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HIS AWFUL FINISH,

$le went to cross the boulevard
When something fouled his heel;

llhlekadhlmclrlmhlulrud
And grazed u blker's wheel

He heard a mighty waming shout,
He tried to clear the track,

A run, a leap, & whirl about,
Just missed 3 horseless haclk

He hears & yell and starts to fles,

But stops and calmly walts;
A whoop, & fall, he falled to see
The kid on roller skates

SHORT STORIES.

HE LOVED HIS WIFE.

We had been married sbout six
months when Mirands advised me that

pur Aunt Sarah was coming.

I sald “Yes, dear,” and tried to look

pleasant,
I had expected this for some time,
and In a way prepared for the ordeal

“You will he glad to see her, won't

gou, CurtiaT

“Yes."

“No, you won't."

“Yen, I will—really.™

*“You don't llke her.”

*] am sure, dear, that she s all that
sne could expect her to be

There is no accounting for the ways
and dolngs of womankind, That was
the nivest thing I coud think of say-
ng, but Minranda jumped up with one
of her fashlight glances of Indignation
and left the room.

I found her In the garden. Over the
fills to the north hung & few feecy
séuds. The sun blazed fiercely out of
squatorial skies. In the beneficent
shade of the maples our fowls and
sousehold pets lay tranguil and pa-
tient.

Miranda was kneeling beside the
pansy bed, engaged In weeding and
stirring the soil

There is nothing more conciliatory
than a prayerful attitude. I also kneit
sod began to weed.

We weeded on in silence, The cat
arose and came with a peaceful purr to
mugpest & peace conference.

Aggravator, the dcg that has never
ot Joet & race when another canine
bas Intimated a desire for hostilities,
stretched his lazy form and also moved
toward the center of industry.

Our chanticleer parched himself on a
mwhorse with great caution and for-
mality and nine times declared he had
sever met his peer.

Fioally the clock struck four. Then
Mirenda arose and walked a few stepa
away.

Directly she eame back and, passing
fer fingers through my hair, took a
#rm hold and began the conversation

“You don't mind her coming, do you,
urtis T

*1 think you m!ight take my word for
ul

“Answer.”

Yon remember the advantage she had
taken I smald: “No.”

Later In the day, when she was put-
ting away the tea dishes, [ wrote out
the following statement:

=1 am giad that Aunt Sarah Is com-

Ing. Her presence will add to the sum
Jotal of my happiness. I shall be better
Tor her having come. My wife will be
aappler and what more can I want?
it will be & good thing for the com-
munity st large, for do not all great
minds prociatm that the welfare of the
state depends upon the happlness of
the homeT™

1 was golng to write more, but she
jooked over my shoulder, took the pa-
per away, sald I was a goose and kept

me busy an hour and a half watering|had been e kindness even In her re-| per.

rose bushes,

“fhe sunset that evening was Won- | Agnt Deborah, whom I thought T eould | o onyiile that night, and Madge felt

“Serful.
A blue cloud wmalled into a sea of

simson and around its edge wore B[ discovered that my runt had with- ALL BORTS OF “PROPOSITIONS." :

golden frings.
Up from this the skies variated un-
sumbered shades of marveilous hues.
Presently we stood, watching night
steal abeut us and our home. We turn-
through the orchard

sbould be alone!'—Chicago Democrat.

HAPPINESB AGAIN.
¥t 8 eveulng. The hot and pitiless
August sun waich all day has poured
its sultry rays with utmost violence
qﬂthtmolhendcltrofﬂcw York
w its face in the cuptains of

Amtlﬂ.w‘hhspdontbuutl-
gul face and large sorrowful eyes, has
entered the park unseen, and is crouch-
ed in a secluded corner, her face buried
in bher hands,

Omnce more the truth comes before her

il’
¢

signed “Raiph Chapman.*

few moments later addressed to Mr,
vitation of welcome for that evening.
That night,

her belt
ber lover and her cousin

as Constance ralsed her eyes to Mmeet
those of Miss Bertrand her cheeks grew

recogunized the beautiful woman whom
she had seen Ralph with several times
Recovering her natural grace and

guests, and the time passed so quickly
and pleasantly that they dld not notlce
the arrival of a carriage untll a servant
entered to inform Miss Bertrand that
her barouche was at the door,

Miss Bertrand explained that she was
to attend the opera that evening with
ones of Ralph's friends, and soon took
her leave, promising to call agaln soon.

