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“Certainly. 1 would prove to you how
entirely yon have wronged me," says he,
firmly. *“I acknowledge that once my
father expressed a wish that 1 sbhould
-marry you," coloring darkly, “always
provided you were willing to accept me;
and I"—slowly—“aceeded to that wish."

“But why, why?" demands she, Sash-

“Defraunded 7 interrupts Seaton, with
& frown.
“Call it what you wil,” with an ex-
ve gesture of ber hand—"undertake
defense, too; but the fact remains
that the iniquitons deed that gave to
your father what should have been ours
was undoubtedly drawan ap by my uncle.
1 have heard all about it a hundred times,
father hardly denied it to mine
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is as pale as death, and the hands
cling to the back of the chair near
Baut her lips are firm
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and there by a look she would bave

A
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yourselt und me when
that," says Beaton, who s
as she is. “For heaven's

that you—
you nided and abetted your father In
ing to force me into this detested mar-

i

ringe?"
“Pray put that out of your
head,” says be, slowly. “You have taken

it too seriously. [ assure you [ would

_not marry you now if you were as will-
Ing as you are un I can hardly
put it stronger.”

-

When my grandfather left this prop-
to your father,” she says, slowly,
left it pdrposely unestailed. Your

were you to cross his
could leave you, as I have been
penniless. To avoid that, you would
in with any of his views. You would
even w0 fur sacrifice yourself as to—mar-

slightly.

“How dare you?' he sayn in a low,
concentrated tone, Bhe cno see that his
face Ik very white, and that it s with
diiculty be restrains himself; she is con-

i

| sclous, too, perhaps, of feeling a little

i
“‘Then he puts ber quickly from im and
turns awny.

“Pubtw, you are not worth it!" he
soya, his mauner full of the most intense

* | tnrus she perversely.

uld-fashioned window, and a longing to
vise and go lsto it to feel the temder
night-wind beating on her burning fore-
bead, takes possossion of her.

Catching up & light shawl to cover the
evening gown she wears, she steals, care
fully as might a guilty soul. by Griselda's
bed, along the dusky corridor, down the
stairease, and past the servants' quar
ters, where & light under Mra. Grooch's
door warns her that that remorseless foe
has as yef refased to surrender horselt
to slumber.

A small door leading into the garden
in close to this, aud moving swiftly up
the narrow stone passage thut brings her
to it she opens the door, and so closing
it after her that she can regain the house
at any woment, she turns to Hnd herself
aloue in the emquisite perfumed silonce
of the night.

How long she thus gives herselt up to
the sweet new enjoyment of life she
bandly knows until she hears the ancient
belfry clock telling the midaight hour.

It startles her. Has she ndeed been
here 8o long? What if Griselda should
wake and be alarmed for her?  She
moves quickly in the direction of the
house, and at last, regaining the inmer
garden, begins to think her pleasant so-
Journ at an end.

She has neared the shrubberies and in-
voluntarily turus hee glance their way as
they lie upon her left; involuntarily, too,
she wevks to pierce the darkness that en-
velops them, when she stops, and presses
her hand convulsively to ber breast. Who
is it—what Is It, moving there, in the
mysterious gloom ?

“Don’t be frightened. It is 1, Scaton,”
says » most unwelcome voice,

“Ah!" she says. She is angry beyond
doubt, and still further angered by the
knowledge that there in more of relief
than coldness in the simple exclamation,

“1 bad no idea you were here at all,”
she says, faintly, after a pause that has
grown sufllciently long to be awkward.

“1 am afraid | have startled you. It i
had known | should not, of course, have
come here"”

“You make it very hard for me.” she
says, with a touch of passionate impa-
tience.

“That is unjust,” says he, roused in
turn. “To make your life easier is my
heart's desire.”

“Are you succeeding, do you think?
Does it," with gathering scorn, “make
my part smoother, when you compel me
to see that you stay away, or only come
here at hours inconvenient to you, be-
ecause—becnuse of me?’

She turns aside sharply, and walks a
step or two away from him. Somehow
at this instant, the growing chill of the
early night seems to strike more sharply
on her senses, and a shiver not to be

“You are cold,” he exclaims, coming
up to her with a hasty stride, “What
madnesa it is, your being out at this
bour! Come, come back to the house."

8he agrees silontly to this Dco[nlit-inn, "

and follows him across the grass to the
small oaken door that had given her
egress—only to find it barred against her!

Seaton, having tried it, glances at her
in mute dismay,

“Grunch must have fastened it, on her
way to bed. The bolt Is drawn,” says
he, slowly.

