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plee and looked over, Three hun
dred feet below bim the sea broke
on the somber rocks.

The man's moscles tensioned and he
drew a deep breath. What an easy
way to end It all! Just one litile step—
those rocks below were no bunglers;
they would make no misiake over their
work, and the sea would tell no tales—
and then—then he would be away from
it all, and would never have to bear the
agony of hearing that she was married
to Everett.

Married to Everett—married to Ever
eit! The words clanged In his ears.

He groaned aloud and bent hastily
over the edge.

A mist cawme before his eyes and his
breath rose In a choking heave to bis
throat; the ground rocked sickeningly
beneath him, and for one dizzy second
be thought he was falling—falling
down that interm'able space.

Then the mis passed, the ground
stopped rocking and he gasped with
rellel to Gind himself stiil standing sare
and sound on firm earth,

He turned away with a  scornful
laugh at his own weakness.

Home again, be Sung himself into an
easy-chalr and lit his pipe, resolved to
give way no longer to morbid imag.
Inings,
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He picked np a magasine, but his
thoughts flew off at a rangeut to the
dance which was to take place that
very evening, to which be had been
lnvited.

He had vowed not to see her agaln
till be could settle once for all the dem-
on of unrest within him, and a erowded
ballroom was the last place for impas-
sloned avowals,

He thought how cool and beautiful
she would look In her white muslin,
with her flufly golden halr framing ber
sweet little flower-like face. Perhaps
be would go, after all. Then a second
figure rose up to spoil the pleture—
bandsome, bappy-go-lucky Everett,
Wwith & merry word for everyone,
dancing untiring sttendance on the fas-
ecinating hostess and never leaving her
side for a moment.

How dared be take possession of her
in that way! And bow could she put
up with it, unless—

His pipe—mankind’s universal baby-
bottle—for once falled otterly In lts
mission of soothing. He tossed It an-
grily across the table and burled his
face in his hands, lost In & whirl of mis-
erable conjectures.

His thoughts flew back to that dance
one week ago—one week so crowded
with bopes and fears that It seemed a
lifetime,

He remembered those two dances,
the music, the scent of flowers In the
couservatory, and, more distinetly than
all, the langhing face of Dolly.

Then those few overbeard words
rushed through his brain. He clinched
hix fists and his face fushed at the rec-
ollection. He had drifted from the ball-
Toom to the conservatory. Would she
consent? That was the quesjon that
throbbed in bis braln. Should he say
the words that would ceclde his future
life and hers? He bad puffed ut a ci-
garette, and stared at the thin wisps
of blue smoke. Would his hopes fade
into nothingness as that fragrant
smoke faded and vanisbed luto air?
And then he heard people (alking, He
recognized (he volce of Everett, and
then Dolly's. They were seated on the
opposite side of the conservatory, and
bad not seen him as he sat almost con:
cealed behind a tangle of palin leaves.

“Dolly,” Everett was saying, “you
must say ‘Yes.” My whole life depends
Opon It. 'We have been chums so long.
Bay you will and make me the happlest
man o England not to speak of Scot-
land, Ireland and Wales, Say ‘Yes!' 1
know wbat you want to say—that we
ought to be getting back sgaln. And
there are all those loathsome people
who want dances. Confound 'em. You
will? 1 knew you would—"

Fraser had sat there, almost unable
to move. He did not know how long.
The musle from the ballrcom foated
out Into the conservatory, mingling
with the lasughter and chatter of the
guests. All hope, al! Interest In life
‘Wis gone—spatched from him by those
few overheard words. People were
asking for him. What did It matter;
nothing mattered now. A volce aroused
him. He looked up, and saw Everett
before him—Everett, who was his
friend; who was now his rival—his
eenmyl

“Hallo, Fraser, 0/d man, you seem to
be ten futhoms deep In the blue dumps!
What's the maiter now? Come and
bnve a smoke with me. I've been look-
ing for you half the evening.”

