I, FUN WITH THE TYPES

Dreadful execution s dons sometimes
by the man behind the types. Once a
flewspaper man wrote an “ad” for &
theater, and in It sald:

From half-past eight till half-past 1en
Yuu mugh and lnugh and lauxh sgsin.

The style on that paper called for ex-
pressing the hours by figures; o when
the “"ad" appeared It read lke this:

From 800 (o 1090,
You Jaugh and lsugh nnd .augh sgain,

Bometimena the proofrender falla to ecor-
rect, and mometimes he doth correet too
much. The sporting editor of a Ban Fran-
cisco newspuper hud among his notes an
Item which sadd “The young salmon are
beginning to run.”” The next morning
the stit ment was printed on his page
that'“The young salmon are beginning (o

awim.”"' When the editor asked how It
had  happened the proofreader sald
cheerily:

“That's all right, Billy. You had that
mized up with your turf stuff, but I
stralghtenesd 1t out for you '

“But why didn’t you let It go as 1 wrote
It persisted the editor.

“I eouldn't,”” was the reply.
heard of a fish running ™'

Once a year, when “80" s In on the
Denver morning papera, and the tele-
graph editor, while walting to be cnlled
out to the makeup, feels an if he wouldn't
demean himself If he talked with the re-
porters who are holding down the mid
and dog watches, the old story of Mark
Twaln Is told. One of Mark's early as-
signments in Denver was to writé up the
opening of a new raloon, which was o
noteworthy bit of news in those days in
Western towns. The funnlest way that
Mark could think to write that story was
to start it off soberly, and let the words
bear sllent witness to the fine quality of
the drinks dispensed that night. 8o the
urticle started at & walk, and soon ap-
peared to be running away with the
writer, Out of the mist of |deas shone
forth strong, If not clear, one great con-
trolling purpose, and that was to eulogise
the anloonkesper. And In this maudiin, in-
calierent eulogy the story ended at such
4 late hour that Mark sent It out to the
composing room himself., He thought It
was the greateat thing that ever hap-
pened, and he lnughed over It till he
eried—which’ proceeding Is contrary to all
humoristic precedent; but Mark was
Young then,

Another proof of the fart that Mark
wos young was shown the next morning
when he eagerly scanned the pupor to
pee his story In type. Page after page
he turned to the last one, and then he
went through the paper ugaln bachward.
Al lost, down at the bottuin of A eolumn
next to the reading notices he found this:

“The Alcazar saloon was opened last
night with aperoprigte festivities™

Then Mark showed that even a humor-
I#t could have his serlous moments, He
rushed down (o the oMee to find what
had hecome of his story, The managing
edilor knew notning about it; the clty
editor hadn't heard of It, and the fore-
mun of the composing room hadn't seen
I Ar Murk was snorting about the
“outrage’” and hustling about the office
to find where In the name of Hucklcherry
Finn the copy had gone to, a proof-
reader gave & sly nudge to Murk and
whispered confidentially, “You owe me &
clgar."

“Why, how's that?™' asked Mark.

“I've sarned It," replled the proofread-
er In u whisper of absolute confidence
“1 saved your fak for you last night.
Maybe you don't know how the old man
here feels ubout much things. He's fired
three men wince 1ve been Nere=just
that way."

“Just what way ™

“Why, Just as you were last night, you
know. Your stuff wouldn't do at all; It
wns elmply terrible. T knew If the old
mun suw it you were gone, so 1 fixed
it up myself."

On maost provinclal newspapers, as np-
pers printed outside of New York are
known, the galley boys correct the gal-
leys. Bometimes In the best regulated
offices the galley boy proves that he s
not a little bLrother to the ox. One of
these bright boys, looking over a poem
that stood in the corrected gulley rack,
eraw the line

Ahull relen the Heeate of the deepost holl.

Being lesn famillar with the Engiish
language than he was even with Greek
mythology, he wasn't certaln whether cat
was spelled with a final & or not, He
ran to the foreman, and belng told that
in that office cat did not fake the final
e he corrected the line so that the next
morping it read:

Bhall relgn the He cat of the deenest he!l,
One morning the roaders of an esteemed

contemporary were perplexed to see In
type the announcement that **The Beotus
handed down an Important declslon yes-
terday.” The afternoon paper of the
towt, with whom the morning paper for
venrs had held a bitter controversy, In-
teresting none but themselves, on the reln-
tive merits of morning and afternoon pn-
pers, laughed that day, as the posts say,
“In ghoullsh glee,' und It was up to the
morning paper the next day to explain
that “the types’” made them say that the
Beotus did so and so, when the telegraph
editor should have known that that word
was merely the abbreviation of the teleg-
rupher for supreme court of the Unlted
Hintes,

