
BY OElK trnxER.you real down our great At-

lanticAS shore on the i'.ov coast
steamers from Newfoundland to

Florida, nothing of all you see so
stimulates your Imagination, or lumps
Itself upon your memory, aa the? lights
aloof the land. For SOOO miles
they stand In an unbroken line, mark-
ing the bounds of a continent, and
very I hours, when the revolving

world trundle) the dim coast line
around again Into the dark, they all
comet forth red lights and whlto

r iiiau ti cercamjy as tr.e xixea siara.
1 1 and rtaxe and blink solemnly over the

xornueea sea. una wnite stare moans
on shoal, and one red stare, perhaps
a reef, and one and two and three
winks, still other shoals and ro(s.
according' to the kind of stare or the
manner of the winking-- . By these sig-
nalings and the story of his ld line,
translated by his dirty ooast chart, the
moet blundering captain of a coal
schooner can toll. In th blackest mid-
night be ever cut across, the color of
the bottom underneath his ship.

With the advent of the morning these
wonderful demonstrations fade out of

xlatenoe. and In the broad glare of
the day you can seldom see their
sources. Tet occasionally, upon the
distant sky line, you may distinguish
a black speck, which Indicates a light-
house, and st!!l more rarely you may
see. floating; like soma (treat, strange
orange sea-fo- on the vacant face of
the waters, a lightship Itself far out
of sight of land, moored to tho outer
edge of iom persistent shoal a uni-
verse by Itself, set out and established
by the flat of the government and
populated by six lonely men.

Now. all this marvelous system was
not created without a struggle. It has
cost the lives of many hundred men
and many thousands of dollars, of-

fered up to an angry so. a vicarious
sacrifice for-th- e thousands of souls
and millions of dollars that were saved.
And whenever you see a lightship or
a lighthouse standing out waist deep
In the sea upon some hidden shoal, you
mar be sure It forms the only monu-
ment to many a good stout martyr
who has gone down, fighting and

wearing;, manfully Into the sea.
Thirty and 40 yars tco thry were

performing- what mltfht. be called ex-

periments In higher biology with the
service They put fewer men In the
stations of ten only one in a light-
house, and two upon a lightship. Then
they observed them. They found, after
Ion if experience, that Is some plnces
men lost their lives and In some their
minds, and gradually they strengthened
those places. You can reason confi-
dently from statistics gathered over a
long series of years. But It la rather
bard on those who furnish the statis-
tics.

This Is a modest tale of one of the
experiments.

When Mat Osgood first went out to
take charge of the ship on Buttermilk
shoals. In the vacancy left by The
Other Man. he was discouraged. It
was a melancholy, mouse-colore- d day
on tho water, and tho ship did not pre-
sent a particularly homelike appear-
ance. The assistant of The Other Man
leaned over the rail of the ship like an
orphaned kitten hanging over tho edge
of a basket. Inside everything was In
distraction: the cabins were filthy and
most of the provisions were gone. The
Other Man had amused himself In
his last hours by throwing them out.
There was also no stove. When The
Other Man had decided to go. he made
up Ms mind to take that vclth him.
He had tied It to a rope around his
neck, and they had gone off together.
Aa far as was known, they were still
together somewhere underneath the
bottom of the ship.

The Assistant was a tall, dark man.
with restless eyes and cold hands, lie
was reticent himself, but he asked
questions continually, lit seemed to
want to hear Osgood talk. He stayed
around close to him all day. while they
were cleaning up and arranging the
new provisions and putting up the new
stove, and when he was sent off he
came back again as soon as possible.
When .they ate supper togother. Os-
good felt him prenstng his foot furtlve- -

Terse Tales From
MO VET PTTRSI.IT AFTER JCSTICE.

A big. brawny, red-fac- sagebrush
lawyer lived In on of th Indian reser-
vations in th old days. He wore a
drooping mustache, and th Mexicans
called him El Toro Blanco, because
of his habit of bellowing In court

lie was playing poker with th In-

dian agent and his clerk one day when
a dusty and frightened man came In.

"Be you Mr. Toro Blanco?" asked the
visitor.

"Tea." replied the lawyer, pompously.
"I am the man. Whit can I do for
yo-?- "

"I Just killed a man over there on
th whit sands, and I want to consult
a lawyer before I surrender."

