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CHAPTER IX.—(Continued.)

“Is anything the matter?" she ask-
ed, glancing anxiously in the direc-
tion of her-aunt.

“Nothing whatever,"was the hrusque
reply; “it is merely a shawl which
Lady Howard wished for. Bat yon
did not hear her call, I suppose;, you
were too mach taken up with that
fellow Brown."

Evelyn raised her
gave himm a swift utterly
lonk,

“It Is strange what yon see in that
man,” he went on, folding his arms;
“and, whilst you persistently avoid my
soclety, vou-seem everlastingly rcady
to en‘er into conversation with Lim.
It is not fancy, Miss Luttrell—it is
perfectly true. Three times to-day
have | attempted to speak to you;
three times have you made gome trif-
ling excuse and turned to leave me.”

“And why have 1, exclaimed Eve-
Iyn, her eyes flashing fire—"why? Sim-
ply because you persist in discussing
the most ridiculous of subjects!”

“I have certainly made half a dozen
attempts during the last few days to
tell you that I love you, to ask you

eychrows, and
disdalvtul

to be my wife; but perhaps that is a |

tople of conversation which you care
to discuss only with your friend
Brown, since you appear to find him
80 very Iinteresting.”

.‘.‘pr rather perhaps it is that, whilst |
you talk such utter nonsense, he talks |

sense!” was the cutting reply.

“You call a declaration of love, a
proposal of marrlage, nonsense, then.”

“Yes; I call anything nonsense that
is Bo contrary to all reason,” return-
ed Bvelyn, her volce trembling. “And,
gsince you know how much I hate ft,
I wonder you pester me as you do."”

“Oh, very well! If that is the case,
I will not attempt to renew the sub-
ject again—in that way, at any rate;
my attentions shall annoy you no long-
er, and——"

“Thank you,” interrupted Evelyn in
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AGAIN EVELYN

low angry tones—"that is all 1 care
about;" and, without another word or
look, she turned to the open window

and disappeared, leaving Falkland with |
lips set in angry |
determination gazing drearily Into va- .

ruffled brows and

cancy.
CHAPTER X,

It was certainly true. Miss Luttrell
had not been mistaken In declaring
that the forged check was not one of
those which she had lost some months
before; and a careful Investigation
quickly revealed the fact that the
rheck In guestion had been dexterous-
Iy extracted from the book In such a
manner as to leave no blank coun-
terfoll to raise the suspicions of its
owner,

“It I8 clear that the forgery has
been eoffected quite recently, and, no
doubt, durlng our stay here” declar
sl Lady Howard, looking towards Eve
lyn and Mr. Falkland for confirma
tion of her words, the latter having,
jeapite her nilece’'s protestations
salled in for consultation upon
welghty matter. “"HBut the thing
who ean have done It* There are
half a dosen men in the hotel who may
be really professional forgers for all
we kmow;, but | do not suppose that
sne of them oven knows Fvelyn's
Christian name, much less her signa
ture.™

“1 bag your pardon

Iween
thn
I8

lady Howard

vou forgot the visitors' hook g
geated Falkland promptly

“The visllors' book” Abh yes - her
saime s there, cortainly' But  who

sontld be sure It was her writing® Wha
woulld dare 1o forge & check with such
doubtiul sasistance” And, pow that
{ think of 0" Lady Howard tapped
her gold-rimmed fan aguinst her fore
head "1 fangy | mysell was the one
o wrile T Bames
bor, Rvelynt”

“Tou, | "smember gquite well.  You

Can yoll remem- |

| did write them, I know” answered
Evelyn, with a vindictive little nod
towards Gilbert Falkland,

“Oh. indeed! DBut, even if that is
s0, there are twenty other ways in
which a clever forger could get hold
| of your signature. You have not writ-
ten to anybody staying in the hotel,
I suppose, Miss Luttrell?”
“Written Lo anybody? No
not!"

“Nor lent any books in which
pame is ingcribed?”

“No,"” retmined Evelyn, with
same deeigsion, 1 have not lent
thing.”

“Then, as far as your recoilec-
tion goes, you can give vs no clue te
[ the mystery? You have no remem-
| branee, for instance, of writing n let-
[ ter and tearing it up, or of signing
I sour name in any chance way which
conld possibly be turned against vou?”

