hurled it at Jehn's head. The bot-
tle missed its mark and crashed
through a mirror. Reaching into his
pocket with a quickness wonderful in
his condition, he drew a revolver,
and before any one could interfere
fired pointblank at John Burt, who
was not three yards away.

Like a panther, Burt leaped under
the leveled arm. A second shot struck
the ceiling. In a writhing, struggling
mass, amid overturned chairs and
tables, and the flight of panie stricken
spectators, both men lurched heavily
to_the floor, John Burt uppermost. As

ploded within their close embrace.’

The..smoking, weapon..fell. ta. e
floor from the nerveless grasp of Ar-
thur Morris. John Burt selzed it and
thrust it into his’ pocket, but fhe pre-
¢aution was” nnnece.ssary Mon‘ls lay
on the sanded floor of the inn, ‘stark
and deathlike, a frcmn upon hi§ face.
01 ‘the' whlte flannel shirt ahove his
heart was an ominous smear of red,
slowly mdening in a circle ‘with “eéach
respiration, before the ~eyes of the
men who bént over him." ‘A'‘froth
tinged’ with blood oozed and bubbled
from his mouth i

CHAPTER mm—:. %

The Partmg
John teIt the touch of a hand on his
shoulder, and, tlgrning quickl). faced

“Fer Goﬁs sa,ke git outer | ‘here
John, as. socn, as ye can!” whispered.
Sam. ~ John hung back . deflantly.
"Csmc on, John, Jessie’s waitin fer:
yer”

At the sound of Jessie’s name a
wmoﬂmynwmmmwmiug
With a glance at the motionless form |
he ;u;n and follow

_'or Mor

i &q d\%‘i‘n was raised

: ﬁ'nf Th& def of the tra-.
edy, held in a spell, had eyes f

mhmy It At gty
Jessje ran forward to npﬁ. hlm-}

her face white with. fear, .-
“#0Oh, what* has happened, John?
bled and. her Lips parted with a. vague |
. “Are you shot? . Are-you- hnrt,
3 % ! PRAl Aas
_q%n _ hu!t.,. darling,’ 'said Jahn.
. w s
_"*l‘lmés r-um telmsvrm;n
Otl t e way. hﬂmm'l 1 10l 36w u '
what Had”
ot

Whnt has happened?” Her voice trem- |
"!ﬁ “tell e John Y5 s al ey, |
s i Q w tebd pm, "pom-
oﬁpiﬁ"m Wﬁtﬁrﬂ

|dn “Adam Bede™. Corley Hall farm: fig-

d the immortal Mrs. Poyser lived, and]

| with her thé unfortunate Hetty Sorrel..
‘ deorge Eliot described the place as it
| 'was® ih' the' earnér Talf ‘of the nfne
| teenth. century,

| ‘but . is-stiil- yearly: visited . by tourists

ris had been.shot. with his own weap«| .- ..

‘on Jessie listened breathlessly. It
‘ot see her face,: but there .was - &i
dremor in her voice when she asked::
. “Will he die, John?"
St fear - rol oreplied  dohpi -
It might have been imagination, but
he thought that Jessie shuddered and
drew away from him. They heard the
rapid beat of hoofs behmd them and
she clutched his arm.

Out’ of the darkness a horse, madly |
ridden, dashed forward, and was pull- |
ed back on his haunches by the side
of the ‘carriage. A face peered in—
the homely but “elcome face of Sam
Rounds.

“Drive on as fast as ye can, John,”
gasped Sam. “I've thrown ‘em off

the scent. T ran the Standish out
inter the bay, sét ‘er tiller an’ let “er
go, an’ come back an' told ’em von
had given ‘em the slip that way.:

Pretty Sslick, eh? You beéet none o
them dudes can get the best of Sam
Rounds! QGit up!™

Sam gave the horses a cut of the
whip which gent them dashing down
the road. A few minutes later they
reached the Bishop farmhouse. Sam |
held the excited horses while John
helped Jessie to alight.

“Jump on my horse and git!” said |
Sam in a whisper.

John drew Jessic to the shadow of a
maple and held her hands in his.

“Jessie, I am innocent, but the
world will hold me responsible for
the death of that blackguard. Sweet- |
heart, I had dreamed of bridging the|
gulf between us. I had faith that|
some lucky sfar would smile on my|
ambitions; that my youth and health
would one day make me worthy of |
the grandest gift God gives
#he love of the woman he “orqhtp
‘That hope is not dead, but it has gone |
far from me;
impnannmert and disgrace at home
or exile abroad. 1 can face, either, |

friendship. and the knowledge that |
vou hold me guiltless. Can' you give
me: them, sweetheart?’