"That's a good Idea." said El Toro
Blanco; "always resort to the law. How
much money you got?"

"Thre hundred dollars."
"Olmm It" shouted El Toro Blanco,

thrusting out a hairy paw. "That'll b
enough If you can furnish th wit-
nesses, but it will cost you $700 cash
If I furnish them." Saturday Evening
Post

LEAVES SO KOOV FOR DOIBT.
Th afternoon was warm, and th

teacher was almost worn out In trying
to drum th elements of grammar into
th wooden cranlums of her pupils.

"Now, Johnny." he said, wearily,
"tall me would It b proper for you
to say: Tou can't learn me nothing?"

Johnny looked thoughtfully for a
moment and then replied in a ton of
conviction:

"Yes. mum."
Th teacher sighed.
"Why. Johnny? sh asked. 'Tell me

why?"
And now th answer came quick and

pat:- Causa yer can't!" said Johnny, tri-
umphantly. London Answers.

MEAsrRnso rp the pexitexts.
A typical old-tim- e "circuit rider"

died recently in Alabama a man whose
godly, unselfish life will long b re-

membered. Many were th eccentric-
ities of this rugged old man. and many
anecdotes ar current among the Meth-
odist ministers of th state concerning
him. H was noted for two things
hie denunciation of sin In no uncertain
tones and th familiarity with which
he addressed the Lord In prayer.

On on occasion h had been preach-In- g

In a long meeting-hous- e in thelne
woods of North Alabama. There were
several young fellows on, hand who had

ly under the table. He had something
to say about himself at the meal.

"It's mighty dlscouragln' beln" alone
here: slttln around all day and think-In- ',

and waikin' up and down and up
and down the deck at night You see
things sometimes you wouldn't suppose
you would."

lie stopped without saying what he
saw.

It was plain to fee that tho death of
Osgood's predecessor had unnerved him.
"Another thing that kept wearin' on
me." he said, "was The Other Man."
(lie always called him that, and Jerked
Ms thumb downward in explanation.)
"You couldn't help thlnkln' about htm
down underneath there hitched to that
stove, floatln and wavln" around like
a bunch of seaweed. Nice feller he
was. too; but I wished to God I'd never
seen him."

Mat Osgood knew a few songs, and
after supper he sang one or two at The
Assistant's earnest request. He go a
continuous encore. The Assistant said... l t . HUHll

'B4
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he wasn't much on music but some-
times a man got kind of hungry for a
human voice. When Osgood finished
he sighed like a man getting up from
a good meal.

Osgood knew some tricks with cards,
with which he amused his companlri
after this. They also played cards to-

gether considerably. John Knox would
have played cards If he had been shut
up In a lightship a week. But The As-

sistant wanted mostly to hear the sing-
ing. Osgood sung for htm the first
night, and the second night, and the
third night. The fourth night he was
feeling used up and ugly, and he re-

fused.
"I've made a fool of myself for you

long enough." he said crossly.
The Assistant looked at him for a

minute and then began to talk to him-
self and went up on the deck, and
tramped around for a couple of hours
singing. He only know one tune, ap- -

Pens
been celebrating by patronising a still
hard by. After a long, fiery sermon,
the preacher made a call for mourners,
and soon tha rude altar waa filled most-
ly by the aforementioned young fel-
lows. The old man looked them over
for a moment and with keen Intuition
felt that It waa perhaps a "lark" on
the boys' part, but h knelt to pray.

"Oh. Lord." hs began, "here's a crowd
of young fellows kneelln' "round your
altar. They've been cussln' and swearln"
and drlnktn' their time In riotous llvln';
but they've com up here seemingly
penitent They look Ilk penitents.
Lord, and I hope they are. They weep
like penitents. Lord, and I hop you'll
forgive 'em if they are; but on. Lord,
they don't smell like penitents!" Phil-
adelphia Record.

TUB LIGHT OF HIS HOME.
General Theodora A. Bingham, who

resigned the post of chief engineer of
New York's bureau of highways; be-

cause he could get nothing accom-
plished, said the other day:

"Despite all my efforts In that offlc
there were no results. I reminded my-
self though In no indivlduous sense
of Gobsa Cold.