And that all bappened a week ago! A
week—the most miserable In his life,
And now he was trylog to forget ber.
What a fool he was!
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The thought of that steep drop down
to the sea kept recurring to bils nlnd
in and agalp with a fatal fascina-
put It away from his as he would.
ugh all his broodings Its somber
vitation ‘stood out clear and distinet,
could see even nmow the Jagged
ts lurking below, dripping with

, looking for thelr prey,
| last be got up. It was no good
ng In. Inactlon was torture 1o
D [n his present frame of mind, He
ed of Mﬂl}, without any

lnténtion, but uncon-
Du_turned toward the
ntly e found Limselr
g the steep little

.| #d to bave been the rejoinder,

As he peared the summit he per
celved that there was a man's tfigure
before him, stooplng perilously over the
dangerous edge, evidently gatbering
some plant from the clif below.,

It was a foolhardy thing to do, and
evidently bespoke a strong brain,

A little nearer, and he stopped short
abruptly. The stooping figure was
Everett,

All his love and bate surged up with-
in him. Everett, the man who had
stolen his love from him—the man who
aad made bis life a blank and barren
waste. A thousand devils seemed let
loose within bim. How very near that
Stooping figure was to death—so near
that ooe touch-just one little motion
of the foot—-and he would lose his bal-
ance and go speeding, speeding down
those smiling cliffs and be hurled to
pleces on those eruel rocks beneath!

His breath came quickly.

Suppose It had happened accldental-
Iy? Even as he thought he knew he
was a cowarnd, Even then he was
thinking of hiz own skin. Suppose a
sudden noise made the man start? Al
most uncoesclously be opened his lips,
and a harsh “Hallo!" broke from bim

Everett's nerves were steel, He
turtied his sunoy face and smiled over
his shoulder.

“Hallo, old man!” be responded amia-
bly.

Frasef came and stood dumbly bes!de
"him, holding his hands tightly together
bebind him to bide thelr shaking. He
had forgotten Everett was a sallor.

He watched him furtively leaning
down further and further, till It seemed
Ilmpossible bhe could retain his balance:
and the waves below reached up bun.
gry white arms to catch him, and fell
back agaln with a murmuoring thunder
of anger at their fallure,

A little further. Fraser caught his
breath.

*You'll be over In & minute!” he sald
gruffly.

Everett laughed easily,

“Not 1!" be sald confidently, “But, |
#ay, old chap, you might just bang on
to my legs for a minute, will you? |
want to reach that great bit just there.
and It's just beyond me.”

The waving pink bloom nodded 1m
pudently up at them just out of reach.
Fraser stood motionless, molstening his
dry lips,

Everett looked around.

“D'you mind, old man?” he sald.

And mechanically the other stretched
out his hand and oleyed.

Now—uow! one ruovement of his fin-
| gers—just the opening of his hand—

He fought the thought back, gusping
for breath.

Everett leaned still farther, He half
glanced back,

“They're for Dolly, you know," he
sald, “to wear this evening.”

The fingers opened as if by sonie sud-
denly pressed spring. There was a sud-
den ery, and then—then somethlng
went rolling, rolling, striking and
bounding sickeningly down that steep
side,

For an Instant the white face was up-
turned.

“All right, old chap—! know—acel
dent!" foated up brokenly, and then
there was a last hideous thud, and the
waves clutched greedily at their unree.
oguizable prey and drew it under, Apd
the swooplug seagulls shrieked wildly
and circled upward.

Fraser stood as If turued to stone,
gnzing with distended eyeballs at the
gurgling eddies where that—that thing
had disappeared,

Murderer! Muorderer!  Murderer!
The waves lashed It at Lim, the sen-
gulls shrieked It, the whole living and
inanimate world flung the awrful word
at him.

He stood paralyzed. Had he doge 1
—he? What had be doue? He held his
hands vaguely and piteously out before
him, asking them mutely. Murderer!
Murderer! Murderer! Yes, It was irue
—true! His bands told him—bis hapdx
that he had opened. God! They were
blood-red—stalned with blood! The
grass was red—the sky—the very sen
was blood!

He flung up his hands with an awful
ery and sprang blindly over that fatal
adm. L L

“I say, old fellow, do wake up ana
stop having the horrors! You don't
know how beastly awful yon look!”
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STORIES TOLD BY FUNNY MEN
OF THE PRESS.

Odd, Curions and Laughabls Phascs

of Husan Neture Graphivally For- I
| trayud by Emiuent Word Artists of
| UmrJwa Day-A Budget! of Fun

| Mr, Cripps—Can you lnduce the cook | crative?
[to have one of her fricuds come and Crative?

take dinner with her to-night?

Mlr. Cripps—1 expect to bring Jones
and Sumith hows with me and I'd like
to have a nlce dinner for them —Phila-
delphia Record.

12 Theatric Parlance
Amateur—What does [t mean
theatrle clrcles when they sy
“ghost walks?”
Vetersn Actor—It means thal the rest
of us dou't bave to.—Detruit Free
Presa.

n
the

Inherent Tulent,

Deacon Shanghal—Dat boy certaloly
Is rull ob musle, Mrs, Jackson.