“Both, Joim.” said Jessie, softly.
—J—shall pray for your success..
now, John! Take Sam’s
mine. Good-bye, dear!”
tears in the sweet voice.

“Will yon kiss me, Jessie?”.

(To be continued.)
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A Teacher Taught. l
Dr. Vaughan, for many vears head-
master at Harrow,. once had an amus-
ing ‘encounter with a small boy who!
carried 'off the honors of the oceasion.
The incident greatly pleased the doe-
ior. ;
A frightened child named Dodd was
brought before Dr. Vaughan, charged

with some dire scholastic offense.
“What i8 your name?” asked the
master, with dne severity.

“Deodd,
boy.

“Dodd! Do vou spell it with one ‘d,’
or with two?”

“No, sir, three™ arswered ‘the boy.

The doctor put his head upon the
desk, covered it with Lis ‘hands a
‘moment, and thén dismissed the dan-
gerous criminal with- a warning,

He said afterward: “I could no
more Have punished ‘that bHoy than T
conld have flown. Nobody before ever
gave me suoch a lesson in spelling.”"—
Short, Stories.

sir,” answered the trembling

A Bright Boy.

Judge E. H. Gary, chairman of the
executive . committee of the Steel
Trust, used to live in the Ilinois town
of Wheaton: ¥

“One day in Wheaton.,” Judge Gary
said recently, *I took dinner with a
clergyman and his family. The clergy-
man had an eight-year-old son called
Joe, and Joe 'was a very bright boy.

“‘Look here, Joe,' I said during the
course of the dinner, ‘I have a ques-
tion to ask you about your father.’

“Joe looked gravely at me.

(“*All 'right; T'll answer your ques-
tion,’ he gaid.

*“*“Well,’ ‘said I, I want to know if
your father doesn’t preach the' same
sermon twice sometimes.'

“*Yes, I think he does,” said Joe,
‘but the second time he always hollers
in"different” places from “what He did |
the first time.””

b Qultg Ffeallble 2% 4
5. Joseph M. Edwards, who travels for
a,Baltimore dry gods house, tald the
following at the Grand the other even-
ing: _

“In Balt:more thereq an old bache-
lor I'm acquainted with who's a: bit of
a wit in ‘his way: ‘He:lives, of rather
did;: before;the fire, as it burned him
out, in' a very! dilapidated house, and
‘his rooms v.ere a.lwaya in great disor-
'} “Why dnnt “you:
‘sait . to/ him sone !day.
wounld have sonié ‘one- to keep: the
place ‘tidy; and make it homelike’
‘2*9Thea fact is, Fve never thought of
it herreplied, ‘but it seems quitd’ feas-
ible :that a  betfter! half would wam
hetter iquarters.’

1 *8ince; the fire: 1 have not ‘seen ﬂie
old fellow,; and no one:seems to khow '

Corley Hai} .a’a'rm. ‘A, p!éttr&qﬁe
‘bnglish homestéad on the main road |

etween Nuneaton and Corley, is to

wickshire” novellst, ‘Gegrge  Eliot. and

ured conspicuously. Here it was that

‘undergbné'’ conssdmlile renomt:dn

,;,rog: .q,u. pg;u of the !«'orld. .” o /0

——————

e wnm;r mmiwlm

hmu Mary B. Robinson of Mbm'g,
P:. is the Jilchest wo
She' {5 the niece of Jokn kqﬁn "n.

isecretdry of the- mgnm a° Laki
Exle; m!lu_lf. Mxt smofi
ht and owns.one.of.

had grown so dark that John could |

| spring and summer fabrics that,can be’

another silk

| save that silk stripes instead of dots

1 mrust’ endure gither } 2

Wessie, if 1 have the support of your) .

No. 4674, sizes 32 to 40, or of skirt,

to the palest mauve, brown to flame
* £ilicalor.
"’| beéautiful in thewselyes, are capabE

get:- married?” I:;- !
“Then ¥yolu |

offgred at public:guction. . Within|. ...

