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AY,. T don't play mynself for any hu-

man cheese tester, but T did think

I had Ewifty Jop Gallagher all
framed up long ago. Not that 1 ever
mads any special study of Bwifty. but
knowin’ him for as long as T have, and
bavin' him helpin* me in the studio, I
Eot the notion that I was wise to mont
of his eurves. I've got both hands In
the alr now, though.

Goin’' back over the last faw monthe,
too, I can see whers I might have got &
Jline on him before. But. oh mo! Noth-
In" could jar ma our of bellevin® he
wouldn't ever ron against the form-
sheet. T'd made out The gllmmer 1
E*ts was when 1 finds Joa In the front
offhce ons day, planted before the blg
Ipokin®-glass, havin® = catch-as-catch
can with his halr.

“Hully chee!" says he, Alppin' one of
my milltary brushes in the wash basin,
“That's fGerce, ain't It, Shorty ™

“If It's your nerye In helpin® yowur-
pelf to my bursay Knlekknacka™ says I
“1 agree with wou."

“Ah, ean the croak!” says he, *I
aln't eatin’' the bristles off, am 17

"Oh;, I'm not fussin’,” says I, "but
what you neerd to uss on that thatch
is & currycomb and & lawn rake”

“Ah, aay'!" says he, "1 don't see an
it's 80 much worse than others 1 know
of. It's all right when I can get It to
lay down in the bacik. How's that,
now ™

“Great!™ says 1. “"Couldn’t be bettsr
if you'd used fish glue”™

Maybas you never noticad how
Bwifty's top-plece I finlshed off? He
has & mud-colored growth that's as soft
as o shoa brush. It behaves well
snough whan it'e dry: but after ha's
gor it Eood and wet it breaks up into
ridgeas that overlap, same &8 ehingles
on a roof.

But thep, ¥ou wouldn't be lookin’
for any camel'a halr finish on & put likae
Bwifty's—npot with that face. Course,
ha aln't to blama for the undershot
faw, nor the way his ears lop. nor the
width of his amile. We don’t all have
gifts lke that, thanks be! And It wa'n't
on purposs Swifty had lils nose bent In.
That comes from not duckin® quick
snough when Gans swung with his
right

S0 long as he kept In hix claas,,

though, and wa'n't called on to under-
study Kyrle Ballew, Swifty met all the
apecifications. If T was wantin® & par-
jor ormament, I might shy some &t
Swifty's style of beauty: but showin'
billous brokers how to handle the med-
feine bdall s a job that don't ¢all for an
exchange of photographse He may
havae an outline that looka llke a map
of A stone quarry. and perhans his ways
are a littla on the frits, but Swifty's
got good polnts Whist T couldn't find
bunched again If T was to hunt through
acrowd. So, when I finds him worryin®
over the set of his back hair, I gots
Interested.

“What's the colffure for, anyway?™
sayr L. “Goin® to mee the girl ahT™

Course that was a josh. You can't
jook at Swifty and try to think of him
doin' the Romeo act without grinnin’,

“Ahr, chee!™ sayn he.

Now, I've sprupng that game Jolly on
him & good many times; but I never
pee him work up & color over it be-
fore. Silil, the |dea of him gettin® kit-
tenish waa too much of a straln on the
mind for me (o follow up.

It was the same about his breakin’
into songE. Hed never done that,
elther, until one momin® 1 hears a
noise comin” from the back room that
sounda !lke wsome one blowin® on a
bottie. 1 stapa over to ths door saxy,
and hanged 1f T didn't make out that
1t was Swifty takin® a crack at some-
thing that might be, *Oh, How 1 Love
My Laulw™

“You must” says L. *if it makes you
feel as bad as all that. Does Luiu know
nr

“Ahr, chen! says he.

Ever hear Swifty ahoot that over his
shoulder without turnin® his head? Talk
about your schools of expression! None
of "emm could teach anyone to put As
much into two words as Swifty does

into them. They're & whole vocabulary,
the way lhe uses ‘em.

“Wwas you tryin' to sing,” says I, “or
just givin' an Imitation of n steambost
siren on a foggy night™

But all T could =t out of Swifly was
another “Ahr, chee!” He was too happy
and satisflad to Joln In any debate, and
ingtde of 10 minutes he's at It again;
s0 I lets him splel away.

"Well,” thinks I, “IT'm glad my Joy
don’t have any such effect on me AN
that. I s'posxe | can stand it £ he can”

It wa'n't more'n two nights aftér that
I gets another shock, [ was feclin' a
little nervous, to hegln with, for I'd
billed myaelf to do & stunt 1 don't often
tackle. It wma nothin® less than
piiotin® & fluff delegation to some art
studio doin‘s. Sounds like a Percy Job,
dom't 1tT But it was somethin’, put up
to me in u way I couldn’t dodge.