Last Sunday & preacher
Rocks, Pa., took for his text "He ye
therefore stendfust,”’ which, belng inter-
preted In the weekiy paper, meant, “He
ye there for breakfust.'

it was the mistake of o makeup mun
that put & face powder pufl between two
death notices, and the telegraph editor,
who stayed Jate that morning, saw It and
had 1t routed out of the stereotpye plute

It i¥ an old story—such an old one, that
about Lelgh Hunt's line, that “the types'
simost refuse to do thelr duty In telling
it once sgaln, But the Joke Is sald to
have dled of old age the other day, and
one can't refuse to print an obituary no-
tice of an old and faithful friend, For
Washington's birthday the editor had
written a long and glowing eulogy of the
late departed, and down pomewhere In the
middle of it the editor threw In Hunt's
line:

And lo! Ben Adhem's name led all the
rest.

He was sure that this gave to the
editorial the Anishing touch of poesy. He
was dlsappointed the next morning, not to
10 say displessed, to find thut & perlod
had been stuck In after “name.'’ and the
articls, which had begun bravely In solld
“purjice,’’ was leaded, wccording to his
tostructions, all the rest of the way.

Ptyle is everything In & newspaper office,

some papers apell ‘theatre” "'cen-
.'U.:” and so on, with a final “er.” That

“Who ever

in McKee'n

In why one of these papers a while ago
announced that a celebratod French actor
recelved n palary of 900 livers”

One of these newspapers whose gpecial
contributors range from hod carriers to
the potentates of the earth had an article
nt Buster time on the Holy Land from a
celebrated churehman, In deseribing the
sudden turn of the road which leads from
Hethany to Jerusalem the churchman
hurriedly abbreviated the word Jerusalem
ta Jerus. Conseguenily, when his con-
tribution was printed the wondering publie
were enlightened to know that “At the
turn of the road there suddenly bursts
upon the traveler a magnificent view of
Jonea,"

In these stories told out of school one
must eame vpon the most amaging of all
errors—the lumbling together In apparent
fluency of two entirely different classes of

articies, such an this:

“The misslonaries are ncoustomed
to begin thelr work by buying
Nheathen children and  educating them.

The easlest and best way of preparing
them I8 first to wipe them dry with a cleon
towel, then place them in dripping pans
and bake them untll they are tender. Then
cut them In slices and cook for several
hours,"”

1t would be a long story to tell in detall
how such mix-ups happen, but that they
really do happen can be doubted by no
newspaper man whose knowledge of the
business ever led him to explorations of
the mysteries of the comporing room, as
well an the somewhat intricate manes of
the sditorin] room. A writer may mix up
his own copy, or he may leave part of his
story on the desk, to be picked up by an-
other writer, and Inserted inadvertently in
hils own copy. Late at night he may wend
In his own copy, or the copy reader may
rush it. Or the copy cutter in the eom-
posing room—absent-minded beggar—may
shiufMe two storles together, Or the make-
up man may Mft a etickful of one story
inte a form, and then his attention may
be distracted to something else, and the
next stickful he takes may be from =
story on another galley, and the unfin-
ished parts of both stories be placed, with.
otit looking at them, in the left-over rack.
A hundred compliceations and coineldences
muy ensue—a story before it reaches the
form passing through so many hands that
a colncldence s essential to the error. But
all these mistakes are perfectly possible,
ineredible an they may seem to the publie
at large. And so this heartbreaking ne-
count of A marrlage may be vouched for
n= an actual occurrence.

“Phe chureh was finely decornted with
holly and evergreen and the altar was
hidden in a wealth of flowers, Out of the
recesaps rose rare tropleal plants, and
from the celling hung fifteen Westarn
veals, which at this (ime of year are ealfce
and correspondingly dear at 6 and K
ecents per pound. There was alno  an
actlve demand for cholee lambs, and
tarmers east of the Mimsissippl river can
profitably turn to sheep ralsing and taks
the bride, who wore a gown of white
corded silk, a ereatlon of Worth's with
pearl ornaments.