] a short distance was born the War-

Pt g e, AEY

E _ Cotton Crepes. _ _
Crepe marquise is one of the new

washed, It has a crepe ground of:
monotones, and is distinguished by
embroidered dots. Crepe Jacqueline,
and cotton = goods in
monotones, runs through the gamut of
colors from pale ecru to black, with
overrunning jacquards. Crepe Ar-
mazine is similar to crepe marquise,

break its surface. Crepe princess is
all cotton, but is a charming fabric.
Voile duchess is a new and cheap all-
cotton goods, with three threads wov-.
en together in su¢kh a way as to pre-
vent sagging of the material. Pompa-
dour crepe is another new dress ma-
terial, with the softness of crepe and
the lustre of silk, and printed in
Pompadour designs.

Blouse Eton.

Walking costumes made with short
coats and skirts that clear the ground
are the latest shown and are charm-
ingly graceful as well as hygienic and
comfortable. This one is made of
mixed homespun, in tans and browns,
ers ‘of tan colored cloth, gnd

The Latest of the Decrees of Fashion
~ —Crepe Marquise One of the New
‘Spring and Summer Fabrics—Jap-
anese Satins’ That Are Bound to Be
Popular.

tiful accompaniment to orchid tomes.
The various shades that characterize
‘buncheés of violets now are motably
beautiful, and they often peep ont
from a background of cerise velvet,
white-light blne gains an added charm
Ia: oontrast to the Russian \iolets.

Voiles tpr kpring wear show faint
colored plaids and raised dots, some-
times" botlt in the one patterm g

Small threa-eornored hats are to be
worn,” their - severity softened by a
ribbon ‘rosette holding a !allhg tmnch
of flowers at the side.

Don’t try to wear that new “Alge-
rian” blue unless y:m ha.\te a hu]t)eas
complexion. -~

Some of the sprlng watking hats are
trimmed with foulard handkerchiefs,
which show Japanese centers . uud
plain borders. -

Lots of tawny vyellow ahndes and
umbers will be worn by those whe
can do so without emlangering tlwir

Initialed Handkerchiefs.

Men’s  smart - handkerchiefs once
more display at one of the lower
angles the exact representation of a

|
=9
=
-
-
-
p <

4674 Blouse Eton, 32 to 40 bust.
4673 Walking Skirt, 22 to 30 wolst,

includes the fashionable tucks in both |

blouse and skirt. The drop shoulders,
the wide sleeves and the crushed belt
all mark the blouse as essentially
smart, while the skirt with front and
back alike and short tucks between is
one of the nmewest and best Kked. To
make the blouse for a woman of me-
dium size will be required 37% yards
of material 27, 21§ yards 44 or 2 yards
52 inches wide; to make the skirt 7%
yards 27, i yards 44 or 3% yards 52
inches wide.

A May Manton pattern of blouse,

No. 4673, sizes 22 to 30, will be mailed
to any address on receipt of ten cents
for each.

_ Louis XV Ribbons.

There is a sugpicion of the influence
of Louis XV in the new ribbons. A
beautiful long white satin cloak has a
cape composed entirely of puffings of
chiffon, toning from dark to light.
Other effects are produced in evening
gowns by placing one color over an-
other; pink. gold and blue produce a
quite delightful nuance, and there are
many others, deep purplé Shadfiig up
' Panne,  velours, mousselines,
of displaying lmel) coloring to en-
hance their grace. Borderings of su

wax seal, nerfectly imitated with the
needle and washing silk] either 'in
blue, red, gray or pink. In the center
of this solid stitchery are worked out
W1 white silk small delicate initials
or interlaced monograms. Larger and
heavier ones are fretted, Richelien
fashion, and entirely embroidered in
white s=ilk or lustra eotton within a
formal “square outlined with stem
stiteh. ;

Old-Fashioned Brocades.

Velvets of light and delicate colors
combined with heavy patterned gui-
pure and rich Venetian and Spanish
point are being employed for the most
exquisite tea gowns and evening
drosses, trimmed with bands of pale
and dark fur. 'We are coming to pan-
niers, especially for weddings. The
mothers of the brides are falling back
on brocade, and the guests are often
geen in velvet gowns trimmed with
chiochilla, the elder ladies favoring
black velvet gowns.

Veils Are Passing.

Veils will be much less worn be-
canse of the wveil effects in (he: lace
trimmings, and feathers, though seen
occasionally, will be far less popular
than flowers. Roses stand first in fa-
vor—very large and umall, and pink
more than other colors.

And all the handsomest ornaments
are in art noveau tinted to match all
the spring flowers.