Maybe vobli remember me tellin® you
s while hack about Cornelin Ann Bel-
ter® She wns tha Minnekeegan Eirl
thut had a room on the top floar over
the Physlcal Culture $tudle, and was
makin' = stab at the scuipture game—
the one that we got out to Rockywoid
ns n ringer in the snow-carvin’® contest
Got her placed now?

Well, vou know how that ilttie trick
of makin® a snow angel brought her in
orders from Mre. Purdy Pell, and Sadle,
and the rest? And she dldn’t do &
thing but muke good, either. T hadn't
seen her since she quit the buliding:
but I'd heard how she- was doin' fine,
and here the other day 1 gets a card

sayin’ she'd be pleased to have my com-.

pany on a Wednesday nikht at half
after oight. xivin® an address on Fifth
avenu<.

“Corny must be carvin® the cania-
pup.” thinks I, and then forgets ail
about 1t until Sadle holds me up and
wants to know (f I'm golin”.

“wNix,” says L “Them art studlo
stunts s over my head.™

*Oh, pshaw!" says Sadle. “"How Jong
sipce vou have hesn afrald of Miss
Beltar? Didn't you and 1 help her 1o
get her start? She'll feel real badly if
you don't come.”

'-!.? Il get over that,” says L.

But Mrs. Pell and I will have to go
all alone if you don't come With us,'
aays she. “Mr. Pell Is out of town, and
Pinckney s too busy with those twins
and thut Western girl of hisa, Tou've
got to come, Shorty.™

“That settles I says 1. "Why didn’t
you say =o first off ™

So that was what T was doin® at quar-
ter of elght that nlght, In my opan-face
vest and dinky Iitle tuxedo, hustiio
along Forty-second etrest, wonderin’
If the folks took me for a head waiter
inte to his job. You mee, after I gots
ail ragged out 1 finds I've Jeft my pat-
ent leathers st the studio. Swifty las
anid he was goln' to take the night off,
too, so I'm some' surprised to see the
front office all it up llke there was
a ball goin' on up there. [ takes the
steps thres at a time, expectin’ to find
a couple of yexgs movin' out the safe;
but when I throws the door open what
shou!d 1 see planted In front_of the
mirror but Swifty Joe.

Not that T was sure It was him Ul
I'd had & specond lnok. It was Swifiy’'s
face, and Swifty's halr, but the costume
was a phflopens. It would have Lickied
a song-nnd-dance artist 1o death. Any-
whare off'n the variety stage. unless it
was at & Fourth Ward chowder party,
it would have drawn a crowd. Perhaps
¥ou can throw up a view of & plnhesd
check in brown and white, blocked off
into j four-inch squares with red and
grooh lineal n double-hreastad coat with
scalloped cuffs on the alceves, and silk
faced lapels; a pink and wihte shirt
striped llke an awnin'; a spotted butter-
fly tie; yvellow shoes In the Intest olao-
margarine tint; and a caffy-o-iay bean
pot derby with a haif-inch brim to
finish off the plcture. It was a4 sizzler,
all right.

For & minute 1 stands there with my
mouth open and my eyen bugged, takin’
In the detalls. If 1 could I would have
akipped without sayin' a word, for I
sea I'd butted In on something that was
sacred and smecret. But Swifty's heard
me come In, and he's turned around

N SWIFTY WAS

A LITTLE. ROMANCE IN THE LIFE OF
PROFEJSSOR SHORTY Ms CABEY ASSISTANT

“GEE HIMI™ SAYS L

YOU DON'T NOTICE ANY BANDAGE OVER MY EYES, DO YOUT

waltin® for me to give & verdict
wantin’ to hurt his feelin's, I hus to go

He only grins kind of foollsh, sticks
. and saws his neck agalnat

Heury Dixaey,
~round and gettin’
“Gee! but toat's a swell outie!™

“Honest™ says he, grinnin’ way back
to his ears. I was after somethin’ a
Uttle fancy, I'll own up.”

“Well, you got It says I. "Where'd
you have it bulit?"

“Over the bridge.” says he.

Say, It's a wander some of them South
Brooklyn cloth carpenters don’t get the
blind staggors, turnin’ oui clothes like
that: aln't 117

“Must be some special occaslon?
=uys 1.

e w— Y T T T

| WASN'T SURE IT WAS HIM UNTIL I'D HAD A SECOND LOOK;,

*ﬂq— TTRY rz-i

| Jose,

Wil it make

“Why, you'll have
‘sm on thelr toes'

I dldn’t know
that line without ui\'ln‘
but he seems to

I could g0 on

Itke a fnded ten
t-up there that
cakewalk, and 1f
Third avoenue
Sunday afterncon you'll be the
on the board."”