Again Evelyn answered “No," bul
| this time there was less assurance in
per tones,  Standing with ber arms
| folded on the back of her aunt's chair,
she had started slightly at Walkland's
auestion, and now, as she raised her
head, a strangely perplexed look came
studdenly into her eyes,

“I-—=1 cannot remember
ghe added hurriedly.

“Not anything at all?" persisted
iFalkland suspiciously, quick to notice
ber evident hesitation.

“No"—abruptly—"nothing.”

“Well, the only thing is to take
care of that check,” observed Falkland,
watching her narrowly, “"You see, it
I5 really all that we have to go upon.
If you would give it to me, though, 1
might be able to do something for
you in the matter.”

“Thank you, but I shall have no
need to trouble you. I"—the words
were spoken in the same hesitating,

-certain-
{ Iy
yYOur

the
nny-

anythiag”

almost faltering tones have giver
| it to Major Brown.”

| “You have glven it to Major |
Brown?"

| aat

| safe as if he had

the dusky lawn! A momeut before a
horrible fear had possessed her, a fear
which had sent all the blood cours-

ing wildly through her velns; and
then— Oh, Impossible! Major Brown
a forger! It was impossible! Mr.
Falkland always had disliked him.
From the very first he had been

prejudiced about him, and had done
his utmost to make both Lady How-
ard and herself share in his susplc-
lons,

It was too terrible! In that one
moment it seemed as though she lived
through all the past fortnight again.
One after another the various events
of the well remembered days passed
in rapid successlon through her mind,
whilst above all, as a climax, a ecrown-
ing point to the whole, a certain af-
ternoon, scarcely thirty-six hours be-
fore, stood out clear and deflned from
the confuslon of the various occur-
rences. Every syllable which had been
spoken, every subject which had been
broached, came back to her as vividly
as though once more she was sitting
in the forsaken library, pen in hand,
with Major Brown standing attentive-
1v by her side.

Oh, why had she been so dense, so
blind as to see neither through his
evident manoeuvers nor the strange yet
palpable eagerness of his manner? If
nothing else had roused her suspicions,
#he*ought at least to have realized
that Major Brown was not at all the
kind of man to waste his energies up-
on a simple birthday book. A birthday
hook! How could she have allowed
hergelf to be so easily taken in? She
had certainly expressed some astonkh-
ment upon the occasion—she was un-
doubtedly somewhat dublous at first—
but how quickly he had overruled her!
Without appearing the least perturb-
ed, he had explained away everything
-ves, everything! He had even been
able to find an excuse for the blank-
ness of the pages, and she had act-
ually believed him, had believed the
whole of his fabrications, though in
reality that horrible book had been
purchased simply as a means for secur-
ing her gignature!

“You hear what Mr.
saying, Kve?"

How far her thoughts had carried
her, or how long she had been stand-
ing with her hands clasped tightly to-
gether, gazing out straight before her
nt the shadows growing deeper and
deeper, Bvelyn had no idea,

Did she hear what Mr. Falkland was
saying? No, she had not heard a

Falkland is

| word, and, what was more, she was

titterly indifferent as to what it might
be: yet it was with a gesture sugges-
tive rather of acquiescence that she
down on the low bamboo chair
and waited resignedly for anything
further that had to come,

“You see, Miss Luttrell”"—it was
I"alkland himself who claimed her at-
tention this time—"we can do nothing
without the check; we have no proofs
whatever as to the forgery. Brown is
never put pen to
paper at all.”

“Is he?"' observed Evelyn calmly.
IHis words seemed to imbue her with
a2 sense of strange undefinable relief.
“Ah, yes—I suppose that would have
been the only evidence against him!
Hut of course it does not matter. It
i#z really not of much importance,” she
added in a voice particularly free from
any suspicion of regret.
“It does not matter!

Why, Miss

| Luttrell, I have just been pointing ont

to you the greatest importance of this

ANSWERED “NO'™

Had a thunderboit fallen at IPalk-
lind’s feet, greater dismay could not
have b2en depicted on his  counte-
nance.