Aleohol ' cleans pidno keys; Kkero-
sene, oileloth, table ‘and shelf covers.

A tablespoonful of ‘vinegar mixed
with three of pure linsaed on will
freshen and polish mahogany.

For sponging ot bureau drawers or
sideboards use tepid water contairing
a small quantity of thymolin.

‘To clean plaster of paris ornaments
cover them "with ‘a thick coating of
starch’ and allow it to becéme per-
fectly dry. Then it may be brushed
off and the dirt with it.

Polished irton work can be presers-
ed from rust by an inexpensive mix-
tare made of c¢opal varnish' mixed
with as much olive oil as will give
it a degree of greasiness, and after-
ward adding to this mixture as much
spirit of turpentine as of varnish. ’
"To eclean a clezk gy in the bottom

fur as ermine and miniver are a bedu-

a rag satwrated with keroserne. The

memwvw AP
WITH CAPE EFFECT.

| ef his presgnt - Whereabouts,"—New
| York Globe. .
i I Thpane iR LR e T A A T AR Y g S TS -
’;’i Historic Farm for Sale.
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d Jines and ||
allows the «voop gji'l’d “belt |
i that m

-This--ewe-4e -peculariy. effeetive_and |1
| seted ‘votte trimmea MM% de, mﬁ‘ ’*

l'urhes_ Iobsen the dirt and cz'mse,it

1 A Question of Etiquette,
% am just a little puzzied,” she
Baid.

“What's, tne matter"" asked her

' d sarest frlénd

“‘th". of course it you become en-
gaged' to' a young' man at the seashore
it" doesn’t’ ccmnt the following wirter,
but does it count for any thing if .you
happen to'meet him at the seashore

to drop.out. In a few days place an-

other cloth saturated in kerosene im |
The fumes Jubricate __t.ha ;

the clock,
works.' ¥
‘Red and Pink Combined. "

A combination of colors most neople
would exelaim at has become very
popular: this season. It is red and
pink, and brunettf-s may .considér this
a bfesstng. as It is particularly becom-
ing to their type. Plnk is used . for
the foundation' of me frock, and it is
trimmed - with clusters of cherry or
deep poppy shades that blend with

| it. The effect is very rich, and a hand-

some gown is the result if ecare is
taken in. the ghading of the color.

~— .+ Child's. Frock.

Imtgwnisted or French frocks are
among the most fashionable shown!
for the little folk and are charming
-in the extreme. This one is made of
‘mercerized blue chambray with trim-
ming of white embroidery and is em-
!nently abnple as well as attractive,

@852 Child’s Frock, 2 to 8 years.

of 5 years of age will be required 314
but the design can be reproduced in
manly materials. The slightly open
neck is a special featuré-and the wide
collar is peculiarly stylish and becom-
ing., To make the tmrh for a chila
yards of material 27, 31 yards 32 or |
215 yards 44 mches Mde

A Nay Manten pattern, No.'4652,
sizes 2 to 8 vears, will be mailed to
any address on receipt of ten cents.

‘- Japanese Satins.
How lovely are the gauzes, some of
them exhibiting velvet brecade, seme
satin stripen.

with gold wistaria -blooms. Printed’

| satins show something of the Jap-

anese clément, and though we cannot
quite make np our minds whether we
are to be. faithful to silk and weturn |

with all our nneglme to it,.it {8 cer- |-

tainly ~makings ity way for “picture |
gowns, and soft makes are delicately:
painted with ehine effects. . Diaphan-

ous silk lnuslm ‘and tuiles ‘cannot ‘be

beaten i’or e\eﬁng wear, l.mi tha am-

Wheir mllzhg a pudd!nc -dau’t lhr-
get to make a-pleat in the cloth at the |

top of your bakin,-se. as:to-aliow thﬁ

pudding roont- b e

The hands can be & _' bettet
with wartm  water thnn-ﬂth cold.
but they: sh nld ﬂwa rinsed
afte ith uﬂ? ‘Bs ﬂur:
i.ceps t,hem in & better aﬂ;ﬂwm

A good polish for stoves is mﬁe p,t
one teé wdered-- alum

aspGoRRIL - of Do e
mixed with the - gﬁ;@: T e T S

briliiance lha.t.}his polish will give to
a stove

_g}_‘ﬁ'fast for a long time.
To tp! erve stair carpets put pads

of old blankets on each step”” If thére |
is" ‘mo “store of ‘aneient blankets ‘to!

draw from, a substitute may be made
ol' severdl thicknesses of brown paper.