“Then came the mald of honor, the
cousin of the bride, Miss Henrletta Blower
of Chicago, wearing a dress of white tulle,
with dlamond ornaments, and she Wwas
followed by a small bunch of Montana
sheep, which bleated most plteously as
they were driven on board and shipped
to the winter hotels In Bermuda. They
will there be cut en traine and slightly
decollete, and after the rest of the party
had reached the rall of minlster turned
and =ald impressively: I cannot bld
more than 0% cents for state veals, but
cablegrams from London quote refriger-
nted beef at a price that will enable me
to pay $4.00 for a car of cholce Indlana
beever, and hearing this, thero was a
rush for the young married couple, and
the bride fell Into the arms of her father,
who Is known to bear a siriking re-
gemblance to & Connectient ox welghing
1.875 pounds. The market here took an
upward turn and advanced 1 and 2 cents,
and the guests, who numbered ubout 200,
were perved with A rumptuous dinner at
the house of the bride.”—New York Fress,

“GRANDMITHER, THINK NOT | FOR-
GET.”

Grandmither, think not 1 forget, when 1 cone
back to town,

An' wander the old ways again an’ tread them
up an' down,

I mnever smell the clover bloom, nor ses the
swallows pass,

Without § mind how good yo wers unto s Hi-
tle luen

1 never heaur the winter ruin a-peiting all night
throush,

Without | think and mind me of how cold it
falls on you.

And If I come not often to your bed beneath
the thyme,

Mayhap ‘t in that I'd change wi° ye, and gle
my bed for thine,

Would like to sleep in thine.

I never hear the summer winds among the
roses blow,

Without I wonder why it was ye loved the
lussle »o.

Ye guve me cakes and lollipops and pretty toys
a pore,—

I never thought T should come back and aak ye
now for more,

Grandmither, gle me your wiill,
that lle upon your breast,

For mine do best the dark all night wnd never
find me rest]

They grope among the shudows an' they beat
the cold black alr,

They g0 mekin’ in the darkness, an' they never
find him there,

An' they never ind him there

white hands,

Grandmither, gle me your sightiess ayves that 1
may never see

Hirs own a-burnin’
shine for me

Orandmither, gio me vour peacefol lips, white
ne the kirkyard snow,

For mine be red wi' burnin® thirst, an’ he
must neyer know,

Grandmither, & me your clay-stopped earn
that 1 may never hear

My lud a-wingin’ in the moonlight when I am

full ¢ love thet must not

wick wi' fear;

A-angin' when the moonlight ovir a' the land
Im white

Aw God! 1'1 up an go to him s-singin’ In

the night,
A-eallin' In the night

Grandmither, gle me your clay-cold heart that
han forgot (o mehe,

For mine be fire within my breast and yet It
eannotl break.

It bente an’' throbs forever for the things that
must not be, —

An' can ye not let ma creep In an’ rest awh:le

by ya?t

A Nitle lnes afeard o' dark slept by ye years
agons,

An' ahe has found what night can held "twiat

sunset an’ the dswn
fo when | plant the rose an' rus above your
Krave for ye
Ye'll know I under rue an’ rose (that 1 would
like to be,
That 1 would like to be
=Willa Elbert Cather In April Critle,
Mis A;bltlu.

Minister—Well, Johnnle, what do
vou propose to make of yourself when
you grow up to be a man?

Johnule (thoughtfullyy—Well, T don't
know, sure, but I've been thinking late-
Iy that I should like to be a dog-catch-
er.—Bomervile Joursal,

Maybury's Repentance!

Dy W.

FETT RIDGE.

DON'T pay much attention
to what doctors say,” he
remurked In hin Important-
Iy jJovial way., He was a
tall, dogmatic, well dressed
man of thirty wsomething

“Point of fact, I've never had occasicn

1o ¢ ane bBelore, bBul.'-—-
“"You are fortunnte,

Won't you =it down?
“No," he replied, 1 won't

get oo In life by sitting down,

is to keep going.'

‘“Most of us have to pull up now and
agalin. The humun frame' —

“"Look here,”" remarked the clty man
truculently, “yeu're not golng to frighten
me. Although 've had little to do with
you medieal men. 1 know there are
two sels of you; the optimiste and the
pesslmints, Bome of you ure too sangulne,
and othera are not ranguine enough, but
none of you tell the preciss truth.”

“A medieal man,"” sald the doctor, try-
INE 10 preserve his temper, ““has to use
discretion. A medical man who blurted
out the actual truth might well be doing
his putient o good deal of harm You
must allow us, my dear sir, to know our
own business best.'

“That's just what I shall not do!"* erled
Muybury with vehemence. "There's more
of humbug among you doctors than-
than'' -

“Than on the stock sxchange?'
“Than in any other profession,
of you who are nol shesr quacks' -
“Really, Mr, Maybury,” eald the doctor,
offended, “you must allow me to say''—
“Are you a specialist In this trifling

complaint that I am suffering from?"

