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ON Tue EpoE OF THINGS

A STORY OF ADVENTURE
IN THE LIGHTHOUSE SERVICE
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| T heard him no longer ago than Iag?

gathered together what eards he could
and tore them up. He ended by run-
ning up on deck and throwing the
tragments overboard. Then he marched
around the deck singing again. Om-
good went up and forced him to stop
his foollshness and go to bed, Ongood
was bolllng by thia time, The loss of
the only pack of2 cards on s light-
ship assumes the proportions of a ca~
tastrophe.
the morning The Assistant wWas
atill ugly. He sat around for a time

glng snd beating on a chalr, and
n he marched about

Filoally Oagood made him stop. “Oh,
shut up.” he sald, *and glve somebody
a chanes to think™

The Assistant protested "The Other

Man was Jdecant”™  he sald “He
wouldn't take away a feller's rights
ke this™

Osgood told him that he didn't care

for The Other Man.

“T'll tell you ome thing,”™ The Asa-
sistant shouted, “and you ecan bellave
it or not. He's comin’ up pretty soon.

night knockin’ along the bottom of the
ahip”™

“What arse you talking about™ asked
Osgood, gruffly.

“Oh, that's all right,” sald The As-
sistant, with the air of & man who has
inside Information. Then he went off,
conversing with himself.

Osgood sat down that aftarnoon and
rensoned about his assistant and him-
eolf and thelr relations to ench other.
That man had just been through things
that no man should go through alone;
ha was worn out and ugly snd needed
to have somedody turn In and help him
get & grip on himself hgain. He was

going the wrong direction now. Oa-
good knew that; he had seen such
things before. And there WwWers pos-

sibilities in that {ine not plsasant for
elthear party. Tha possibillty of a
nocessity of putting Into action, for
instance, that great principle of the
survival of the fittest. He decided to
humor The Assistant and talk things
over with him to find out just where
hae wan

He asked him at supper If he really
bellevad in ghostis.

The Assistant had very clearly de-
fined views on the matter. Why
shouldn't he belleve in ghosta? "I don't
know about the land” eald he; *“I've
spent most of my Years at sea. And
when ¥ypu do that thers aln't no doubt
of it. Things happen at sea, and num-
bers mean somethin’, and there are
slgnals for good and bad luck. Any
sailorll tell you that. Now, what
makes them plgnals and them laws?
BEomethin' does, that's certaln; and It's
just one thing. It's ghosts, I tall you.

“It's my opinion they don't llke to
stay around shore where thera's houses
and men and all that. They come right
out hers, whers they won't be Aals-
turbed and can rattle around as free
as they pleass, And whem A man
knows about them he can't help tallin’
when they are around. When it's fog-
EY., they hang off a littls as If they
was watchin' youw, and In rough
wenther they just go sizzlin' by and
howlin',

“There!
pistant in a loud voles, Jumping up and

what's that?™ sald The As-

turning over his chalr.

weore lights in his eyes and he leaned
over and his volce was huaky. The
tims and place alvo wers stimulating
to the Imagination. There they sat
under the yellow cabin lamp, staring
at each other aecross the table, with
the wind yelling above, and the water
hissing undarnesath the boat—two
lonely men at the edge of things, con-
nected to reallty only by two alender
chalns, with blackness and chaoa and
confusion trembling over them to de-
vour them.

“Well, anyway,” sald Osgood, swal-
lowing, “that ain't snything you want
to think about. It ain't g nor
wholesome for you. Don't do 17

“Supposin’ you can't help tT asald
The Assistant.

“Damn it. you must help 1" =ald
Osgood. Then he offered to sing a lit-
tle, and suggested that they get to-
gother a pack of cards with what The
Assistant had left and what The Other
Man had scattered around shs cabin
bafore he got through. They man-
aged to patch up something, and then

they played. Osgood lost. The As-
slstant beat him; but this wouldn't
do, elther. The Asaistant finally got

up mad agaln. He didn't want to be
babled, he mald.

