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may, indeed, be passin
sparkling eyes and golden hair
That charm himn. What's the odds
B be should ever get a hint
That lovely tresses change their tint?
Ak, me, the idol pods!

the merry maiden's fest
wery sioall, divinely sweet,
leather shod.
he'll lavish, goodness knows;
Bet if he saw her tortured toes
The idol thea would nod

him her face is wreathed in smiles—
Misogynists wouaid call them wiles—
There's joy where she has trod:
But then one day he sees her frown,
His airy castles tumble down,
Why does the idol nod?

AR, well for him who comes to think
life has drab as well as pink,
That man is not a god;
ess be’ll only find
as he makes up his mind
idols mlways nod.

A HUSBAND
TAKEN BACK.

The bed stood In the middle of the
oo, |ts foot In the open window. From
far beneath came the pight hum of
Ohicago, but It was quieted by the dis-
tance to 4 mere lullaby. 5o high was
the top of the great hotel that the gar-
fsh bloe-white of 1L+ electric lights,
which so lavishly doited the eity, was
tomed down to a gen:iv luminous haze.

The man oo the beil tossed from slde
e side mneasily, rolled on his back, lay
with his mouath upon ihe pillow. 1u his
right hand be beld crunched u letter
writtes in & wouiun's writing, and as
certala waves of dream crept over him
be rumpled the letter savagely and
mumbled through his clioched teeth
werds of Inarticulate fury. At last his
dream seemed to culmivate, and he
broke Into a paroxysm of coughing,
which awoke him. Hia senses, dim gt
first, drew rapidly to the aler’. His
eyes, o recently glued with sleep, op-
emed quickly wo their fullest stretch.

_His nostrils worked like the nostrils of
a dog on a rrail.

“Smake! Tobacco smoke? 1 don't
think so. It smells to me like the reek
of hurning wood."

His syes were heginning to open
wider., with the unnatural expansion

" of terror. George Carr had been In
America before, and knew what these
thiagafggriended.  Quickly dropping
his feet on to the boards of the floor,
he walked across them, unlocked his
door, and. opening It, looked Into the
passage. He had no douln then as to
whart had ocvurred. Not far below him
was the crisp crackling of flames, and
with it came the cries of badly frighten-
«d women and men.

“My God! rhe himel is on fire,” he ex-
claimed. It is builr of wood from cel-
Jar to roof tree; it is crammed with
people, and 1 am clowe under the shin-
gles on the eleventh floor!”

He ®ent out on the landing in his
night gear as he was, and artempted to
desvend. Columns of gray vapor which
stung the eyes and nostrils rolied up the
shaft of the stairway, and, looking over
the balosters, he saw through the
smoke arms of tawny flame which shot
greedily up toward him. The heat was
terrific: It drove him back to his room
even before the smoke foreed a retreat.
Baked by the continuwed heat of sum-
mer, the great wooden hotel was burn-
fng as though it had been anointed with
tar.

Carr ran back to bis bedroom and
stood In the midst of the floor, trem-
bling like & leaf. He still held o his
#agers the erumpled letter in & woman's
handwriting—his wife’s, but, remember-
ing It, broke out Into new fury. and
tore It Into tiny squares, which flut-
tered llke white butterfiles before the
rising draught.
heartless wretch that she
“If It had not been for

meney and stlll more money, 1 should
Be estching this moming's home boat
frem New York harbor. As It Is, I'm
BeTe burn slowly to death uniesa |
choose to make & quicker ending of it
By jumping cut on to the road 200 feet
) " He gave a flerce snort of »

n “Buicide ls wrong, we are told.

- 3 ff It would be sinful for me to
. ond By miseries quickly, Instead of re-
“saatniag- Al life ix tedlonsly roasted
st of me here. It Is s nice polnr, but
psll got argue it out now. I'm going

Mt my eyes and jump—into eter-

walked steadlly across to the win-

, pist one lég over the sill, and look-

In from & diszy height which no
encRn umll;:oull'd span. Flames
gy beginning to Jet throngh many of
y windows below. In the street two
. fire engines were already st
others were coming up with

at & furious gallop. The black

et of people in the vacant space

#f physically unable to leave his seat
on the ledge.