“No," replled the doctor, shortly, “I'm
nol.”’

“Then give me,"” sald Maybury, "a note
to the man at the top of the tree, and
I'll go on there in my cab llke n shot."

The doctor was sorry lo lose sight so
quickly of an important cllent, but Mr.
Maybury's aggressive manner had not
pleased him, and even doctors, areful
as they are to cloak the fact, have thelir
sensitive moments, He scribbled & note
Mr. Maybury laid on the table an admi-
rabie fee, and tuking the letter ran out
to hia cab,

T'wo, five, two Harley-at!" he shouted.

“Right you are, sir,” sald the cabman
“Winder up or down?"

“Never mind the window.
horse along sharp."

“Gent," muttered the cabman to him-
self, "peems to be In a bBlt of & hurry*

Indeed, this was the urual manner of
Arthur Maybury. When the cab stopped
at one of the large houses in Hariey
street, which bore, like all its nelghbors,
a pquare brassa plate on the open door,
he went hastlly through the hall, and
without going Into the walting room,
opened a slde door. A stout, florid man
wis seated at the table reading the ad-
vertieements In “"The British Medical
Journal.' Mr, Maybury banged his sllk
hiat down on the table and shook hands,

“My name's Maybury,” he sald, deliv-
ering the note. “"Here's my card;, A
meeting of directors s walting for me
at Cannon Btreet hotel; T can only spare
five minutes. Now, just run over me, Dir,
Jeyenon, as sharp as ever you can and
give mp m prescription.”

“First glve me your symptoms.™

Mr, Maybury described them. A feel.
ing of depression In the evenings; slight
insomnin; abeence of appetite. The Norid
miy eved him serfounly and held his wrist
for & few moments.

“I may as well assure voi," went on
Maybury, with a burst of frankness, *that
I mm to be married in n few months to a
very charming girl; dare pay you have
#een the announcement in the papers
Miss Tearle, daughter of that Irishman
who lost his money In the "—ro

“Mr. Mayoury!” The stout, florid man
came round and stood with his beck to
the fireplace. *1 have an Important an-
nouncemoent to make to you. Your en-
gagement must be cancelled"

“Oh, no,'” sald Maybury, with a gesture
of protest. *“That be hanged for a tale
She'd go and marry some one else, and
they wouldn't have slxpence between
them. 1 ecouldn't allow her to endure
that fate, Dr, Jeyeson.”

“I have nothing to do with the Indy."”
he eald with gravity, *1 am only con-
cerned with you, You are suffering from
a rare complaint, known to us medical
men as''—— Maybury did not catch the
phrase. "It Is my duty to tell you, sir,
that," he coughed and lowered his volve,
“you have but a few days to live,"

Arthur Maybury half fell, half sat on
the nearest chalr. Hin face went very
white; his lips moved, but no sound came,

“HBerfous news to tell & man, 1 know,
but it's best that you should know the
truth. What I recommend Is that you
thould go to the Hiviera at once.'" May-
bury ejacuinted something in & whisper
“Ah, iIt's of no use damning the Hiviera
That won't help you. You gel away by
to-night's mall without saying a word
about your conditlon to anybody, and
take the few remaining days of your life
os quletly and as calmly as you can
Bo sure not to tulk of §t; that will only
Incrense the excitement and ‘asten the
hend—1 mean to say hasten the end.”

“Are yYou—are you sure of this,
Jeyeson,” stammered Maybury.

“1I am not In the habit of making mis.
tuken "

“What Is the time now?"

“*The hour now Is 2 o'clock. You have
seven hours In which to make your ar-
rangemenis.'"

“"And ecan't you give me a prescription
or anything?"

“My dear rir, pray be reasonable! Yours
Is no camse for prescription.’”

There was a pause. Maybury looked
stupidly at a portrait of Bir Jumes Paget
on the walls without seeing It; his ad.
Viser drummed at the muntelplece impa-
tiently.

“What—what is yvour fee, Dr. Jeyeson?
Bhall 1 give your man & check?"

“Twenly gulnens, if you pleare, Per-
hups you will lewve It there on the table.
Elther gold or notes.™

With trembling hand  Mr,
counted out the nmount

“Twaniy-one soverclgns,” he said thick-
ly. “"Rather a lot of money to pay for
being told that one's not golng to live
& week, fsn't N

“I'll wea you to the door myself, Mr,
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Mr, Maybury,

One doosn't
My motto

Those

Put your

Dr

Moaybury

Maybury., And, above all, don't speak
of this ¢ & soul. Make i1, 1 beg, your
own secret.”