“Do you mean that I can’t get [n?"
asks she, as if unable to credit so tomi-
ble an announcement,

“0h, I dare say it can’t be so bad as
that,” hastily. “Ounly,” hesitating, as if
hardly knowing how to explain, “the
front door is of course locked and chain-
ed, and the servants, with the exeception
of Gruoeh, all asléep at the top of the
honse; a late arrangement of my father's,
as he original servants’ quarters lie be-
low. [ am afraid, therefore, that ir we
knocked forever, it would have no effect,
Howerer, | can try to do something, but
in the meantime you must not stay ont
here in the cold.”

“You may feel it cold. 1 don't,” re-
“Not so long as
the moonlight lasts, shall I find it lonely
either. L" raising her untriendly, beay-
tiful eyes to his—"I aswure you I shall be
qitite happy out here, even though 1 stay
till the day dawns and the doors are
open again.”

“*Happy! ™ As he repeats her word
be looks at her with a keen scruting, “A
word out of place, surely; given the best
conditions, I bardly dare to believe you
could ever be ‘happy' at Greycourt.”

“Huppy or unhappy," says she, with
quick resentment, her mind being dis-
tressed by this awkward fear of having
to pass the night from under any roof,
“surely it ean be nothing to you! Why
affect an interest in one who Is as Lute-
ful to you as T am?" A little fire has
fallen loto her tone, and there is {ll-sup-
pressed contempt in the eyes she lifts to
his. Perhaps he is driven by it foto sn
anger that leads to his betrayal,

“Hateful to me! Do you think you are
that, Vera? suys he, in a low tone, but
one full of fierce and sudden passion—
pussion long suppressed. “Do you hon-
estly believe that?" His manner Is al-
most violent, snd as he speaks be eatches
both her hands in his, and crushes them
vehemently against his breast, “1 would
to heaven,” he says, miscrably, “that
that weré so!"

As if stupefied by surprise, Vera stands
motionless, her hands Iying paswively in
hin, Bhe is.aware that be is looking at
her, with & new, wild, strange cxpression
In bis eyes, but n horrible sense of being
powerleas to resist him numbs all her
being. And sudd nly, as she struggles
with herself, be bends over her, and
without warning lifts her hands and
presses warm, fervent kisses on the
small, cold hapds,

Then she is arouscd indeed from her
odd lethargy, and by a sharp movement
wrenches herself free,

“Dou't," she cries, faintly; “it Is in-
sufferablel 1 cannot bear it! Have you
no sense of honor left?”

Her tone c¢alms him, but something
within bim fevolts against the iden of
apology. e loves her—let her know |t
He will not go back from that, thongh
her scorn slay bim,

"There is nothing dishonorable,” he
sy, steadily, *I love you; 1 am glad
you know it. Despise me if you can, re
Ject me as 1 know you will, 1 am still the
better for the thought that I have lnid
bare to you all my heart. And now—
you cannot stay here,” he goes on guick-
Iy, as though fearing to wait for her next
words; “the night Is cold and dump,
There is the summer house over there,"

.| pointing in its direction; “go and rest

there, till T call you."

‘era Bustens to the shelter suggested,
sinking down upon the one seat it
ink, & ronnd rustic chalr lo the lnst

3i

< | stage of decny, glves way to the over |

| powering fatigue that fur the last hodr
| has bevn oppressing her. Keluctantly |
i she doos this, and quite unconsciously, |
Obstinately determined to tight sleep to
the lnst, she presently succumbs to that
kiodly tymat, and falls into one of the )
must delicious slumbers she has cver yet
enjoyed,

How long it lasts she pever knows. but
when next she opeis her exes with a
norvons start, the first Bush of rosy dawa
in fooding bill and valley and sed. Sone-
thing lying at hor feet disturbs all her
preconceivid fancies, [t must have slipe
pesd from bher when she rose, Regand-
ing it more earnistly, she acknowledges |
unwillingly that it is Seaton's coat, a
light gray one. When she was asleep, |

lost to all kpowledge of friend or foe,
then he had come and placed that coat !

| meross her shoulders,

Her eyes are large and languid with |
eleep broken and unsatisfied, her soft
hair lies roffled on her low, broad brow,
Bhe looks timidly, nervously, sround her
s one expecting anything bot good;
her whole air s shrinking, aud ber whole
solf altogether lovely.

To the young man standing in his shirt- |
sleeves, half hidden among the laurels
and looking st her, with sdmiration, gen-
erously mixed with melancholy in his
glance, she seemis the very lncarnation
of all things desirable.