Omee more alone with her love, Con-
stance poured cut her recent troubles
to Ralph, who comforted his darling by
telllng her she was the only one he
could ever love.

“Wasn't It foollsh of me to grieve
over 80 amall a thing?"sha asked look-
ing up lovingly Into his race,

“No, dariing,” he answered; it only
shows how much you really love me."—
Condensed from Boston Post

AFTER TEN YEARS.

Here was I, after long years. on the
lawn at Ascot, rubbing shoulfers with
besuty and fashion; & profperous, suc-
pessful man, back again In England.

I was penniless when I left my own
lNttle village near Doncaster ten years
ago to seek my fortune at the Cape. |
had & rough, hard life at first, but it
was free and wild and healthy; and
then 1 had my lock and became rich,
and am now, I suppose, an envied man,
for 1 am young still and as sound &8 a
bell,

Ten years absence from home marks
many changes How altered my little
village! The old church still nestles un-
der the woods, the quiet hamlet still
sleeps &s of yore; but there Is a new
town on the land once farmed by my
dear old father, and some modern
graves In the churchyard record, It
seems to me, the death of & whole gen-
eration of friendn

The rew hearty handshakes and
toart-moving greetings, the few loved
voleen, served only to accentuate the
sorrow 1 felt at the changes that hid
made my old village home desolate.
And T came away sadder than I had
been for years, without news of Allce—
except that she left Brigdon not many
weeks after I did and went to Lon-

don,
Allce! In her name (s contained the
one true love mtory of my life, Bhe

came from the West of England to be
governess at the rectory 8 very few
monthe before 1 went to the Cape. I
tad fallen in love with her literally
at first sight.

And then came the break-up of my
life—the Leger of 1888, T hacked the
wrong horse for much more than 1 was
worth, and ruined my father and my- |
self and the love that might have been
Before 1 left the country I sought
Aliee, but she would have nothing
to say to me except to upbrald me for
my father's grief and my own folly.
But when T got to the Cape 1 wrote
letter after letter to Allce, for there
proaches. 1 sent them through my
trust. To these Alice did not reply, and
1t was not until years afterward that 1

held my letters from her.

I eaw Cyllene win the cup, and then
went under the chestnuts #t the back
of the wstand, where . uller  were
promenading to the strai s of the Roy-
al Artijlery band

Nedr the xzates, beneath the great
rhododendrons, which, thongh ablaze
with purple bloom, geemed neutral In
hue through the radlance of the ladlcs
who clustered about the hase of the
plants, my eye was arrested by a face
as healthy and &s pure as a Iy, won-
derfully fair, and perhaps with some-
thing of & lly's languor, but lttle in-
terested In the galety of the pleture of
which it made a part.

Bhe was guite near to me, and of &
besuty so striking that I was compelled
to gase upon hor weary face and to
look into her mild, gentle eyes.
Suddenly my heart came Into my
mouth. A great thrill of excitement
dased me utterly. Did I sob? 1 eannot
tell; nor what I did, for before me was
—Alice! my Alice!

But when the wsudden seisure which
momentarily eclipsed my senses had
passed, sbe had risen from her chair
was staring into this sunburnt

i

s visiting his parents. The bpote Is

Constance trembles visibly ss she
hands a perfumed note to & servast a

Ralph Chapman and containing an In-
arrayed In & gown of
purest white muslin, with red roses In
and In her hair, Constance
lovked charming as she rose to rocelve

A formal introductlon followed, and

pale and then flushed alternately as she

composure, Constance welcomed her

DOCTOR EDNA.

The whole world, or rather his world
seemed very emptly to her. |know what had come to young Dr.
| hanning In the last three year. Rear.