Harley street is really & very stralght
thoroughfare, but to Maybury, walking
down unsteadlly toward Cavendish
square, it seemed full of odd cenvelw

tlons. More than once he had to stop and
grip al rallinge In order to recover his
self-posscnsion, passers-by stared at him
curiously, and a servant girl sald some-
thing so very amusing about his manner
to & mervant next door that the servant
next door nearly allpped down the area
ptepn. In Cavendish sgquare he became
himself. e was a man used to ob-
rinclen; his practice in overcoming them
came to his ald now, Firet he must go
romewhers and think. Mis club? No;
there he would find men whom he knew,

He found the service that he desired to
His fut in Ashley Gardens? Yen, He
would be alone there, Much to think
about and much to do before he Jeft
Charing Cross that evening. Me would,
as the Harley street man advised him,
keep his own company; there was no one
In the world with whom he would care to
share the secret. He feared that If he
were to tell pome men of hin acquaintance
they would have difficulty In repressing
signe of satisfaction

“Wish now."” he tald desolately, “that
I had made one or twe friends

A familiar tap on the shoulder from »
walking stick made him start,

“Me dear boy,” sald Miss  Tearle's
father, “what on earth d'you mean by
loafing about Hond street at this hour of
the day? 1 thought you were always up
to your syes in business. You're taking
B day of, maybe?

“Yen," he sald shortly,

“I'm  right then!" exclaimed Miss
Tearle's tuth® with surprive. 1t wan, in
fact, not often that he was correet
“What wonderful perception on my part!
I was telllng me daughter only last night
that 1 retulned all me powers of Insight
but, tell me now, Is thure anytling go-
ing that you can recommend to me for an
Investment "

“My dear Tearle,” rald Maybury with
impatience, don't bother me. Besldes,
you know very weall that you have no
money to Inve.p"

“I am freo to eonfess,” acknowlede:d
Mies Tearle's father, "that for the mo-
ment 1 had overlooked that fact. Is
there any message for nie dear Margaretl?
How that girl adores you, me dear May-
Eury!"

“Are you sure that that is so™

“Well," sald the other, hedging, *she
adores you as much as can be exprcted
under the clircumstances. 1'1l be plain
with you, Maybury. BEhe's never guite
forgotten her young cousin who died out
In West Africa, and that's the truth,
But, after all," he went on Indulgently,
“that's nothing. It will all pass  off.
You're & man of the world, Maybury."

“Temporarily.*

“Ah!" pald Miss Tearle's father,
none of us live forever, unfortunately.
And that reminds me. Have you such &
thing as & five-pound note, me boy, about
you that you could convenlently wspare
for twenty-four hours? I'm Infinitely
obliged to you."

"“Tearle!"

“8ir?" sald the grateful old gentleman,

“With reference to Margaret."” Maybury
hesitated for a4 moment. The march of
four young women neross the pavement
from a brougham to a shop separated
them for a few moments. 1 want to
ask you something. Do you think that
she would be sorry If Il anything serious
were to happen to me?"’

“Me boy! You're not the kind of &
man that anything serlous happens to,
You're too knowing for that. "

“1 want an anewer to my question.'

“Muaybury,” said Mr. Tearle, placing the
note carefully In  his pocketbook nas
though to hint that It would be disbursed
with great caution, “UI'll tell you the
truth, Time was when she became en-
gaged to you at my particular request,
and there was no great affection on her
gide. But I'm speaking the honest truth
when 1 tell you (hat she s now positively
fond of you.'

“Ah!"

“To be brutally frank,” laughed the old
gentlemun, “let me tell you that you have
some good qualities below the surface,
but that it takes time to flad them. For
my part, I consider myself deeply Indebt-
ed to you.'

“] puppose you are mald Maybury.
“Good-bye.""

“| hate the word good-bye' mid the
effusive old Irishman. “Let us borrow
the phrase of our lively neighbors and
say au revoir."

“(jood-bye,"” repeated the other steadily.