He presses ber band and hurries her
over the short, dewy grass into  the
shrubberies that form an eectoal screen
from all observation of those in the gur-
den beyomd, and so on until they come to
the small oaken doorway through which
she bad passed last night, and which has
proved more (oo than friend, |

Once fuside the longed-for portal, her
first impulse is & natural one; it i to run
as fast a8 her feet cnn carry ber to ber
OWH FoonE,

{To be continyed.)

COACHMAN KEPT HIS DIGNITY,

Tucideatally His Employer V'ad His
Way in a Roundabout Fashion.

This Is one of the many storles that
are doating about town concerning al
man very well known ln the caplial,
who 18 gpending the summer n Eng- |
land, says the Washington Post. He
has takeu a country house over there |
for the season, and s living a grand
selgueur with a troop of dear ouly
Enows how many servants. These |
Euglish servants, s thelr American|
master has discovered, are quite un- |
like the menlals to whom he !s accus-
tomed in his own conotry. They are
specialists. Each oue of them I8 hired
for some one particular work, aod pro
fessional etiguette forblds them to
trespass on each other's proserves.
How strictly they keep them cach 1o
his own work the American did not
know tlll, sauntering idly out of the
bhouse one day, he espled a watering
can, which had been left by a gardener
at a lirtle distance from the munsion
on the adge of the drive, It occurred |
to him that It wonld be amusing to!
play at being a gardener. He wonld |
walter the fowers himself. So, ealllng
to a man servant, who happened to be |
passing. he bade him fetch the water- |
Ing ean, The man straightened him-|
self up and touched his cap. |

“Beg pardon, sir," he sald, in a tone |
of respect not unmixed with surprise,
“I'm the conchman, sir.”

“All right,” answered the Amerlesn; |
“bring me that can.” |

“Beg pardon, sir,” repeated the man, |
“but I'm the coachman, sir.” I

“Well, well,” sald the American. *1 |
know you're the coachman. Bring me
the can”

The coachman touched his cap ngain,
ani repeated his former remark. Light |
dawned on the American,

“Oh,"” sald be, “you're the conchman.
are you? Well, conchman, yon go round
to the stables and have my four-in-
hand brought round at once.”

The coachman saluted and walked
away. The conch and four deew up at
the door a few minutes later. The mas-
ter climbed In.

“Now," sald he, “drive me to that
watering ean.'

The order was obéyed. The horses

drive.

“Get down and hand me the can,
now.” ordered the master,

A moment later he was contentedly |
watering the flowers. He had the can, |
the coachman's dignity had been pre- |
served, and all was well. |

is a Monarch a Vagabond ?
Here {8 a story of leze majeste In
Germany which Is the oddest yet, At
Dantzlg a barrack attendant named |
Lukn, whose functions were of a me- |
nlul description, was nleknanwd “Mon.
arch™ by the soldiers. Elsewhere, no
doubt, such n cognomen would confer
Lonorary riunk, eéven though no elvil
list were attached to It by the stute.
Among Herr Luka's comrades, how-
ever, wd aocording to the phraseology
of the clty of Dantzlg, to be a mon-

WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY.

HE observance of the birthday anniversary of George Washington has be-
Tmmc more a natlonal teibute to the apirit of patriotism than & memorlal
to & personality. The nawe of Washington is laked Indissolubly Ywith the
revalution out of which sprung the republic of the Unitod States, hut the unlon
of the man aad the event ls so close that they are practieally interchangenbls
in the thought of the present time and will becomne more so as the yoars roll on,
The character of Washington happily lends ftself readily to this phase of

Idealization,

There were no peaks of poceminent genlas in his squipmeat as a

man and conversely no vales of insignificance, and this admirable and unigue
equipoise of power and attainment qualibed bim for the conspleuons place he

ocouples in the hearts of the American people,

The seruting of careful historians

fnto the detalls of his lite and the conelusions of students of his character have
been upable to frame a more comprebensive ar exact expression of the sum of
his Individuality than that contaiwed in the femiliar lines—

First in War,
First in Peace,

Firat in the hearts of his countrymen,
These words hmve become so common because of frequent, and often Bippant,
utterance, that thelr deep signiticance has become blunted by thelr adapted ap-

plications,

Washington was first in war, and in 0 war that won the freedom

of this nation, because he achieved the distinetion through a demoustration of ex-

ceptional courage, fortitude aad persistence.