“"Yes; bhe suggested it ought to be
put in the hands of an expert at
once; and so he is taking it up to
]l..nndon in the morning,” she added, |
|RI\'|n|{ the necessary explanation am‘!
tersely as possible, and then tnrnrm{l'
awny quickly, as though she um]nli
not trust herself to utter another syl
lable, |

“He I8 taking it! Great heavens.
Miss Luttrell, you cannot mean it
Surely you huve never been so foolish

ag to allow such a thing?" gaspwl
Falkland, starting forward, his face
vid, an expression of absolute in
credulity In hix eves

A faint nod- a very different Ol
from that with which she had favorea
him a moment befoare  wa Fvelyn
utily reply

“Oh, Miss Luttrell, this is WO e
than maduess’ Falkland passed his
hand acrvoss hils forehead with P RN

ture of despalr of dazed lndescribable |

bewilderment N ot Instinet, yous
OWnR  common L [T te a1l Lhe
truth? H nothing «lse. the Very
fact of his anxiety o ses uwre  Lhat
check should have aroused your sllm
pielons You migh ha K ihve e
whose handiwork it (s

“"Uuessed * epeated |l Howarid
Good gracions, My FPelkland  vou s
DOt mean Lo say tha d N
A viue o thi Wit 4

Yeu lady Muwa
Bave & Iriwinphant i e L Y g1
Eselyn iy o "
focided empiia s \ ' M
| TS 1 Al® an " hal « N " (1
i the Turgei

That felluow Mroawn "o

Falkland's vk tidedd pile Ty
milea away o' haw the watids 1eve

beratesd In K
cloar distin. t nes

Rl s fage with wh

e o
' ‘N

| Hritmin

affaly, and have been saying how eas-

| ily the whole thing can be managed!

But no time must be logt. You ought
to ask the Major for the check this
evening without fatl.”

(To be continued.)

The Census of Germany,

The Times publishes a careful analy-
sis of the (';vr'm'an census, taken on
June 14, 1895, from which it appears
that the population amounted on that
day to 51,770,000, of whom 24,400,000

| were males and 26,360,000 females, the

excess of females Lbeing, therefore,
nearly a million. This population in-
creases at the rate of a little more than
# million a year, for which new means
of maintenance, education and housing
must he provided. The rush is, of
course, to the towns, the general urban
population having increased since 1332
by 36 per cent, while the population of
towns with more than 100,000 persons
had more than doubled. Of the total,
8,292,000 are occupied in ag-iculture,
RAS1L000 in Industry, 2,235,000 in trade,
T,000 in the profesgions, 631,000 s
soldiers or sallors, amd 1.399.000 nas
wrvants, The proportion of servants
is the lowest in the census-taking
world, not half the proportion in Great
Fhe Catholies are abont al
third of the population, while of the
who!e commercial class 5.71 cent
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through -t-he silent air, to echo round ' CISSY'S BUSINESS VEN-

TURE.

The tall young man at the desk by
the hig window looked up with a start,
There was something strangely fa-
miliar about the little fijgure in the
doorway, He arose hurriedly from his
chair,

“Why, it's Cissy,” he cried, and
stepped forward. The child's figure
swayed toward him and he caught it In
his arms,

“George Henderson,” a tired little
voice panted, “why don’t you live up
to heaven and be done with it?"”

“What is it, Cissy?" cried the young
man, as he placed the child in the great
padded chair in the corner and un-
loosened her big hat and anxiously
looked ber over.

“It's these eight flghts o' stairs,
George,” the faint voice panted, “But
I'm all right. Just gimme time to get
my breath.”

“Gracicas, Clssy, did you walk up?”
The tired head weakly nodded,

She was a slender girl of perhaps
a dozen years, Her features were prom-
Inent, her eyes keen, her chin aggres-
silve. Her light halr was brushed
tightly back from her face, and this
emphasized the sharpness of her fea-
tures and her look, She was very
neatly dressed, and under one arm
carried two handsomely bound books.

“Why in the world didn't you take
the elevator, Clssy?”

Her breath was coming back now,
and she smiled up at the young man
and lifted one eyebrow in a whimsical
way.

“I'll tell you, George,” she answered,
“I went into the vestybool, way down
by the sidewalk, you know, and [ was
just goin' to step into the elevator
when the fresh kid in brass buttons
that runs it pointed to a slgn on the
wall, While I was readin’ it he runned
the elevator up. You know the sign.
It's the one that says, ‘No book
agents, peddlers, nor dogs allowed in
this building.” I read it and walked
up.”

“But 1 don't see—" began the puz-
zled young man,

“George Henderson,” cried the girl,
“don't you look at me as If you
thought I took myself for a dog! I'm
a book agent.”

“A book agent, Cissy Jayne?”

“Yes, a book agent, Georgle Hender-
son; is there anything the matter with
my being a book agent?"”