“Bab! what a coward [ am!™ he cried,
“fearing to leap lnto pecesssry desth
with my face toward It. | suppose 1
bave a8 woman's nerve just now; | muet
bomor myeelf like 8 woman.™

He wrped about breasting the aill
and lowering himself steadily down till
all his body hung down sgsinst the
wooden wall suspended ouly by the |
finger tips. And, then he saw some-
thing which caused such a revulsion of
feeling that he was within an sce of
relaxing his old and being dashed to
rags in the street below.

Graduoally, however, his muscles stif-
fened again, and he drew himself up
and fell faint and trembling on the
board floor of his bedroom. Secrewed
to the jamb of the window was a stout
eyebolt; fastened to this was a long coll
of rope. These things are the ordinary
accompaniment of American hotel hed-
rooms apywhere above the first floor,
and Carr had ween them scores of times
before. 8till feeling sick and dizsy,
Carr garthered himself up from the
floor, and with trembling fingers set
about casring the rope from its coll
The sruff tangled, and In his bhasty
clumsiness he tled It mto bard knota
Time was wasted.

At last, bhowever, the long, snaky
length of rope was nung out of the
window: and gripping it with his hands
and legs, the fugitive marted his de-
scent. He was no practiced climber,
and the rough hemp ate the skin from
his bands as |t passed through them,
but such an inconvenience was oaly
of slight moment. A far greater dan-
ger encompassed him. During his
delay the fire had gained In strength
and flerceness, and torrents of yellow
blaze were pouring from duzens of the
windows.

He had to pass through two of these,
and emerged at each lower end stitied
and blackemsl. But the rope remained,
hanging ke a thin, black suake in the
heart of the licking tongues of fire, get-
ting deeper and deeper charred every
moment. How long would It eontinue
to hold him?

Fully consclous of his new peril, he
let the cord slip past him still more rap-
idly, il it felt as though his hands
were belng cut through to the very
bane by a red-hot saw; and then—Iit |
oroke.

He felt a numbing rosh through the
alr, a jarring thod as o ten thousand
earthquakes. snns shooting before his
eyes—and that was all. Oblivion held
im entirely.

[ ]

Later on the doctor presented the |
patient, over whom thers had been
some controversy, with & paper which |
contalned a lengthy account of the fire, |
and the patient marveled at the inven-
tive powers of (Chicago journalisis,
When, however, he came to the list of |
the killed, about which there conld not
well be any sentimental romancing. he |
put the paper down with a start. For
awhile he Iay still with his eyes on
the cedling. Then Lix glance descended
again and roved round the ward rather
guikily. Finding thal po one wWas no-
ticing him. he once wore pleked up tne
paper. Yes, there it was, In uncom-
promising black and white, describea
with gruesome adjectives and Carr of
Wingford., England. Curiosity made
him search further among the columns,
and he found the method of his death |
described with gruesome adjectives and
startling headlines, This last owned
to belng Imaginative, as It mentioped
that be hud never heen seen alive after
retiring for the night.

Yet It was a bad conjecture of whar |
might have oocurred to s man who was
slowly suffocated o death.

Again the paper futtéered 1o the floor,
and again Carr's eyes sought the cell |
ing. He was thinking very lard in
deed, apd couldn't quite make op hix
mind to something. A course seemed
open before bim, a course which had
some drawbacks, but & multirude of
good polnts. For one tbing. It would
ease him forever of h:e wife, who has
tormented his love Into something akin
to hatred; for another——

The doctor came and broke loto his
reverie.

“fay, friend. 1 want to know your
name, The hotel registers are hurned,
and the papers wish to print a Het of
mirvivors, so that we may tot vp with
More ACCUracy how many poor wretches
are minsing. It's been a sad business,
this, all around: a mighty sad business.
Many deaths, and-——what did yon say
your name waa, sir?”

It was now or pever. The cholce had
to be nade or the chanie missed,

“Carey."

The doctor noted it down on his coff,
“Initials, please?”

“Henry G.”

“Where of?7 You're English, | guess
—isn't that so?"’

“Yen, a Londoner.”

