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One summer evening. after supper,
Monsleur La Rose, the village notary,
eame out upon the veranda of the Ho-
“el Oastor, his oat in his band, his

shaven face ruddy and E:n-

ant to look upon. Brabon, the m-

ﬁvhmupmummlm

it Pyx oceasionnlly on business,

sat ing qulety In a chalr that
was tilted against the wall

“(Good evening,” sald M. La Iose.

“Good evening, Monsieur le Notarfe!™
answered Hrabon, mdulent:{.

Then thers followed a little apell of
silence that was lotensified by the
elatter of distant cow bells,

Presen

there appesred In the
sireet, lntglsedlm before the hotel,
a sort of living fantasy—na singular,

dark-faced old man, who strode slowly
t, ¢lad in a loose robe of many
bt colors. His eyes had the un-

Dark-Faced 014 Man, |
Clad in Loose Wohens,
mistakable and restless look of the
gﬂ. On his head was & ¢rosvn of but-
ns, sliver, bone, pearl, presumably
sewn together on cardboard, and
ng a headgeanr of remarkable bril-
¢y, Behind bhim walked a gray-
red, -oyed wemnanu in ordinary
» Her look waa clear and steady.

demeanor In every way sane,

@t though It was plain to see she was
A commonplace, rustic woman, there
was sometbing nugust In her carringe,
unaccountably so, perhaps, but as pat-
ural ns the studied @ of the other
was constralned 1 nd unoatural. Her
eyes wore set falrly upon the fantasti-
cal figure before her with & meek, pa-
tlent look and an evident Interest
yond his ludicrous pomp anud preoccu-
pation,

It was not surprising, then, to the
notary that this apparition, empha-
slzed In the magic atmosphere of the
summer twilight, thould have made
Brabon ery out with astonigshment:

“Allons! What Is this monsieur? 1
have becn In St. Pyx many tlines be-
fore, but I declare this is new!"

“A very pathetkk affalr it is, Rra-
bon," sald the notary, taking a chair
and looking at his watch, to be assured
bhe bad time to tell the tale before go-
ing for his customary evening chat
with M. Le Cure In the prusbytery rose
garden,

“There 1s a tale?”

“Well, as you will—a history, noth-
ing absorbing, but very human, very
touching. Old Cesalre Molsson, 8 man
with a large family, a thrifty, sober,
God-fearing man, cnce owned the mill
by the Hiver of Angels—"

“Yes. | see it fiom here—the suaft,
white buildlnF near the cluster of wil-
lows yonder."

“Hxactly, Well, he was a4 man with
a conslderable family, 1 sald—aid I
pot*—and when the epidemic of small
pox occurred In the village—that was
many years ago, monsleur—poor Mois-
son's family wans attacked, and one
after another, his wife and cllldren,

sed away, and be himgelf, indeed,

Il there was only left his son Zeph-
rin, whom you saw go by a moment
sipce—"

“It left hiin so—the small pox?"

“No. He was not at homne when the

idemic occurred; he was at college,
Old Cesalre mannged to put by enough
silver to educate the Ind—the Lrightest
of his brood—and M. Le Cure also con-
tributed, for he had hopes that Zeph-
rin wonld becowe a priest,”

“Then, 1 presume, the shock of the
great calnmity uobalsnced the young
man's mind?

“That may be preity troe, monsleur,
though for a long time after the nffalr
be waus thought to be perfectly sound
mentally, Well, Zeplhrin was obliged
to leave college apd take up the busi
ness of the mill-a lopely 1wask it must
have been for one who had tasted the
sweets of knowledge. Then every
dusty timber of the wnill must have
seemed to him like a ghost of the hap-
py days when the place was brimming
with laughter and good cheer.

“le was not llked by the villagers
on account of his silent and arrogant
manner; he was unlike any other mill-
or who had evor been kmown, When
the inhabitants came with thelr grists
he recelved them with the grand alir of
& seigneur of the old days, who, amid
bis courtly entournge, recelved the
felfs of Lis dependents, ‘It's like that
always,’ grumbled the erones; ‘poor

reuts fill their children's minds with

oolish notions of greatness! Poor old

Cesaire himself—rest to his bhones—
was not like this peacock, Cesalre
knew hLis place bon vieux! A miller I8
a miller, If his head be crammed with
Latin or fluur dust?