“Certainly not,” laughed the young
man, “It's an ancient and honorable
profession, even if a rude and unap-

SHE AIN'T BEEN HAPPY A MIN-
UTE SINCE YOU QUARRELED,
preciative janitor does classify it with
peddlers and dogs. But how did you
happen to adopt it?"

The girl scowled at him.

“See here, Georgie Porgle,” she
snapped, “don't you give me any of
your Harvard talk., Kindergarten
words is good enough for me. I'm a
hook agent 'cause dad put it in my
head. At the table yesterday he got
mad at me and said I had brass enough
for a book agent, ‘Do you think I'd
make a good book agent, dad?" says I.
It’s just what you're fitted for, he
growled, And so this noon I picked two
books of mine from the big bookcase
and started out.”

“See here, Cissy Jayne,” cried the
young man, “you don't mean to say
that you came all the way downtown
alone? How did you de it?"

“With a nickel and a transfer,” glg-
led the child.

“And your father, and-—and Miss
Ethel don’'t know where you are?”

“No, they don't.”

“I'll telephone to them at once,” sald
the young man, as he turned toward
the 'phone,

“Don't you do it,” erled the ¢hild.
‘Papa Jayne is downtown at his office
and of course hasn't missedq me, and
Sister Ethel 1s out to luncheon with
Mame Oliver and she won't miss me
untll she comes back. An' now let me
ask your ‘tention to these nice books,
They are very cholee,
Women,' by the author of *Little Men,'
an’ the other s ‘Little Men' by
the same author, They are nice
moral books, There are pitchoors in
them. Lemme put down your name
for both."”

“Good," criegd George Henderson,
“wery good. Your father was quite
right You bave found your profes-

Haven alorded For many vears | Slon and you are aure to rise in It."
Mr Mitehell has lived there, indulging “Haven't |1 already come up elght
n his love for nature and agriculture, | Stories” laughed the child, Then she
| d an ldeal place I e house ja cov qulckly added "I you take Lthe
ered by English vy, and evergreen books ™
Fees surronmndg it he Reld wre level “l have s many bouks now "
L] M Al e alale Wi ave heen \ l.“‘h'd 'h“ young man
with neathess apid a " ‘You'd better take them.™ sald the
e huouse on farm s it trom | hild; “l've got samething to say lo
o . - b leids and you about Bister Ethel
’ sy & te aver §1.000. Mc Miteh- | The young man started
San o2 - g W the | T tell you what 1l do, Clasy,” he
. . " tond of sald, “I'H take them on approval ™
What's that?
walking and thinks (0 it he owes b8 | "o that 'l take them and
f o when young e wa I he had
ook them over replied the jyoung
TLEET VI LT P w e 11 he . -
man, “and if | ke them '] kesp (hem
MRGRS SN Kurape. walking 0 | and pay you for them. If | don't Mke
SIS & WhEEhe alute. e sutoegp Lthem 1'1 return them 1o you
fully staved off the disoase. but BAs | vy tat straight, George ™
'L TTRER L ‘ U INT i

One Is "Little |

“Certainly, Besldes, Cissy, you know
the elevator boy can't keep you out if
you haven't the books with you." ¥

“All right, George. I'll trust you.

“And now, Cissy, what have you to
say to me about Ethel?”

But the child had perched herself on
the broad window sill, looking down
on the public square, and was softly
humming. “Hullo, My Baby.” She pald
no attention to George's inquiry.
George looked at her curfously,

“Cissy,” he said, “how would you
like a heaping plate of ice cream?”

The child nodded, but did not cease
her tune, George smiled and glanced
at his wateh,

*(issy,” he sald, “what do you say
to getting the heaping plate of lIce
cream and then going over to the ma-
tinee of ‘Jack and the Beanstock? "

Cissy looked around qulckly.

“Honest?" she cried, George nod-
ded. S8he sprang from the window sill,
“You're a darling,” she murmured,
and snatched up her hat.

“Plenty of time,” said George, “You
were going to tell me something, you
know."

“Yes,"” assented Cigsy, “I1 know, It's
about Ethel.”
“It's about Ethel,” softly repeated

George,

“Well,” said Cissy, “she ain’t been
happy a minute since you quarreled
with her.”

