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There were only throe steps to the
front door, hut the man took them
with a heavy, lageing trend; ench was
an effort. A maid asnswered his sum-
mons,

“1s the Rev Mr
he askod,

“No, slr”

“When do yon expect him?”

I can’t gay,” replled the mald, tak-
ing In with a guick glance the visit-
or's shabby clothing and aplritloss alr
"He went out after lunogieand may be
back in half-an-hour, or for two or
threa, Wi you leave your name or n
moessago T’

The man turned his head and looked
down the street, hesitated, and then
sald with a grim smile

"Hay a cousin of his called.”

“Stap!” exclidmed the girl, “Mrs
Temple {8 at home, but has had the
grip, and {8 not well enough to leave
her room. She might ke to know."”

Beforg he could protest the maid
was gone, She returned qulekly, say-
Ing:

“"Mre., Temple saye, sir, If you care
to wa\k in and walt for Mr. Temple he
may not be long ™

Still the man hesitated, but secmed
physienlly unable to go farther, With
the same lingoring step, az if a welght
was nttached to ench foot, he followed
the servant into the hall, and entereqd
a room, the door of which she held
open, A bright flre on the low hoarth
sent out o cheerful gloam,

“A guear sort of cousin he s, mut-
tered the glrl ns she closed the dopor
“He never ns much as took off his hat
Tt he's been awful sick for sure, anf
aln't well yet.”

Left alone, the visitor threw his hat
on the floor, and then, as a little blnze

Temploe nt homo?

)
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“Who Are Youl®"

sghot up from the hedrth, stretehed lls
hands towarda It almost appeadingly,

The hands were well  shaped,  but
conree from work. Ho looked at them
curiously

“The eternal grind!” he muttersil
hitterly 'Not a man, but n machine,
worked Dby a  systen And  now
what ¥

The problem was teo much for m
He sank Into un aermchair near, his
head fell back, and he was soon fast
anlee).

He awoke with a start: something
had brughed the hand which hung

over the slde of his chalr. For a min.
ute or so he was too dazed to realize
his position. Then he saw a face such
a# artsts  loved to paint for cherubs,
round, bright, Innocent as an angel's,
lifted to his. A boy of about six vears,
his hair falling on  his  turned bock
collar, stoud beside him.

“Was you nsleep?” asked the child

The man's only reply was a ques-
tion,

"Who are you?”

YEddle Templs” was the ready an-
swer. "“This Is my papu's house, you
kpnow, and this {s his 'tndy, He reads
the books,” he went on, glancliog at the
well-filled shelves, “ull of ‘em. and he
writes—oh, he writes heaps and heaps
of letters—and sermons!”

“Does he make them—the
mons?"

The Intended satire was heyond the
chilid's reception. He could not reeall
having once heard his father say to
his mother, “1 do not make my ser
mons. They rather seem to make
themselves and me” Something,
however, In the man's tone was of
fensive to the boy's fineintuition, and
he answered with dignity

“My papa 15 the hest
whole world.”

What demon possessed the man that
he met this stmple falth with a sueer?

“You believe In him, then? he
sald.

The words sugeested a formula with
which the child was famillar

“1 believe in God th Father Al
mighty,” he sald reverontly

The man kicked aside a foutstool It
was 4 wornout ereed to him. He face
his juvenile opponent, cach on opju
site banks of mighty Issues, The boy's
next remark caused a diversion

“Why did you cut off your hair? he
asked, "My mamma cried, miud you,
when a man cut off my curls. | want.
ed him to, for some one called me a
*gissie’ and thought I was & girl”

The injured tone was amwusing, but

sar-

man fo the

ply. EdMe prattied on:
“Mamma has the grip, but
going to get wall

eare of her. 1 had the mensles and
my head was burnin’ mad. When
nurse was snoring one night 1 thought
it was a bullfrog, aud 1 wanted to get
out of hed and go down to the pond.
1 told my papa 1 didn’t want to be an
angol; 1'd ra’ver be a bullfrog.”