“1 will not be quite alone,” she hd|
thought, when the riews of her father's IM in luxury, he found himsell onm
sright morning penniless and alone

death bad been broken to her, I will |
have Harold Deming.” But the funeral {Hia father dled and from every quarte
had passed and Madge had been in the of the giobe, it seemed to young Chan-
houss two dreary weeks, and yet Har- il'llﬂl- ereditors came forth, but he pald
old Deming, her most devoted suitor, i""ﬂ to the Iast dollar, the last cent and
had not called or even sent & mes- | "Ame through ws one of his friends pul
sige. |It, & ruilmed but an homest man

Madge could not understand It, and | But the question of Dr. Edna Btaple
after trying a fortnight she had packed |ton as to what he had been dolng witk
her clothes and come to stay with her |himself while she was abroad did nol
one sunt in the country. rmbarmass him In the least

Life was dreary at Aunt Ellen’s farm, | “I?7 Oh the siren we call Fate has
although the young folks were in near- [not sung a very pleasant song for me
ly every evening. The winter passed, Iately, but I really belleve the lesson
and Madge grew white and thin. [she has compelled me to learn has
Sieighing parties and sewing bees were |been beneficial to me. 1 hope 50, !
very common, but Madge did not seem | least."™
to care for any of them. She would sit “That is well,” she replled "You
by the big log fire In the old-fashioned ;hnve not given me time to congratulate
kitchen and think and think. you, but you must allow me o now

She tried to forget that Harold had  Why was not your wife at Mra Staun-
forsaken her. She tried to forget all ton’s last night?”
about him, but she could not, and &l An amussd expression came to Dr.
this while she had no one to tell her Channing’s face.
troubles to. “Oh, she gald, *did you think 1

She had not known befors how much  Jdidn't know. We always got the homs
she had cared for him, but she wa% cer- papers while we were abroad, and ]
tain now that it was a great deal saw (he announcement of your mir-

Spring came, with all its buds and rlage over a year ago, wasn't it? 1 re-
fresh life. “Now the roses will bloom | member just what we all sald when
In her chesks,” Aunt Eilen thought. 'we read it. Cousin Harry sald, '‘Chan-
Madge did get 8 very lttle color in héf  ning caught at last!” and Edith sald
cheeks, and she looked %o falr that her ‘Whe caught him?' and I sald—"
Uncle Ellis sald she was as [iretty as a “Yes," sald Channing, leaning for-
“pletur.” ward, "what 414 you say?”

The June roses were blooming all | “Well, we wers at breakfast, and in
over the farm when one day Madde |gadition to asking for some more
dressed modestly In a soft white dress,  oam for my coffee—we were at  Ber.
went with a book Lo the [arge TO88-~ |in that year, and they never gave me
covered arbir to read.  Her golden | gy much cream as T liked—1 sald that
hair was tucked up into & loose Knot 88 the man who had muarried Bessle Ar.
the back of her head, and was fastened o oa4 had excellent taste. Although I
with & pretty white rose, while she 34 not know her intimately, I had met
wore another ro#¢ ut her throat her several tlmes mnd  remembered

Her eyes were resting vacantly on|gwpgt g sweet face she had."
the first page of the book and she did Channing’'s face fell a bit. “If she
not notice a tall, handsome man #and- 414 not look quite so cool and unoon-
ing down at the garden gaic. scious,” he thought
Evidently he saw her. for he opened | wppank you. I am glad you know
the gate and crossed the old-fashloned | o wife ayen 8o slightly, and hope you
garden to the arbor. Ae the dark form | i gnow her better some day. Only
loomed up In the little entrance, Madge | 0 who know her well understand
glanced up. It was Harold Deming, ih""" for she has & heart and soul in
Madge's heart stocd still. Now thatl be ' parfect harmony with the fuce you call
was here she dld not know whether 0 | yywast "
be angry or pleased, but when he sat | = | e 5 . . " N . 1
down beside her she chose the former. 1' That afternoon Edna received a tele-
“What do you rn;m. nlr'.'"(::w sald, | eram. It resd:
vainly trying to composed, i
“Cmly that I'm glad, oh, so glad, that m.ﬂ%:nf?hfgﬁniﬂoirxﬁﬁwmm
I've found my little sunbeam,” he an- Shot sccidentally, Come on next train,

pwered( as he Arew her down beslde "FRED HASWELILS'

him again. "1 Lave o long, long story “Hello, Edna; you here? You didn’t
to tell,” he sald, and Madge thought think this marning you would be sent
hers would be lunger, but she sald noth- | for to patch me up, did you?" Chan-
ing. olng’'s volce was very weak from loss