“D'ye think 1'd be blowin' mywelf
like this 1 it wa'n't?" suyx he. “You
bet, It's extrie spectal”™

“With a skirt in the backgroundT
says L =

“Uh-hub,” sayvs he, springin’ another

so 1 tenrs m‘!' 1 Erin

“Naughty, nuughty!" says L

“Ahr, say,” says bhe, trying to look
peavish, “vou oughter to know better'n
that! You npever heard of me chasin®

[ the Lizzies yel, i@ you? This Is a real

ludy ¢ pnd classy, soal"
“Some ons on Fifth avenus™ says T,
unwindin® a little siring. RBuat he whirls

a pln

17" mays

round ilks I'd jabhed him wi
*Who tipped you off o th
he.
“Gueased It hy tha clothes.,” says L
That simmers him down, and T uid
see he wanted to be confidential the

| worst way. He wouldn't let go of her

name; but I gathered IUs seme one hie's
known for qulte a spell, apd that she's
sant him a‘specinl invite for this aven-
in’.

“Asks me to call around, sce?' suys

he. *“Now, I put it up to Fou, Shorty;
don't that iouk ke I got gome standin'
with her?
*Ehe must think pretty well of you,
that's & fact,” says I, "and I juige
you'ra willin® to be her honey boy. Al
got the ring lo your vest pocket, have
you?” :

‘“Mayhe that ain't so much of & joke
as you think.' says he, settin® the bean-
pot lid a little more on one alde.

“Z-z-zMppl” anys L *“That's goln’
some! Well, well, but You are a nule
one, Swifty. Why, I never suspiclioned
such & thing. Luck to you, my lad;
luck to you!” and T pats him on the
back. “1 don't know what chances ¥nu
had bafore, but in that vl you can't

“I guess It holps" says he, twistin’
his neck to gat & back view.

He was puttin’ on the last touches
whon 1 left Course, I was =sOme
stiunned, specially by the Fifth avenus
part of |t But then, It's o long street,
and It's getiin' so now that all kinds
Hyves on 1.

I waa a little belilnd sohed. when 1
gets 1o Sherry's, where | was to t-:r‘(
up Sadlsa and Mrs. Purdy Pell; but at
that It was 10 or 15 minutes bafore |’1 n g
Eetis the tourin® car called up and we're
fll tucked away inside. It don't take
us long 1o cover the distance, though,
and at 20 to 9 we hauls up nt Miss Bel
ter's numbeér. 1 was Just goin' to plla
out when I gets a gllmpee of & pair of
bright yellow shoes carryvin® a human
checker-board.

Y"Bog-sh!" savs T to the jadies. “Walt

up a second till we see wWhare he Eoes

“Why, who Is 117" says Sadle.
says L. "You might not
think 1t frot the rainbow uniform, bhut
it's kim., That's the way le dreases
the part when he staris out to Kneel
to his lady-love™

“Realiy!” says Mra, Pell, Is he golng
to do that™

“Got It stralght from him,” says I
“There! he's worked hils courage up.
Now he takes the plunge.”

Why!" says Sadle, “that Is Miss Bal-
ter's number he's gding into”

“She don't llve on all five floors, does
says 1

but it's odd, Just the same'

snys she,

What Newspaper Wits Say

Faith Shattered.

=1 don’'t belleve In that doctor™

“Why T

“He didn't tell me evervthing 1
wantaed to eat was bud for me!”

Too True.

Harper's Weekiy.
“What is a synonym, dad?™
“A synonym, my son, Is & word that
you can use when you don't know how
to spell the one you thought of firsLl™

O Tempoeal

Howard—Why did he marry her at
all 1f he were golng lo get a dlvoree
=0 upeadilyT

Coward—Because he didn’t think it
wonid be honorable to break thelr en-
EAgament,

———
An Early Impression.

Tleveland Plaln Dealer.
“Magsie, wash the side windows this
momrning.”"
“Why this morning, ma'am™
“1 want the new nelghborg to ses our
dining-room pset.”

Overhurdened With Memory.

Washington Star.
“Your son tells me that he is going to
take lespons to cultivate his memory.”
“1 hope not.” answerad Farmer Corn-
tossnl: “he éan remember every fool tuns
that was ever whistled.™
——
More.

Boaton Globa.
First kld—"My papa’'s got =0 much
manay he don't know how to spend 1™
Becond Wid—"That's nothing. My
papa’s got sp muoch money that even
mamma can’'t spend 1™
——

Described.

*Pop™

“Ne», my mon*

“What is » harpaichord™

"A harpaichord. my boy, Is an instru-
ment which when heard makes R man
fes]l sorry that he ever sald anything
unkind about a plano.”