Mrs. Jackson—Yes, Deacon;  hit
comes nachel toe dat chille; his pap war
fun ovah by ove o' dem street plan-
Ders,

Taking the Sting (vt of In,

“Have I got a bright future® anx-
lously Inguired the sweet young gradu-
ate, who was chock-full of ambition,

“Well, It Isu't as bright as It might
be.” answered the antique clairvoyant,
who was taking a long look Into It;
“but,” she ndded with & girlish titter,
“perhaps the gas is turned down."—
Puck.

Proved His Point.

“Opportunlty comes once fto overy
man.”

“That's right; and any man Is bound
to become famous If he only lives long
enough.”

“0h; 1 don’t quite belleve that."

“You dou't? Suppose a man lives to
be 130 years old; wouldn't that make
him famous?'—Philadelpbla Record.

Trying to Folluw the Injanction.

“And now," continued his angry
spouse, thoroughly aroused. I am go-
Ing to give you another plece of my
niind—what are yon doing?’

“l am turning the other ear,” patient.
Iy responded Mr, Meeker.—Chlcago
Tribune,

The Myatery of Motive,
“Why." asked the young wife, nalve-
Iy, “do you always whistle when you
get my millinery bills?*
*“To ralse the wind!” replied the man.
=Detroit Journal.

In'isputabl-,
Mamma—0Oh, Ethel, you never saw
me behave like that
Ethel (aged 41—Well, | haven't know-
ed you so very long. —Tit-Bits,

Compulsory Proportinms,
“You're not balf so stout as you were,
Billy." -
“No; we've moved Into a flat, and |
Just had to get thin."—Indlanapolis
Journal,

Bhe Was Willing to Help,

llh!‘ wost popular one Is

For Bpoons

“Here's a girl” remarked the Query
Editor, “who writes 1o know ‘what s
| the populnr spoonbolder of this wsea
son' "

“Evidently,” replied the Snake Edl
for, “she's pever bad any bDeaux.”

“Why

“Bevause If she bad she'd kbow that
the parker
sofa = Philadelphis Press.

‘ Ilnv; imnh‘lm
She—Is the writlug of poetry very lu:

He~Well, 1t would be If one didu’

week on paper and stamps!-—uck.

5» emory.

Husband  (angrily) — Don't forget,

mitda e, that pou are my wife,
Wite—Ob, never fear.
some things one can't forget,—Detrall
Free Press,
Affir e Her Pleraure
He~1l am afrald you don't lke my
dancing.

very amusing.
Nominated.

“What does Mildred mean when
says that she is writing her letter of
acceplance
News,

Highly Knj ryable

golf. Does be enjoy it?
Mugglus—Says 1Us great, He has al

ready put three caddies In the hospl

tal—Philadelphia Record.

Terrible.

Seene: A rallway car.  Flest Artist
=Children don’t seemws to me to sell
DOW a8 they uswd,

Second Artist (in a hoarse whisper)—
Well, T was at Stodge’s yesterday; he
had Just knocked off three Hitle girls
hieads, horrld raw things, when a deal-
er edtne 1, sir; he bought "em divectly,
took ‘e away, wet as they were, on a
stretcher, and wanted Stodge o let him
have some more next week.,

Old Lady (putting her bead out of
window and

murdered!

Intervals in Fxcltement®,
“Ma, when [ got blg 'm goln' ‘way
off to be a pirate.”
“Are you, Bohby '
“Yes, but don't you be scared: I'll

Record,

Plaln Evl lence of Art.

She—I came to study art. -
Artist—1 knew you could palnt the
womeat | leoked lnto your face.

They All Came Back,

“Half a dozen of us fellows,” sald the
struggling young author, “held a com
petition In short story writing, My
story won the prize.”

“Coticwded 1o be the best, el ?”

“Well, we sent them all to the sany
magazioe, and the editor Kept mine
longer than any of the others,” —Phila
delphla Press.

Most Unfisbion sble;

“My graclous!” suddeénly execlaimed
little Mabel Blugore, who had been
day-dreawing, I suppose there's no
Lelp for 1"

"What are you thinking of, dear?"
asked her mamma,

“Why, I war Just thinking when we
die we'll have to wear ready-made
heavenly robes for a few days tlll we
can be frred.”—Philadelplila Press,

The Only | owibitity

He—Nothing could ever come between
us, could I, dear?