He 10ld her how he had been thrown » blood and the intense pain he was

forsaken as the few birds' nests pwing-
Ing In the leafiess boughs She had been
aa orphan for two long weeks, and life

from hin horse the very day her father ::’r::"'l ;r:::“""':::"ﬂ hf:':']:;d L:],'
L [ 3 dje
died, His skull had been fractured and et

he had been out of his head for weeks
and weeks, and when he began to galn
his health he had a relepse. He told
hér that when he was hetter he had
written notes to Madge and had re-
celved no answer, and when he wnaa
well enough he had started himself te
find her.

Then Madge told her troubles, and It
was dusk before they had finfahed.
Aunt Ellen oame to call Madge to sup-
per and was startled ot the sound of
A strange voice.

Edna's face wis as white as the one
'sn the plllow as she made the necessary
sxamination. “I thing, Dr. Channing,"”
she sald at last, “that with skillful|
aurslng you will get well and will Tl-al1
jose your arm, either”

Dr. Griswold changed his position.
“Are you going to ablde by what this
woman says?’ he asked.

Yen, that 1s why 1 sent for her."

“In that case we are not needed any |

Ilnmzf-r." and the two gentlemen of pllis
and potions took their departure. Ednn
E“"I':E-n :3:_“:::' I‘:T'h[:“;:::*'”t:::: looked at her watch and rewched for

en, = e

aunt. “And your nephew, Aunt Ellen” ‘lméh::tm‘:d.:':‘f:th:’:'ﬂ?:d’r‘:kr;:r ':ﬁp
Harold answered as he offered an arm What n.r:)'auy-g--l.nu to o ho.unlu-dj
to both ladles to escort them Lo sup- J wTelegraph for your wife aidl sttt

#d nurse.”

| “You'll do nothing of the kind. 1
haven't got mny wife, and never wiil
' have unless you marry me, und Fred
| Haswell can msend for the nurse—you
are golpg to stay here. How am I to

There were two happy hearts In old

well pald for her patient walting.

“When a new word I8 introduced into kpnow I won't die the minute You are
tht language,” remarked a constitu- | out of my sight®”
It was & rare tonic th the wounded

tlonal grumbider, "It 1e gr nerally  buadly
needed, but there is cne recent addition
that exasperates me ull over I refer
to the up-to-date application of the
word  Cproposition.” It is no longer

man to see the flugh of oy strugeling
with the look of surprise on her faoe,
*HBut, Frunk, I saw—"

“YTou saw that & man named Frank
whose

used in the sense of a proposal or &n | channing married some Woman
offer, bul it 18 applied to everything |pame was not Ednn  Stagleton, bt
under the sun, from & clergyman 0 & lypank God I was not the man”
cocktall, and from & herseless car- “And you sald something on the train

this morning about your wife"

“1 meant my wife that was to b
tor, Edna, you are going to marry me
just &s sure as 1 live."

And she 414 —Condenaed from  Wo-
man's Home companion.

riage to & ean of embalmed Uecf. There
never was a word In the English lan-
RUARE 8O hard-worked and so badly
abused, and the way It In dragged In by
the heels to eke out the scanty vocil-
ulary of every conversatlonal chump
one meeta s encugh to drive & tellow
to drink.

“The otherday n friend of mine (1
meas he was & friend then: [ have

——

Could Skate on His Head.
*The recent death of Romanloff, the
Russian skater and the old-time cham-

since tock him off my list. He took
me out to look sl his new cotiage, and
as we stood at the front gute teasting
our eyes on the premises, he said, en-
thusiastically: “Well, old man, what
4o you think of that for a domestic
proposition? What he really intended
to do was to ssk my opinion of the
cottage as & nice, cosy, homellke hab-
ftation, but couched in that barbarous
argot, the Inquiry made me mad, and
1 mald things. He took it good-natur-
Jdly, "Well, upon my word.' he re-
marked, after | blew off steam, ‘you're
a pretty queer proposition yourself.'
“That Is the reason why we don’t
spesk now. Every day of my life 1
hear chape talking about mining prop-
ositions, and theatrical propositions