“Every one pitied Zephrin, of
course, on aocount of his great be-
reavenient. and the business of the
will suffered no great retrogression In

sequence of his singular demeanor,
exclusiveness, this bautenr, how-
aver, was ianken lghtly by the young
folk of the villuge and often of & sum-
mer's evening:, llke this one, for in-
stance, they pussed by the mill erving
up at Zepbrin. who invariably pored
over his books [u the little dormer
window, “Pehold the king of the millP
Then, with gestures of mock gravity.
“Think of him mighty empire of rais!

“Yalte 80" sald Barbon, “they
taunted hind Into Insanity with these
gibes, The crown! the robes! I see
now how they came!”

“Indirectly these taunta may have

“Night after night the lttle Aormer
window of the mill was Ught till dawn;
yot the earliest comer did not fail to
find Zephrin up and about. No one
could understand, for not another lght
sivo the miller's might be found in all
Balnt Pyx, not even at the preabytery,
after 10 o'clock, At length the tongues
of the Msi].-: began to wag, It went
abrond that he was closeted each nlght
with the 01d Map-ihe evil one—de
bating upon the sale of his soul for

and power to satisfy his sinful
e, Amin, others sald It was not
‘s Hght at all; but only the
glowing of the ghosts of hils famil
who came to emtertain him. Indeed,
taken all in all ,the miller was become
n fearsome Individual apd the pelgh-
borhood of the mill & place 0 be
shunned after dark, unless one had no
foar In his heart. If by any unfortu-
uate concurrence of sorceries A person
should chance to meet a fire-fly while
Ing the mill, no plunging of steel
nto wood miglit save him from the
ovil spirits. Even to bless himself and
utter plous Invoeation, perhaps, might
not availl

“In the midst of Zephrin't Ill-repute
a singular thing occurred. He was
known to have fallen into conversation
with a customer, It was this way:
Oolettg Dion came often to the mdll
with grist of her mother—a poor
widow with thirteen children, of whom
Colette was the eldest. One day when
she came down alopg the dandellon-
dotted] pathway leading to the mlil,
with her mother's grist In a bag upon
her head, Zephrin watched her with
much interest, If common report may
be belleved, she was certainly, in those
dai—u. a plcture not to be blinked cas-
ually. @ had the figure of a nymph
and a face, for all it was common-
place at polnts, something unusually
fine for a villager. But the step, the
carringe; It remains to this day, as we
have seen, monsieur, dignified, distin-

Ished, majesticl At first glance, it

sld, there was some remarkable re-
semblance between Colotte and Zeph-
ris—and who can tell? It may have
been some vague suggestion of con-
!o.ululty—a-nmo thin ray, ns from one

{stant planct to another which Iu-
spired the miller's Intereat.

“When, at length, she arrived at the
door of the mill and deposited her bur-
den beside It, snid he:

“'You have a meaning step, p'tite,
and a pretty one.’

““True? questloned Colette, with
something fluely scornful on her elo-
met lps. She was piqued, let us be
lleve, since he had not noticed her

retty face; for, though a woman may

conscious of her subtlest grace and
charm, homage to the features ls the
thlnf-the real joy. lsn't it so, Bra-
bon? *Well,” sald the miller, ‘1 doubt
not there ls more In your mind than
the mere grinding of yonder grist, eh ¥

“'It Is my mind now,” sald she, ‘It
was my step lately !

““It Is the mind which regulates the
step, p'tite. 1 always watch the step
when I would know the mind,’ be re-
spondsd.

“Now, there Is much in these frag-
ments which reveal the clearness of
Zophrin's mind at that period and also
the real character of the man and the
bent of his spirit. You see, it was the
gesture, the carriage, the aspect, that
interested him most. Why? We shall
see. Though Colette, It may be pre-
sumed, did not realize the true signifi.
cance of his words, she rememebered

very one—and repeated them to
ber mother, who In turn told every-
thing to the cure, Langlols, from
whom I have the story. The girl con-
fessed to her mother that she was
much surprised regarding the 1l
repoted miller. *Monsleur Molsson—
Zephrin,®' she declared was not at all a
welrd man, but on the contrary, very
sensible and good-natured, Yet her
mother warmed her she must be wary:
such fine qualities oftentimes screened
the worst souls. Colette, however,
malintained stolldly not a word of the
village gosslp was true. ‘Indeed,’ sald
she, ‘they say almost as naughty
things of me because they think I am
proud. And yon know, mamma, I am
not proud nor wicked," So every time
Colette fetched the grist to the mill
s&he returned radiant and full of praise
of the miller. At length one day he
sald to her, #» ghe reported:

A selgnenr? ventured the miller,

" "Higher.'