He went up on deck and
agalin.

The next day Osgood tried to pacify
him. but ho balked every attempt. Os-
good asked him several times In the
evening 1o play cards with him. He
refused continually.

“Oh, go to ths devil"™ sald Oesgood
finnlly.

The Assistant was ugly hima=I1f. but
he seemed to have the idea that Os-
good was the offender. “What have
you got sgalnst me, anyway™ sald he
at breakfast

*Nothing whatever,” replied Osgood.

“You don't treat me lfke The Other
Man 414" complained The Asslstant.

“Well, probably you'll have him back

marched

agaln before long,” retorted Osgood
snceringly.

“prabably T will,” sald The Asslstant
eurllly.

At noon Osgood couldn’t find the big
butcher knife.

*What'd you do with that knifeT™ he
asked.

“Nons of your business™

“I'll make it my businesa"” eox-
clnimied Ongood, starting for The As-
sistant. Ho was & good deal the larger
man, antl The Assistant wilted.

““Well, hera it is, If you really want
1" he sald, taking It out of the pockat
of his coat and putting It on the table.
*It's just as handy there as anywhore,
&s far as I care.”

Osgood took charge of the knife him-
self.

He woke up that night suddenly and
found The Assisiant staring at him,

“Well™ sald he, “what Is 1t

The Assistant started bacl.

*“Didn't you hear that knocking? Heo's
comin' up pretty quick!™

“Oh, go to slesp, you cursed fool™
eried Osgood,

The next night he was waked up
in the same way. It was dlsagreeable
business baing waked up from a sound
eleep and looking into a man's eyes.
The Assistant svidently sat and stared
at him.

“If you do that again” sald Os-

Thay stood and watched it o while,
and It seesawed back and forth on the
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swell untd it dlsappeared In the mist

"Well, he's gone now, anyway,” Os-
good whispered hoarsely.

“Yes, for mow ho's gone,’ ‘answered
The Assistant; "but this Is only the
first time he's coma.”™

Oagood pacifiad The Asmistant the
best way he could pnd then went be-
low and bunked in. He could hear
The Asslstant pacing the deck and
every time he closed his eyea he saw
The Other Man drifting out into the

mist. So he wallowed about till neaxly
morning. Then he fall into a heavy
slesp.

When he awoke ha thought he was
paralysed, Mo couldn't move a mus-
cle of his body, But simply lay thers
staring at the top of the bunk. Final-
v, he found he could move his head
a little, and raised it up and looked
down. He was tled hand and foot;
wrapped round and round with rope
like like a bobbin.

He began to yell furiounly.
The Assistant came down.

"“Hare! You lat me loose,” eried Os-
good frantieally.

If you don't
when I get out of here."

“You ain't goln' to get out,” remark-
ed The Assistunt laconlcally,

Osgood hegan to swear a stream.

Finally

I'll break your neck

whisper and his eyes shons Illke a

oat's.

sSuddenly he Jjumped up “He's callin’
snid he, and disappeared hur-

me now,”
tledly on daeck. it was as silent &s
the grave.

Oszood lay and thought It over. Hea

reached no other conclusion than o
glrong appreciation of the fact that he
was ten miles from shore and 30 days
from the visit of the government ten-
der. He stralned agaln at the ropes;
then collapsed, and declded to resort to
for The

Eirategy. Hs yolled again
Assistant
‘“What you yellin' for?T" asked that R OTa AN
gentleman, when he appeared. & ..[.I)._"
“Sky,” sald Osgood, “tell him I'm \.‘
ready to give up to him—and—hold on dnr.': — th e
ask him if ha don't want another | . = . 72 s

man to help him. Bocauss I'd liks to
first rate, if ha will give ma & show."”
The Assistant went up agaln and

soak
caugn

talked to himself on desck. Then he
came back to the hatahway. “Ho says
yvou stay whera you are,™ he yelled
down.