Bhe—-l can’t think of a single thing,
usiless | should huppen to become en.
gnged to some other man,—Harper's
Bazar,

Used to It,
Mr. Lurker—Excuse me, Miss Snap
per, but I bave long sought this oppor-
tunity——

Beggar—Plase, yer honor, do help a’
poor old body,

Irritable Old Chap—Don’t bother me,
woman. Can't you see that | coyldn't
possibly get a hand Into my pockets?

Beggar—Ab, but perhups 1 could, yer
bomor.

Hia Grasping Disposition.
“They sdy,” remarked the mother
thoughtfully. referring to the yonng

Fraser opened his eyes slowly and
stared In blank terror at the handsome |
tanned face looking down at him, He‘
wondered vaguely whether he was
dreaming now or bad just awoke from
a red nightmare. ‘The volce went on:

“I only Iboked In to say ta-ta. ['ve
had a telegram calling me back to Ire-
land Immediately, Old Chris Murdoch
has relented and consented to our he
Ing publicly engaged. And all through
Dolly, too—bless ber lttle heart] Bhe's
Meg's dearest frlend, you know, and
she’s been moving heaven and earth
to soften the old chap's beart.” He
walved an siry good-by, *Ta-tal” he
sald merrily.

Fraser gazed speechlessly at him, the
tears still standing thiek on his white
face,

Everett turned back, balf-luughing.

"I wish you wouldn’t look at me as
though I were a ghost!” Le protested
“80 long!"

Archbishop's Apt Retort.

The archbishop of Dublin recently
performed a marrlage In the family of
A wealthy Irish distiller. After the
breakfast the distiller thanked the
archbishop effusively for his share of
the proceedings and said to him as he
ook bis leave, “The Lord be with
you" “And with thy spirit,” Is report-

| Ing, “that he Is of a grasping disposi-

man who had called the previons even.

tion." /
“Well, | should say be was!" ex-
claimed the small boy,

“Willie!" cautloned hig sluter, but It
was too late,

“You just ought to have seen the way
he grasped Lon when she sal( she'd
marry him," perslsted the youngster,—
Chlcago Evening Post,

Crowded Ont.

“Have you called on Penelope
she got back?'

“Yes, but U'll bave to go again,”

“Why

“S8he got started first In telling ber
summer experiences and I didn'y get a
word In edgewise about what I'd heen
dolng all summer.”"—(lilcago Record,

since

Discouraging,
“You are the first girl [ ever loved,”
sald Mr. Simper to Miss Kittlsh,
“In that case you may cease loving
me. | do not care to be practiced on.”

Correct,

“Johnny," querled the teacher of the
pew pupll, “do you know your alpha-
bet ¥

“Yes'm,” nuswered Johony,

“Well, then," continned the teacher,
“what letter comes after A7

“All the rest of them!" was the tri-

Miss Snapper—Never mind the pre-
amble, Mr. Lurker. Run along In and
ask pa, He's been expecting this would
come for the last two years.—TIt-Bits,

A t‘m;_ﬂ:o_u:ller.

“Couldn’t I be squeezed In there some.
bow?' usked the pretty giel, as she
vainly sought entrance to the crowded
CAT,

“If you can gei in, | huve one arm
free," exclaimed a young man In the
center of the car.—Baltimore Amerlcan,

No Birds,
“Iam told that Miss Frocks Is a vege.
tarlan,” sald Mrs. Fosdick.
“She Is,” replicd Mrs. Keedlck, “even
In ber millinery,”

Pepper In Olden Times.

Dr. Adolph Miller, of Philadelphia,
President of the Pennsylvanin  My-
eological Club, in a dissertation on the
pepper plant, says that doring the
Middle Ages In Europe pepper was the
most esteemed and most Important of
all the spices. Genon, Venlee and oth-
er commercial eitfes of central Burope
were Indebted to thelr traflle in pepper
for a large part of thelr wenlth, Its
fmportanee as a means of promoting
commereinl  activity and elvilization
during the Middle Ages can hardly be
overrnted.  Tribute was levied In
pepper, and donations were made In
this spice, which was frequently also
used as & medium of exchange In place
of woney, When the lmperlal eity of
Rome was.besleged by Alarle, the
King of the Goths, In 408 A. D, the
rinsom  demanded Included 5,000
pounds of gold, 30,000 pounds of sllver
and 3,000 pounds of pepper, Hluatrating
the lmportance of this spice at that
tlme,