———

And His Long Sult, Too.

Harper's Weekl|y.

Tramp—Lady, havs you an palr of
trousers which your husband has d4is-
carded”

Kind Lady—TYes, Here they are, but
ther will not last long—my husband
discards from weakpDess.

S —

Artistic Resentment.

Washington Evening Btar,
“Tion't you enjoy the =inging of iha
wild hirds™ sald the rural snthusiast,
“Certainly not.” anawered the prima
donra. TAmy one Who enjoys the muaical

reputation that some of these birds have
Fained mhould be petiing at least a thou-
sand dollara a parformance. The method
of these birds s positively unprofes-
sional!"”

——

Defined.

FPuck.

Ax nearly as can be differentiated, a
Job is whirs 0 man does most of the work
and somebody eise gets most of the pay,
mnd a position |8 weére a man gets most
of the pay and somebody else does most
of tha work,

e .

And Perhaps More.

_Punoh,

Mr. Tell-ll—My wife says her shopping
at tha bargain msals today reminded her
of the last ballet ahe bad seen.

Mr, Hear-it—How waa that?

Mr. Tell-l—Well, becnuse almost svery-
thing was 50 per cent off.

e

A Happy Thought.

N Boston Transcript
*The time will come.™ crind the Sociallst
arator, “when the jaboring man will have
tha wealthy under bis fest. And what
will happen then?"
“He'l] v walking on his uppers,” came
a volce from the crowd.
i g

Variable Sentiment.

“Of course, you are a great advocale
of industry,” sanid the serlious person.

“Well,” answerad Farmer Corntossel,
when It comes to an opinion "bout Ine
dusiry I s'posse I'm purty much llke
anyons else; 1t depands on whethar I'm
doin’ the work myself or hirin® 1t
dona.” \

=y

Always a Debtor.

Chieago Journal,

As a pleasant-faced woman passed the
corner Harrig toached his hat to her and
remarked to his companlon:

“Ah, my boy, 1 owe & great denl to that
woman.

(our mothes " wu the query.
“No: my landiady."

el S
Horrors of Politics.

Chicago Tribune.

“Then you knew aomething of It al-
ready 7" said the chalrman of the notifi-
cation committee, much chagrined,

“Yeu' answered the nomines, "1 maw
an intimation of it In the nswspapera. In
fact, gentlemesn.”” he added with a broad
smile oo his sunny face, ! had a printer’'s
Inkiing of it™

e —

Diffusing the Annoyance.

Washington Star.

*“You don't suppose Wa take Dboardera
becnusy we masd the money,” exclaimed
Farmer Corntossel. loftily.

“I hat some such !dea,” answered the
man who had ventured to criticise

“Not at all. Wae just get thess poople

in from 1own to keep the mosgquitoss from
thelr attention

Supplying Broken Parts.

Customer—When
from you a few weeks ago you sald 3
would he wiliing to supply a now part if
I broke anything.

The Molor Agent—Certainly, Sir
can I hava the pleasure of providing you

Ths Customer—] want
ankles, a floating rib,
yards pof cuticle,

a pale of new

a hox of assorted Anger-
two blocusplds ang a

Venus Revenged.

Chlcago News,
1.mg after the visltors'
gallery the statucs engaged In conversa-

hour In the art

called Naptune's daughter,
How did you lose your

“iail us the truth,
gor

‘*You don’t mean o say that a woman
woild tel] a secrel,
“Well, I'1] tell you.
my hands over my ‘Terry
attach the hatpin and my armas snapped

1 h—u trying to get

And the statues lnughed so
Mara awoke from
grabbed his spear.

About Tafi.

“"Heard the latest about Taft?™ Inquired
a campalgn manager,
What s 117" the reporicrs asied
“It Is copy for all of you, whether your
rs are Republiean,
Prohibitionist.
story that will nelther make nor unmuke

“Mr; Taft.,” sald the campalgn manager,
aftor pausing to laugh,
a brisk constitutional onn day,
sharply negotlating
square Into w poddier, upsetting the man’s
¢ of shoestrings and collur buttons

a peddler, as ha stooped to pick up
his wares, grumbled o himself:

“'And they want (o say these here di-
rigible balloons Is perfect f

Offered n Substitute.

The beauleous ¥yYoung WwWoman enters
the drugstors hastlly.

“Is Mr. Churgam In?" she asks.

*You mean the proprietor? Inqitires
the affable clerk. “No, madam, I re-
gret to say that he {3 not in”™

“Oh, dear. I am sorry
into her beaming optics® creeping the
of disappointment

“Is there anything you wish?" the
affable clerk asks.

*Well—you see—Mr, Chargem {8 my
tiance, and I am unexpectedly golng
sway on u trip. and 1 called fo—lo—
te kiss him good-by.