“I didn't quarrel with her,” protested
George,

“Well, I heard some of it," fald
Cissy, “and even if Ethel is my slster
I don't think you ought to put all the
blame on her., 8She felt awful bad
about it, 1 slept with her that night,
‘cause Aunt Laura came to see us, and
I heard her crying. An’ yesterday—
well, you know there's a basket of
photographs on the piano, and ma ex-
pects me to keep the piano dusted, an’
sometimes | forget it, and ] sneaked
in the parlor and there was Ethel look-
ing at your photograph, an’ when she
saw me she shoved it in the pile and
walked away, an’ I looked on the top
of the plano an’ there was four big tear
drops in the dust. Say, what was It
youn quarreled about—Annie Pleasant-
on?"

“I belleve her name was mentioned,”
sald George, '"Somebody told Ethel
that they saw you and Annie riding to-
gether in the park, didn't they?"

“I believe so0,"” admitted George.

“Yes,"” sald Cissy calmly, “that was
me,”

“You told her that?” cried George.

“Yes," sald Clssy, sweetly, "I told
her. She wouldn’t let me wear her
second best hat.”

George looked black for a moment,

then his face cleared, He turned
abruptly and stepped to the ‘phone,

“E. 7301 L.,” he called,

“Knows it by heart,”” murmured
Clsey.

“Is Miss Ethel there?" inquired
George., “Yes, | wigh to speak to her.”

“George,” cried Cissy, ‘don’t you for-
get that the girl at the exchange is lis-
tenin' to every word you say.”

“Is that you, Ethel?"' Iinquired
George at the 'phone, “Yes, it's George,
I wanted to tell you that Cissy is here
with me.————Yes, she's all right, and
1 hope you didn't worry much,———
Yes. She came on business, She had
a little confession to make."”

“George Henderson!" eried Cissy.

“I will explain it all to you when I
come up, Yes, I'm coming to dinner if
you will let me, Cissy is going with
me to a matinee and then we’ll come
up together, What's that? Cissy isn't
dressed to go anywhere? Why, I fancy
she's got on her best clothes.”

“Much you know about it,” snorted
Clssy.

“Anyway, she is looking charming.”

“Ring oft!” cried Cissy.

“I—I think that's all until we meet
—good-by," and George reluctantly
rang off.

“1f 1 hadn't been here,” sald Cissy,
“you'd have most likely melted that
wire.”

“All ready?” queried the
George as he took up his hat.

“All ready,” said Cissy, with great
alacrity. “And my stock—the books,
you know?"

“I'll take care of them,” said George,

“Two more excuses for coming up,”
giggled Clssy,

“Come along,” cried George.—W, R.
Rose in Cleveland Plain Dealer,

smiling

With Tmprovements.

From the Wasnhington Post: A dele-
gation of representative cltizens of
Washington called at the white house
one day last week, as many delegations
do, to lay before the president the mer-
its and clalms of a certain aspirant for
office, and to urge upon the chief exec-
utive the desirability of his appoint-
ment. As the several gentlemen in the
| party were introduced, the president
| greeted them cordially, and had some-
{ thing pleasant to say to all, Some of
them he had met before and remem-
bered, while others were strangers to
| him. Several in the line had been pre-
sented, when a certain merchant, well
known and highly esteemed, was
reached. The president immediately
recognized him, and sald, as he grasped

his hand warmly “Yes, | remember
| you very distinetiy, Mr. X. 1 recall
| when | was a member of congress |

| purchased a number of sults of cloth-

ing at your establishment, And | also
recollect,” continued the president,
smilingly, “that It was necessary for

me to climb three or four Nighta of
stalrs to reach your talloring depart-
ment Ah, My President,” ex
clalmed the merchant, quick o make
the most of the situation you should
come ' Now we
elevators

Bt have

e ARain

.- —

The Frobabie Reason.
A pchvalmaster recently Informed an
| annlous maother that her
thaoroughly discipiined that they
| a8 quiet and orderly as
| In the sohoolivam I
} becyume they were caned

were
.
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THE PERFUMED WOMAN.

Into Esctacles Over Her

Genuine Femininity.

