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CHAPTER VIL—{Continued,)

The doctor, in answer to his unsgpok-
en appeal, goes with him to the hall,

“Are they golng to arrest mel”
George whispers hoarsely, looking
grey and haggard,

“Yes, they've got a warrant! George,
you are Innocent, aren’t you?"

“Yes, I am Innocent,” he returns, in
a dull sort of way.
¥you'll stand to her, dector?”

“George! oh, my son!" His mother's
arms are round him.
every word. Her

volce s full

tdead In Tasmanin?

land come home again.

By AMY BRAZIER, 3¢
3

L

He was killed
kicked by n horse; and that poor girl
Barbara will only have to turn round
I met Sehns-
tan on his way to send her a tele-
gram."

“Poor child, poor Barbara! and she

twns to have married George!™ sighs

“My poor mother, |

Mrs. Bouverls,

“So she will, 80 she willL." Doctor
Carter says abruptly. In hla heart he
thinka: “That poor lad will get his five

She has heard | yenrs as sure as God made little ap-
of | ples; and Barbarn Isn’t likely to stlck

agony—an agony that Is like a sword | to a man with the talnt of prison on

‘n her heart,

“Mother, my poor mother!” The
man’'s face works as he Lolds her to
him tight,

“God bless my soul!” shouts the
doctor, “what are we coming to when
a man like Saville ecan act on &
trumped-up pack of rubbish? My dear
Mrs. Bouverie, don't let this worry
you, it Is all a wretched mistake!
George, man, say you can set it
right!"

There was no shame in the eyves of
George Bouverie, A kind of proud
light leaps Into them for a moment;
then he puts his mother gently into the
doctor's arms, saylng softly:

“Whatever happens, belleve I am in-
nocent.” Then he turns to the ser-
geant, “Now, then, I am ready to go
with you."

Mra. Bouverle does mnot seg the
crowning act of disgroce as her son

ulks out of his own home a prisoner
into the goodly light of the setting
gun. She has falnted, and les back
with closed eyez, unconscious of the
young golden head, that, for the first
time in his life, George bows wlith
sname,

He gets up on the car, with white
lips and a stony face. His eyes are
fixed and show no wavering. And, be-
fore night falls, all Portraven stands at
its doors discussing the bank robbery
and the arrest of Mr, Bouverle; while
the cashier Hes In his lodgings, and
turns his face to the wall, a limp heap
of shuddering humanity.

His landlady hurries to tell him that
Mr, Bouverlie has been taken. Mr.
Grey only ghivers and burles his chat-
tering teeth and leaden face in the bed-
clothes.

It Is Doctor Carter who, with tears
in his eyes, breaks to Mrs. Bouverle
the terrible Intelligence that her son
has been brought before the magls-
*trates and committed for trial on the
charge of robbery and murderous as-
sault,

“He never did it,” sobs the old man;
“but It looks very black against him.
Poor lad! He wounldn't say where he
got the money he was wiring off to
that scoundrel, the bookmaker, and
that went dead against him; and that
fellow Grey stuck to his story. He
swore It was George who attacked him
—he swore it through thick and thin.
On the face of evidence like that the
maglstrates had nothing to do but send
the case for trial; but I can’t believe
it of George—I1 can't indeed!"

Yet the doctor is wavering. Facts
are  stubborn ...ngs and honorable
men have become thleves and crimi-
nals before now. Mrs. Bouverle lies
worn out with grief and anxiety.

“Would I had dled for thee, my
son!" she moans, as David did, and can
take no comfort. Her boy, her idol,
sent to prison, condemned already In
the eyes of the world. _Yet her faith

 has never wavered. George sald he was
innocent, and God In His own good
time will make that Innocence clear,

“Then there was that awkward bit
of evidence about the chloroform,” the
doctor goes on, examining and sifting
every bit of evidence, “Dale, that
chemist, swore that George had
bought that chloroform for the de-
struction of a diseased cat.”

“That was true.”"” Mrs. Bouverie lifts
her heavy, tear-wet eyes for a second.

“Yes:; but George couldn’'t say he
had used the chloroform, and that told
against him. Saville jumped at that
point."”