Osgood lay thinking over the
chances. The weather was still, ap-

parently, and The Assistant could run
the thing all right now. It he would
only feed him, things might run along
till something happened. He was wildly
happy when The Assistant brought
down kis dinner.

*Weo've bean talkin' you over,” =sald
The Asslstant frankly; "I kind of
thought we would have to get rid of
you, but he says we'd better kKeep you
a while longer.”™

He proceeded to feed Osgood.

“You mee, we'rs goin’' to geot onut
here,” he continued. ““Ho's pgeottin
ready for a crulse. He's terribly
worked up over it—walkin' back and
forth, and flappin’ his arms. He wants
me to hurry and got away from here.
So I've got to file off the chalins this
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gcl_nd.. " » This interested and
‘I ain't askin' no questions The | s esistant, who dropped =
Other Man will be at the helm and me | 7o, dntosd  about the deck. velling
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o

peot,™” sald Tho Assistant confidentially,
“that we're going to the devil"™
Osgood argued strongly against the

elgo,

plan, but he didn’t make any impres-
alon. T aln't taking ordera from you I Assists nt =1
now,” sald Tha Assistant | 55+ chon four desp by sall
- : ;. upon four deep by &
Then he hunted arpund and got the By this time Osgood valllng
filp and went on deck. his wildest below. P
About the middls of the afternoon has *what the devil have we
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“Want anything now?™ ha aaked. M -1 -

*No,” sald Osgood, “unless 1t s to t‘ﬂ--‘{}.s.’.lirg?:‘ answered The
get loosa again.” golemn “inia 1s a ghost

“Well, I dldn't know,” sald The A8~ | Tha Other Man and I are r
sistant. *“He says to me, “We want to | voy get out of here; do

treat him svell while we kesp him,' has
sald, and then he sent me down."

The Assistant started up ageain. “Oh,
say,” callad Osgood, ns he was leaving,
“what's it like oulsideT”

“Quliet and foggy,” sald The Asslist-

here; you're resl” He wna ge

cited. and, the =allors having

him for a moment, e ma

hls matchen.

The sallors promptly suppre
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’Terse Tales From Humorous Pens

MOSNEY FPURSUIT AFTER JUSTICE
A big, brawny, red-faced sagebrush
lawyer llved In ona of the Indlan reser.
vatlions ! the old dayw. Ha wore B
oo, and the Mexicans

L Lre Cuine

i Ay

I » 1 Qo T
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LEAVES NO Rr0OOYM FOR DOUBT.
The aflernoon wWAS WArmM. &ud
teschar was almost it In U2

to drum the el4 # of grammar into

the wooder of her paplls
“Now,6 Joh: paid, wearlly,

“tall me—woul proper for

to say: “Tou oA T me nothic
Jahnny loal ightfully fTer a

moment. and t llnd In a tone of

ion

mum.”
& teacher sighead

““Why, Johany?T she nskad,
why™™

Anfdl pnow the answer came quick and
pat:

* yaunsa yer can"t!™ sald Jahnny.
umphantly —londan Answer
———

MEASTRING UP THE PENITENTS.

A typleal old-time “clreuit riders™
filed recantly in Alnbama—a man whoso

“Tell me

tri-

godly, unselfish life will jong be re-
mambared. Many wete the edcentrie-
ities of this rugged o!d man, and ma

.
anscdotes are currenat among the Meth-
odist minlsters of the state concerning
him He was noied for two thlngs—
his denunclation of sin In no uncertaln
tones and the famillarity with which

Be addressed the Lord In prayer.