It was n great reltef to him when the
1ft had taken him up to his floor In Ash-
Jey Gurdens and he was able to lock the
diningroom door upon himself. The two
mutronly servants did not hear him ar-
rive. and they went on in high-pitched
tones with u quarrel which was not really
a quarrel, but a kind of sham debatle
probably started to chase monotony. The
elder of the two had been a wervant with
his parents; her volee mude him think of
his mother. One of Maybury's best tralts,
and one that he never revealed to the
world, was his affection for the memory
of his mother; for the first time kince her
death he thought of the possibllity of
moeting her agaln,

“Hut she was a good woman,'* he sald,

Was It too late 10 make some reparntion
for his mets of the last few years? The
clock on the mantlepiece giruck the hour
and reminded him there were no mo-
ments to wante He went to the desk
in the coner—there was a writing desk In
every room in the flat—und unlocked the
statlonery stand. He opened his check
book snd lald it on the ledge, and for
hilf an hour he wrote swiftly several lot.
tern. 1t was not possible 1o make amends
1o uil the peopie to whom he had scted
unfairly, but there were mome who, by
resston of thelr associstion with  him,
were now in distressed eircumstances. To
these he wrote letters which had for com-
pany & check,

“There seems,” he sald thoughtfully,
after the half-hour's work, " & good deal
to clear up.”

To Margaret Tenrle he wrote & long, af-
fectionate letter, the composition of which
cost him some trouble, when he had fin-
ished he thought for & moment and then
tore It into many pleces, becaure he felt
that It would give pain. He substituted
a friendly little note wimply wnnouncing
his departure.. Maybury had never made
hin will because It had giwuys seemed an
absurdly premature thing to do, Now
he took & sheet of paper and thought,

The ¢lder servant, anawering the ring,
appearad in the diningroom. Her mas-
ter was reading over the sheet of paper
which he had writien outl, and he did not
speak to her at onve.

“0idn't know you were in, sir.

“We'll

Latters

| room the pageboy would have told you

to poet, o1rT TN senid them down by the
it boy at onee. Would you like dinner &
little eariier?" '

“Pack my bag, Martha, pleass. 1'm go-
fng nway to the south of France”

"Be away long, #ir?" inquired the mid-
dle-aged servant, " ‘Boure my asking.'

“1 don’t know when | shall be back,”
he sald, wearily, “And Martha!"

“Bir."

"Oblige me by wltnessing my slgna-
ture here, and call in the other mald to
do the same. 1 have just been making

my will.'"”
e indorsed the document “WIII and
Testament of Arthur Maybury,” and

placed It In a corner of the denk, He
went again to look at himeelf In the mir.
ror, and felt gratified to And himaself look-
ing sane and normal; a tinge of color had
returned to his face. e took the photo-
graph of Margaret Tearle from an ex-
penaive frame and placed It earofully In
nis pocket. Then he looked through the
square revolving bookcase for n volume
which it seemed was not there, for he had
to ring and thus disturb Martha In her
work of packing his portmanteau,

“A Common Prayer Book!'"
that astonished woman.
I can lend you one."
rend at the end of the colleotion. 1t oe-
curred to him that It was a plece of care
ful editing to begin with the public bap-
tirm of Infanta, and to place the service
for burial of the dead toward the end
He read the latter softly to himeelf, and
tears came very near to his eyes now and
agaln, for the words gave him memaories,
He had heard them read several times;
It seemed queer thal he had never til!
now thought of the oecadon when they
would be read over him.

"Your bag, sir,” sald Martha, bringing
in the portmanteau, "and 1 don't think
I've forgotten anything."

“Maortha.,” he sald,

“"Yew, mir.”"

The middle-aged woman helped
with his coat.

T am not very well, and I'm golng
AwWAay to-going away for the beneft of
my health”

“Maoster Arthur! It's nothing serious, 1
hope ™"

“I'm afrald 1've been rathet -rather a
selfieh master during the last few years
If at any time I have been harsh In
rpoaking to you, If 1 have seemed 1o
forget that you were an old servant of
my dear mother's, 1 want to ank your

ochoed
“Certalnly, sir,

pardon.”
“No, no, Master Arthur,” sald the
woman, tearful, “not that. You mustin't

ask my pardon'

“1 should like you to think of me,’ he
eudd, "'an 1 wan when 1 was o boy, and-"'
He stopped, for there was choking In
hin throat, “"Ring for a hansom,” he
wald,

“I con tell, sir,” sald Martha quaintly,
“that you are not ‘alf well™

He looked around when the servant had
gone and sald farewell to the roem, Open-
Ing his portmuneau, he found room for
some lettar paper and envelopes: there
would be time, he hoped, out in the south
of France to take further steps to right
the wrongs that he had commilted. For
the first time he recognized the amazing
change that the Harley streot muan's an-
nouncement had made In him; the qulet,
thoughtful man, with a great affection In
his heart for the world, seemed to have
no reiationship with the assortive, buoy-
ant man who had left for the cliy that
morning.

“Cab's  walting, w»ir.”
“And here's a telegram.'