The child laughed, but it woke no
echo, The man gazed at the dyving
embers oo the hearth, biit there waa
no one to intorpret the deslre to es.

his expregalon, or the problems in his

hanrt

Mennwhile Mrs, Temple was worry
ing about the strange vialtor, having
gathered enough from the matd's ne-

count to nronse uneasiness. Her hus-
hand had just been appoluted to a
parieh In a hitherto upknown looality
where they found quite a number of
peaple destrous of claiming  kinship.
There were  first, saecond and  third
cousing, a eolony of Temples, and, of
courge, this wos ope of them. He
ought to go away, but she must do hey
part, Bhe bade the sarvant tnke o
truy of refreghments to the study and
bring out Master Eddie

The man was hungry, but restrained
himself untdl the matd and child had
disappeared. Then he ate and drank

all that was set before him. With a
woary motion he pleked up his  hat,
and had got into thé hall when the

front door was opened by a lateh key
and he found himself face to face
with a  tall Agure=Mr. Temple nat
rast!

After o few words the mioister led
his strange visitor baok to the study,
He turned the key on the lnslde
What passed between them no  one
knew, unless thore wore invisible
watchers. An hour went by, darkness
was settling down on the outside
world, there may have boen gleams of
light within, Mistress and cook fret-
ted ot the delay of supper, but  the
minister had “meat to eat that they
knew not of."”

It was gquite dark when the vigitor
wis ghown out of the house by Mr

Temple. They parted with & long
hand-clasp. Then the man was alone
on u crowded street, He walked on

rapldly. as with a purpose, and after
a time bhoarded a street car,

It was in o poor flat In the lowest
part. of the town where he had heen
tald she lived When he left the car
he passed mlong o dreary  avenue,
through o narrow yard, to the rear of
an old block,  There, peering through
n windlow, he saw her

Her boy—his boy!—was  at  her
knee, saying his nlghtly prayer. Mer.
ciful God! Was he praylng for his

absent father, afar off in hig misery
and shame—praving that he might bo
brought home?

The chlld wae put to bed

the woity

| ‘h‘ man did not .m’]’ lnd n‘adg nn re. 1 MAD MO TIM' FOH ..NT'M!“

,be'.l 8ecretary Morton Smashed Lifetime

Ethel, that's my |
slator—she's older than me—is taking |

Dream of Old Sallor.

In an article on Paul Morton, late
accrotary of the navy, the New York
Evening Post says:

“When, on one occasion, a navy de
partment clerk brought him the greal
offtelal  parchment commigsion of a

| newly promoted rear admiral for his

nn resumed her sewing
tap on the

Was there a

kneeling
litm,
wile,

e8RS

on the cold
drawing him not
but with all a mother's tender-
nnd  pity And he? We dare
not analyze a strong man's agony
"I bellove In the Father

earth, clasping
ns a shamd

Al

mighty—now' he sald brokenly
when he found  speceh “He hua
spoken to me this day In a way 1

could not mistake by
u Lrue woman,'

u good man and

Iiv the
ple satd
evor
yours
alternoon here

Indoed 1 have, wore
hier hushand answersd
he 18 not my cousin'

Why, he sald he was*

“I am afrald 1 overlooked the de-
ception which oddly suggested {itself
1o him, In view of his estimate of me.
His coming here ns he dild was the
greatest conpliment 1 ever recelved.”

“Does he live pear?' persisted the
wife,

There was a humorous twinkle In
the minister's eyve as he answered:
“He was just out of tho state prison.”

WiV Ara, Tem

‘have you

Edward,"
weoks liater,
that strange  cousin  of
since—the who spent an
while 1 was slek?"

than once,
“Rut, my dear,

SO
[N

Ong

HAVE THINGS THEIR OWN WAY,
Bandits of Odessa Rob and Slay with
Comparative Immunity,