“My poor eat died. She was a pet,

and she was caught In a trap. To
spare my feellngs, George sald he
would give her chloroform. She was

dead beiore he got back from Port-
raven, and afterwards he sald he had
thrown the bottle away. Oh, Doctor
Carter, you know my boy s Innocent!
These hideous doubts must be dis-
solved! I feel so weak, so heartbroken,
80 friendless!” sobs the poor lady;
“and my poor George was so happy
just before this happened—engaed to
Barbara Saville, and looking forward
to golng out to Tasmanlia.”

The doctor draws a long Whistle,

“That accounts for the milk In the
cocoanut—that sour-visaged Saville
means to marry the girl himself. It
1s as plain as daylight now. That 18
why he 1s so dend Hgainst George!"”

Mra. Bouverle clasps her trembling
hands and bows her grief-stained
face,

“George in prison! Doctor Carter,
God only knows my agony! My poor,
poor boy, weak as he may have been,
but eriminal never!"

Doctor Carter tries to comfort and
eonsole her,

“There, there, lot it come to a trial;
1 have secured Jarvis for George. I
any man oan ferret out the truth he
ean. ghd we've not long to walt. The
agsizes are in a week or two,
by, did yon hear that Phillp Saville 1s

|

By the |

him!™

CHAPTER VI,

The assizes are golng on, and the
county town Is full of barristers and
attorneya; and all interest 15 centered
on the Portraven benk robbery cnse,
for the man to be tried Is a gentleman,
a member of one of the oldest families
in the county.

Mrs. Bouverie is staving In the same
hotel as the judge who s to try her
son, She will stay nenr George to the
last; and Doctor Carter, fuming and
fussy, has taken up his quarters at
the Royal Arma ton. He {8 beginning
to lose heart, The evidence Is so dead
agalnst George, and the great counsal
engaged can wring nothing from the
allent Hps of the prisoner. With a sad,
stern face of George confronts him, but
refuses to speak—refuses to  account
for the money that had been In his
posse=sion that day. He will make no
defense whatever, heyond declaring his
innocence, His counsel la In despair.
Without doubt the jury will bring in a
verdict of gullty.

Worn out with great anxicty, Mrs,
Bouverle lles on a sofa in a private
room of the hotel, In the girden he-
low the windowa great bunches of li-

| laes scent the alr, and the light breeze

rustles the golden sprays of laburnum;
but the mother's eyes see them not.
She can only think of her hoy within
the cold, gray walls of the jail waiting
for his trinl, Mr. Saville Is In the town
too, with a look of satlsfaction on his
faco; also Mr., Grey, the cashler, who,
they say, has never recovered from the
gshock of the assault on him, He starts
at every shadow, and looks a mlser-
able, haunted Individual,

In vain Dr. Carter tries to persuade
Mrs. Bouverie not to attend the trial
It will only be needlessly distressing,
he urges. And his inmost conviction
{s that George will bs found gullty.
Mrs. Bouverie is firm. "My place Is
beside my son,” she says, struggling
for calmness,

S0 the warm spring days go by, with
the world flooded with sunshine, and
every fleld and tree In its new dress of
vivid green, everything bright and
beautiful; only the stern, unhappy face
of the man awaiting trial, while moth-
er prays to Him who pities this sor-
rowful sighing of the prisoners, tak-
ing her trouble to the foot of the cross
and laving It there, Oh, the shame,
the misery, and the pity of it all!

And the day dawns for the trial of
the bank robbery. Dr. Carter makes
one more desperate effort,

Mrs. Bouverie, you are not sirong
enough to stand this, I promise to send
you word every half-hour as the case
goes on. Besides, it would only dis-
tress poor George to see you."

“pr, Carter, you mean well, but I
must go. I will be very brave,” Mrs,
Bouverie says, looking at the doctor's
kindly face with eyes that are dim
with tears and want of sleep.