and Cuban propositions, and easy prop-
and

plon, reminds me,” sald an vld resjdent
to the Washington Star, “of the fact
that he gave exhibitions of his skating
in this city over thirty-five yeirs ago.
He waa not only & fast skater, but he
was espacially skiliful in all kinds of
fancy and trick skating, surpassing in
his grotesque ekating any aof the roller
skaters seen on the stage. The par-
ticular exhibition which [  remember,
and at which I was present, took place
on the lce which had formed In the
foundation of the Luther Memoriw
church on Fourteenth street.
“Homanloff gave hia exhibition te
son.e of his friends, who had begn In-
vited 1o nee him by Mr. Bodisco, long
the Russisn minister at Washington
He was the only skater 1 ever saw
who could skate on his head, He had

i
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A FORTUNE TELLER.

swn advertisements called her, was s
ploture of beauty disconsolate as whe
reclined on her divan and sighed and
sighed again.

Joe Duiton had fallen In love with
ner. He was twenty-¢ight, very hand
some and of engaging presence &l
manner. He and Mary Wallock, other:
wise known as Irma, the queen of for
tune, were ldeally mated. Each was
physically spiendid; each lved by L
exercise of keen wits Their morality
waa on a level; she wae a clever fortune
teller and he an adrolt confidence mon

He had been absent Rboul & Week on
that afterncon when Trma reclined o
her divan and sighed the sighs of love
despised. Bhe wanted to cry, but pride
forbade her; pride and possibility of
being called upon professionaly at any
moment.

There was a knock on the door and 2
slight, pale, tall blonde of hurried, ner
yous manner walked in. She was abouf
twenty and good looking desplic hwi
pallor and was faghionably dressed, In
abedience to the gueenly motion of Ir
ma's hand ghe toak a seat, and with
any preliminaries rattied out this dis
closure.

“l don't know ° you'll think
silly, Mme. Trinb, for thig is 8 very fou
ish thing, mayvbe, but mayxbe it nin't;
anyway, I'm afrald Joe dan't care
me ke he used to, and I want to Know
—you'll think Fm n goose now -how o
get him back., Aln't there same pos
dors or charms or something? Oh, deur
me, 1 hope you won't be offendpd and
won't laugh at me, but I'm S0 miger
able.” Here she begun to sob. VIt was
mean of me Just to call him Mr. raltim,
like & stranger when he wis leaving,
and—and he called my Miss Thompson
not Jennle yny more, and—7~"

When the crying fit was over Irmn
sald: “I don't need to read the oards
for you. 1 see Ho 1w
this moment tn the company of 4 durs
featured Indy und us making love b
ner. There 18 but one way for you U
get him back, and that l= 1o make him
jenlous.  Allow him to gee you as g
attentions from anvbody else. Go
far In that direction as you prudently
can.”

Irmi  wae luzlly glancing over the
mornign papiers when her eye fell om
the marriage notices

Ehe started, trembled and the paper
slmont dropped from her hunds. With
a little cry ehe ralsed it near her face
wd rwead—read twice over—the follow
Ing:

“Imlton—Thompson.  Yesterday,
the Church of the Nativity, Joseph il
ton and Migs Jennle Thompson, by the
rector, Rov, Louls Hansbury.”

Irman fainted.
When she

she war lying on the divan, Her negr
serving woman, looking greatly fright
sned, was holding smelling salty to hes
aose, and—yes, there was Joe Dalton
giving directlpns to the servants ani
gulng 1o ™

ut me

your lover

ol

recoversd oconsclougness

saying something about
dos LT,

"So wou are hetter now, dear Trma.”
salid Joe stooplng over her and speni-
ing with ail the tenderness of a lovir

“How dare you come here and uss
loving words to me?" she nsked, “Your
place 18 beside M= Dalton. Go homs
ner. Leave this house this Instant, sir

1 mumst say | can't understand
all this s about,” cried Dalton in
tonishment. “What Is it, Irna?
me whnt has angered you?”