Recently the country round Odessa,
Russin, has been infested by armed
baundits, who swobp unexpectedly on

the ineflicient authorities can get wind
of the attack People unfortupate
enpugh to witness the rald are mur-
dered, as a safeguard agalnst evidence
of the crime. Two remAarkable tales of
ports from Odessa. A large party of
some of thelr number, manuged to sur-
prise two of the bandits, whom they

disnrmed and 100K into A fleld. There
n grave was dug, and, after binding
thelr prigoners, the peasants threw

them into the grave and burfed them
alive. A wooden cross, painted black,
was erected to mark the tragedy, when
the earth had been stamped hard. Mr
arthur  Herbert King, the English
manager of nn Odessa tannery, put
fear into the hearts of 8 band of slx,
who rushed into the office with revol
vers, crying, “Hands wp!" The pro
rietor and half a dogen of his atafy
reaent obeved; but o the amaze
nent of the robbers, who had pever
{ sxperienced such an fncldent, the Eng
Hshman, though unarmed, refused. The
bandit covering bim pulled the trig-
gel but,
missed fire. He drew his dagger, but
snother of the band, recoguising Mr.

lmturadv'a hand down. The robbers

decawped with $1,000

window? |
She was out—ont—to where he wha | man

elgnnture he stened It, after reading I,
as he would any document befora
slgiing, and noting the elerk still pres
ent with the document, inguired what

cape from this Innocent confldence, in | e Wanted and was told

Admiral Blunk would very mueh
Hke to his new commisslon
from the hands of the secretary of the
navy personnlly.’

*Where ja he?

egelve

nsked the secrelary,

rAdmiral Bank s upstalrs, In his
ofMce, sir,'

Ak Wm to come hers! was the
commannd, and o o few moments the |
prizzled veteran presented himsell te
the secratary of the navy

“Evidently, the officer wng  fllled
with sentimental emotion on  this
avent—the elimax of hls naval eareer |
From hoyhood he had lved for this

moment, his long
the monotony of shore servies, the
anxletlos of war, the arrogance of sy
perfor officers, the whole chapter of
the rigors, the self-denial and self
diselpline, was to be crowned with the
evidence of honor which his country
hogtows upon falthiful naval officers,
He looked his expectation of words
of pralse, as If In lonely watches he
had dreamed of the eloguent sentences
which would hecome the psalm of his
old nge

“The accretary of the navy stood
up, handed the open parechment to the
specchless rear admiral, and sald only
this:

*CAdmiral
misslon.’

“Then he gat down to his desk and
went on with his work, unconseious
of having smashed a lifetime's dream.”

Rlank, here's your com-

NOT GIVEN TO THE WORLD.

Senator's Miachlef Making Confined to
His Own Knowledge.

A senator who went to Washington
recently was met by a friend, who cor-
dially greeted him. and, knowing his
predilection  for quiet sporl, said:
“"Well, I hope you have heen keeping
out of mischief.”

“That reminds me of a story,” was the
regponse,  “Out In my stiate thers was
a member of the legisinture who never
ad been known to make a speech.
He was a farmer and had been eleated
agalnst his will. In company with me,
he attended a cross-roads meeting and
the erowd yelled that they wanted to
hear from him He shambled to the
front of the platform, threw back his
cont, and rested his hand on his hip,

““1 want vou people to know at the
outgel, he declared, ‘that 1T am a gond

There was a storm of laughter nt

whnt was belifeved to be a humorous
silly. ‘The old man, however, was in
dead earnest In hils protestation of
purity. The lunghter of the crowd an-
gered him

And I want vou to know, more
over,” he ghouted, ‘that 1 am a 4—
bl n and I've got guns here to
prove it Bat, 1 know you are a huanch of
coyvotes and I'll keep my guns In ms
pocket *

'B50," the senutor coneluded, 1 am a
good man and I am a bad man it
Ul keep my evil ways to myself.

Statue of Marble or Bronze?

There 18 a division of opinion in the
Indiana commiasion which has heen
named to make arrangement for the
placing of a statue of Gen. Lew Wal
lace In the statuary hall of the cap-
Ital In Washington. Some of the
members want the memorial to he of
bronze, while the others want it to
be of marble It is suid that there
Is no agreement on the matter In
sight

There are only a few statues of
bronze in Memorinl hall, and those
that are there, to some eves at least,
have not the beauty of the statues In
marhble It may be that this is alto-
gether a matter of workmanship rath
er than of material, but the marble
memorials have a holding beauty that
the others seem to lack.