“1t will kill her, poor soul!"
Carter says, half aloud,

Crowds are flocking to the court-
howse. It 1s an exciting case. The
counsel retained for George Is In the
depths of despair, He cannot see the
chanca of an acquittal unless some
wonderful evidence turns up, which is
not likely, at the eleventh hour,

Mr. Grey, the cashler, is prepared to
{dentify George Bouverie as the man
who attacked and drugged him.

The case Is not very exciting after
all, In vain Mr. Jarvis cross-examines
Mr. Grey; he sticks to his statement
without wavering. Llmp and ghastly
looking he Is, but firm; and yet he
never once leoks at the pale, set face
of the man In the dock, who holds his
golden head up bravely. Once once,
when the judge sayi:

“Hdward Grey, look at the prisoner
in the dock. Do vou swear that I8 the
man who attacked you in the Portrav-
en bank?

“Then only the witness looks for a
gecond into the steady eyes of George
Bouverie—eyes that Jook true as steel,

“That is the man,” he says with such
couviction that George DBouverie's
counsel Eroans.

Mrs. Bouverle sita Immaovable, her
hands in her lap, a small, pltiful figure
ecrushed to the earth with a sorrow
that Is so terrible and so strange,

Mr. Saville, with an assumed alr of
reluctance, steps into the witneas box,
but every word he utters tells dead
agalnst the prisoner, It Is he who
brings to light George Bouverle's
financlal diMculties and  racing pro-
¢livities, and the jury prick thelr ears,
and Into thelr twelve intelllgent faces
comes a leok that shows they have
found out the reason why. There s
not’ one of the 12 good men and trie
who has the faintest doubts of thelr

Dr.

verdlet when Mr. Sebastlan Saville,
attl with the manhner of one having
dons an unpleasant duty, steps down
from the witness table,

George glves him one look—a look of
deep and bitter anger and contempt,

My, Dale, the chemist, adds his quota
to the mass of evidence, and the chlor-
oform Is accounted for,

The crowd of persons llstening to
the case come to the conclusion that
George Bouverie must be a very wloks
ol young man indesd, in spite of his
noble figure and kingly head. He I8
nothing beiter than a common thief,
And public sympathy goes with the
bank clerk, whose nervous system has
been shattered,

Truly it had been a bold robbery in=
deed, and an example should be made!
To walk boldly into the bank, choos-
g 4 moment when there was no one
present but the cashier, and to imme-
diately chloroform him and make off
with a hundred pounds was the act of
a villain!

Dr. Carter's face grew
longer as the case proceeds. Mr, Jar-
vis makes but a lume defense. Mrs.
Bouverie turns an agonizel face on
the doctor, and whispers, with white
lips:

“It 18 going against him, and yet ho
{8 Innocent.'”

Dr, Carter Is trembling visibly.
“lLet me take you away, Mrs, Boue

longer and

verle. My dear lady, be gulded Dby
me, U1l let you know the Instant it ls
over.”

But she shakes her head, her poor,
and eyes seelng only the figure in the
dock, the man with the handsome,
miserable face, that gets paler and
more desperate as the case goes on,
He glances at his mother once, with a
world of sorrowful pity in his gaze,
and his self-control deserts him for a
maoment,

The judge 1s*summing up, and every
sentence, every clear,cutting word telis
agninst the prisoner. It Is a scathing
gpeech, in which the jury are entreated
to lay aside any thoughts of the pris-
oner's position, of hig youth, only to
remember that a hideous crime has
been committed; and he begs them to
do their duty fearlessly, conscien-
tionsly before God, and falthfully be-
tween the Crown and the prisoner at
the bar,

Sebastlan Saville draws a long
breath as the judge sita down. George
DBouverlo Is as good as condemned;
there Is not a chance of an acquittal
now. The jury file out of the box.

(To be continued.)

ANAGRAMS ON NOTED NAMES,

some Transpositions Espressing Facts
In Men's History.