"Gobs Golde, th well-know- n club-
man, was found by a police officer,
very late one night In a lettable state
of Intoxication. Th wretched fellow
stood beneath a lamppost which ho
wns kicking with might and main.

"Slightly amused. the policeman
watched him a moment Then ha
said:

"'Here, sir, what ar you doing
thereT

"No reply. Only bang, bang, bang
Gobsa dealt tha lamppost three mor
kicks.- What ar you doing 7 repeated th
policeman.

"Gobsa delivered another quick volley
of very furious , kicks, and then, look-
ing up. he said:

" Oh. I know she's in all right 'cans
there's h hie a light upstairs.' "
Washington (D. C) Star.

- A GOATS BIT OF SEXTIMEXT.
Mm. Morlarlty owns a goat for

which she has a warm affection. All
the neighbors regard Nanny aa quite as
much a member of the Morlarlty fam-
ily as Is Michael or Katherlne.

One fine morning Mrs. Rlordan cam
running across the street with her
shawl o-- her head, and said: "Mrs.
Morlarlty. what Is the matter wld
Nanny? la ah sick. X seen her I'a&ia'
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A STORY OF ADVENTURE
IN THE LIGHTHOUSE SERVICE

parently. "The Girl I Left Behind Me."
At least he didn't sing anything else,
and every time he brought down his
right foot on the deck, he stamped It.
After a time It grew monotonous.

Next morning be had recovered from
his little temper and was more com-

municative than before.
"You know." he said at breakfast,

pointing downward, "he's comln' up
again pretty soon." ,

When Osgood said he didn't know
wheather he would or not. The As-

sistant got excited.
"I tell you he Is," ha said. "It's time;

you see now."
He wanted Osgood to sing again that

night, but he refused again. They
played cards awhile Instead. The next
night they went over the same thing
again. Only The Assistant was ugly.
Osgood beat him continually at cards,
which made him worse. Finally. The
Assistant Jumped up. "I saw you." he
said; "you're cheatln' me." Then he
gathered together what cards he could
and tore them up. He ended by run-
ning up on deck and throwing the
fragments overboard. Then he marched
around the deck singing again. Os-

good went up and forced him to stop
his foolishness and go to bed. Osgood
was boiling by this time. The loss of
the only pack of3 cards on a light-
ship assumes tha proportions of a ca-
tastrophe.

In the morning The Assistant was
till ugly. He sat around for a time

singing and beating on a chair, and
then he marched about.

Finally Osgood made him atop. "Oh,
shut up." he said, "and give somebody
a chance to think."

The Assistant protested. "The Other
Man waa decent." . he said. "He
wouldn't take away a feller's rights
like this."

Osgood told him that he didn't care
for The Other Man.

Til tell you one thing." The As-

sistant shouted, "and you can believe
It or not. He'a comln' up pretty soon.
I heard him no longer ago than last
night knockln' along tho bottom of the
ship."

What are you talking about?" asked
Osgood, gruffly.

"Oh. that's all right." said The As-

sistant, with the air of a man who has
Inside Information. Then he went off,
conversing with himself.

Osgood sat down that afternoon and
reasoned about his assistant and him-
self and their relations to each other.
That man had Just been through things
that no man should go through alone;
he waa worn out and ugly and needed
to have somebody turn In and help him
get a grip on himself Wain. He waa
going the wrong direction now. Os-
good knew that; he had seen such
things before. And there were pos-
sibilities In that line not pleasant for
either party. Tho possibility of a
necessity 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
he was.

He asked him at supper If he really
believed In ghosts.

The Assistant had very clearly de-

fined views on the matter. Why
shouldn't he believe In ghosts? T don't
know about the land." said he; "I've
spent most of my years at sea. And
when ypu do that, there ain't no doubt
of It. Things happen at sea, and num-
bers mean somethln', and there are
signals for good and bad luck. Any
sallor'll tell you that. Now, what
makes them signals and them laws?
Somethln' does, that' certain; and It's
just one thing. It's ghosts, I tell you.

"It's my opinion they don't like to
stay around shore where there's houses
and men and all that, They come right
out here, where they won't be dis-
turbed and can rattle around aa free
as they please. And when a man
knows about them he can't help tellln
when they are around. When It's fog-
gy, they hang off a little aa If they
was watch In' you, and In rough
weather they Just go alxzlln' by and
howltn.