Firty wlles from tbe town where a

man dies, the papers, If they mention
his death at all, tell the truth abont

umphant reply,

Lim,

She—On the contrary, I think it Is

she Barl of Morton, who took her under his

to  Theodore™ — Denver | yearion,

Buggins—1 hear Switking is learning

shrieking)—Conductor, "
$ s sald 1o have boe wll oy
stop the teain and let we out, or I'll be v e lwed an excellont per

comg home at night to sleep." —Clilcage |
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'HANDLESS BUT HANDY |

|
ARMLESS PEOPLE HAVE ACQOM-
PLISHED DIFFICULT FEATS.

tudividuals Minus Upper Limbs Have
Become Famuus Artists, Lestrous
Penwen, hxp rt Musigians and Ar
tisane,
That success 1o art (s ot the monop:
{01y of such us are dowersd with the
bormal uumiber of Hwbs u couclusive

" - 1 ey . . ‘
Mrs, Cripps—The (dea! What for? | DOYe 1o lay out 30 cents or so every |y proved by tue skill of Mile. Rapin, a

Swiss artst, whe, though without |
artus, bas made a name for beesd( |
with ber portralts and basrellels, sud
of the Bolglan paluter, receutly decvis

There are ™h Whow wany of us bave doubtivss

seen atl work lu the Antwerp pleture
gullery copying the woks of the old
masters there on view,

Other armless artlats, too, have ne-
quired  fawe, awong whbom way b
wentioned the colebrated Miss Bifen,
Who earned a lving as & miniature
paluter, Orlglvally on  exhibition at
| Bartholomew falr, she was soon by the

patronage and pald for her artistic ed:
She was a favorite of George
IV, and Willlaw 1V, the latter of
[ whom allowed her a swall pension.
Turniog to earlier armless celobritios,
mention must be wade of John Vale
|rus, born In Germany (o 1667, who
was capable of performing wany sur '
prising feats. Ie conld shave hlmself, |
play on the drum, fence with much
{SKIL, and, In whort, use bls toss with
a8 much adroltuess as most men can
[ thelr hands, He possessid, however,
(A modern rival (o the person of Herr
| Unthan, whom many will remember as
[ exhibiting himself a fow yenrs ago In
| London, where e surprlsid large audl-
{ences with his marvelous feuts.
| Matthew Buckinger, who was born
At Nuremberg seven years later than
‘\‘nlnrlun. was bul a mere trunk, pos
| Sessing nelther arms nor logs, Dosplite
| his naturs) disadvantages, however, he

foriner on the fute, bagplpe and trum
Lt Whille his sketohes- ditudscape, g
ures amd coats of arms—whileh wers |
eXevited with a pen, were equal to the |
| most fnlshed engravings.  His eall
araphy. of which examploa are still ex-
fant would bave done credit to the
most expert writing master, and, in
e, be wis able to make no lncen
slderable Income by the sale of these
specimens of his skill,

He fgured lkewise In the not very
Invidious role of wife beater, for on
one occaslon when one of hls wives—
he was married four times—Insulted
him, he sprang upon her, got her down, |
and buffeted her so seversly with Lis |
stumps that she was glad to escape
further  chastlsement by promising
\memlment In the future—a promide
that she falthfully kept. |

Enually warvelous were the feats of
Willlam Kingston, who at the com- |
mencement of the present century v
sided at Ditcheat, near Bristol, whrrp|
be cultivated a small farm. e conlid,
without other ald than that of his toes, |
saddle und Bridle his horse, milk his |
own cows, cut hix own hay, bind 1t up
In bundles. and carry It about the feld |
for bis eattle, He was an excellent
carpenter, too, and had acquired no
little renown as a hammer thrower,
heing able with lis feet to cast a hea vy
sledge hammer as far as most men
could with thelr handa.

Very expert, too, i Caleb Orton, an
Amerlean, thongh In his case his xkil]
has brought him within the clutehes
of the law, for though withont hands
e contrived to forge a postal money |
order. For that nefarlous purpose he
employed his mouth, and although the
authorities were at first  Ineredulous
and doubted the truth of his confes
dlon, be soon pat the matter beyond
doubt by ocular demonstration,

Gripplog the pen between hig teeth,
he, by means of a serles of rapld move
ments of his head, execnted one of
those elaborate deslgns of birds, bensts
and seroll work In which writing ex-
perts delight, and proved to the satis-
faction of everybody present his un
doubted culpability.

AT THE END OF 2000 A, D.