"iA governor?

" 'Nay, higher,'

“IiA prince?

“‘Even higher'

“OA king?

“‘Yos, a king." Fhen, after a pretty
pause: ‘And that Is thou, my dear
king of the mil!"*

“Now he draws her hands aeross the
door of the mill and kissea her falr
head that Is fallen agalnst his breast—
and that Is all. Let us suppose they
simply looked out In a day-dream,
across the little River of Angels, to
the pleasant daisied meadows and
green flelds about here. |

“iWell,' says Zephrin to her v
gravely and with a new, strange loo!
in his eyes—a look that frightens her
not a little,

“*“They call me In contempt “the
King of the Mill," but they shall bow
before me yet as before a king. And
indeed I shall wear the robes of a
king and speak the noble words of a
king, which I am getilng by rote each
night where they see my Ia burning
In the dormer window. Hein! They
ahall git like rats, the rats whose em-
peror they say 1 am now, while 1 hold
them in spell with the brave lines of
Mollere Of Cornellle! Of Racine!’

“ “T'he good Bt. Ann protect us! Whe
are they all? erles Colette, now much
perturbed. But the miller continues
without potleing the [nterruption.

“*And 1 shall come to you then with
my trivmphs; In my fine royal robes of
purple and gold and ermine; with my
gloriona jeweled crown. And I shall
kise your hand (n  helage to your
in homage to your benuty and lay these
laurels, these triumphs at your feet,
my queen! my Colette!

“Just then appears & farmer with his
grist and the happy, frightened girl
flits away llke a startled bird,”

“Bon eu!" sald Brabon,
The stage was his vagary!”

“Yes,” sald the notary, bowing his
hend as before some great mystery.
“At the college entertainments, while
strutting through the plays of these
great masters o the little hall, with its
smull stage and erude scenory; before
the common village audiences, he flrst
heard the siren volee of Art. And it Is
ns a siren’s volee to some, you know,
Brabon. Eh blen! What is the differ-
ence? He Is playing a role now—how
t ¢ a role."

“But about Colette?” interrupted Bra-
bon, with some lmpatience. The gentle
sentimentality of the notary escaped, to
an extent, the bluff, practical drummer.

“Ah! there Is the ro'e—the role of
beauty and distinction! Think of It!
All nlong she haa belleved In him
vaguely. From the day he had fright-
ened her with his strange talk, seem-
fngly so Irrelevant to her happiness,
her poor, small mind was filled with
visions of mysterious greatness and
Joys to be In the future—much as are
our vislons of the life to come. FMe
asked her to walt. She must never be
the wife of a common miller, but of a
great man, a man whom the whole
worlr would applaud. And so she
walted; trusting, loving, belleving In
him Infinitely; and even when her rea-
son I fallen Into decay—see the de-
votion! Each day, all these years, she
goes to the mill and attends upon him,
performing the household dutles, con-
ducting the busineas of the mill, detalil-
ing the work and Instructing the men
hired to do the milling. Thus has she
cared for him as no one would care for
a child, and o all, save the matter of
this vagary, he Is obedient to her slight-
est whim,

Brabon touched the notary's arm.

“See! They come again”

Once more the bizarre figure strolled
past, followed by the woman. They
had walked to the church where Co-
lette was making a novena for Zeph-
rin's recovery.

To look upon the notary one would
suppose an angel passed, but there was
on the face of the drummer only a look
of perplexed ineredulity.

When they were gone a little way
the notary arose, looked at his watch
and made as to set forth. Brabon de-
tained him.

“One word, monsieur,
ried now?’

“1 see.

They are mar-

“Oh, no! That eonld not bhe,” he an

_-_.

*‘Colette, 1 am golng to ask you
something.’

“*If it is one thing I know what my
anawer will be,’ she responded with
much piquancy.

““Well, if | should ask you to marry
me ¥

““Then I should answer *No!"
| “*Why? says the miller, his heart
sluking to his boots, no doubt, but ris
lng sguln very guickly when he cuteh-
o8 the twinkle of mischief in her eyes.

affected his mind, monsieur. His curl-
ous attire and mien are obviously sug.
tive of the fact: but it i& my opin-
his sad derangement is only partly
dwe to them

“Revause & common miller eould
never win my heart,' says she coquet-
| tishly, yet with something truly drs.
matic in ber pose. “That is only for a
| great man,'

T T) b L Sl iy ——

Becenuse a Common Miller Could Never Win My Heart

swered with something llke a sigh,
“They are still courting and looking
forward to a day of greatness and
making ready for the wedding. Mon
Diew Brabon. That is love, eh7-—SL
Louls Globe-Democrat.