“Thanks. | won't ask you how you
like onr clty, becanws, porhiap, you've
got rather a bad first Impression.  HBut
that'll wear off, sir. You'll llke it be-
fore you've done.” Ty

“1 hope »0.” sald the patient. dream-
lly. "I'm here In America to stay. |
hope T shall get on.”

“Hope so, I'm sure,” sald the doctor,
briskly. “Wish you every kind of
lack.”

An oulenat, ragged, bent and prema-
rurely aged, slopped along beside a high
park wall. The slushy snow of an Eng-
lish apring ebbed and flowed across
the soles of hin burstiug boota; the chill

Pugs of clothes. D'resently the wall gave
plsce to & sunk fence, 234 the tramp
Mappyd

|

gased at bim for a mement o haughty
lmpudence, and them trotisd lnie cov-
ert.

The tramp, with g sigh, started wear-
Iy on his way. “It seems even grander
than | was told of," he murmured to
himself, “Wealth, comfort, bappiness
everywhere. And It might all have
been mime. Every stick and every
shrub left 1o the wife and me between

us, It fell to as by will the day be
fore I—1 died; the day before | was
burned to ashes in we Chicago fire
Fancy the lrony of that! The day be
fore! Why didn't the news reach me?
I'd a flue fund of selfishness about me
then. ‘

“And Loulse was right after all. It
was her doty to urge me to businesa. I |
Was as luxy as the day was long then,
and she told me of It, and 1 hated her
for speaking. ['ve thought sinee over
that letter, and the pain it must have
caused lier to write.

“Eh, well, that's all past and done
with. 1 dled. I was full of concelt in
myself, and thought an American for-
tune was easlly wade, even If it was
sometimes lost with suddenuerss. Pah!
I never reached the Sirst rung of the lad- |
der. I pever rome above laboring with
my bands at unskilled trades, and It
was balng constantly shown me how |
was an indifferent laborer at that,

“No. I've missed it badly, and all
through my own short-sighted fault |
might have had a wife, children and a
stately home. What | do have Is my
share of the queen’s wet highway and
Weary aches to lie down upon. Of my-
self 1 shall pever now be more than|
what 1 am—a broken waster. Hut
there is one thing 1 won't do, and that's
ask belp from her. Khe'd give It If
I sought for it; she'd eall me back as
her husband If she knew me 1o be alive: |
she'd share with me willingly what is,
perhaps, afrer all, legally mine 1o share
But no, I'm blamed If 1 do. Bhe's a |
good woman, and I'm what they call lu
the Biates & mean man. Yes, mighty
mean and down at the heel, not al all
white; but I've made my bed, and |
won't remaks ft even If I have the
chanee, Things are unoomfortable,
but 1 guess they won't drag out much
longer.”

He aut heavily down on the wet Wiy
side turf, his legs dangling over the
ditch. “Ten years; ten terrors for nie |
Ten years of her thinking herself a
widow. Bhe's had the chance to marry
agnin; 1 beard all abowm It Laslie
askedd ber, the only man 1 was jealons
of before 1 won her for myself. |
Ikes Db § Koow; she always dld! and
for him she's the only woman i the
world. But she woulidpn't mnrey
for all that, thongh he
given her love, title, more wealth, yes
everything a woman conhd wan!

A cranching notse mmile the tramp
mirn his glnnee, A smart carriage with
t palr of ponies was coming up round a
rn of the west o, A woman was
driving; a man in lvery sat hbehind
The tramp gazed for a minuie with
starting eyes, then turned away and,
with bowed head, faced the ditch. “Oh,
my God,” he murmured, and clinched
his hands till the nails drew blood |

The nolse of the wheels reaxed. and
there was the sound of ruatling skirts. |
The tramp also noticed the faint sinell |
of sealskin, it he kept his back reso- |
lutely Immovable.

“eorge.”