"There! what's that?" said The As-

sistant In a loud voice, Jumping up and
turning over his chair.

CI ipltGiS
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Humorous
agin the corner of th house, and aha
was lookln' 111!"

"Th saints bless you. Mary Ann," re-
plied Mrs. Morlarlty. "Nanny ain't slckl
She climbed up on the clntertabl last
night and at th mistletoe, and it
made her slntlmental. that's all!"
Youth's Companion.

EPIGRAMATIC
"Th lata Edwin A. Abbey, th

American painter, who lived In London,
waa only comfortably off, whereas he
might have been rich."

The speaker, a Chicago art dealer,
had Just returned from Europe. Ha
continued:

"I dined on evening with Abbey in
hla houses In Chelsea, and after dinner
we walked in the blue twilight on the
Chelsea embankment

"Aa we passed Old Swan Hour and
Clock Houss and th other superb res-
idences that front th river, I re-
proached Abbey for his extravagance.

" 'Why.' I aald. pointing toward Clock
House. 'If you had saved your money
you might be living In a palace like
that today.'

"But Abbey, with a laugh, rather
got the better of me. Ha rattled off
this epigram and It's an epigram I'll
always remember when I'm tempted to
be parsimonious:

" 'Some' folks.' ha aald. "are so busy
putting something by for a rainy day
that they got little or no good out of
pleasant weather.' " Washington Star.

SLIM BAVI'0 CHANCE COES.
A missionary who waa making his

way through a backwoods region
cam upon an old woman sitting out-

side th cabin. H entered upon a
religious talk, and finally asked her
If aha didn't know ther waa a day
of Judgment coming.

"Why, no." aald tha old lady. "I
hadn't heard o' that Won't ther ba
morn on day?"

"No. my friend; only on day," was
th reply. ,

"Well, then." sh mused. T don
reckon I can get to go. for we'v only
got on mule, and John always has
to go everywhere first" National
Magazine.

HIS SHARE IX CREATIO.V.

T am Inclined to think." said the
man who speaks with firmness, though
with caution, -- that our friend. Grafton
Grabb. was created on the Sabbath."

"For what reason?"
W ar told that an honest man Is

v. . Ahi..f vnrlr of th Creator and
also that an th aexenth. day th Cre
ator rastaa.-1-r.xcnanK-

B,

That's on of them, you see," said
he.

"Oh, damn It. sit down," said Osgood,
Jumping up himself; "that's the wind."

"That's easy to say." said The As-

sistant, "but what'd you Jump for? I
tell you, you know and I. know there Is
such things as ghosts. Then, further-
more, most every vessel you ever see
has some particular one that belongs
to It even a lightship. Take us and
The Other Man down there. Tou don't
suppose when a ma i is planted and
stands there wavln' and wabblln' and
rollln' about the -- Ottom underneath
you. but what he keeps an eye on you.
Yes, sir; and comes up sometimes to
see what's goln' on; and. sometimes,
he comes to stay. And If you see him,
sometimes it blasts the eyes out of
your head; and then again he only
wants you to do what he tells you:
and then you're done for, as far aa this
earth Is concerned."

The Assistant had a ghastly, con-
vincing way of telling a story; there
were lights In his eyes and he leaned
over and his voice was husky. The
time and place also were stimulating
to the Imagination. There they sat
under the yellow cabin lamp, staring
at each other across the table, with
the wind yelling above, and the water
hissing underneath the boat two
lonely men at the edge of things, con-
nected to reality only by two slender
chains, with blackness and chaos and
confusion trembling over them to de-

vour them.
"Well, anyway." said Osgood, swal-

lowing, "that ain't anything you want
to think about. It ain't good nor
wholesome for you. Don't do It.",

"Supposln you can't help It?" aatd
The Assistant

"Damn it you must help It," said
Osgood. Then he offered to sing a lit-
tle, and suggested that they get to-

gether a pack of cards with what The
Assistant had left and what The Other
Man had scattered around the cabin
before he got through. They man-
aged to patch up something, and then
they played. Osgood lost. The As-

sistant beat him: but this wouldn't
do, either. The Assistant finally got
up mad again. He didn't want to be
babied, he said.

He went up on deck and marched
again.

The next day Osgood tried to pacify
him. but he balked every attempt Os-

good asked him several times In the
evening to play cards with. him. He
refused continually.