An officer of Wallace's old  com-

country mansions und loot them before | $18tue of the soldier-writer. It

fortunately, the wWeapod | yjoney of Mississ!

King as an Englishman, struck hls | g1 vocabulary.

mand, Capt. McGrew, who 8 4 mem
ber of the commission, declares that
he never will consent to a  bronze
may
be that the matter will have to he
sottled by the legislature of Indiana,
but If the legislstors were to go to
Waslington and looR over the memo
rials alroady there the chances are

the banditti are among the latest re- | whether they know anything of art

or not they will declde in favor of

peasants, enraged by the murder ‘,f| marhle

Make Trouble for Reporters.
There I8 alwayvs great excltement
among the ofMolal reporters of the
house when Representative Litulefield

begins o B ey h The men who o
the shorthand work of congress sre
regarded as the most expert report
ers In the country, but it is with foar
and trembling that they approach
| thefr task when “the gentleman from
Maine” Is recognlzed by the speak
er Littlefleld talks like the proverl
ial blue streak He secmas neve

| tire ar to pause for breath If he
did not enunciate well 1t would be 4l
most impoessible for the reporters to
| eateh his ulterances As It s they
| manage, by a special effort, to keep
pace with him, but they are alwuys
glad when he has finished. Senatm
ppl glves the senate
reporters much trouble He is not
only a fast talker, but has a wonder
His rapid fire of
words, In a low tone of volee, drives
| the reporters almost to distraction.

-

' ing
b Cunes

|

| oo

terms of sea duty, |

PREJUDIGE AND
THE METER MAN

Filgures can’t lle,” but some per
song won't beljeve that about the gas
et That is why the gas meter

nian'a Job 18 something ke o bhasehall |

umy lre's—only worse. There 1s al
ways Kleking,

A human belng who has been read-
gas meters for a  dozen

through the ordeal with tha

tatalistn of Omar and the eynlelem of |

IHit his stock of pa-
ta truly wonderful. Job would
ATeAr fmpetuous and freit-
ghle man alongside this survivor

“Ma, the gas man has came.”

Thot & often the sigual for the poor
weter man's woes to begin, The lady
of the house follows him Into the cel

the dark corner wherein the
reposes.  She knows the way

an old reportet

to be an

Inr and

meter

i the gas men and she 18 golng to
wileh
“Mrs. Jones, in the apartment be-

low, showed me her gas bill yesterday,
Do you know what {t was?"

The meter man sald he didn’t

“Wall, 1t was 60 cents leas (han
mine. How do you account for that?”

“She burned less, wadam."”

“Burned lesa? Why, she burns just
twice what 1 do, for she has three
meals to cook a day and 1 have only
two, And they sit up all hours of the
night, and we never burn our lights
after ton o'cloek. 1 think ft I8 perfect.
ly disgraceful. I'm paying part of
hers. That's what it |s, and you know
0

“I'll have the meter tested, madam,
if you wish,” he ventured, courteously.

She did wigh. So the meter was
tested, and It was as she sajld—the
meter was wrong. [Dut the discg were
beating the company instead of the
customer. She pald higher bills after-
ward, but was satigfied.

Nobody can be induced to belleve
the mater. Often, the mistress of the
wusehiold will lsad the meter man
trivmphantly to the machine, and
pointing a finger of gcorn, request him
to listen. When one listens intently, a
faint, o very faint squeak can bhe
heard. This {8 where the gas goes Lo,
she declares. Efther there §8 a leak
or there I1s a mouge Inside.

Protests are in valn. Assurances
that all meters squeak a little avall
naught, It has to be taken out and a
new one put in,

There is the mistress of a large
household in the South end who thinks
she has scored a telumph over the
meter man to this day. It happened
at the end of a summer vacation.