Aveommodnting,
*Of course I'm a friend of the work-
ingman,"” sald the aspiring politiclan,
“Then why don't you work occaslon-
ally 7 asked one of his anditors,

“Oh, that's simple enough, 1 dom't
wish to crowd some more deserving
man out of a job."—Fhiladelphia North
American
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'# THAT HOUSE THAT
| JACK BUILT,

iR s s assa s s ErRnEREhen e

i The house that Jack bullt w still
standing, for this 18 a true story, ns
any one will ind who will read the
reconds of the County of Belmont, In
the Btate of Ohlo, where It Iz written
almost as 1 have tcid It

Jake Heatherington was an English
miner's boy. Indeed Le might have
been ealled a miner himeelf, for from
the day he was geven yenrs old he had
spent sixteen hours out of every
twenty-four deep down in a coal mine.

He had emigrated with his father
fromm England aod he had a mule,
The mule’s nnme was Jack, Jake sald
they mere partners, Jack was the
sturdiest little mule In the Ohlo val-
ley. He wng ounly three and one-half
feet high, but he wns ns stout as oak,
and Jake himself Ladn't more pluck.

“It's All Becnuse of Yon, Janok."”
There was no load so bheavy that Jack
wouldn't do his best to draw it; there
never was a hill he wouldn't pull up
it: and as for belng afrald of whistles
and nolse and crowds Jack slmply
gloried in them sand always pushed
Into the thickest of every din. Jake
had been pdl his life a lonely fellow,
and every day that he worked with
Jack he became happler. He fell Into
the habit of talking alond to him as
they went about, telling him how
much coal they bad taken out to-day
and what they had sold it for, and he
confided to him all his future plans.
At night when the work was done
Jake always smoked his pipe near
Jack and planned the next day. As
for the mule his affection for the man
was something unheard of. It was
only necessary to wateh Jack's ears
when Jake wus near to know that his
whole soul was wrapped up In his
master. So devoted was he that he
brayed with grl&t If Jake attempted
to drive another animal, and If any
one on the premises dared to harness
or drive him he kicked and balked un-
til the Intruder was glad to give up
the task. Every time that Jake saw
his partner kick over a man who nt-
tempted to vee him le conressed that
it made him love Jack better. This

tion, he sald

Jake and Jack had not been in busl-
ness together long before It was evi-
dent that they were making a great
deal of money. In an amazingly short
thue Jake pald the Iast dollar on his
elght acres and was able to buy a
much larger plece of coal land., “It's

was Jack's way of showing his affec- |

never been opened, but they felt sure
there wns coul there, and g0 it proved
thousands upon thourands of tons of
the richest, blackest coal that any one
had ever seen on the Ohlo river., The
firm had made treir fortane, but they
never glacken thelr speed. To be sure
Jake dropped hie plek and shovel, for
now he had to superintend men, and
bulld houses and wharves and steam-
ers, Jack, tuvo, no longer drew loads
of coal, his one and only load was
Jake, Thay had bought the finest lit-
tle cart that had evar been seen in the
valley, and togathes trotted from mine
to mine and from wharf to wharf
looking after thelr business, and nas
they rode Jake counted up in a loud
volee to Jack thelr earnings. This he
found very convenient, for he could no
more read and write and cipher than
the mule. It helped himm greatly to
add up aloud to Jack, he said.

As the firm grew richer and richer
Jake found that people treated him
with a respect which sometimes was
very troublescine  Prom New Orleans
and Pitteburg and Cincinnati and even
from New York eame bankers and
steambont bullders and eapitalists and
tried to persnade him to invest his
money In thelr enterprise. “I'll have
to talk it over with Jack,” he always
sald, and thouzh the men did not al-
ways know who Jack was, they had
to walt unsll the partners had bad a
ride together and thought the matter
over, It was wonderful how few mis-
takes thoy made In spita of all the
flattery and persuasion of the fine gen-
tlemen from the cities. The truth was
Jake and Jack both bad a great deal
of good sensze and when they made up
their mivds nothing could budge them,
Of course as he was so rich Jake's
nelghbors thought he ought to marry
and so he did at 'ast. He was very
fond of hir wife and bought her
gowns nand jewels, but Jack had his
heart. Everybody s20d that, even Mrs,
Jake herself.