She tossed the newspaper on the
ble, pointed with tremblipg Anger
the marriage notice and then wilked
to the Aoor ax If to leive the room
She wanted o good ory, but could not
¢ry there In hls yresence

“Why, Irma dear, that's Cousin Joe's
wedding, What of 11

There wis i ring of gincerity In the

what

Tell

.
W

nl

question  that no one  could mistake
Bhe paused, undecidsd

“Aand you will introduce e to Mr
and Mre. Dalton?

but you need no
She told

“To Mr. Dalton, ves
Intrduetlon to Mrs Dhilton
us all about it ot the wedding,
very good Juke on Joe Hoth are thunic-

AR N

ing you for bringing them together
after thelr guarrel®
1 thought,” she sald, "“when that

YOUNnE Woman come to maer me that you
were her lover and 1 gave her that ad
vice Im order to make you break with
her. You hnd beon absent & weell and
I was earlly made Jenlour™

“Yes; do you think--well, you sre the
greatest fortune teller! he erted with
i hearty laugh., “But don't pout now
dom’t be crome. Here's a chance for you
to redecm YOUr repute as a seeivss. |
made & henp of money last week, |
want you to look into the future now
and name the dey of our wedding.''—
Bhe did and 1t was a true prophecy.—
Chicago Newn

No aone made any reoark upon the
temerity of the lndies who invited Am-
bross Blerce to deliver a leciure before
the members of the club, Blerce was
po taken aback by the unexpeciedness
af the request that, (o his surprise, e
found himsell weakly accepting the
bid. and then humbly consulting his
oallers concerning the tople upon whiet
they might desire him to speak.

The president, a dignified
conserviative lndy,
sugegrtion
plied  somewhat loftily  that
were not & club of new women.

cenled his cyniciem.
are a club of old women?"

-—

‘come home at all."—Chicago Record.

Irma, the queen of fortuna, as h-—.l'

D Was

and vory
in reply to a navel
of the lecturer elect, re-
they

“I am convinced of that,” answered
Mr. Hierce In a bland and deferential
.| tone, which almesat, If not quite, con« |
“Bhall I say you|

“You go home lIate, IBlly; In ,um‘.
wife cleaning houseT “No: she only
cleaniog clothespresses. When she gets bittarly.
to cleaning house she doesn't let mm

| HOW PEOPLE LAUOH.
——

@inces the days of Adam, who 1o salé
to have Invented Llaughter when M
awoke and saw Eve by his side, no twe
people bave laughed alike. The laukt
is as diatinot us the volce, Women laugh
| different  from memn, children from
| wamen; Indeed, even the Inugh of 8
full-berded man s different from
that which he laughs when he hos
shaved,

The Abbe Damascent thought he had
Alscoversd In the various enunciations
of laughter & sure guide to the temper-
aments of the laughers, Thus he sald:
“Ha! Ha! Ha” belonged to & choleric
person; "He! He! He!” 10 & phlegmual-
| le one, and “Ho! Ho! Ha!" to the san-

guine. And it |8 & sclentific fact that
‘whila men commonly laugh In A und

O, women usualy laugh in E snd L
1 Those who pructice laughlng to any
axtent have been divided wittily Into
Mmplers—and o Know how charming
they can Le, onc has only o go ek
te Charles Reande’s “Simpleton with a
IAmple” — —smllers, grinners, horses
laughers and sneerers This I8 1o lay
| down a solence of luughing, for which
thers might have been need had our
generald In the late water taken up the
ldea of old who proposed to
form troope, fn the face of the casmy,
in Wne of battle, and order them 1o -
with thelr arms at & shoulder

Bulow,

yance

I",‘nn-‘l snlute the foe with rnging burss

| of laughter.

| *Be sure” asld Bulow, “that  your
]n[-]mh--r‘.l!‘_ surprised and dismayed ot
| this metonishing ealute, wostld  TUin
| about and run off.”

Perhaps thin seheme would not @ '’
now, while the pressut long raig H
tillery In upidd; bul, as o At f fact
It Je relnted that the Mameiudes once
!1l:ll'nv-! tall froan nn assnull Ul the
Freneh in Egypt on bearing the roar
of laughter with which Napoleon's vets
erank greeted the command “Form
I mguares, nsses and men of nre
Iy the contre.”