The tramp did not stir
Land was placed ou his wet shounlder. |

“Gearge. look up. 1 know It is }'ull."|

“Woaomman, go awar., You are mukim:!
o tnlstake ™

“Lawik e 11 the Tace and repeat that |

“1—1 will noi. | ean’t.” |

Kl slippes] down o 8 seat beside him
on the sodden turf, snd the groom aii
the ponles” heads felt his Jaw drop |

it

vonthd hinve

A trembling

U down through wander

“(ph, Jouise, why can’'t you pass e
by? | only vae for & peep. [ didnt |
Intend you 1o see meGod knows ||
didu't, 1t's all yours now, and Il fot |
take o fraction away from you. | have
chosen my path lke the meoundrel that !
1 was, and I muost Keep along if It |
len’t A1 that | whould turn back now,”™

“Yei you must stay. pow that | have

| found you.”

“1 tell you 1 capnoi. You woeuld pot
aak me if you knew whai | have besn,
how vilely I have sinned against you.
Don’t shiake your head: It ix true. If
you won't credit that, listen,”

Bhe threw her arms around his shoul-
ders, presaing him fiercely to her hireaat.

“Dear,” she sald, “yom have mome
bark 1o me. I know that; [ do not want
to know any more.”

The tramp tried to pluck himaelf from
the embrace without avall. Then he
Iny against her furs and shinddered. bint
made no wore rexintance,

Louise C'arr had taken back her hus
and.—Black and White.

The Obetacle Overcome.

They are telling the story In London
that the lmpossible American in Paris
slighted st & bhotel to find It absolutely
full. *“I bhave pothing.” expostnlated
the howt, almost tenrfully, “nothing.
The rirst floor is taken by the King of
the Ostenders: the Queen of Monte-
garia ocvuples the secomd; the Duke of
Cottonoplis is sharing the third ficor
with the Caliph of Pori Haid: and the
Crown Prince of Nova Esperanza |s
sleeping on the billard table. As for
mywelf, I have to make up a bed Ia the
offfee, and there only remsine the
chamber of my daunghter. Of course
" “in thet your daughter? joter-
rupted the American, pointlug to the
soung lady st the desk. “Yes, #ir.”
“All right: I'll marry her after lunch.”
And, giving bis ralise to the specchlens
Boniface, bhe added, “Now, you can
take my laggage up to our reom."

0 ' u ‘.‘i '4.'”
Camels are perhaps the only animais
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WIDOW ¢ MUGGINS'

OO

EHITABEL MUGGINS, wid
M ow of Jethro Muggins, of Cod

fish Haven, was violently op
posed 1o the very idea of her danphts
marrying the red-faced, long legged son
of Thomas JeMerson Biggs: first. be-
cause sbhe wanted to see her Angeline
the wife of a rich nfan, and, secondly,
because Thowas Jefferson, Jr., was not
& rich man.

As an offset 1o this violent opposition |

on the part of the Window Muggins,
Thomas Jefferson Biggs wias ready at
any moment to bless the unlon of the
two loving hearts of Angdine and
Thomas Jeffermon, Jr., and Aungeline
and Thomas Jefferson, Jr., were
ready one in their hearty harmony with
the views of Thomas Jefferson Blggs

Thus do we find odds of three to one
agalnst the Widow Muggine

“The very ldee, Angeline.” the Wid-
ow Muggineg was saying, as ahe washid
the dishes which Angeline wiped, “the
very ldee of your marrylng Thomus
Jefferson, Jr., In prepostrous. Why,

you ain't got a thing In the world to go |

on but a few clo's and a good constitu-
tion, and Thomas Jefferson, Jr., aln’t
much better off.”

“Thomas Jefferson, Jr's, father owns
the farm they live on, and It will eomne
to him some day, mother,” ventured
the rosy-cherked Angeline,

“And so do 1 own the furm we live
on,” sald the Widow Muggins, with an
alr of aggresslve pride: “and it will
come to you some day; but what have
you both got to go on now? Nothlug
under the blue canopy, and If you get
married you'll nve to go to the poor
house or the orphan asylnm, or, more
like, to the lunatic asylum.”

“Couldn’t we marry acd wait, moth-

er?
“Watt! Walt, for what? Whait till
me and Thomas Jefferson Biggs dles?
No, you can't. Whe'd support you
while you walted 7

“l ean work, mother, and so can

: Thomas Jefferson, Jrv.”