After the two had been In partner-
ship about twenty-five years Jake con-
cluded to build a house, As he was
the richest man in the valley he de-
clded he must have the finest house,
but before he lnd sald anything to hia
wife about his project he told his part-
ner. “It's you ns hus done It, Jack”
he smid, tears of gratitude In his eyes.
“It's yon as has done it, ‘It'il be the
house that Jack built an' nothin® else.”

The house was begun and durlng the
months It was building Jike went
every day to see It. Often his fiendd
and rich visitors went with him and
nlways he sald, “Yes, sir, It's a fine
un', but the credits to Jack. He's
built it, sir,” and so all up and down
the river the new home come to be
known, greatly to Jake's joy, as the
“House that Jack bullt.” HBut Jake
was not satisfled with baving his part-
ner's name attnelwsd to his home, he
wanted his dear face and tender eyes
and great sypathetle ears in it .and
#0 he had a splendid head of the mule
carved o stone and put up as o kKey-
stone to the fine arched portal. Then
he was content. o

When at last the house was done
Jake refused to take any one through
it until after his partner had seen it
e made a great fete on the lawn and
invited all his neighbors. Then In the
presence of them all he led Jack from
his gtable across the lawn up the steps
into the new bouse. From room to
room went the two old friends, Jake
lending the way and explaining lov-
ingly all the comveniences and lux-
nries which henceforth he and his fam.
ily were to enjoy. He always declared
that Jack ummderstood and enjoyed It
all and long after he told how the mule
rubbed kig nose against the fine wood-
work and peersd Into all the closets
and kicked up his heels at the mirrors
and eantered around the grear druwing
{room and actually bounded up the
|lunml staircase three steps ot a time,
“No one ever appreciated this house
like Jack.” declaved Jake.

When the house was bullt Jack wns
already old for a mule. He was 30,
in fact, but happlly he still had a long
term of years before him. No prince
ever recelved more homage and lived
in greater comfort than wid he in his
last days, Jake himself ecared for him;

e ——

all because of you, Jack,” he sald to
the mule, putting his arms around his
neck. 1 mpever could 'a done It with-
out you" His boriness grew so fast
pow that he began to hire men, and to
buy other wules, apd even to send
coal down the river on his own flut-
boats, Men looked on in astonlsh-
ment at the way he grew rich, and
when they spoke to him about it he
would say modestly,
me's doing pretty good."

ship was formed Jake and Jack con-
cluded they'd buy a third plece of
land. It was a big piece which Lad

T . i

“Yes, Jack and '

About five years after the partner- '

Kiceked Up His Heels at the Miners and Cantered Avound the Hoom.

the whole community petted him, and
often visitors froan far away cnme to
{ look on bis white hanirs, At last, when
f e was 40 years and 10 days old, Jack
died. His demth was the one great
| sorrow of Jake's life. The man buried
:hht old friemd under a favorite tree,
| and often he went there to slt by his |
| gmve, Every visitor was taken out
[ to see the spot and to hear the tale of
Jairk's honorable WMfe.—Philadelphia
Inguiree,

Patt! Is singing agnin In London at
the old price. It Is about tline o ex.-
pect her here for another farewell tour,

TELEPFMONING IN THE ROCKIES,

Hard Labor Reguired in Plncing the
Wire and Establishing Communi.
entlona.

Telephone constraction in the Rocky
Mountalng Is attended with a great
deal of hardehip. The line bullt from
Leadville to Aspen several years ago
I8 a case In point. It took two months
to cover the entire length, forty-eight
miles. In ordlnary cowstruction the
poles would be set forty-two to the
mile, but at certaln polnts where sharp

turns are necessary, the number some-
times Increased to seventy-five to the
mile; The members of the construce
tion gang had to be expert ns axmen
as well as linemen, for svhen timber
was encountered a path of 200 feet on
each side of the line had to be cleared
In order that wires miglht not be brok-
en when tress were blown over by the
terrifie blasts which at thwmes prevall In
that reglon.