On cne occaslon he hsd been preach-
tng !n & long mesting-house in the pine
woods of North Alabama Thers ware
several young feliows on bhaand wie had

celabirating by
. #y

Aaller n
cher made

patronizsing a still
long, flery sermon,

rall for mournersa
waa filled mont-

iy oned young fel-
be okad them over
o th keen Intultion
f=iz was perhaps a “lark™ on
Lthe . but he knelt to pray.
0 he began, “here's n crowd
of ¥ jows kneelin® round your
altnr ve Deon cise and swearin’
and 4 kin® thelr time In riotous Jvin';
y'vae comé up hera sesmingly
look like panitents.
thay are. They waap

and

I hopo you'll
nre: but, oh, Lord,
ks penitents!“—Phil-

THE

Greneral

LIGHT OF HIS HOME

T A. Bingham, who
the of chief engineer of
bareau of highways be-

14 get nothing sccom-

heodors
resigned
York's
he

. sald the other day:

te all my sfforts in that office
thers wors no results. I reminded my-
geif—though In no individuous pense—
of Goban Golde

“Gobea Golde. the waill-known club-
was found by a policea officer,
inte one night, in a pltiable state
intexirgtion The wretehed feollow

noat
poat

Neow

cou

stood bBeneath a Iamppost which he
was kicking with might and maln

“Slightly amused, tha policemman
watlched Mm & moment Then he
mald:

Hers, sir, whal are you dJdolng

| there?™

“No reply. Cnly bang. bang, bang—
Gobsa dealt the lamppost three more
kicks.

!
i
|

“ "What are you dolngT™ repsatad the
pol ITWATL

“Gobag deliversd another qulck volley
of very furious kicks, and then, look-
ing up. he sald:

*40h, I know she's In all right, "cause
thare'a h—hlo—a light upstalra'"—
Washington (D. C) Btar.

——

A GOAT'S MIT OF SENTIMENT.

Mra. Moriarity owns a goat for
which she hazs a warm affection. All
the nelghbore regard Naony as qulte as
much & member of the Moriarity fam-
iy as is Michael or Katherine.

One flne morning Mrs. Riordan came
running ncross Lhe street with Ther
shaw] over her hoad, and sald: “Mra.
Morlarity, what s the matter wid
Neany? Is she alck. 1 seea her Janin’

agin the corner of ths houss, and ahe
was lookin' 111"

“The sgaintg hless you, Mary Ann'™ re-
plied Mre Morinrity, “Nanny ain't sick!
Ehs climbed up on ths cintartable last

night and ats the mistietos, and 1t
made ber sintimental that's alll™—
Touth's Companion,
il —
EPIGRAMATIOL
“The lats Edwin A Abbay, the

Amorican painter, who lived in London,
was only eomfortably off, whereas ha
might have besn rich.”

The speaker, n Chioago art dealar,
had just returned from Europe. He
continued:

“1 dinpd one evening with AbBbey In
his house, in Chalasa, and aftor dinner
wo walked in the blue twilight on the
Chelsea smbankment.

“As weo passed Old Bwan Houss and
Cloek Housa and tha other superb res-
fdences that front the river, I re-
proached Abbsy for his extravagahce.

“*Why. I said, painting toward Clock
Housa, 'If you had saved your money
you might, be lving in a palace like
that today.'

"But Abbey, with & laugh, Tather
got the better of me. He rattled off
this aplgram—and it's an eplgram I'll
always remember when I'm templed to
be parsimonious:

“‘Some’ folks,' he sald, ‘are so busy
putting something by for & ralny day
that they get lttle or no good out of
pisasant weather.' “—Washington Star.

sLIM SAVING CHANCE &OES.

A misstonary who was making his
way through a backwoods region
cams upen an old woman sitting out-
sids the cabin. He entered upon a
religious talk, and fnally asked her
if sha dldn't know thers wWas a d4ay
of judgment coming.

*“Why, no” sald the old lady. I
hadn’t heard o that Won't there be
mor'n ons dayT™T

*No, my friend; only one day.,” wWas
the reply.

“wWell, then," she mused, “I don't
reckon I can get to go, for we've only
got ons mule, and John always has
to go everywhera frst™—Natlonal
Mugazine.

—l—————

FIIS SHARE IN CREATION,

“I am incllned to think,” sald the
man who speaks with {irmness, though
with esutlon, "that our friend. Grafton
Grabh, was created on the Sabbath.”