“What about this?" she demanded,
whon the man put in an appearance in
responge to her summons, after she
had received a stilY bill. “Look at this
gns bill. More than our average, and
here the honse has heen closad, ['ve
been away with the _children and
Goorge has beon alone. He has only

* burned gas enough to g0 to bhed each

night I've caught
{riond."”

It il look queer

you at last, my
And yvet the meter
mun was sure that his reading waus
corroct. He tested the meter, and
could find nothing wrong, Finally he
deelded to go to “George” himself

That worthy was a bluff, hearty
man, who took a great jov in living
He favored the meter man with a
knowing grin, and proceeded o take a
rall from his pocket

“l-ar had to do a lttle entertaining
for some friends of mine when my
wife was away. I'll pay that bill, and
don’t you say anything about ft.”

“Sure,"” replled the meter man, 1
used to play some myself once”

After nwhile, some men get a sort
of personal feeling agalnst the gas
meter, and the gas meter man. It is
like the constant weather kicker, who
is sure that the supply handed out is a
personal ‘affront to him. People have
been known to smash meters when
greatly incensed in this way, and their
reguests for changes of meters come
in freguently. XNot long ago a man
met the gns meter reader at the door.
Under his arm he held his meter,
which looked as if (t had been
wrenched from the weil,

“Here's your meter,” he sald,
sternly, “I'm golng away on business
for a couple of weeks, and I don't in-
tend to have that rotten machine whiz.
zing away at my expense all the time
I'm gone,"

There are a greit many peopla who
try to beat the meters, where the coin
meters are used, These are the ma
chines In which a quarter is placed
and gas is supplied until the amount
equivalent to the coln §s consumed
The meter man frequently finde spuri-
ous colns when he makes his roand to
collect or discovers that  attempis
have been made to employ other than
coin of the realm, without
For the machines are so  cunningly
contrived that nothing but a whole
coin of the proper weight and size and
edges will pass into the meter and do
the job

gucoess

People who are not accustomed to
the use of 2as Or to meters are the
chief objectors They do not under

stand them, and they cannot see how
& machine counld fail to bheat ths
tomer One man, of forelgn extrac
tion, demanded his old meter back
after his Hitle old-fashloned machine
had been changed for one of o
wivie

“You take out my
put o that big box,"” hie obhserved, sage
ly "Big box makes lots of gas
Leetle box makes leetle I want
leetle box again'

He got it and paid higher billa, be
cause he was using more gas, but he

satisfied

Cus

newer

leetle meter and

Eis

}-.:ur&i
old, at a wedding party

| they would hang
| your carcass on a gibbet!"
]

DOTTED TEARS WON SUIT.

Extraordinary Letter by Father of
Spurned Girl Read Iin Court,

A thousand dots were In a letter
which was read In a breach of pronise
action at Chester Sheriff’'s court re-
cently.

“These are not kisses, but tears”
the letter, which was of an extraor
dinary character, explained,

Last year a Cheadle eab proprietor,
named Arthur Morrell, met Elizabeth
Ann Rhodes, an Ashton-under-Lyne
mill forewoman, who is now 20 years

He apparently fell in love and wrote
her many letters and post cards. In
February Iast they became engaged,
and the wedding was to have taken
plage In September, but the cab pro-
prietor wrote asking the young woman
to “let him free” as thelr “soclal con-
ditions were not quite equal.”

The young woman's father In reply
wrote the letter, which was read in
court:

"When vou go to chureh and sing
your pralse try to think of the lass
you have now spurned and left with a
broken heart.

“When you uplift your volce in
prayer, mav the heaven be ag brass,
May God repay thee for what thou
hast done."

Then followed 1,000 dots and these
worids:

“These are not kisses, but tears
from a mother's and daughter's hearts,
which before they knew you never had
i cire.

“May vyou for every tear that falls
and every throb In their hearts repent
it millions and millions of times over
and over again, and every time yon
Inok at & lags or hear the church bells
chime at night whem vou #o to sleep,
and at morm when you awake, may
yon think of this letter and a lass with
a broken heart.”

The jury awarded
London Express.

£40 {damages.—

Some Suggestions As to Lying.