"Oh, go to the devil," said Osgood
finally.

The Assistant was ugly himself, but
he seemed to have the Idea that Os-

good waa the offender. "What have
you got against me, anyway V said he
at breakfast

"Nothing whatever," replied Osgood.
"You don't treat roe like The Other

Man did," complained The Assistant
"Well, probably you'll have him back

again before long," retorted Osgood
sneeringly.

"Probably I will," said Tha Assistant
surlily.

At noon Osgood couldn't find the big
butcher knife.
"What'd you do with that knife?" h
asked.

"None of your business."
"I'll make it my business." ex-

claimed Osgood, starting for The As-

sistant He was a good deal the larger
man and The Assistant wilted.

"Well, here It Is, If you really want
It." he said, taking It out of the pocket
of his coat and putting It on the table.
"It's Just as handy there aa anywhere
as far as I care."

Osgood took charge of th knife him-
self. '

He woke up that night suddenly and
found The Assistant staring at him.

"Well." said he. "what Is It?"
The Assistant started back.
"Didn't you hear that knocking? He'a

comln' up pretty quick!"
"Oh, go to sleep, you cursed fool."

cried Osgood.
Th next night ha was waked up

In th same way. It was disagreeable
business balng waked up from a sound
sleep and looking Into a man's eyes.
The Assistant evidently sat and stared
at him.

"If you do that again." said 0s- -
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Quips and Flings
Black Orp, Senior lAh, my boy, there

la nothing stronger than a mother's
love.

Young Black Orp Isn't there, by
Jove! Have you ever had a peck at
on of thess onions? Tatler.

T don't sea any sens In referring to
the wisdom of Solomon." said the man,
smartly. "He had a thousand wives."

"Yes," answered the woman, tartly,
"ha learned his wisdom from them."
Brooklyn Life.

Wife Why did you refuse to give
that. man the rooms?

Husband He looked so
I waa afraid I should never summon
up courage to raise his rent later.on.
Fllegenda Blaatter.

"Waa your love affair romantic?"
"Oh. very! I met Reginald at th sea-

shore. Wo both pretended to be very
rich."

4' Yes. yes!"
"And now it turns out that he col-

lects th payments on our piano."
Louisville Courler-Journa- L

Magazine Editor This la a splendid
story, but never heard of tha author
before, did you

Assistant Never. Shall X send It
back?

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

"Aha!", exclaimed Hurlock Sholmes,
as he entered tha apartment "There
waa a mouse In tho room!"

"Your power of scent. Hurlock,"
commented Woctor Dotson, "la simply
marvelous!"

"Scent nothing!" said th great de-

tective. "See tho heelmarks of a
woman's shoe In this chair?" Brown-
ing's Magazine.

a
"Horse sick?" asked the man In tha

buggy.
"Yep," replied the man with a spring-wagon-.

-- Hard luck, alnt Iff"
"Oh, I It'a gettln o medi-

cine la cheaper than hay." Washing-
ton Star. as.

Tha prodigal son had returned.
The fatted calf graced th festal

board.
"No. thank you." ha said, when

JLreaiedj to accept t aaooadj flatter--

good. Til break every bone In your
body."

The next evening Osgood sat alone
in the cabin with The Assistant up
above. All of a sudden he heard him
dancing up and down on the deck and
yelling.

"I told you he'd come! I told you
he'd come!" he was shouting.

Osgood ran up on deck. It was
a foggy night and very still, and the
yellow glare of the lights shone only
in a narrow circle in the water.

"Look at himl look at him!"
screamed The Assistant, pointing down
Into the water.

On the edge of the circle of light
drifting slowly outside, was something

not very plain, but still clear enough
to show its general outline something
that looked like a man, only it had
no head.

"Where's his head?" said Osgood,
wetting his lips.

"He didn't bring it with him; it s
down there with the stove," yelled The
Assistant

They stood and watched It a while,
and It seesawed back and forth on the

"a tst rejigs &yT?:.Fj
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swell until it disappeared In the mist
"Well, he's gone now. anyway," Os-

good whispered hoarsely.
"Yes, for now he's gone,' 'answered

The Assistant; "but this is only the
first time he's com."