—re
What One Writer Predicta 4111 Hap-
pen a Centnry Hence,

The twentleth century s 1o he the
century of change; sclence, which Is
golng at the trot, will then go nt the
gallop, says a writer In London Truth.
We think we know much; those who
will llve 100 years hence will wonder
we knew so little.

The folowing Ix prematurely quoted
from the Dally Clnematograph of Dec,
a1, 2000:

“On the ave of the twenty-first con-
tury It will be In the minds of many to
contrast the present with the past. Al
are aware that glgantic strides have
been made recently In the direction of
progress, but few reallze that only a
hundred years ago men traveled |n
tralus over the lnond and In ships over
the water; that they communlegted
with each other by telegeaph; that thelr
strects and bouses were lt with gus op
with an early adaptation of electriclfy:

that coal was used in almost every
household; that bundred of millions
were spent In taking Instead of In say-
lng lfe; that the soldier was more
honored than the surgeon; that well
dressed women wore furs In the day
while the sun was shining and balf-
stripped themselves In the evening and
that it was not generally acknowledged
that one of the most lmportant of du-
ties I8 to enjoy the legitimate plensures
of this exquisitely designed world]
"Only a century ago selfishness and
auperstition still bound our predeces-
sors, but wsclence hay removed these
bonds from us. As we walk In the
sllent streets and look upon the amoke-
lens sky, where thousands of aerial
earts, cabs and carriages hurry hither
and thither, we wonder how man can
have lived without flylng. Iven yet we
are surrounded by a decaylng past,
Underground London Is sald to be
honeycombed with tunnels In which
tralus ran up to fifty years ago! In
many parts of the country telegraph
and telephone poles still stand with
dangling wirés, though wireless tele-
phony has long since superseded those
older methods of communleation.
Bullders occaslonally come upon Iudcni
plpl:lb:'hrouh which gas was conduct.
ed #80 was an lllumineat, At

| eaptaln

i —

Plrmonth the government retalns from
A osenthgental wotlve a Oeet of iron
clids, thoigh electrieity long ago wade
warfare on the water linpossible

“Perbaps the wost striking featun
of mudern civillention s that there are
8o ugly women  The lmproved cond)
tlous of life, the place which legitiniate
enjoyment has i the wodern sclieme of
existence.  the exticpation of iy
Lorme of dlsease, and the fatlonal attl
tude of mind of the average Wotonn
have worked wonders, No o modern
playwriter woulld think of elabornting
u plot In which married life was pre
sonted ns baving w dark side, for the
woman of today 18 a Joy lu her own
house, and not only In the honses of
others, ns there Is reason o beliove
was the cane & hundeed years ago. Ky
erywhore we woe  pence,  prosperity,
progross, aod I 1s therefore with feel
Ings of the utmost gratitude that we
wuteh the departing bhours of the twen
teth century.™

A e

D Nhﬁnhn, the Bishop of Oxford. was
onve lnportuned Ly & Woman Who,
Kuowlng bis experlence of the UHoly
Land, kept on usking bim whiat places
she ought to vislt, ax she wis stnrting

ou o trip to Palestine.  After nnswar
ing topographioal questlons  witliogt
wmber, he wis agnln asked Hut
readly, what place would you ady ise ne
W go W “Ta Jerlcho, wadam
the blshap, sweelly.

it led

A London newsboy, who Is neous
fomed 0 sbout “Exiras” every even
Iug, recently had a very bad cold and
became boarse,  Feellng blmselt at »
disadvantage, he carried o large card in
front of biw, on whicl be had roughly
written: “Husb! Nolne Is 0 nulsance!
I ocan't shiout my extras, but | hive
them all the same!™ It W por ke
the boy long 1o sell out bils stock of pa
pers to the grateful pussers by

In her book on “Some Players,” Amy |

Lenlle siys thnt Bdwin Booth's detesta
tlon of “Richard T1L" was fraonk sud
lncurable,  Ooe wight, when g the
wost magniicent lostant of Richurd, a
super fell in & writhing, squirming st

Jtack, which set the country audivies

laughing, Booth sald, quietly, after (he

fall of the curtaly, smid shouts of mis ™

gubiledd laughs, “Whnt was the matter,
The teembliog  eaptaly
owned reluctantly that oue of bils twen
ty fivecent men had been seleed In s
B “Please pay thicty cents next time,
and smploy one whose Bts way not n
terfere with Richard.  Richard Is un
endurable enough without the addition
of rented O