“For what reason?

“Weo ara told that an honest man is
this noblest work of the Creator and

Quipsand Flings

Black Orp, Senlor—Ah, my boy, there
Is nothlng atronger than & mother's
love.

Young Black Orp—Isn‘t thers, bhy
Jove! Hava you ever had a peck at
ones of thess onions?—Tatler.

- - -

I don't gos any gensa in referring to
the wisdom of Soiomon.,” saild the man,
smartly. “He had a thousand wives."

“Yen,” answared the woman, tartly,
*ha learned hig wisdom from them."—
Brookliyn Life -

L -

Wife—Why d4ld you refuss to
that man the roomsa?

Husband—Ha looked go {ll-tempored
I was afrald I should never summon
up courage to ralse his rent later, on.—
Filegende Blastter.

-

-
give

- L

"Was your love affair romantic?"
“Oh, very! T met Reginald at the pea-

shore. Weé both pretended to bs very
rich.”
Y en, you!™

“And now it turns out that he col-
lects the payments on our plano.”—
Loulsville Courler-Journal

- - -

Magazine Editor—This i{s a splandld
story, but never heard of the author
before, did you

Assistant—>Never. Shall T send It
back?

Magazine Editor—No. Put It away
untll he becomes famous—Boston
Transcript

- - -

“Ahat" exclaimed Hurlock Sholmaeas
as he entered the apartment. “There
was a mouss in the room!™

*Your power of scent. Hurlock,"

commented Woctor Dotson, “ls simply
marveious!™

“Seent nothing!™ sald the great Jde-
toctive. *“Ses the heelmarks of a
woman's shos {n this chair™—Brown-
Ing's mm!n-..' .- o

“Horse sick? asked the man in the
bugEy-

“Yep," replied the man with a spring
WARO.

“Hard luck, ain't 1t7

“Oh, I 8unno. It's gettin® mo medi-
cine is cheaper than h,y."'—Wuu!u‘-
ton Btar. »

The prodigal son had returned.

The fatted calf graced the festal
boafrd.

*No.

also that an the sexenth day the Crlj
ator Fested——Exchange,

| pressed 1o accent &

| tul., *“"When I went away I was 60
pounds overwelght and now that I have
succeded In wasting my substancs in
riotlous living, I'm not golng to take
any chancea on getting fat agaln."—
Chicago Post. S

“Wouldn't Rip Van Winkla be aston-
{shed If he coul awake now?”

*I should say so. Just think of it!
Hs never saw a steamship or & rall-
road traln, to say nothing of automo-
biles and asroplanes.™

“f know; but what would surprise
him most would be tha way women
ara nhla to dress without eausing riots
or eoven starting scandals”—Chicago
Record-FHerald.

.

Misa Fullosoul (of a poetleal turn)—
Which are you of opinion one should
say, professor—"Summer flles” or Sum-
mor flees *

Ahsent-minded Professor (great on
entomology)—The two spoclea, my dear
young lady, ars entirely distinct. Now,
the common house fiy—— Then hae
wondered why she suddenly oprned a
conversation with the young man on
her right.—London Sphere.

- - .

Proprietor of Millinery Shop—Why
didn’t that lady buy anything?

New Assistunt—Becausa weo hadn't
got what she wanted.

Proprietor—You kindly remember In
future, miss, that you'ré heres to sell
what I keep and not what peopls want

—London Oplnlon.
- - -

“You'll ba & man like one of us some
day.” sald the patronizing sportsman
to & lad who was throwing his line into
the sams stream.

“Yem, sir,” he answared. “I w'pose I
will some day, but I b'lisave I'd rather
stay small and ketch a few fish,”—TIt-
Bits.

- -

Mrs. Wayback—TYe aint' a racing
man, are yoTl

Summer Boarder—No, madam. Whr?