There ig not so much objection to
Iying as there is8 to a lack of art in
the telling of a lle. It is no use to tell
a lie unless you are going to ac-
complish your purpoge. Lies can do
the work whether they are discovered
or not. It {8 all in the manner of tell-
ing them. In the first place never tell
a e when the truth will do just as
well. This serves to establish your
reputation and glves your lés a stand-
ing they could not otherwise gain.
Never tell a big le to galn o small
ohject, nor tell a little e to gain a
biz object. Let all your lies be big
and lusty fellows, and let them have
some bhig business in hand. These two
riles are really imperative if you ex
peet to become a successful and pro-
ficlent Mar. Little Hes for little things
are not worth telling,

Finnllv, always have the courage of
yvour lies. Stick to 'em. If you are
nat brave enough to stand by vour
own lfes, why send them out only to
be betraved? A man is the rankest
sort of a coward that refuses to give
his lle any support when it erawls
back to him from the huffetings, beat
Ings and rough nsage of the populace.
Brace it up with manufactured cor-

| raborative evidence and artificial con-

| firmation and send it out agaln re-
newad in spirit and vigor—Washing.
ton Times.

Killed 189 Ducks at One Shot,

Harry Malcolm, ex<depuly game
wiarden, sends to the Sun a photograph
of a remarkable nine-barrel gun with a
single trigger, which has the effec-
tiveness of a Gatling gun in slaughter-
Ing ducks, A single pull of the trig-
ger fires off all the barrels, and one
dizcharge is sald o have killed 189
ducks.

AMr, Maleolm, assisted by Messrs. R,
H, Cox, W. M. Lyon and Sidney Bar-
ber, arrested & party of hunters who
ware using the gun to the great detri-
ment of the wild duck hunting sport
on the Potomace river, Seven men
were taken along with the gun, which
Is of a type forbidden by law, Mr.
Maleolmn says that ror years they
have been unlawfully killing ducks
and driving others from the Potomiae
river and tributary creeks.

The capture of the outfit, he gavs, is
a great rellef to the owners of lands
in the nelghborhood. Wiih the gun
were captured four sloops, seven hig
guns, 100 decoys, seven skiffs, 150
pounds of powder and 85 dead ducks.

| —Baltimore Sun,

Arnold’'s Question Well Answered,

There are renewed efforts to paint
Benedict Arnold In clean, white col
ors., They remind a writer of the fgl-
lowing anecdote:* On one of his ralds
Arnold eaptured an American oflicer
fn Virginla. After o few days he said:
“Captain, what would our countrymen
o with me if they caught me?" “Waell,
sir,” replied the captain, “If 1 must
answer the question, 1 should say that
if my countrymen should cateh wyon
they would first cut off your lame lew
which wus wounded In the cause of
freedom and virtue at Quebec, and
bury it with the honors of war; then
the remalnder of

Side Lights on History.
was writing the "Lay of the
Last Minstrel™

Scott

‘After which,” he mottered, with a
grim smile, “with your kind permis-
sion, ladies and gentlemen, the gifted

vocaliet, Herr Spuytentuvfel, will ging
the pathetic ballad eatitled, ‘Mamma,
Your Little Darling Is Too Full to
Eat Any More!'"™

For well he knew that there would
be still later minstrels with other
lays.
- ——

AGCOUNT
SETTLEDINFULL

“\What Is that for?’ ansked the Little
Lady.

It was a ten-dolira bill, framed and
glazed, hanging on the wall of the of-
flce,

“In memory of an honest debtor,”
replied the Discontented Man.

“"Are they 8o rare, then?’ she
asked,

“"Very. And then the clrcumstances
of that pavment were unusual. Wa
had a tenant & Uttle chorus girl, who
lived tn a lttle room in one of onr
buililings. She was out of work. Had

heen i1l Hard up and behind with
her rent.  Lord only knows how she
lived, Mostly on pickles, tea and
breakfast food cooked over 6 gas jet
Poor little hallroom girl, But she was
honest, and whenever she earned
anyvthing she pald a dollar or two on
her rext and struggled along, eking
out her pennles with all the dodges
girls know, washing handkerchiefs
and sticking them on the window
panes instead of {roning, doing up lace
collars by rolling them round a curl-
ing iron and-—"

“It sems to me,"” sald the Little
Lady, “that you know too much—"

“l1 beg your pardon?”