Anagrams that transmute the names
of well-known men and women are
often startlingly approprinte.  What
could be better In this way than these
announcements, evolved from two
great statemen’s names when the reins
of power changed hands: Gladstone,
G lends not!" Diaraell, “I lead, sir!”
Quite as happy ls the comment on the
devoted nursing of Florence Night-
ingale, whose name ylelds “Flit on,
¢heering angel.” Among those that are
most often quoted we may mention
Horatio Nelson, “Honor est a Nilo"
Charles James Stuart, "Clalms Ar-
thur's Seat;" Pllate's question, *Quid
est veritas?' “What Is truth?”), an-
swered by "Est Vir qul adest” ("It is
the man here present”); BSwedlsh
Nightingale, "Sing hlgh, sweet Lin-
da:" David Livingstone, “D. V., go and
visit Nile;” the marquess of Ripon
(who resigned the grand mastership
of Freemasons when he became a Ro-
manist), “R. I, P., quoth Freemasons;"
Charles Prince of Wales, “All France
calls: O help;” Sir Roger Charles
Doughty Tichborne, baronet, *Yon
horrid butcher Orton, biggest rascal
here,” and many shorter specimens,
such as telegraph, “great help;” as-
tronomers, “no more stars,"and "moon
starers;” one hug, "enough;” editors,
“go tired:" tournament, “to run at
men:” penitentiary, “nay, I repent;"
Old England, “golden land;" revolu-
tlon, ‘to love ruin;" fashionable,
“one-halt blas;" lawyers, “sly ware;"
midshipman, “mind his map;" poor-
house, "0 sour hope."” Presbyterlan,
“hest In prayer:” sweetheart, ‘“‘there
we sat:” matrimony, “inte my arm."
—Chambers' Jourpal.

Hreaking Horses In South Afriea.

The way In which horses are broken
te saddle in South Africa ls one which
| have never seen practiced in  any
other country, says & writer, 1t is
charmingly simple, and has Its good
points a8 well as Its bad ones. It con-
sists of tylug the head of the neophyte
close up to that of a steady horse by
meuns of & cord connectiug the respee-
tive headstalls worn by these animals,
After they have both been saddled and
hridled, the ‘schoolmaster” ls frst
mounted, and then another man geta
on the young one, who s powerless to
puck, rear, or run away, on account
of his head belng fixed, Hesides this,
the fact of his being alongside another
horse gives him confidence, and, no
matter how wild he may be, he will
learn in & short time to carry his bur-
den and regulate his pree according to
that of his companiun. As he setties
down quletly to work, the connecting
cord may be gradually loosened out
until at last it can be taken oft wltos-

gether,

Funny Man's Wife,
“Here's the clockmaker come to fix
our gitting room cloek,” sald the funny

| man's wife; “won't you go up and get

it for him? “Why, It lsn't upstairs,
% It* replied he lazily. “Of course
it 18, Where did you think it was?”
“0Oh, I thought it had run down, "=
Philndelpbla Press.
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on his face he spoke to

In the mouniains
gorge lived the tribe of Cappn
and the chieftain of the tribe, Sinelng
Water, was prond of bis 600 braves,

wosl of the blg
Tom,

who were tull wod lithe and satrong |
and mighty huntsmen;, and he was |
prond of the huxom squaws and the
fat papooses in the mountaln eamp
No enemy in the reglon for a humired
longues about dared give battle to |
Singing Water, for the fame of his
braves had sprend even Lo the m'-~:tt|

forest on the north eand the marsh
lands on the south,
Onee upon a time, 8o the Jegend

says, Blnging Water found among the
children in the tepees a poor little
papoose, a shrunken diminutive dwaref
child, of whom the other Indian boys
made sport and forbade him thelr
amusement; so “Little Injin®™ wonld
#lt erosa-loggod apart from his fellows,
and watch them at play.

Chlef Singing Water sont for him
one day, and to the trembling, shrink-
Ing, Httle figure before him he grunted
words of disapproval.and with n frown
“Little lu-

Jin"
“Ha! Little Injin. Yon good not at
nll,  You very small!  You erooked

ke manzanilin tree; you sick Hke dy-
Ing squaw; you ugly like stinking fox;
you can no fight, you can no hunt, So,
vgh!  You go old squaw; you grind
acorna, you make fires, you eook, like
gquaw,  Little Infin, you no good."
When the words woers uttered a
change came over the face and form
of Little Injin, He stood as erect as

his crooked llmbs would permit, and
with a set, stern face and an angry
volee he dared answer Singing Water.