Osgood pacified The Assistant the
best way he could and then went be-

low and bunked in. He could hear
The Assistant pacing the deck and
every time he closed his eyes he saw
The Other Man drifting out into th
mist So he wallowed about till nearly
morning. Then ho fell into a heavy
sleep. -

When he awoke he thought h waa
paralysed. He couldn't move a mus-
cle of his body, but simply lay there
staring at the top of the bunk. Final-
ly, he found he could move his head
a little, and raised it up and looked
down. He was tied hand and foot;
wrapped round and round with rope
like like a bobbin.

He began to yell furiously. Finally
The Assistant came down.

"Here I You let me loose," cried Os-

good frantically.
If you don't, I'll break your neck

when I get out of here."
"You ain't goln' to get out." remark-

ed The Assistant laconically.
Osgood began to swear a stream.

ful. "When I went away I was BO

pounds overweight and now that I have
succeded in wasting my substance in
riotlous living, I'm not going to take
any chances on getting fat again."
Chicago Post

"Wouldn't Rip Van Winkle be aston-
ished if he couls) awake now?" '

"r nhmilrl nv R(L Jnst thlnle of It!
H never saw a steamship or a rail-- I
roaa train, to say noming 01 automo-
biles and aeroplanes."

"I know; but what would surprise
him most would be the way women
are able to dress without causing riots
or even starting scandals." Chicago
Record-Heral- d.

a
Miss Fullosoul (of a poetical turn)

Which are you of opinion one should
say, professor "Summer flies" or Sum-
mer flees "

Absent-minde- d Professor (great on
entomology) The two species, my dear
young lady, are entirely distinct Now,
the common house fly Then he
wondered why she suddenly opened a
conversation with the young man on
her right London Sphere.

V
Proprietor of Millinery Shop Why

didn't that lady buy anything?
New Assistant Because w hadn't

got what she wanted.
Proprietor You kindly remember In

future, miss, that you're here to sell
what I keep and not what people want

London Opinion.

"You'll be a man like one of us soma
day," said th patronizing sportsman
to a lad who was throwing his lino into
the same stream.

"Yes, sir," he answered. "I e'pose I
will some day, but I b'lleve Td rather
stay small and ketch a few fish." Tit-Bit- s.

Mrs. Wayback Y alnt' racing
man, ar ye?

Summer Boarder No, madam. Why?
Mrs. Wayback Because if ye was

ye'd have to look for rooms som'ers
else. Last sport wa had stoppln' her
went an' swiped the best part of my
newest crazy quilt for a vest! Puck.

Mrs A. Is your husband all you
thought hs was?

Mrs. B. Pretty much; but I've found
out that he's a whole lot short of what
ha thinks himself to be. Boston Tran-
script

m

"Poverty Is not a crime, you know."
"Say. if you had a wif and lived

next door to people who had a larger
Income than you had, you'd change your
mind about that": Chicago Record-Heral- d,

-- - - -- .
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"Here, you shut up." said The As-

sistant "you're dlsturbln' Him."
"What are you talkin about?"
Tm talkin' about him," said The

Assistant "The Other Man that's
what I'm talkin' about You said ho
wouldn't come back again, you did. But
he did Just as I said. He's up there
now and he's come to stay. 'Go down
there he says, 'and tie that feller up.
I've come back to take charge of this
thing. Just as I ought to.' So I did.

"But I tell you," continued The As-

sistant confidentially, "it's mighty pe-

culiar; I can't get used to It You
see, he ain't got his head on. He Just
stands there and talks and waves his
arms slowly around. Then the way
he talks! He goes everywhere, he does,
right up the side of the boat or on the
masts, or right out into tho air. I saw
him first when he came up. He walked
straight up the chains right Into the
boat all drippin' with water and sea-

weed. It don't seem Quite natural,
does ltr- - ... ,

Th Assistant's voice nao buds i a.

whisper and bis eyes shone like a
cat's.

Suddenly he Jumped up. "He's eallin'
me now.'' said he, and disappeared hur-
riedly on deck. It was as silent as
the grave.

Osgood lay and thought it over. He
reached no other conclusion than a
strong appreciation of the fact that he
was ten miles from shore and SO days
from the visit of the government ten-

der. He strained again at the ropes;
then collapsed, and decided to resort to
strategy. He yelled again for The
Assistant

"What you yellln for?" asked that
gentleman, when he appeared.