" she murmurs,

isn’t here, and the traln goes 1n half
a hour. and 4

“1 am truly sorry, madam,” the clerk
says, “fliat your fiance i& not hers to
kisx yvouw good-bye, but'—his profes-
slonal training asserting fteelf—"1 can
give you somethlog Just as good"™

e

Journalistic Enterprise In Indlana.

Booihh Tarkington says that jm no state
have the newspapers mors “‘journaliatioc
enterprisa” than In his natlve Indiana
While stopping at a llttle Hoosler hotal In

tha course of @ hunting trip Mr. Tarking-

ton lost one of his dogs, says Everybody's
Maguzine.
“Huave you a newspaper In town?" he

asked of tha landlord.

“Right mcross the way, thers, back of

the shoemaker's," the landlord teld him.

“The Dally News—best little paper of its

size In the state*

The aditor, the printer and ths printer's

devil werns all busy doing justice to Mr.
Tarkington with an “'in-our-midst’ para-
graph when the novelist arrived.

“I'va just lost s dog,” Tarkington ex-
pluined after he hnd introduced himself,
“and I'd liks to have you insert thia ad
for me: ‘Fifty dollars reward for the re-
tirn of a polnter dog answering to the

nams of Rex. Tysappeared from the yard

of the Mansion House Monday night.

“Why, we were just going to press.
alr, the editor sald, “bhut we'll be only
too giad to hold the edition for vour ad.”

Mr. Tarkington returnsd to the hotel.
After o fow minutes he declded, howover,
that it might be well to add “No guestions

anked” to hiam advertisement, and returned

to the Dally News office

The placa was deseried. save for the
akinny lttls freckie-faced devil, who wat
perched on m high stool, gazing wistfully
out of the window,

“Where Iz everybody?™ Tarkington

“Gawn to hunt th” dawg.'" replled the
boy. without removing hlg grzes from the
distant fields.

The Time Purzle

Nuakviila Amnarican
The clock ia the parlor != running too fast;
The elock in the kitchen In slow;
The clock In the hall Is xt hest Lot a toy,
And hnplt of the time It won't go
John's watch neafls repalring. snd Bill'e
wasn't wound:
The clock in the attic won't chime;
We'va no leas than twenty timepleces about.
And mo one can tell us the time

From grandfsther's turnip you would not
expect

Exagtneas to minidta and 4ot

Byt Ethe] Miranda has one that is new,
And hers should b» right on the spot.

it imm't deopendable, neverthaless.
%o more than the now doller tick

That Chestar recelved as a prize with a sult
And thought he was turning a irick.

It's watehea to right of us. watchen to left,

And clocks scattersd Tound here and
there,

Boaniden & sundial that stands In the yard,
Though hroken and pesding repair.

In beautifu] cases most all of tham tick
In plentiful rhythm and rhyme.

But no opa Is certain that his Is correct,
And no ane can ewear to the time,

To sse that gur meals are pulled off when
they'ra dub,
That no ane may kick or compiain.
We aAversge up every timepl in the h
And watch for the § o'clock traln.
I it s on time, we can feel we Are saved,
But =han it is half zn hour Izts
We turn fo our watches, our clocks und the
sumn,
And average thelr heated dabate.

1 thought so mysalf; ao I glves "em
thas wihola story of how I come to Know

about what he was p to. By that time

wa was climbin® the stairs, and as soon
a8 we finds the right door T forgets all
abaut Swifty In sizin' up Cornella Ann.

Say, what a difference a iittle of thp

right aind of dry goods will muke in o
Eirk! won't 1t? The lamt 1 anw of

Cornle she was wearln’ a skirt that
sagged In the bmck, & punky Iid that
might hava coma off the top of an ash-

can, and shoes that had run oVer Bt the

heel.

But prosperity hagd sure hlown her
way, mnd she'd bought a wardrobe (o
sult the timoes. NoiL that she'd gone

and loaded hersalf down llks she was

o window displayv. It was just a cooum-
b greon sort of cheese coloth that
floated around her, and thers wan't A
frill on 1t except some siivery brald
where the square hole had  been
chopped out to let her head and part
of her shonlders through. Buat at that
it didn't nend any Paris tag.

And say, I'd alwayr hdd an fdea that
Cornelln nn was rated about third row
back. Seein' the wiay she sHowed up
there, though, with all that clnnamon
eolored halr of hers piled on top of hor
hend, nod her blg eves glistenin’, T had
to revise the frame up- It dldo't take
me long to fAnd out that she'd shook
the shrinkin® violet game, too. She steDs
up and gives us the glad hand and the
gurgly jolly just as If she'd been doln’
1t al] her life.