“Blg chief, you say Little Injin no

good,  Little Injin slek; Little Injin
crooked; Little Injin ugly; Little Injin
no fight; Little Injin no hunt; only
grind acorns and make fires for squaw.
Little Injin no more stay with you;
Little Injin go far off; you see Little
Injin no more!"

He hobbled away from the presence
of Singing Water, and that night he
left the camp, and through the long
hours until the dawn of another day
he limped along the path that led to
nowhere In particular. By the light
of the moon he crossed the creeks and
the small streams, and the stars point-
ed him a way over the hills and
throngh the valleys,

Finally Littk Injin reached the sum-
mit of a high mountain, and lay down
to rest his tired limbs, He was faint
and sore; and could not eat the ber-
ries that grew In abundance on the
mountain slope, he could not sleep, for
his eyes would constantly fill with
tears., He lay there for & long time, a
sobbing In his throat, a patter of tears
falllng on his moeccasins,

Then a good spirit came on the
mountain top, and touched him light-
Iy on the shoulder. It waas like a
woman's tonch—Ilke his mother's,back
in the lund of 8ingilng Water.

“Little Injin, what for you ery?
sald the good spirit; and the Iad hid
his face in frighi, and his sobs only
Increased.

“Little Injin, no get scared,” reas-
sured the good spirit. “You mno be
afrald of good spirit, but say what for
you cry."”

Little Injig dried his tears and be-
tween his sobs he sald: '

“Great chief of my people, no llke
Little Injin; he say me too lttle; he
say me too sick; he say me too crook-
ed; he say me too ugly; me no can
fight, me no can hunt, me no good, Me
go away."

“But Little Injin must go back to his
people,” sald the good spirit; *w
must speak to them and tell the chil
and his braves that you are golng far
away to live in blg valley, where you
will find pretty squaw. Then gome
years more papoose will come, and he
will grow big and strong. Then he
will go back to your people, and make
big chlef and his braves all afrald of
him. You go now, Little Injin, bock
to your people In the mountuln,

Some days later Little Injin reached
hils old home, and following the direc-
tions of the good spirit he talked tos
Singlng Water and the braves, and he
told them what bhe proposed to du.i

p—rap ey

| Injin,

| taln the very next day,

They langhed him to scorn and de-

| elared that In il the land Little Injin

conld find no squaw.  But, determined
to follow the advice of the good spirit,
Little Injin now left his people, and
he Journeyed to a valley far in the
cast, where he met an Indian girl who

hecame his  gquaw, Then enma a
papoose to Little Injin, and he grew
rnd he grow, until he was over #®ix

foot talland had the strength of a bear
anid the flactness of the deer,  All the
other Indians In the valley became
afrald of Wlm, and he was soon known
far nnd wide as n great hunter and a
mighty man when at war.,

Then the good spirit agaln called on

| Little Injin and said to him:

“Little Injin, you go now back to
vour peaple. Take your gon, the blg
and tell Wim to  call all his
braveg In the valley and go with yon
with thelr bows and arrows, thelr
bends and war paint, to Aght the In-
dinns of the mountaln.”

The Indlans of the vallay marched
upon the long journey to the moun-
Meanwhile a
b spirit, In the form of a woodpeck-
er, from his nest 1n the mountain, snw
the valley Indians  approach across
the plain. B0 he flew nn fast as he
coulil to the eamp of Singing Water,
and he warned him and his people.
“The Lig Infin and his braves from the
great valley are coming to make war
on you, and T warn yon not to run but
to fight them. You ean casily whip the
big Indian and hig braves"

The next day a great battle was
fonght between the  Indians of the
mountain and thoss of the valley; and
the legend tells the result In these few
words: “Mountaln Injin no run away;
he fight valley Injin. Valley Injin
heap kill Mountain Injin; he strong,
he brave, he not sick, he not crooked,
he not ugly., He fight ke wild cat;
Mountain  Injin he say got enough
fight; he smoke peace pips,  Very
well, Valiey Injin he stay in moun-
taln; he no go home; he send for Lit-
tle Injin, now old man, to come back
to his peopls, Then Valley Injin make
HSinging  Water pay money—Injin
money; make him grind corn; make
him cook; make all Injing of moun-
tain cook same as squaw; while Val-
ley Injin he hunt, he fish, he fght.
Little Injin—very old Injin—he now
big chief; he laugh, he cry no more;
he see his big papoose; he smile; he
much happy Injin mow."