“] we vou working. You enn work
In my house, sud Thomas Jefferson, Jr.,
can work on his father s farm: but do
vou think 1 want to tuke u son-in-law to
ralse and do you think 'm golng ta let

“Iyou go over there arfd slave your life

ont for them Blggees! Indeed, I'm not,
and If you get married at all, Angeline,
with my cousent, you'll marry a man
that Is able to mupport you and me,
too, If | tuke a notlon that I want to
live with you.”

“Maybe he wouldn't want you to live
with us, wother,” sald Angeline, hesl-
atingly.

“Wouldn't? sniffed the widow.
“Well, I'd show him very soon whether
he wanted me or not.”

“Thomas Jefferson, Jr., likes you,
mwother," lusinuated Angeline,

“And Thomas Jeffermon, Jr. would
like to live In my house. If he likes
me »o well, why doesn’'t he have a
house where I might go If 1 wanted
to?

“He will bave, some duy, wother."”

“Yen, and I'll be lu my grave by that
time.”

“()h, no, you won't," conned Angeline,

“Don't get to pmlaverin® now,”
snapped the Widow Muggins. “You
van’t wheedle we fnto givin' my consent
to your marrying Thomas Jefferson,
Jr. now, henceforth or forever. My
mind's made up and will siny made
up.”

Angeline might have argued further,
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a saucer down on the table and broke
it in two. *“He did, did he? Well, you
can go back and tell him that when |
aln't able w sttend to my own business
I’ll hire him as a haod to do the rough
work. And you might as well tell him
at the same time that If be thinks you
are golug to marry Aongellne, you are
very moch mistaken'

“Why can't I marry her? asked
Thomas Jefferson, Jr., with more cour-
age than he thought he had.

The Widow Mugging looked hlm all
| over very slowly, very critically, very
conteruptoously, and with ber nose
turned up,

“You're a pretty looking thing to
talk about marrying, aln’t you?' she
asked. “You are just llke Angeline,
All you've got Is clo's and a constitu-
| tlon and po place to put "em.  You
! haven't got enough to pay for the ll-
eenne.”

“But pap has"” argued Thomas Jef-
ferson, Jr,

“And so have 1,” anserted the widow,
with the same old aggressive pride, for
to her comparisons were odlons, “but
| that's oo sign you are going to get it
I won't have you In my house and 2

“I'l take Angeline home 1o pap's |

house,” interrupted Thowmas JefMerson.
Jr.

“No yon won't, elther. | won't have
my dauvghter nlaving her life out for
you und your pap, as you eall him."”

Over by the gate throngh which

Thomas Jefferson, Jr., bad come stonl |

Angeline In & cool, white muslin and
pink ribbons, as sweet as an apple blos
som. Bhe had arrayed herself and come
out of the house by another door, and
Thomas Jefferson, Jr, was to take her
to & picnle down In the Haven woods
“Good morning, ma'am,” said Thomas
Jefferson, Jr., when he saw her, and
the abruptness of his parting almaost
made the cold ehills run down the back
of the Widow Muggins, for she had
done what she could to avert this ple-
| nle In & ladylike way, Her efforts had
proven all In valn, and as the two
walked away she almost pawed the
floor in her disappolntment and nnger,
and there Is no telling what would
have happened before the day had tin-
Ished If a vent to her surclinrged feel
Ings kad not been sent to her by o kind
Providenee. It eame about 3 o'clock
in the nfternoon in thie comfortable per-
son of Thomas JefMerson Biggs.
Thomas Jefferson Blggn. as may he
Inferred from the use of the waril
“eomfortable” In deseribing him, was
Just the sort of a person that sort of
an adjective would describe. e was
comfortable; he had s comfortable
farm, a comfortable house, & comfort-
able gig, A comfortable old horse to pull
. a comfortable appetite, a comforta-
ble digestion A comfortable consclenes,
a comfortble temper, and, unlike Wid-
ow Muggins, his life-long nelghbor and
friend, he had a comfortable time, for
he took things as-they came and gave
them up as they went. He was a wid-
ower with no one to look after exvept

but all at once she glanced out of the |

door, dropped the teacup she was pol- |

ishing, and, with a sinal] scream, darted
out of the kitehen luto the house, It
was Thomae Jefferson, Jr., within a

Il‘lnu-u fert of the open door, and An-

gelne wouldn't bave had bim wee her
looking such wight for anything in the
world

Mebltabe! Muggius looked hurriedly
toward the door through which Ao-
gvline had vanished, and then toward
the one which Thomas JefMerson, Jr,
wan kppromehlng

“Oh, s you, Is U7 she waid, n a
fone of welcome that Thomas JoeMerson,
Jr.. wis sccnstomed 10,

“Yes'm,” be responded,  meckly,
“How do you do? Where's Angeline?”