"Say," said Osgood, "tell him Tm
ready to give up to him and hold on

ask him If h don't want another
man to help him. Because I'd Ilk to
first rate. If he will glv m a show."

The Assistant went up again and
talked to himself on deck. Then he
cam back to tha hatohway. "He says
you stay whera you are," he yelled
down.

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

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

"We've been talkin' you over," said
The Assistant frankly; "I kind of
thought we would have to get rid of
you, but he says we'd better keep you
a while longer."

He proceeded to feed Osgood.
"You see, we're goln' to get out of

here," he continued. "He's gettln"
ready for a cruise. He's terribly
worked up over it waikln' back and
forth, and flappln' his arms. He wants
mo to hurry and get away from here.
So I've got to file off the chains this
afternoon. But you know and I know
that It can't be dona in one afternoon
or one day, either. Then after that
we're headln' away from here.

"Where ax you going?" asked Os-
good.

T ain't askln' no questions. The
Other Man will be at th helm and me
at tho masthead. But I kind of sus-
pect," said The Assistant confidentially,
"that we're going to th devil."

Osgood argued strongly against tha
plan, but he didn't make any impres-
sion. T ain't taking orders from you
now," said The Assistant

Then ho hunted around and got th
file and went on deck.

About tha middle of th afternoon he
came down again.

"Want anything now?" he asked.
"No," said Osgood, "unless It is to

get loose again."
"Well, I didn't know," said The As-

sistant "He saya to me, "We want to
treat him well while we keep him,' he
said, and then he sent me down."

Th Assistant started up again. "Oh,
say," called Osgood, as he was leaving,
"what's It like outsider

"Quiet and foggy," said Th Assist-
ant.

That was fortunate, anyway.
A couple of hours later Osgood called

to The Assistant, and finally got him.
"You're goln' to light up pretty soon,

ain't you?" said he.
"No, I ain't." said The Assistant
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Hero's tha postman with the bills.
Monthly bills!
At his coming how my solar plexus

thrills!
How it trembles, trembles, trembles
With a kind of quaking fright
As the missives he assembles
(While my tragic face resembles
A storm-threaten- starless night)
Seem to climb, climb, climb
To an altitude sublime.
Heaping till they make a ghostly range

frigid-lookin- g bllhs.
Of the bills, bills, bills, bills.
Bills, bills, bills
Heart-distressin- g, g, un-

paid bills!
Here ar yellow wedding bills.
Golden bills!
What a world of weariness their quan-

tity Instills!
Though they're reminiscent, quit,
Of a time" of pur delight.
Now they make mo madly note.
And all in vain.
That I must have been the goat
When those turtledoves were married-- do

they gloat
O'er my pain 7
Oh, these bills ar bitter pills;
What a Juicy bank account their liqui-

dation ktllsl
How it chills!
How It spills
Into nothing! How it rills
Into bill collectors' tills.
While those endless checks I'm draw-

ing.
Paying bills, bills, bills.
Paying bills, bills, bills, bills.
Bills, bills, bills
As the color keeps retreating from my

gills!
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THE COXTXDIXG SKEPTIC.
You can't make William Brown be-

lieve
There was an Adam or an Eve
No, sir! Ha says that's Just a myth
To play on people's feelings with.
It's no use to give William tracts.
He saya he runs his mind on facts!

Yes, William's baldness ' has grown
chronic

Although h used th barber's tonic!

And William Brown he says th flood
Is lust a myth, as plain as mud.

i.lla aay old Jx'oah, never, mad, j

"He won't have It 'That's what made
me what I am a poor ghost,' said he.
that light beatin' down on me. Besides,

we ghosts don't like light, anyway.'
"Then it came across me that light

waa always trying to me. 'Am I a
ghost? said I. 'You and I are both
ghosts,' said he, in a solemn kind of
way. Tou become one last night,
when you saw me comln' up. That
other feller below is different." he said,
with a kind of a sigh. 'I suppose we've
got to get rid of him. He's too real
for a ghost ship.'

"But say." said The Assistant, "don't
holler so much. Ghosts don't like so
much noise. 'The next time he yells,
you go down and hit him with this
club," " said The Other Han.

"But, look here," called Osgood
"you'd better light up to-

night you know, before you get
started on your tour."