He wan proof agninst obstacles,

defeats, the heaviest blows of his adversaries, the disruptiog plots of his jeslous
enemies at home, the atrongest combinations of opposing tactors of every kind,
because he kept betore him always the inestimable prize of & natlon’s Uberty which

uitimate victory woukl achieve

He wan first in peace becanse his unconquers

ble apirit lo war was vo less conspleuons than the wisdom aad prudence of his
connsel in matters of state, and because he comentod the trast of his fellow-
men which be had won on the field of battle by a display of rare statesmanship

when peace settled over the land,

He was first In the hearts of his countrymen

aad has always been first because of the sterling honesty of his nature (o all
things, which resisted the most subtle and specious temptations and remained

pure and oncarrupted to the end

There have undoubitedly been many greater generals than Washington

and

many greater atatesmen and men wha bave won a greater popular following, but
thére have been few men in history who have developed’ & moke consplonous

harmony of these three distinguishing marks of greatness

The lnck of connplyn:

ous stuperiority In any one tralt, however, han given rise during the century to
many discasslons as to the real grandear of Washington's individuality. He has
been représented as everything from “a vather commonplace wan made prominent

by the fores of circumstances”

th “one of the snpremely great charmoters of

the world'a histors." s eritles have «¥en goue so far ns to ascribe the popular

admiration merely to a “conventlonal acquicscmes”

in & patriotic faney. 1t s

well that guch a dissimilarity of views bhas been exprossed, becanse they have re-
walted in clearcut comparisons which have snpported the extreme measure of

prafsasiiccorded to Washinguon

The solemn, well-weighed verdier of the historians has fxzed forever the sta-

bility and justice of Washingron's fame,

saint of the patriotism of the nation,

FROM WASH!NGTON'S GARMENT. | ciun. snd among the ftems of

Ho s worthy the place of patron

his eloe
tion expenses when he was o eandidate

His Walstcoat Huttons Made """’I for the Hanse of Burgesses of Vieginla

Cnfl-Buttons,
A palr of pearl and gold cuft battons

which in the form of waistcoat bittons |

were owned by George Washington and
warn by bim upon the ocension of his ine
auguration as Prosident and oalso at lis
marringe to Murtha Dandridge Custls,
are the valued possession of rof. loo-
nidas Polk Whent of Vieginia, now liy-
ing ia Washington, These modest but

paused a hundred yards down the|greatly cherished relics of Washington |
| are among the few persennl belongings |

of Gen. Washington that have not been

arch Is counted anything but an honor.
In varfous regions of West Prossia the
word denotes tramp, vagaubond, lolterer
or vagrant. Herr Luka, nlthough doom-
ed by nature to a humble post iy life,
Indignantly refused to be dubbed »
monarch,

“So far as 1 know,” sald Luka, “n
monarch Iy o vagubond,”

Some evil-minded enemy overbeard
the remark, reported him to the agents
of the lnw ax having  insuolted the
King's majesty, and Lukn  was dise
missed bis appolntment. On the case
coming up for trial the publie proseey-
tor demunded a penalty of six monthy' |
fmprisonment and one year's loss of |
honor and civil rights.  Happily for the |
defendant, there was an nstute Judge |
upon the bench, imbued as much with
common sense as with knowledge of |
the lnw. Tle pointed out the signifiea-
tion of the word “monareh” In West
Prussia, and was satlsfied that the de-
fendant, understanding only this use
of It, was merely vindieating his own
personnl honor. This was not lege nin-
Jesty. He therefore ncquitted the de-
fendant und muleted the prowention
In costs, |

No Book of Instruciions,
Weary Watking—I sce here In the
paper about how to git ou a trolley
cnr and off, |
Hungry Higgina—1I bet you won't see |
no plece about bow to git on and oft |
of frelght cars. That kind of thing|
comes by natore, er it don't come &t
alL.—IndInnapolis Journal. ‘

One Btrike at Golf,

Good man—Do you know what be
comes of 1ittle boys that use bad words
when they are playing marbles?

Bad boy-Yep! Dey grews up and
plays golt,

PROF, WHEAT'S VALUED RELICH,
purchased or otherwise obtalned by the
government.

Prof, Wheat s a member of one of the
oldest familles in Clark County, Yirglnla,
whers resides & colony of descendants of
the Washington family., The buttons
ware presented to P'rof. Wheat by Henry
Lewellyn Dangerfiel] Lewis, great-great-
nephew of (ien. Washington.

Mr. Lewis was Prof. Wheat's closest
friend and neighbor from 1878 untll the
time of the former's denth, several years
ugo, says the New York Herald, [t
wis when Mr. Lewls was arranging for
the transfer to the United Statea gov-
ernment of something llke 840,000 worth
of Washington relics, which had been
purchased by n speclnl net of Congress,
that Prof, Wheat came Into possession
of the buttons. During the process of
packing Mr. Lewls, with characteristic
generoaity, Invited his nelghbor th select
from the collection sowme souvenir, Prot,
Wheat selected two buttons from Wash-
ington's walsteoat and had them made
into cull buttonns,

Prof. Wheat obtalned from Mr, Lowls
and his wife a written guaranty that the
buttons bad been the property of George
Washington and had been worn by bim
on wovernl staté ocenslons, notably at
bis Inangurntion ns the first Prosddent of
the United States, and also at his wed-
ding.