Great men often have fancled It &

part of greatuess to refrain from hilar=
ity. Philip 1V. of Spain is sald to have
langhed only in his ¥fe. Thet
when his bride, Anne of Austriz,
[ wept at hearing that the queena of
Epain had no feet. She took with Gere
man liternlness an old plece of Fhane
| ivh courtesy, A$ she wons journeying
toward Bpain some Oerman nuns met
her, and deslred to present some Atock-
{nge of thelr own knitting. The wore
thy princess was about to accept the
{eift when a Spantsh grandes of het
| suite Interfered with the remark that
It would be agalnst ctiquette, ns the
| Queens of Bpaln were not supposed to
have any use for stockings, whereat
the prinoess began to weep, under-
standing, poor woman, that un her ar-

onee

rivad In ¢ .in Les feet would be cut
off

Lord Chesterfleld sald: *“Nobody has
seen me laugh since 1 have come 0

my reakon,” and Congreve mikes his

o Froth in the “Double Dealer”
pays: “When [ laugh I always s igh
alone.” Young people and fools laugh

casly, says an old proverb, which of-
ten has proven true.

Nevertheloss, the singer Robert gnve
lesgong in laughter In Parls and dn
| London tn 16, and, mo far nt least
las HHing his own purse went, with sue-
~oxs, He held that
ould not laugh “dedently and system-

men and wWomen

atieally” without proper training, and
sald that a person who could laugh
uly In one tone seemed to him ke
ine who eould say only oul and non;
but that a triadned lsughter could 2.
press many things.

It s n curdous fact that it I8 only
pmong the French and am fhe an-
clents that we rend of people laug!
themselves to Aenth. We, In our dayns,

must huve either more Jokes or 4 dull-
eor appreciaton of wit. Zeuxis 15 sald
[tu have Aled of mughing 4t A nalnting
of an old womnn, My own handiwork,

| Phllemon expired laughing at a dop-
;k. s who ste so contentedly the phil-
!l-r'r[lhﬂ-r'n figs that with hig lact ar-
ticulnts breath he sent  out his et

1
| plase of wine to the bhenst, who drank it
proved

ruch &

with equal enjoyment, und thus

himself, It would

donkey nfter ull,
It remning troe, however, that laugh-

weem, nat

ter  Im goex] for the health “Laugh
and grow fut” e the old provert.  Sr-
denham maintained that the arrival of

n vlown In & village wan us wholesome
as that of twenty donkeys laden with
Arugn.  Tiseot, the famous rFench
phyalcian, cured consumption and lv-
wr complulnts by causing his patients
to laugh, and Feasmus, through -

modemis lnughter st the rode Latin of
Hutten's “"Letters  of Obmoure Men”
ihr“k" an {nternikl abscess which had
| lone lagued him

“When 4 man smiles, and much more

whon he lpughs It adds somathine o
hie fraement of e " snld “rerne, who
wished Inukhter enumeriated L e ma-

terin medicn, holdine 0 as a curative
of the same kind am coughing nnd
sneezing pnd perhaps vomitive, only
much plensunter than any of these

- —

Policeman Albert W. Owens. of the
Flintbueh  Station, Brookliyn Borough,
won frolllng up Erasmus street when
n big Newloundland dog withh an antl.
pathy for pollcemen  Jutmped « ¢ the
fonice of No. B4 and savaec'y ~*tacked
Fim, Before the bhrote woas driven off
the pollceman’s hand was badly lacer.
nted,

Crwene AlA not walt to ask questinns
but hurried to & phyeloian‘s office and
bad the wound cuuterized, then he
went baek to look up the dog and settle
secounte,

"Where's that dog what bit me?
anked the ofMcer, holding up his ban -~
um. ‘Ium! In proof of the ncousation

'm ‘duﬂ."duld the ownar,

. "' sald Owens, Invredulounly,

re 't know. He disd
ten minuies after you weni
Perhaps the bite killed him,'
the owner, wiping his eyes and

| o