Indin's Idols,

The number of India's idols Is sald to
axceed 333,000,000, Every village has
its special ldol, and frequently more
than one Brahma is the supreme god,
and appears in three forms—Brahma,
the creator, Vishnu, the preserver, and
Siva, the destroyer. Each of the three
is aupposed to be married, and thus
there are six deities which are supreme
in India, Vishnu the preserver, the
most worshipped, 18 shown black, and
with four arms. His wife, Lakshml,
I8 the goddesa of prosperity and good
luek, Very different are Siva and his
wife, He is the destroyer, and Is rep-
resented as o man powdered over with
nshes and wearing a tiger-skin. A
necklace of human skulls decorates his
throat, while he carries a club or tri-
dent, surmounted by human heads and
bones. China and Japan have immense
numbers of idols, many of thelr tem-
ples being full of them. One Japanese
temple at Sanjusangendo has so many
that, If placed In line, they would ex-
tend for not less than half a mile,
Many of the Chinese are sald to spend
from 20 to 256 per cent of thelr Income
on ldol worshlp. ’

The Conster Brake,

The innovation known as the coaster
brake 18 decidedly popular. Back ped-
aling I8 exceedingly tiresome, and
coasting has steadily declined by rea-
son of the obvious Inconvenlence of
using the plunger brake, operated by
the foot. With the coaster brake one
can slide down a hill without remov-
Ing his feet from the pedals, It re-
quires but a few moments to hecome
used Lo the new brake, and soon the
sense of complete vontrol of the wheel
s felt and a comfortable feeling of
security 18 Imparted, which has never
hitherto been experienced. The coast-
or brake will be especial'y popular In
this city, where so many hills are en-
courntered. Nearly all the brakes of
this kind on the market are operated
by rollers, controlled by springs, are
simple In construction and easlly at-
tached to any wheel,

Ment In Viadivostok,

Butchers In Viadivostok have re-
golved to ralse the price of meat,
Thelr reasons are the usual stock ar-
guments on such occaslons; but they
appear & trifie funny when It Is re-
¢alled that one Chinese merchant who
fmported a thousand slaughtered cat-
tle into Viadivostok some time ago
was not allowed to discharge his cargo
for three weeks, When landed the
meat had to be corned In order to save
it, and the unfortunate purchaser was
compelled to buy barrels to preserve
his Importation, and Incur additional
expense, Vegeturians are amused at
the sitnation, but meat rises In price.

Chicago's Invariably Pleasant Day,

The weather office records in Chi-
epgo ghow that the 26th of April hos
been clear In that elty for twenty-five
years past, not a drop of rain having
fullen there on that day since 1876,