It wa'n't any cheap hangout that
Cornie has tacked her 7y e-piate omn,
either, Theérs was sxpensive rugs on
tha fipor. and brass lamps hangin' from
the cetlln', and ploces of tin armar hung
around on the walls, with nary a sign
of an oll stove or a foldin' bed,

A lot of folks was already on tha
ground They waa swells, too, and
they was (loutin' around so thick that
it was two or three minotess hefora [
Eota n view of what was sittin® under
the big yeliow lamp-shade in the cor-
ner. Sa who o you guess? Swifty
Joe! Honest, for a minute 1 thought 1
must be havin' . nerve spasm and gee
In' t & that wa'n't so, Fut It was
film, al] right: big as lifa, and lookin’
ns prominent s & soap ad. on the back
4 MmAganina

There was plenty of shady places in
th room thnt bhe might have ploked,
but be hais hunted out tha bright spot.
He's =ittin' on one of thése funny cross-
Irggad Roman stools, with his toes
torned In, and them gridiron pants
pilled up to show about fiTta Inches of
MacGregor plald socks. And he han a

entisflad look on'his face thet 1 couldn't
account for no wa

Course, 1 thinks right off that he's
broke into ths wrong ranch, and Is
wiltin' for some ona to ¢ s and show
him the way out. And then, all of a
sudden, I begins to re smber things.
foun know, {t wap Swifty that C
4 7 umed to gat to powe for har w
éha had the top floor back In onr bulld-
Ing. EBhe made an emboszed clay ple-
ire of him that Joa used to gaze at
] Eour. And once he showed ma
10to thet she'd given him. Then
there wins the special Invite he'd been
tellin® moe about. Not bein’ used Lo got-

covar of

tin” much things, he'd mistook that card |

to her studio openin’ as a sort of pri-
vate billy ducks, and he'd bullt up a
dream about him and her havin' & band-
n all to themselves

il thinka 1. “Can [t be
o Ann he's gone on?’

I, mll ¥vou had to do to got tha
answer was to watch Swifty follow her
around with his -« 8= You'd thoaght,
findin® himself In &2 banch of topnatch-
ers like that nand rigeed out the was
he was, Le'd been feelln' llka & green
sirawb’'ry In the bottom 4f the basket.
But nothin® of that kind had lenKed
through hils thick sikull Cornile was
thera, and e wiaa there, dressed accord
in® to his own designs, and he wan as
contente mu-: happy as & turtle on a
log, bellevin’ the rest of ua had only
butted In.

I was feolln' all cut up over his
break, and tryln' 'to guess how Cornis
was standin® it, when she [loats up [0
me and says:

W e

iin" se
“Graat

Cor:
L

It swant of \!, Gall ul.'(x' to

«tim the howd

OING SOME

SEWELL FORD

gome? Have you seén him?7

“gaen him!” says 1. “You don't mo-
tles anv bandages over my eyes, dan
you? Notlce the get-up. Why, ha looks
like a section of a blllboard.”™

“Oh, 1 den‘t nmind his clothes n bit."”
says she, “1 think he's veal plott
esque. Hesides, I haven't forgotten thnt
he used to pose for mn whon hiring
models meant going without meals, 1
winh you would sea that he docan't got
lon#some befors 1 hiive & chiance 10
spoak to him again™

*He don't look llke ha needad any
ehirkin® up." va I, "but Il go Eive

So I trota over to the yellow shnds
and ranges myself up In front of him,
“You might's well own up, Swify”
suys 1. 1Is ornle the one’”

“Tli-hul,

old her

. ahestl™

says he

says L go siow, Jony,
g0 slow.™

I don't know how 1t happened, for all

I toid out 1t wnas Sadle nnd Mrs
Purdy i but wa'n't long befor:
svaryone In tha J wnn text to

him oail They

Swifty, and wus pi %
d and make & try

nill bas to be Introdx

at gettin' Him to talk, For n while e
has the time of his Hfe. Moslly he just
ETins.

The only that don't fall to what's
up lIs ¢ { she gets him o
help her pass the teacups and the

enke, and tells wryone about how
Swifty helped hor oul on the nmos
business when she was Hvin' on plekied

plgs' feet and crackers Fin'lly folk»
begins to dig out thelr wraps and coma
up to tell her how they'd had a bully
time But Jos never makes A move

Shafe and Mra. Pell wa'n't In a1
hurry, eit s 4 tha fArst thing |
knows thore's « v tha five of us left

| T sen Sadle lonkin® from Joe to Cornje

and then passin® Mrs. Pell the smile
Corpella Ann sees 1L, 1 and she has &
synopals of the presor chapters in &
minate But she don't get flushed a

bit Bl saila over (o the «Cont-rooim
gets Swifty's Ud, and comes luggin' 1t
out

“I'm awfully eame, Mr, Gal-
lagher,” nays she

pot, “and I hope L«
« anot!