“l observe,” said a coarse, brutal
man who doesn't know the difference
between ‘the higher and nobler’ and a
load of ash coal, according to the
Washington Post, “‘that the advertising
ends of this month's magazines are
publishing a testimonlal as to the mer-
its of a certain brand of toilet soap,
written by one of the ladies who has
been doing her little bit during the
last half century toward securing the
franchise for woman. Her picture 15
run in with the ad and her testimondal
is surely a heap fulsome for a volun-
tary contribution. In the course ol
her remarks she says, ‘I abhor a per-
fumed woman,' It is to take a short,
jerky biff at this remark that I emerge
from my cave and leap into the fracas.
[ love a perfumed woman, I think a
perfumed woman is the real thing in
femininity—the daintily  perfumed
woman, who, when she swishes by
you, has something about her that
makes you vaguely remember the old
honeysuckle covered porch that you
knew a quarter of a century age; who
carrles with her the suggestion of
asphodelian dales and starlit meadows,
It isn’t particularly because of the
elusive, hop-smoky, garden-of-Daphne
fragrance that the perfumed woman
daintily emits that [ think she's the
one and only real thing in long drap-
eries, It's because she typifies the fem-
inilne woman, Gimme a lyre, or a
harp, or a fuglehorn, or a kazoo—any
old thing—that I may sing the pralses
and the glories of the feminine wom-
an! She was here in the world’s early
dawn, and she's going to be right here
alongside of us when we're having
$2.48 round trip excursions to Mars!
It's because she’'s feminine that she's
adorable! It's because every once in
awhile she gets her work done early
g0 she can ‘go upstairs and have a
good cry;’ it's because she crushes us
into pulp with her ‘because’; it's be-
cause she admits our premises and de-
nies our conclusions; it's because
she'll begin to purse her lips for baby
talk when she sees an infant a block
away; it's because she loves roses and
lacey things and only $2 per pound
candy; it's because she gives us the
reproachful eye when we ought to be
sewed up in a planket and clubbed; it's
because she'll dig and delve and
scrape and scrap for her husband and
her little ones until icy stalactites
hang from the roof of Gehenna; {t's
because she dabs her eyes with a little
wad of mouchoir until her nose is red
when she sees real human suffering;
it's just because she's feminine, Bill,
and therefore such a derned big sight
better than we are, that she had us on
the lope and plum loco over her ever
since the days of the Hyksos kings of
Egypt! Gimme a lute that I may chant
of the physical, mental, moral and
spiritual loveliness of the perfumed,
who is also the feminine woman! May
she be with us until the grand bust ur
of all things!"”

CHINAMEN FEED THEIR DEAD.

He Goes

Curlous Custom of the Orlentals That
Is Observed Twice a Year.

Twice a year, in the first week of
April and October, the Chinese feeg
their dead. They think that once their
friends and relatives leave this mortal
coil they ought to stay away from this
world, and to prevent their return
they faithfully transmit to them all
the necessaries of life. It has been
discovered by oriental wisdom that the
way to transmit servants, songs,
plays, books and money is to manu-
facture them in paper and burn them.
But actual eatables must be carried
to the grave. The Chinese are not
stingy, and wagon loads of roasted
chickens, pigs, ducks, various sweet-
meats and fruits are taken to the cem-
eteries, The food is piled before each
grave, amid burning red, carrot-shaped
candles and joss sticks, Then the lv-
ing prostrate themselves before the
dead and beg them to rise up and en-
joy themselves, Chinese wines are
then sprinkled liberally over Lhe
graves, while some graves receive
boxes of cigars and packages of cigar-
ettes, But you must not suppose that
the eatables are left on the graves.
Oh, no! That would be throwing too
much temptation in the way of hea-
then tramps. In about two hours it is
believed that the ghosts got the es-
sence of the eatables conveyed to them,
and then the devotees gather up the
offerings and carry them home again
to feed thelr own material bodles.
But the cigars and cigarettes are
burned on the graves,

To Clean Dismonds,

Just at this season, when the world
is full of brides, and sunbursts and
stars and other dazzling “gifts of the
groom' seem as common as plain gold
wedding rings, a hint on how to clean
diamonds artfully may not come amiss
The stones should first be washed in
warm water and yellow soapsuds, with
a small but not too hard brush, Rinse
and dry them carefully with a soft
cloth or sllk handkerchief, and put
them into a box contalning boxwood
dust. Move them about in this for
some time until they seem perfectly
dry. free them from the powder and
polish with tissue paper,

A QYuesr Lot
Stranger-—| have heard that yon

HINE Rele D

have & good many queer people in this
| town. Cltlzen- - As odd a lot as you'd

fAnd In & year's travel They are 3

4 Aueer sel, the whole of ‘em, outside wy

family And my wife ls almost as had
w8 Lhe others: hut then, you know ghe

wasn't originally of my famly. - Hostog
Franscript
he heir 1o the Russlan throns in

sl o be 2 poond shaot bl this will

| Bot be as useful in bis future husiness
" s o e & puor target
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