“That's more than | know. Rhe went
out of here without telling me where
she was golng.”’

Thomas Jefferson, Jr., stood In the
kitehen door without the slightest ex-
pectation of belng lovited to come any
farther,

“I'd llke to see Angeline If I could,”
Lestinted Thomas Jefferson, Jr.

“DNdo't 1 say I didn't know where
wlie war?"

“l guess that don’'t make any great
difference In my lking 10 see  her;
would you think it did¥ sald Thomas
Jefferson, Jr. stombling awkwardly
over the words

*“1 was talking about you just hefore
you cotne up” remarked the widow,
veering from the subjeet in hand to a
slight extent,

“I hope you wnas saying something
good, ma'am.”

“I was saying the best thing [ could,
wlileh wuan't saying that you could
marry Angeline.”

“Pap mald be hoped T wonld marry
her,” sald Thomas Jeflerson, Jr., throw-
ing the burden cn his father's shoul-
ders.

“I'd like to know what you pap's got
to do with it? excialmed the widow,
“Is he running my family now?" she
added, with intense iroay,

“No'm,”" replied Thomas Jefersonm,

; “but be sald be

ny
{ or, 1rs you, s gt

b son, Thomas Jelferson, Jr., and he
felt thut he had ample cuuse 1o be satls-
fAesd amdd thankfml,

The Widow Muggins kat on the stoop
aw b gapproached, but he did not notles
the fire in her eye, and the red ring
aroind her nose.

“tioodd  day,  Mebhitabel”
cheerily, as he came up,

“It's any thiug but n god day 1o me,”
she replied, like n great dump of gray
sky Into a heaven full of blue.

“My, my, what's the matter? You
and [ ought to be the happlest people
In the world."”

“Bpeak for yourself, Thomas Jeffor-
son Biggs.” she mald, with an effort to
maintaln her good manoern,

“Tut, tut,” laughed Thomas Jeffer-
son. “Yon need a tonle, Mehitabel
I'il ®onud Thomas Jefferson, Jr., over
with some that 1 have just had made
by the herh doctor. It's gunrnnteed to
make the wun shine on the cloudiest
day of the year,™

“Well, don’t send It by that boy
Thomas Jefferson, Jr.,” she anapped.

“Why, Mehitabel, what s the mat.
ter with Thomas Jefferson, Jr. 7"

“You know well enough, Thomas
Jefferson,” she half whimpered, and
then whe became strong and went on.
“And right here 1 want 1o tell you,
Thomas Jeffernon Biggs, that that
Thomas Jefferson, Jr,, of Yours shall
pever mArry my Angeline. [ have
something higher for her, and [ will
never consent to her marrying agahst
m’ '“I-”

Mebitabel Muggios was tangling up
her langusge, nod Thomas Jefferson

e wald,

they are golng to do to make a living®,

“Work, Mehitabel,” suggested Thom-
as Jefferson Biggs. 1

“Where'll they work?" she retorted
*] wom't take no son-in-law to ralea,
and Angeline sha'no't go to your bouse
to slave her life out for the Bigggeen®

“We might rent & small place for
them, or buy It and »&t them up com-
fortably,” said Thomas Jefferson Biggs.

“Then I'd like to know what's to be-
come of me,” wlmost sobbed Mehitabel
Mugging. *1I'm sure | can’t live all by
myself and let wmy only child go out In
the world without my help and advice™

The widow was actually sobbing now,
and Thomas Jefferson BRiggs pulled a
big red silk handkerchief out of his
pocket and stuck his nose Into It sym-
pathetically.

“And think of me, Mebitabel™ be
sald. “I, too, will be all alone, with
my only child gone out Into the world
without my help and advice.”