N out the
vou AREAIn W
n—Nnext year.”

- 1ike he was wak-

an

in' up from a dream. “Next year! Why.,
I thought that
o but you shoulda't” says =he,

e sees the hatl, and a light
akin, Ho grabs the 1kl and makes &
dush for the don

“lsn't he odd?" snya (ornelia

Wall, sry, 1 didn't know whether 'd
Eat ord thatenight that Swifty had
jumped off the bridge, or had g bark
ta the fusii o e didn’t do elther o
though: but wi ghinowN up -u. 1
atudin next mo e Was Wi :
face looks llke he

old clothes, nn

h, ITRCE
*"There's ot T
Just I ui'
Koes o "

shutdown, 1 L

[ILII-\ run down to Cons tliw
frnnkfurtera bark. I was watchin® "&m
load the boyvs irls Into & roller
corgter, whaor omes & Car that
has somethin® f in It Heore's
Swifty, woarin® his brass-bary sult, a

[ one cor n

clgnr etlckin® out of

[ and an oarm around a flufly
o Flos=le girl that wan chowin'
gum and wearin' n frult-basket hat.
They was loakin® happy.

I slngs outl, “don’t for-

“say, Swift
got about O

‘Ahr, che nvs he and off they
8 dJown the ehuts for another 10-
L rige.

pay, I'm giad &l them Soulh
Brooklyn art ele ' to be
waste t

Raising Foxes for

——

heir Fur

bregéder 1 am now making a
thourand dollars a4 year on my

“H AVIXNG failled as u chicken

fox farm.

The =peaker was a New Hampahire
woman who passed through New York
the other day on her way to ke two
monthe' vacation In the Northwest

“About ten years ago my mother [n-
herited g small farm In New Hampehire
and we went there to live™ she con-
tinged. “I had bhad some four years' ax-
perience in the olity as a stenographer
and had managed o save up la the
pelghborhood of $500. Mother had lot fur-
nished rooms und had managed to scrape
together more than double the amount of
my savingns,

“As wa hadn't found ecity life all that i
Is cracked up to be and both being
try bred wa were anxlous enough to got
back to the country. My capitnl wns in-
vested In chickens and 1 worked faith-
fully o make my pouliry pwy Al the
end of five years I hadn't one <¢ent more
in bank than when I started out

*The trouble wasn't In ralsing tha
ehickens and eggs, but In salling them.
Qur farm wis severnl miles from the
shipping station and the shipplng station
was many miles from a good cillcken
market. By the time shipping expenses
wera pald there wasn't much In the way
of profit

=30 I declded to try something that
would not be so expenslve In getling to
market, That Spring the hired man dug
up seven young foxes. They were litle
beauties ard It seemed a plty to destroy
them for the misdeeds of their parents,
who wo all knew had lved on my pouitry
for more than a year,

“Finally, we declded to keep them and
try to ralse ihem for thelr skins They
proved most loteresting, and before the
time came to sell thelr pelta T had done
a Jot of rendlng on the subject of rals-
ing fur-bearing snimals for profit and
decided to kesp thun and experimant.

“I made a run and thres Jdens of fine
wire nattlng, nceording to the directlons
given by a bresdsr of the red fox, feed-
ing and caring for my meven experiments
as he advised. The next February there
wWas &n increass of ¥ to my flock, snd
two of them were silver foxes,

“Of course 1 felt at once that my for-
tune was made. It is tha objeot of svery
fox-breader to got sllver kits. While =
pair of pure red foxes wiil sell for only
$16. a pair of good sflvers will fetch §&500,
The silver fox s nothing hut a freak In
calor of the common red fox, just as the
black sheep I & freak of the common
sheep.

**Though & palr of red foxes may have
a bianck fox in thelr ltter and the black
fox may prove (o be the parent only of
red foxes, still there Iz & pretty good
chance that two =silver foxes will have
soma of thelr own kind In ecach litter, us
such things usually run In families. The
discovery that all my stock came from
A famfily that produced silvers waas like
finding & small gold mine. It decided me

o give pup my poultry and cggs and de-
voia my attention entirely to fox farming.

*"Am both my silvers were femalss | de-
clded to put all the money that I could
safely lny out In buying the very hbest
allver mala fox on the market. The
wers nol many to be bought, and the best
I oould do was one that wns not nearly
s0 beautiful as my own at 8300 cash and
a promise of an even division of all the
gllver kits he fsthered during the frst
two years.

“The firat year there wers no siiver
kits In his liter. The second ysar he ac-
copled a second wife and betw the twa
famlilles there were threa silver Kkits,
While nons of them was a8 beautiful as
the mothers they were a docided Improve-
ment on thelr father.