"'When & spoonful of berax is' put
into the “last "water in which “white
clothes are rinded, it"has the efféect
of whiténing them.” ‘Before it 1s added
to the rinsing water the borax should
be dfs'solved ina littln hot water

Popular Laces.
Bmgas a.nd duchesse figure on many
of the new. Paris gowns, which means
it is bhoped that Honiton will have.a

| 100k in. It is so pretty combined with
| soft Suede in belts and in appliques on

mat,arlais;_ Black lace sparkles with

- | det and ié .accompanied by. beautiful
| collars, whlch are_more. womlertully

cut than Jet has ever been,. .,
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| Mauton. pasiarn Mustrated sbove by. Alling ous
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cago, Patkerd will bomalied prompuy. ,
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aZain the next Summer?”

Rev!scd Versien.

“Well, well!” éxclaimed the minis-
ter, as he threw aside ‘ihe Jocal pa-
per, “if that isn't enough to try the
patience of Joh.”

“Why, what in the world is the
matter, dear?” asked his wife.

“Last Sunday,” explaiend the good
man, “I preachéd from the text, ‘Be
ve therefore steadfast,” but the print-
er makes- it read, Bé ye there for
breakfast.” ”

Many Like Him.
“He pretends to be a philosopher.”
“Yes; but' I notice one peculiar
thing about his philosophy.”
“What'’s that?”
“It’s' only other people’s hard Ik

that he is able to accept philosophi-
cally.”

Suspicious.

“Oh, George, I'm so happy!'”
[~ “What's up? Some of the neigh-
pors in trouble?”

| A Correction.

“I want to thank you,” said the lady
| visitor, “for'your review of my ‘His
| tory of Female Suffrage.” Buf, by the

way, vou had one queer {ypographical
| error.”

| “What was' that?” inquired the po-
litieal editor t6 whom she had been
' referred by mistake.

; “You spoke of me as ‘a’ new hi-s-

| t-e-r-i-c-a-1 writer.”

“That’s’ so.
| with'a “y."”

‘Hysterical’ is spelled

The Famine View.

“Mamma;"” asked small Floramay,
“was the earth created before man?”

“Certainly, my dear]” replied her
mother.

“Why was it?” continued the ilttle
inquisitor.

“It was probably knewn,” explained
the wise woman, “that it would be
tiie first thing he'd want after his ar-
rival”

As She Understood.
© “Dear me,” exclaimed the pretty lit-
tle woman as she glanced over the
{ sporting page for the first time,” how
"this- poor man must have suffered
-with_insomnia}”

“What man?" asked her husband.

“Why, Billy Broadfist. The
| says Jast night’ was the first t!-o
Mmd ever !mnr pnt h ﬂeep.

Eh}ow the Ennhg
"Dlll ym mjdy t.he evm o grand

“hﬁ !‘!” mmi! Ml'.\ Cumrox en.
.M&uﬁ ““Tt was 'great. * I sem
mother and tl!‘ girls there, dismissed
all the servanti and then went down
and smoked - aw r!ght; in the par

L] ' w
; He Makes Talk,
miguar—'rhere isn’t a man

> mem lbnp the emrersltlonal

ball rolling Hke cur friend Gayrake.
sumbob—Nounsense! He - never

anything worth listening to.
'MW-—NO. but he does a Iot of
t!ﬂnu worth talking ﬂlbut.

-
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millionaire's

Briganﬂ—— ‘I‘is :
mother inlaw that we ve capturéd, not

thé

his ‘wife. Shall we’ threaten to kill
her if e dod't send £5,000, instead
of ten?

Chiet-No, we'll threaten to send
her back {f he'don’t send ' £20,000.—
a. Boston Traveler ;
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" It Draws Itselr.

“Yes,” said tl:;e artist, “I drew this
gketeh of the scene of the dccident in
less than an hotr.'
| | ®Not -all ‘the details, surély,” ‘ex-

claimed his admirer. “All ‘that érowd,”
for Instance—” '

"0 "'y edasy to draw a erowd when
you ' start Bketch!ﬁk"—‘—?hﬂadelphla
Press \

oy 2y 13 Near the ern. 65
Gtowel‘l—— aking 6f meard ‘men,
: lha.t fellow, Duffey is'about the ﬂmtt.

ell—How's that?
0%? well—Every time he goes into s
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