The Assistant was obdurate.
"Well, anyway," said Osgood in de-

spair, "Just turn me over a little, can't
you? I'm half dead lying in this posi-
tion."

He was changed a little.
"And say. you'll give me something

at supper time, won't you?"
The Assistant assented and went up.

Then time dragged on till supper. It
was getting pretty dark when The As-

sistant came down again with some-
thing to eat

"How far have you got with the
chain?" asked Osgood.

"Only about half way through the
first one." He went on to tell his
plans. He wasn't going to file any
more that night

"Goln" to bed?" Inquired Osgood.
"No," replied The Assistant; "ghosts

don't go to bed. I've got new orders
from Him. "I want you," says he, 'to
soak this boat with oil, so if we get
caught by any real ship before we get
to our port, we'll all go up in smoke
and brimstone." "

"Oh, for God's sake!" cried Osgood,
"you must have been mistaken. A
ghost don't like smoke and fire. Ho
didn't tell you that did he?"

"Yes, he did." asserted The Assistant
confidentially, "but I ain't to use a
light. Just the same, till it's necessary-It'- s

goln' to be pretty hard to see pret-
ty soon."

It was already dark In the cabin.
But all that evening Osgood heard the
manlao fumbling around in the cabins
and pouring the oil on the deck and
occasionally he got a whiff of it.

At about 10 o'clock he heard The As.
slstant yell frantically. Then there
was a dull, grinding noise, and tha
sounds of bells and cries, as if a small
city had landed next to them. A steam-
er had come aground, and Its nervous
system was Jangling from the shock.

The lookout saw a black hulk direct-
ly before them.

"For God's sake!" exclaimed the
first mate, who was In charge, "what's
that?"

"It's the Buttermilk light, black as
the devil," cried the lookout. Then
everybody began to swear.

This interested and stimulated The
Assistant who dropped his matches
and danced about the deck, yelling
and cursing and Jabbering, forgetting
everything else.

The captain finally sent a crew
across, and they boarded the lightship
In spite of the stout resistance of The
Assistant who was overpowered and
sat upon four deep by sailors.

By this time Osgood was yelling
his wildest below.

"What th devil have we 6truck,"
said the second mate, "a floating luna-tl- o

asylum?"
"No, sir," answered The Assistant

solemnly; "this is a ghost ship, and
The Other Man and I are running it.
You get out of here: you don't belong
here; you're real." He was getting ex-

cited, and, the sailors having released
him for a moment, he made a dive for
his matches.

The sailors promptly suppressed him.
"Never mind," yelled The Assistant,

"The Other Man will do It; he'll send
you up in fire and brimstone; he won't
be caught by you. he won't. He'll "

The biggest sailor put his hand over
his mouth and they carried him to the
steamer.
(Copyright by Short Story Pub. Co.)
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Th ark, but on dry land he stayed.
He's from Missouri, and you know
That sort o' man you've got to show.

Yes. his dyspepsia's nearly killed him.
Although with stummlck balm they

filled him.

--Humph!" William Brown will say,
"that tale

About old Jonah and the whale
Is all pure legend! Why will you
Believe a thing you know ain't true?
Now I will not believe a bit
O' stuff that isn't definite!"

Yes. Brown's rheumatic pains still hold
him.

In spite of what the druggist sold him.

And William Brown will almost fight
If you say his views are not right,
"Don't try to talk to full-grow- n, men,
O' Daniel In the lions' den!"
He'll shout till others stand aloof,
T won't believe till you bring proof!"

Yes, Brown gulps down without a
quiver

Old Doctor Bink's Dope for the Liver.
Chicago Post

TO
Thou wast made beautiful exceedingly,
Fashioned to show how human clay

may take
Impresses of Its Maker's artistry
For Beauty's simple sake.

Soma vessels doth tha Potter shape, it
seems.

For use alone and service, homely warn
Of every day, and then he sudden

dreamS

Working in color, curve, and line of
grace.

Touching with skill supreme, until the
whole.

Beautiful body, still more beauteous
face.

Shrine woman's sauol.
Pall Mall Gazette.

rrzzLixG.
A fool and his money are parted quite

soon.
Is as true as a shoe's made of leather:

But the thing that surprises us most
is the fact

How the two get so often together.
-- Xonkecs Statesman,