Thie deslre of the Inhabitants of Sing
Blug to chitnge the name of the town
recally a somewhat slmllar desire on
the part of the inbabitunts of the town
of Rugeloy, Kogland, to a COTrespon
dent of the New York Tlmes. A man
named Palwer bad wade Rugeley o
torlous by an atroclous wurder, and o
deputation of the lubabitants walted on
the home secretary with o petition for
leave to change the namie, The min
Ister hesitated, nod asked whnt name
they propossd to substitute, They re.
plied that they bad not decided. “What
do you sny,” sall he, “to tnking my
name?™ They expressed thele undgunll
fed delight, wnd obtnlped the bome see
Fetary’s consent to this method of ob
Hternting the memory of the obnoxions
Palmer. The howme secretary Iy s
tlon was Lord Palmerston. The town Iy
still known as Rugeley,

When George Sand, the famous
French novellst, wis lviog at Nahant,
tear the close of her 1Ufe, slie was falrly
caught on her own grounds by a de
termined Britlsh Journalist, of jer own
sex, who opened o formidable ot
book and demanded: “At what hour
do you work, madame? | never
work,” replled George Sand, gayly.
“Ho! But your hooks? When o you
make them ™ “They make themselvis,
morning, evenlng, and wight”  This
ws baflling, but the Beitly lady, al
though deficlent In grace, did not lack
grit, and sald: “What Is your own fa.
vorite, may I ask, nmong your novels "
**Olympla,' ™ returned George S,
with a beaming smile,
do not know that one Perhnps—1
have not yet wrltten 1t and the vie.
Hmized author bent a hasty retrent,
much nmused as whe looked hack nnd
waw that her nonsense was belng dyly
Jotted down In the formidable note.
book, .

Dr. Johnson's Regard for Trath

It was sald of Dr, Johnson tling e
alwnys talked as though lie werp tak.
lug an onth. He detested the hnbiy of
Iying or prevarieating in the slightost
degree, and would not allow his nur
vants to say he was oot ot home If he
wan. YA wervant's strlet rognrgd for
the truth,” sald he, “must be wenkene
by such n practlce, If I accuntomed
my servant to tell a le for me hayve
I not reason to apprehend that ho will
tell them for himself " A stript nilhor
ence to the truth the doctop consldered
an a wncred obligntion, and In relating
the smallest anccdote he wonld nol al

low himself the minutest nidditlon te

embellish big story,

Mistaken Identiry,

Attorney--You say you had called to
seo Miss Billings and was ut the house
it the time the burglary wus commit
td?

Witners—~Yes, sir,

“Then how did 1t happen that when
the prironer danhed Into the room wnd
assaulted you you leaped through the
window and went home, making no
attempt to defend the lady or give the
alarm "

“I thought It was her father," - Hart
ford Tlmes,

Bootblacks in Berlin,
Bootblacks are seldom soen on the
wtreets of Berlin, owing to the et
that It Is one of the duties of German
servant givls to whine shoes In the

household, nnd of porters to attend to |

It In hotels. There nre bootblncks at
the principal rallway depots, but they
find more patrons among women (Lay
AmMoDg men.

What a fallure most of us make of
life,

“Olympla® ||

DEVIL DANCERS OF Ckyion,

Kavrn s Good Livieg by lh-u-u.u.. {,'.,
woas Trom the »lak,

The real Xlughnlose dovil duoeers n
Ceylon are wost feroclous sngd havigy
fellows, Thelr dances ate revolling
and boreible.  But their profession ™
populur and aMords a royal H¥lug toe
the men who go tuto It

There In a superstition among the
Blughaloss that when n man falls wey
he I8 supposed to be afficted wiiy
& devil. In order to rid hlm of (he
discare the devil dancers nre called |y
to propitiate the demon.

Two or wore of thew go by night to
the slek man's house, in front of whiey
a small, square Inclosure, about iy
feet high, has been minde of grasies
nnd palm leaves,  This answers the
purpose of the green room at a theg
ter, The mwen appear ot fest wiihout
mnnks and with 1l|lll yellow Krnns
strenmers hanglog from thelr Deads
and walsie.  The only Hght cast oy
the scene ls by torches made of stloks,

8 around which pleces of cloth are W[

ped, dipped In oll, To the mwusle of
A tomtow, kept up on one note, the
dancers sing a pecullne, wild, fugeral
dirge, In which the spectators often
Joln,

The dancers begln by slowly moving
about, stretehing the tlght foot apd
bringing the left up to It, and appear
an It they were senrching for some
thing, durlng whiech the slnging sounds
ke erylng.  They are then asking the
devil to appear, There are twenty-four
Hifferent sorts of devils, amd after the
Aest purt, the dnncers are conntanily
changing thelr clothes o represent the
entive specion; some wear masks, solne
don Jaws and tereible teoth reaching
o the sars; the Jaws open and close
I n very realistle manner,