“]1 don’t know what's golng to hap-
pen,” sobbed the widow, without any
particular aproposness to anything.

Thomas Jefferson Blggs laughed and
lnughed so heartily thut the widow
loked at him In amazement through ber
tesrs.

“1f 1 tell you bow to arrange it all, so
that Angeline and Thomas Jefferson,
Jr., will bave a bome of their own, you
will have a home of your own, and [

“Qo0D-DAY, MERITABEL," HE AAID,

will have u home of my own, and nene
of us will have to live slone, will you
be watisfled 7' he asked her,

“Indeed, Thomas Jefferson, I would,"
she sald, after the manner of belpless
women when rellef s promised.

“Well, then, let Thomas Jefferson,
Jr., move loto your—""

“Didn't I tell you I wouldn't take any
son-in-law to ralse?’ and she became
nggressive agaln.

“Well, then, let Angeline ecome te
my—"

“IMdn't I tell you Angeline abouldn't
slave her life—"

Thomas Jefferson Bligge langbed
again, lnterrupting her.

"Very well, madam,” said Thomas
Jefferson Blggs, with great  dignity,
“there Is but one conrse to pursue, You
must come to my house and take—"

“Wha—wha—what do—." the Wid-
ow Muggins began to splutter,

“Charge of me,” continued Thomas
Jefferson Blgen, “and let the children
take your house and furm. Then yeu
won't have any son-in-law, and I wen't
have any daughter-in-law, bot will all
he one family, with Mr. and Mra. Them-
an Jeffernon Bigge (n charge of every
thing and Mr, and Mrs. Thomas Jef-
ferson, Jr., aa tepanta”

Then Thomas Jefferson Biggs slooped
down and kissed Mehltabel Muggine
with & loud explosion, and as strange
as It may seem to those who expeeted
something more of & temper such as
Mehltabel Muggins' she actually put
her head down on the shoulder of
Thomas Jeffernon Blgge and felt com:
fortable for the first e xince the de.
parture of the late lamented Jethre
Muggins, of Codfish Haven.—Washing.
lon Star,

Whiskers Under the Vest.

“Are beards lucrative, or, In viles
wards, can wne miake any money by
wedaring them long ¥ mald & young mmn
about town. “Upon the first thought
and perhaps even after one has evolved
the question carefully in hiin mind, be
wild reply no. But they are wrong,
as the following case of an old artiet
will show, By ‘old nrtist’ is not meant
u geplim ke Harve!, Angelo or wen of
that cluss, but & painter who, besides
belng mntedd for hls soperior work Iu
portruits, is consplevous for the quan-
tity of halr which sprouts frow his chdu,
Thin gentlemnan, H is suid, has wou
many a wager on his beard, which {s of
such length that he s compelied 1o wear
ftunderneath his vest. Noone ever sees
the himmute growth, except when he
exhibits it to settle 8 bet. To sa(er
into & saloon and get info conversation
with some of the customers there has
become a oty with blm, for in dolng
80 he has an object. He frequenty
gets a drink in consequence of betting
with some other fellow who has a fatrly
long beard ax (¢ Whowe Is the longest,
and it Is seldom that be loses & wager
of this kind, for his whiskers extend w0
the bottom of his walstcoat.” - "hjladel.
phia Call, >

Bingular Loss of Memory.

A curlous instance of sudden loss of
memmaory In reported from Brighton, En-
gland. While sitting on the sea fromt
8 woman felt something break In her
bead. Bhe thereupon became unable
to tell her pame, address, or anything
connected with Ler past life. Bhe is
at present 1o the Brighton workhouse,
her continual cry being: “Ohb, shall 1
get my memory agailn? Her clothing
does pot contaln a single mark i
tin]l whereby she might be hlﬂ

A Bevere Criticlam.

Probably no two artists ever
cised each other more severely than ¢
Fusell and Northcote, yet they remain-
ed fast friends. At ove time Fuosell was
looking at Northoute's palmting of the
angel meellng Balaam and nao,
“How do you like it?" ssked Merth-
cote, after & loug sllemow. ~Northools,”

wmr&,
angel at a0 am, but an s ot
The man 3