Mrs, Wayback—Because If ¥e was
yo'd have to look for rooms som'ars
else. Last sport wa had stoppin’ here
wont an' swiped the best part of my
newest erazy qullt for a vest!—Puclk,

» L L
Mrs. A—Is your husdand all you
thought he was?
Mrs. B—Pretty much; but I've found
out that he's & whole lot short of what
ha thinks himself to be—Boston Tran-

soript.

“Poverty !s not a crime, you know."
*Say, if you had a wife and lived
next door to people who had a larger
incoms than you had, you'd changs your
mind about that"—Chicags Record-

thank you" he sald, when
pacond  platter-)

}

1?5“ Minics Wilh The [unm, .

SOME - OF-THE-QUIPS AND-JE STSFROM-PENS-OF- THE: NEWSPAPER-HUMORISTS.

Among the Poets of the Daily Press

THE BILLS. The ark, but on dry land he stayed
. Ha's from Mlssourl, you know

Here's ths postman with the bills, That sort o' man you've got to show,
Monthly blila! i "
At his coming how my solar DIeXuS | Yaes his dyspepsin‘s n o Jeliled him.

thrills! Although wit stur i 1 they
How |t trembles, trambles, trembles filled him.,
With & kind of quaking fright
As tho missives he assombles “Humph!”™ Willlam Brown w! Bay,
(While my tragic fece resembles “that tale

About old Jonah and the wi

A storm-threatened starless pight)
Seom to climb, eclimb, cllmb

gen

W

Is all pure le

To mn altitude sublime, Bellove n thing you k trus?
Heaping til] they ninke a ghostly ranga Now I wiil not bel!
frigid-looking bills, 0" stuff that {an"t definits

Of the bills, billa, bills, biils
Hills, bills, bills— Yes, Brown's rheumatie palns still hold
Heart-distressing, soul-deprassing, un- hiim,

paid billa! In splite of what the druggist id him.
Hare are yallow wedding bills,
Golden billsl And Wil
What o worid of weariness thelr gquan- | If you sa

tity Instlils! *Don't

O" Dan

Bt

Though they'rs reminlscent, quits,
0Of & timd of purs delight,

Now they maks me madly notas,
And all In vain,

That I must hava been the goat Yes, Brown pgulps down without a
When those turtledoves were married— quiver

do they gloat 014 Doctor Bink's Dope for the Liver
O'er my pain? —hicago Post

Oh, these bills ara bitter plils; ————
What a juley bank account thelr ligul- -4

dation kilis! ro
How it chilla! Thou wast made benutiful
How it spllla Fashioned to show Liow
Into nothing! How it rills may take

Impresses of it Maker's

For Beauty's slmpls sake

Into bill eollectors’ tilis,
While those endless checks I'm draw-
ing,

Paying bills, bills, bills, Some vessels doth the Pottsr shape, It

Paying bllis, bills, bills, bills, sanme,
Bills, bills, blils— For upe plone nad service, homealy wara
As the color keeps retresting from my | Of every day, and then he psudden
gllls! dreams
—Philadelphla Publlc Ledger,
A Working In ecolor, ecurve, and lins of
HE NFIDIN EPTIC. grace,
T co ING BK TI Touching with skill supreme, until ths
You can't make Willlam Brown be- whole,
lleve Beautiful body, =still more besauteousn
Thers was an Adam or an Eve— face,
No; sir! He says that's just a myth Shrine woman's sauol.
To play on people's feellngs with. —FPall Mall Gazatta,
It's no use to give William toacts,
He says he runs his mind on facts! PUZZLING.
Yes, William's baldness "kas grown | A fool and his money are parted quite
chronlo. EDOT.

Is as true as & slioe's made of leather;
But the thing that surpri=es us most
Is tha fact
How the two gat 50 oflan togather,
—Yonkers Statesman,

Although he used tha barber's tonle!

And Willlam Brown he gays the flood
Is just a myth, as plain as mud,
Lﬂg says old Noah npever imadg