“Nothing. Go on.”

“At last ghe got an engagement to
go on the road, and she was as happy
as the gueen of Tarsacon, She owed
us $10 and some lttle scores to other
people, and before she left she called
on each one and ttold them she would
pay ag soon as she recelved her sal-
ary

“I told her ‘All right: no hurey,' and
so she passed on after the fashion of
tenants,

“It waa December 200 of thet year,
in the afternoon, and 1 was alone and
working on  some accounts, when I
felt a sort of cold draft, and 1 raised
my head to see who was coming In,
thinking the door had been opened,
and beselde my desk stood Miss Patsy
Vane. She had come in so softly that
I hadn’t heard her,

“*“Why, how are you? 1 said. ‘When
11l yeu get back? Have vou left the
company.’

“She sat down bhefore answering.
‘The show has closed,” she 'said, 1
just got back and want to pay my
debt,” And she opened her ltile pock-
ethook and took out a ten-dollar bill
and handed It to me. As 1 took it 1
notieed that she had a blg red mark
acrogs her fingers, and as 1 wrote a
receipt 1 asked, 'What's the matter
with vour hand?

“'T hurnt it sald she,

“I gave her the recelpt and she fold-
ad it and put it in her pocketbook and
up.  'Thank vou so much for
waiting,' she sald, ‘vou have lLeen aw-
fully kind to me. Good-by.' 2he hesi
tated 2 moment and then extended
her hand and I took it. Her fingers
wire very cold

"*Good-hy." 1 sald, and 1T walked to
the door with her, opened It for her,
and =0 she went away In a short
time the other fellows came
in, anit 1 lald aside my accounts and
went out, and us I got out in the streot
the newshoys were bharking about the
Trogquols theater fire, ‘Good luck that
Patsy got ont before—' I thought.
‘Why, she sald the show had cloged?
and | bought & paper and saw that the
Blnebeard eompany was playing there
at the time of the fire

“Still, 1 thought had left the
company until in next day's papers 1
saw that among the lost was Patsy
Vane, and then I knew that in broad
tlay 1 had sen and talked with her
spirit, just releasedl. I mignt have
thought I had dozed and dreamed, hut
in the cash drawer of the safe was
the ten-dollar bill, just like any other
bill, except that one end was scorched,

“When the members of the com
pany straggled back to New York 1
saw Patsy's chum. ‘Oh," she gald,
‘Poor, poor Patsy. Sse was so glad to
get to work and saved to pay what
she owed In New York, and that after-
noon she told me she had all pald but
ten dollars rent, and she had just got
that and would sent it next day. When
the fire came we started out together,
and she would have got out, only she
sald: "1 forgot my pocketbook,” and
she ran back for it, and never got
out’

“So 1 kept that bill and bhad it
framed as a souvenir of & remarkable
experience,”

"Do you expect me to belleve that?"
asked the Little Lady,

“No,”" coolly sald the Discontented
Man, “but just the =ame It's true, gnd
she pald It to me sitting right in that
chulr vou're gltting in now

The Little Lady got up hastily and
moved w another chalr

"1 did not think you were the king
of man to  have such
sald

"1 didn't think so miyself,” said the
Discontented Man, “but it scems that
to me It was appolnted.”
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Furniture Repairers.
Fhe large furniture houses have me
ta go uround and fix up any
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a customer may find In goods

he has bought HIs presence in a
hounse, with his snug kit of tcols and
polishes, usually emphasizes the wal
bly legs of un old chalr, the secar in

the table top which Freddie's shue
made months ago and e of other
things with which the repalr man has
no concern. Hut he fixes them readily
nough, though sometimes pressed for
time, and he always carrfes away a
good-sized tip. Some duys the money
thus earned “on the side" exceeds tha
repairer’s salary from the firm.—N. Y.
Sua.
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