"1 won’t trouble to open It,"" he re-
marked. “It's from my pariner, I expect,
I can't bother about business any more.'

“It might be private, sir."

Only the thought that it might be
from Margaret Tearle induced him, ns he
stood In the pussage walting for the lift,

sald  Martha.

to open the envelope. It was not from
her.
“Can 1 vee you at your rooms now?
—"Joyeson."
He seribbled hurtdedly a reply on the
back:

“No. Am leaving Charing Cross to-
night'sn mall, —Maybury."

“Pleasn send that, Martha,” he sald.
“Good-by."

“Good-by, Master Arthur,” sald the
woman, “And I do ‘ope you'll be back
woon.'"

“Good-by."

He repeuted these two words many times
as the cab took him past the Abbey and
up Parllament street. Al Charing Cross
there was time to spare, and feeling
hungry he went into the hotel, Bome-
thing to his suprise he found himself abie
to eat with admirable appetite; a small
bottle of white wine added to hin cone
tent, He felt hall inclined to speak to
the people who were eating at the next
table, and to tell them that he had but
six daye to llve In this world; to tell
them that he was faclng the certain
thing with self-possession. One of the
party commenced to brag solemnly ahout
an attack of the toothache, and May-
bury smiled at the want of proportion,

He had taken his tlcket, and was at
the wooden barriers leading to the (Cone
tinentnl platform when he saw & cleans
shaven, anxious old gentieman scanning
the faces of the passengers. He touched
the shoulder of the man who was golng
through In front of Maybury,

“"Excuse me,'" he sald, “ls your name
Maybury 7"

“Comment 7"
diten?"

“My name Is Maybury."

“Clad to have found you,” declared the
anxiour old man., "My name Is Jeyenon,
of Harley street.”

*“I think not," sald Maybury. *I saw
that gentleman late thix afternoon, and
you are certudnly not he'

“My dear sir.,”" orled the old man sharp-
ly, "do you think 1 don't know wha 1
am?™

“Apparently vou do not.*

"I begr vour pardon' he sald apologet.
leally, "1 hud forgotten, Very natural
conkequence of a very anuoying t‘!rrum-1
stance. Tell me! You called at Harley |
ftreet about 4 o'clock. 1 found your card i
there. You bhad an Interview and yvou
pnld & fee, How much dld you pay?*
Maybury with rome interest gave the in-
formation. “He's a scoundrel!” declared
the old man.

“*Whot'

"My new man. 1 was out when you
ecalled; If you had gone Into the walting

sild the man, “YVoum

k0. T hope he 4id not glve you & pre-
soription.'

“He only told me,” stammered Muy-
bury, perplexed, *“that I had but six dave
to live, and that T had belt r gel away
from London st onee”

“Upoan my ward!*® declared Dr. Jeyoson,
“thut was clever."

“But—was he wrong, then?'

“Wrong!" cried the concerned old man,
“Of courne he was wrong—all wrong, It
has taken me evsr since B o'clock to
try to remedy the mischief that he in ten
minutes managed to do toe my practice,
Drive back with wme 18 my brougham."

Later the two wit In the doctor's pre
vatle room in Harley street. Dr. Joyesong
emoking a long clgar, had just concluded
one of his best atories of an Incident at
Bart's. Hin guest was courteously amused
but he seemed to be thinking of other
matters.

“And you feel sure that I am all right,
doctor™' he aaked for the fourth time.

“My dear wolr," sald Jeyeson, emphats
leally, “you're as sound as a bell. Ge
slow; marry this charming young woman;
sottle down  Only thing I'm concerned
aboul is that you will accept my apology
for the shock you've had. 1 hope It hasn't
done you any harm.'

“Indead,” sald Arthur Maybury, “I'm
sure It has done me good! '—8phera.

Twe Kitehener Stories.

What lord Kitchener Is dolug may
be best summed up In two stories that
are going the rounds in regard to him,
It Is snid that he waa asked the other
day whether he did not propose to re-
organize the transport, His reply was:
“No: | am golug to organize 1" The
other story Is that he pald a surprise
vislt to the principal hotel in the c‘:a.
the resort of all those among the p
cers who cnn, while in Cape Town, af.
ford the luxuries of life at the Mount

Nelson. He ealled for the visitors'
book. and earefully ran his finger down
the list of military guests, He subse-

queutly luquired of each officer his rea-
son for being at the Mount Nelson ho-
tel and wot at the front, In most cases,
of course, there were excellent reasons
for the presence of those gentlimen in
Cape Town. In some, however, the rea-
sons were not so good—were pol, In
fact, satisfactory, and in one or 1wo
cakea the leave was Immediately can-
celed and the laggard soldlers sent to
their regiment.—~London News.