A dnnee lasts aver two nights, as thidy

| whole twenty four devils bave all to bd
porsatiated before the particular de
mon who I aMicting the slek man Is
Mtehed on. When bo gives wigus of
s prosence the datcers go 1ulo n sort
of frengy, which Increases an be lakes
possession of thew; the tow tom beats
fastor and faster, the chanting grows
Into yells, the men whilrl and stamp,
the bells fastened by bracelets ob to
thelr nukies Jingle and clash

At this stage the dancers appear to
be looking for some object 1o glve the
devil In saetifice, and luto which he
may pass, A chileken In usually offersd
by the friend of the slck man, aud this
unfortunate bied s solzed upon, twist
wd and tormented amd bitten between
the false teeth, until the dancers, worn
oul. move siower aml slower, and the
Lehleken minks into nosort of  trates,
which 18 a sign that the devil bas ae
Copted the macrifice, amd s willlug to
pass from the man inte the bird. Now
and then the bird In revived by some
harmesl water belng thrown on s
hoad, and then the tortore of (t hegine
wgaln, After this the men don shesp
skin petticonts npd capes, and 1o the
torchllght look more and more dlabol
leal and frenzied In thelr thanks to
the devll for consenting to loave the
slek man,

When the bied dies it Is a slgn that
the devil bas left the man, and he will
be cursd.  The bled 1 then thrown (hte
the elver, to o carriod to the sen. 1t 14
never killed, and never eaten after dy-
g, Abowt an hour of this sor of
thing Is quite enongh; It |« renlly hop
rible and revolting, and one Is thank-
ful when the men leave off to go to
drink the toddy prepared for them,
and make o nlght of
Journal

| SR
| "April's Sowing" s
Hall's first long story.
Inken from
Panses.”

Two weeks after [ty pubilieation, 40,
000 coples of “Allee ln OI1 V fncenies
were solil. It I a story of Amerlcan
[1ife by Maurice Thowpson,

: Wm, Dean Howells, the foremost g
(ure In Awerlean lettors teday, In to
be one of the Uterary advisers to the
| reorganized house of Harper & -HBros,
Aunle Bussell Marble haw written a
ihnnk with a suggestive tile, “Books
| That Nourlsh Us,” published by T, J.
| Ceowell & Co. 1t s eortaln that year:
ly come from the press hooks thnt Kive
us nelther temporary nor Insting wour
Ishment, and the necessity arlses for
& wise cholos,

Here s a story told In “Notes and
Querles™: A lady asked the novelist
what her duty was In cortnin diflenlt
clreumstnnees, and recelved g clear o
Py, “But,” she obfected, “If 1 did that
i' should die*  “Surely that has noth
(Ing to do with yon dolug yonr duty "
'nnswersd George Kllot,

"The Blography of n Baby™ 1a the
title of an unusunl volume by Ml
Milllcent W, Bhinn,  Miss Shinn i« n
Callfornlan and still Nives there. 8he
[ bk nlways boen Interested in babiles,
and hins made n enrefy) stndy of them
| both ns teacher and felend. Published
by the Century Company,

Apiropos of prefnces -womething that
[few onre to prolse—Mr, Kipling glves
| the follow!ine good ad vice, glven when
he was askol to wilte preface:
“Some ruther Intoresting experiencis
(have taught me that e best way of
[making a man hate me for e Ix to
meddle In any way wiilh his waork,
€ % % 0f the hook s good, 1t will go,
[and If not nothing will make 1t stlr.
% % Al the men who want to stk
a knlfe Into me would stick it Inty
YOU a5 woon ns they saw my nnme pros
faelng your ook, Bitfer experionce ling
tnnght thny that Kind of thing doesn't
pay. 16 8 hook stands by itself, |t
will stand hy ltself: ot it yon use an-
other chap's nume to holp 1t to o starh
you will get il the whaeks that the
other chap would have got If he had
wiliten the hook, In additlon to a fow
whaeks on your own wieylie"

Misa Gertrude
The title Is

Browning's “Plppa

It In folly to attempt to Mense ovory-
body., It matters not (n which diree
ton & man fices he wust of HeceRsliy
turn i back on half the world,

e
Women either love or hate; there Is

ItL~New \'l’!k‘
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80 happy medlum In thelr affectiops, ‘