“By dint of scraping and borrowing
from my motlier T managed to keep all
thres, and It hnnm visd about tha best
tmant I ever made.

“F have now & palr of black foxes who
Iast February produced four perfoct

ellvers. It wis thi Hru: litter, but 1
foil reascnabl L] nore 1I kit in
thele future !.u_ulJlf.s will plu\-a to be an
exception,

“My flock during the lazt thres years
has comprised 30 foxes, and my dens
and ruas cover less than an acre of
ground, Al my fences ars 10 feat high,
of 1% -Inch mesh No. 18 galvanized
wira. This netting goes threa feet un-
der the ground, and has an overdrop of
18 Inches at tha top. This overdrop la
& plece of ordinary mesh wire support-
ed on oross-pleces nalled to the posts

*“The holes for the foxes ahould be
about three feet. deep mnd must' ba
roofad over In such a way ms to turn
the rain. It s abselutely imperative
to have the nursery well dralned and
poerfectly dry. Soma fox-brecdera line
these holes, but my esxperience teaches
that it Is hest to leave that to the
mother, who oftener thao not leaves
the den uniined,

“Feeding s of course of the greatest
importance, In the heginning I tol-
lowed the advice of a successful breed-
er, whosa rule wis to feed his loxes the
same as his dogss By that he mesant he
gave them bread, table scraps and a
little moewt.

*To that dlst 1 have added dog bis-
cufts and a fox cake made of corn-
meul, sour mllk and enough soda to
klll the sour taste [n the milk. This
is baked In thin pones and given to tha
foxes night and morning. Besides thin
bread I glve sach fox about a pint of
gkimmed milk a day and twice & week
about & quarter of & pound of fresh
meat. Too much meat |s bad.

‘“What would bs the result of feeding
tham fat hens mnd rabbite, such food as=
they live on in the wild state, ls beyond
the limits of my exparience. Fortu-
nataly, I understood enough about anl-
mils to know that what they eat In
the wild state Is po guide to what
ghould be glven them when they are in
captivity,

*It ts A gremt mistake to have your

breeding fox overfat. I never allow

mine to go above 10 pou
prefer them to be two !
lighter. It Ils be to keop f+
in & pen by herself ontil the kits are
old 2nough to be Independe

“The quister aha Is kept

“Thera are usually from fo

=y mre born hil

and rather
¢ ponunds
mother

belter.
r to 10 In
} nd ag &
o untll the elghth or nlnth
1#n they are a month old they
begin to ¢ome out mnd re often as
playful as & Htter of young kiitens.

“Now i time to n o giva
1. ah the- miother Wil
sl third month, and it
10 be prepared to feed

he ntin

"ehruary or March, when they are

Ingx than a yoar old

e fur is prime In Novamher,
ve the gathering of my
lnte In December s It

continues to get fuller, and Jdoess  npot
begin to bleac untll & month later.
Fur Is always Improved by cold wearh
ér and the food wsmupply of the animal
during the Auvtumn months. Ofly food
s especinily , fiah honds belng
about the best 1 I hay 1

“Thera Is alwa
fox peltx Frir [
hring om §1 to §bi. m] na Cross
35 to %15, prima silver from §$76 to § A

“At prescnt the demand for good
bresding stock Is sn Keen At many

fdes

fox farmers never t r peits
A fox whoss Dalt Is wo s' W e worti
nt lenst threo Uimes 1 t amount for

breedln My p broedory In

.
nbout th soll all 1 can

cross nt $70 &

s wVOoTage, |

raisa, # Ut F15 m

pair, and m $360 to $600
“How long P s will |

fmpnssible for tyone Lo predict

nnything " tainty. 1t Is my apln
fon. however, that thare will be ampin
time for m wamen of this genera
tlon to make camforinhles 11vil
Iny up A compele «fire the
r the prices {all off to any conaider-
able extent.™

A Mistaken Situation,

Brooklyn Lif«

A rather elderly 1
Fifth-avenue par
o'clock the other
tha conductc explicit directions to wake
him wheon y car reached Fedoral strect,
sented himsalf t a cor .'Irt' and was soon
sound asleep, When ho bad ridden sboul
kn beyi |\.| Fed=ra] streoct
he car wakar
L o looked 1]
1\!-\1I-M and, hers Iy Wit gril
nccowted the conductor thus: “Condaotor,
why «idn’t ¥ou wake me up asx 1 told
you? Here I am & hsalf-mile past my
hoyse**

“r dld iry, sit,’ respoided the enn.
duetor, "'but all 1 coul L ¥Ort tO SAY
was  C‘All right, Mary the chitbdren
thelr breakiast and I'll be down in &
minute. "™

M