A great deal of the comparative
slowness of the imstallation war owling
to the inability of the workmen to la-
bor in such a rarified atmosphere, At
one point the wires were strung at an
elevation of 12,000 feet above the level
of the sen. In such an altitude the
linemen soon became completely tired;
after he has climbed two or three
poles he has to take a rest to recuper-
ate his energles. The preparation of
the holes for pcles, which would have
been tedlous in aimilar ground even In
an ordinary atmogphere, was an espe-
cially slow and fatiguing operation. It
was often necessary to blast n hole for
the pole by the use of giant powder,
and an ex-miner who had had an ex-
tongive experience with explosives,
was asslgned to the job,

The digging of one pole hole wounld
sometimes ocenpy bim a w'gle day,
working hionestly, Over 300 plunds of
powder were used on the line for this
purpose. When the continental divide
was reached the poles had to be aban-
doned, and the wires placed In a cable,
whieh was buried in a two-foot trench
for a distance of 7.000 feet. The ad-
\'Imbili.ty of abandoning aerial con-
gtruction at this point was demonstrat-
¢d by the experience of the company
that maintains the Leadville and Den-
ver llne. At one point on that line,
Mosquito Pass, the poles were orig-
Inally set geventy feet apert. As soon
a8 the wires were coversd with sleet
they snapped, ard the line was use-
less. Double the rumber of poles were
then used, with the same result, The
space between tie poles was then re-
duced to twenty-five feet, but when the
sleet came the line was swept down
flat. Eventually an underground ea-
ble was lald for two and a half miles,
and there has been no trouble since.—
Denver Field amwl Farm.

SMALL GIRLS ARE MOPULAR.

You're So Tall" They Say,
and the Man Is Vailn,

The short girl has many advantages
over the" tall one, 8he has to go
through life looking up and nothing Is
g0 becoming to eyes as that. Her lash-
¢8 show more and so does her halr,
There are curves of cheek, chin and
throat that look thelr prettlest to a
man who must look down to them,

A small girl is more easily held ard
more easlly kissed. It Is nicer to have
to lift her face up by the chin, and it is
more eplcurean and satisfactory to
reach down to the upturned lips,

It I8 comfortable when you hold a
girl on your knee to have her head just
ceme to your shoulder, instead of hav-
Ing to bhang over—surplus, as It were.
Everytlving about a small girl is lkely
to be a provocation—the unexpectedly
tiny hand, the distracting morsels of
feet, the little head, the little nose,

A small girl can be fascinating even
in a temper, she can be delicious when
gshe cries, she ean lovely when she
pouts, and none of the<e moods sits
well on a big woman., Then, too, the
man in love is inclined to pet names,
and he wants to call his girl “Birdy,”
whether she welghs 200 or not; yet he
i8 not Insensible to the approprinteness
of the title when given to a real lttle
thing.

A man likes to feel blg, by compari-
son, at least. A really large man does
not object to seeming almost a glant
beside the girl of his heart, and it |3
almost necessary to the short man's
vanity that he shall seem big to the
little ereature hie s golng to marry.

It l‘-;. ry fetghing to have one's girl
gay: * To}u-o hom’, my neck gets so
tired—you're so tall,” Don't you know
what that meaus? Well, get a bit of
a girl and you will find out. On the
whole, the small girl has the best of it,
—RKansas City Btar,

"“Dear,

THEIR LUCK WAS BAD,

Ko They Threw Away the Rabbit's
Foot and Chinese Coln

Two men were talking abont luck at
the corver of Baltlimore and South
streets recently. Nelther of them had
had a recent visitavion of Dame For-
tune, and In consequence both were
loud lo thelr denunclations of that
fickle lady.

“1 haven't hnd a good thing for three
years,” sald one of them in a tone of
deep disgust, “1 have tried my best
to overcoms the hoodoo, but somebhow
1 ean't do it. I've tried every sort of
mascot, but I can't get out of the rut,
For two years [ have carried a rabbit's
foat, but it seems to have come from a
Jonalh Rabbit and not one of the regu-
lar kind. Darn this luek, anyhow."

The other mwan sympathized deeply,
aud told his own troubles in the same
disgruntled style, He, too, had a mas
cot In the shape of a Chinese coin.

“They are all & sowre and & delu-
slon,” he said, and his face looked

more woehegone than ever. *“Darm
this lnck, auyhow,'
"Mascots areé not what they are

eracked up to be” assented the other.
“I'm almost tempted to belleve In
Jonahs as the harbingers of good fore
tune. I'm golng to get rid of this rab-
bit's foot at auy rate”

“1 am right with you,"” sald the other,
“Daro this luck, anyhow."

The rabbit's foot and the coln Lp-
peared from thelr pockets, and with a
more hopeful munner than they had
Yot shown the two charis were tossed
together In the middle of the streets,
near the tmeks of the city passenger
rallway. Then the two “hoodooed"
men went down the street arm In arm.

“Darn this luck, anybow.” was the
last thing heard as vhey -'Iﬂ.u;lpeurvd
in & doorway.—Haldmore Sun,