BIDDY BOYCOTTS MISTRESS,

New York Servant Hevenges  Mersolf
Upon Unkind Employer,

The New York servant has found a
way of revenglng heraelf upon an un-
kind mistress. The plan is not origl-
nal but It works satisfactorily. It
explains why some women can only
keop a servant for a few days. ‘The
scheme s gimple. The departing do-
mestie writea her opinfon of her em-
ployer In some hidden nook or cranny,
cither In the kitechen or In her own
room, The now domeatle Nnds this
communiention, She profits by It. In-
quiry at an employment agency on
Sixth avenue revenled that this scheme
wik generally  practiced, “It Is no
more than could be expected,” sald
the manuger of the agency, “that a
glirl who leaves a place in & rage
against her mistress, ng many of them
do, should want to have a word to
gy to the next servant that comes In,
It's an easy matter to leave a line
where the neweomer will ind it, One
woman told me that on the wall at tha
head of her servant’'s bed she found
a ponelled line, “The mistress here has
Kot sueh o temper she'd make your
halr enrl, My, but ahe's fussy and
mean. A spot often utiliged s In the
neighborhood of the clock, but per-
hapa the most unigue one of all was
written on a slip of paper and pasted
in the bottom of the wash bowl. Ine
going domestics have learned to look
for these communications now. A girl
1 sent to a place the other day came
back In & few hours, When | asked
her what was the matter, she sald: °l
didn't ke the missus’ referonces,
They wasn't as good as mine,' | knew
what she meant and 1 told the house-
wife In question that she had better
rub ont the notiee that her departing
mald left, The plan was perhaps sug-
gested by the Chinese sorvants In San
Franclaco, Thelr mathod was to leave
a few hleroglyphics under the kitchen
alnk. The new celestlal (nvarlably
lookexd there the first thing, If the
slgns were favorable to the lady of the
house he stayed, if not he loft with-
out any explanation. It has only re-
cently, however, comao Into vogus
among New York domestics, but It |s
already a  popular  practice.”—New
York Journal.

BARBER GOT IT MIXED.

e Falls Misorably In Telllng the Collar
Joke,

Henry Lamm, an attorney of Seda-
lia, told a story at the reception to
the Missourl Bur assoclation lnst night
which caused a great langh. Mr. Lamm
wns called on to make an Impromptu
speach, He sald: “This ls taking an
unfalr advantage of me. [ have a pa-
per in my pocket which I am to read
at the meeting tomorrow. It s a very
dry paper and It will take me an hour
to read it. If I am given the alighteat
encourngement 1 will read it right
now. That will be one on you, would-
n't It?  And that reminds me, 1 was
In Texas recently and there they have
a now Joke. A man asks you, “Have
you heard the story about the two
dirty collars? You are supposed to
answer, ‘No.' And then the man
ways, ‘That's one on you." A Duteh
barber who had been sold on this
Joke concluded to try It on the next
customer who eame Into his shop. So
a8 he was getting ready to shave the
next caller he asked him: ‘Haf you
heard dot story about the two dirty
collars?" ‘No,' answered the customer,
‘Vell, dot's one you got on.' "—Kuansas
City Star.

Ad In & Looking-Cilass,

When Livingstone was In South Af-
rica his looking glass afforded the na-
tives endless amusement. They wera
nlways asking for it, and thelr remarka
were sometimes simple, sometimes
silly, and sometimes lasughable, *la
that me?' ecried one. “What a big
mouth I have!" sald another. "I have
no chin at all!” deplored a third. “My
ears are as blg a pumpkin leaves,”
was the proud comment of a fourth,
“Ser how my head shoots up In the
middle,” joked & fifth, and so on, the
company laughing bolsterously at the
different remarks. While the doctor
was thought to be asleep a man took
a qulet look In the mirror, After
twisting his mouth about in a varlety
of ways he sald to himself: *“People
call me ugly, and how ugly I am, In-
deed!” However, he might not have
been #0 refreshingly candld had he
known the eye and ear of the mission-
ary were bhoth on the watch.—Detrolt
Froe Pross,

Young Men Exerclse Wit

A Phlladelphia restaurant proprie-
tor hung out a large blackboard sign,
the other day, with the announcement,
“You can't beat our 16-cent dinners.”
A young man of humorous turn of
mind came along, stopped and smiled.
He walted until none of the employes
was watchlug, and, taking out his
handkerchief, he erased the lettey “b"
from the word “beat.” Another
young man managed to eat a dinnper
at that restanrant without paying for
it, and then malled the proprietor a
letter telling the facts and asking this
question: “Who says I can't beat your
16-cent dinners?”

For Flashiight Flotares,

Powder for flashlight pletures Is re-
placed by gas In a new Invention,
which has the gas stored in a jar, with
the flame in position to ignite it when
the jar Is opened by pressure on a
preumatic bulb, the latter also oper-
ating the ghutter of the camera.

Kipl ng Coming to Amerions,
Rudyard Kipling, according to Lon-
don announcements, Is to visit the
United States next antumn. The au-
thor says he does not lay his former
Illnegs against the American climate,
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