Twe Marringe Oenciusions,

Not long ago o4 Boston clergyman re-
celved and evening eall from an elderly
man and woman who expressed a wish
to be jolned in the bonds of matrimony
then and there,

“Have vou ecver bheen married be.
fore” aeked the clergyman of the man,
an honest, weather-beaten person ot
sen-Taring aspect,

“Never, and never wanted to before,”
wis the prompt reply.

“And have yon ever been married be
fore?’ the question eame to the woman,

“No, #ir.” she replied, with equal
promptitude, and with a touweh of ha-
mor that appealed to the clergyn in at
once, she added: “1 never L d a
chance!”

The wmarrlage ceremony was mpeedily
performed and the clergyman rofused
to take any fee, teling the bride, with
o twinkle in his eye, that it bad been a
privilege to officinte which he wonld
have been sorry to miss.—Youth's Com-
panion,

Little Teanerns,

Here 1= a little exercise In punctun-
tlon that a normal school young
woman  recontly  brought home to
purzie her father:, ,

It 18 pot and | sald but or

“Looks a little confused, docsn't ity

Rimple, though.

A Tew quotation murks and two com-
was will Ax It all right.  For inslance:
1t 18 not ‘and,” " T sald, “but ‘or.* "
Here I8 a still simpler cateh that

mny bother you some:

“All 0.7

Not muech In It, perhaps, but enough
to mnke it troublesome,

Moo hnrd?

Aud yet 1= “Nothing after all'"—
Cleveland Tlain Denler.

A Naval Plam,

The command of a recelving ship In
pre-cminently that of a marriod man,
and he and his family always live on
board, In unigue and delightful homes,
'here are but «x receiving ships in the
service—the IP'ranklin, at Norfolk, Va.;
the Independence and Pensacola, at
Mare Island, Cal.; the Richwond, at
Ieague Island, I'a.; the Vermont, at the
Brooklyn yard, nnd the Wabash, at
Charleston, Mass, There i» no house
rent to pay: the captain Is allowed two
stewnards by the government; so it is
looked upon as opne of the very few
chances offered In the nawval oern
career to gave poney.—Anna A. Rogers,
in the Womnn's Home Companion,

Mine Hats In Ceolorado,

Mountaln rats in the mines In Colo-
rado are alout ns big as a wharf rat,
but they have a bushy tall lHke a squir
rel and nre pets of the miners. When-
ever the luncheon hour comes you will
se¢ them come from thelr holes, or
nesta, or wherever they live In the In-
torvale between meals, squat on thelr
haunches and sit there until one of the
miners shares his dinner with them.
Whatever they get of the scraps of that
meal they sit up and eat just as a
squirre] does. The miner doesn't exist
that wonld no tshare his weal with
thew.—lpdlunapolls News.

Short Arm Conductors,

The regular passenger was stonding
on the renr piatform, in conversation
with the streot car conductor,

“Whatever becawme of Hmith, who
used to rup on this HUne?'he asked the
kuight of the bell cord.

“Oh, he got fired,"”

“That so? What wass the matter?*

“‘His right arm wuas too short, I
think."

“Al, yes, 1 see, Couldn't help the
lndies on and off the car”

“No, It wosn't that so much as he
couldn't reach the register rope, —Mem.-
phis Selmdtar,

To Ontwit Mamnila Ants.

A Washipgion mill hns taken an or-
der from the nlted Biates governmont
for 500000 reet of cedar for use nt Mo
niln. The fdrat government bulldiogs
were bullt of fir, but the white ants
which fnfest that country, ate it with
appareut rellsh, and with so disastrous
effects to the bulldings that cedar wil)
be substituted, it belug elalmed that
ants will not attack cedar. It Is also
vlolmed by some that hemlock I8 ant-
proof. Should this fact be proved, the
question of a market for hemlock has
heen solved. —Miselssippl Valley Luwm.
Iwrign,

Whyt

Nagged Robbins—Iis
writer is our best friend.

Wenry Walker—How's dat?

Ragged Robbins—W'y he's contineral-
Iy givin' us new gags ter work,

Weary Walker—Dat's so. 1 wonder
w'y sech a gifted feller ever left de per-
fesh ter wurk.

tramp-joke

Besidres, 'l_‘;tr Never Spoke of Him,

“Why Is [t you never mention yoap
nmﬁ:tum?'l bell inl b,

“Becaupe eve o letting bygoneg
be bygones."—Chicago Times- Herald