The buttons are of nnique design, and
in dinmeter ahout the slze of n sllver
half dollar,  HEvidence of their anthen-
tieity Is engraved on the reverse wide of
1he buttons, and reads as follows: “Lea,
P, W. from H, L. D, L. Property of
George Washington,"”

Washington as a Drinking Man,

Every one drank io the doys of Wsh-
ington, and the father of his country gl-
ways had wines on his table, Nowhere
is it wtated that he ever drank to exeess,
although he usually consumed five
glnusew of Madeira wine ot desart, Dy
ing hin youth he was # very folp politi-

L snners were not of the beat.

were n Logahead snd o barrel of whisky,
thirty-five gallons of wine and forty-thres
gnllons of Iwwr,

Gieopge Washington was simple In his
tastes, wnd during his youth he wan am
etortous eater, hut was aot particnine
ns to what he hod.  He wanted plain
food nmd plenty of It, During his later
yeurs he ate very Hetle.  His breakfust
ut Moont Vernon was of  corn  calies,
honey apd tin, with possibly an oge, and
after that e wte o more antil dinnee,
e Liept, however, o good table, and usn-
ally bud friends with him, His talble
[ have n
hiouk wrltten by Macluy, which gives his
cxperionces whet e was In the United
States SBetiate at the time Washington

: wis Presldent. Maclay dined with 'Wash-

ington a number of thnes, and seattered
thrangh his diary are bita'of gossip about
Washington. At two of the dinners he

| deseribes Wanhington us amusing himaelr
| botweon the course by playing the devil's

tattoo upon the tuble with his fork. At
another time ha ways: “The President
kept o fork io his hand when the cloth
wan taken away, 1 thonght It was for
the purpose of pleking nute. He ate no
nuts, but played with the fork, striking
on the edge of the table with 0"

Washington Was Wealthy.

One In not apt In these disys to remem-
ber that In this early period Washington
made himeelt one of the largest landhold-
ers In the country, nor that when he
died he wan worth over halt a million
dollars. Yet we find that he bequeathed
to his helrs the following acreage, with
values attached:

Acres, Worth.

. 1,000 ,,
S0 5,051 ..
2 Oy »e »

Tand Inh Whashington worth $10,182,
and other lands not enomerated worth
$0,200. The total valae of his extate was

placed at £530,000. The 300 acres of Vi
ginin Jand, which he walued at $15,600 |n
179, sold in 1850 for $120,000, one avi:
dente of the changes In values In that
colntry he served sa well,

Even the marringe of Washington wan
consistent with the thrifty hablts that
marked all his daluge, The widow Cus-
tis ndded to hin estate S100,000, besides
giving him a helpmeet Just ax prodont
in her Boaneclal transactions ns was he,
After the marringe, and thelr settlement
at Monnt Vernon, “nine miles from any
chureh” or socln! hubiation, Washington
gave himselt wholly to tilling of the sl
and quiet service in the Viegloin Toglsia-
ture,

A Valuable Relic.

Rushirod ). Wanliington, u honse palnt.
er of Chiengo, who snys that he I & e
geendunt of the Waushington family, awns
the seal with whivh George Washipgton
signed the death warrint of Maj, Andpe,

Remarkably Generoun,

Wigg—1 never knew sich a generons
fellow ns Bjones,

Wagg—-That's vight. The elgars be
glves uway are Just as good us those
Lo smokes himself.<Phlladelphls Ree
el

TIEN-TSIN AND PEKIN.

CHANGES WROUGHT IN CHINESE
CITIES BY WAR.

Destruction of Tien-Teln's Walis lnn
Needed Losson to P'eople of Uravity
of Crime Agolust Forelgners-PFro-
tecting the Legations in Pokia,

Changes which bave takens place In
China as & result of the recent troubles
are described by the Rev. Dr. John I
Hykes, agent of the Awerlean Bible
Soclety In Shanghal, ax follows:

“From Taongku to TienTwein, a dis
tance of thirty miles, vot & town or
village—unot even a farmbouse—was
loft standing, and very few of them
have been rebullt. The country |8
desolation and a terrible object leason
of the horrors of war, Tien Tuln Is s
changed that owe scarcely recognizes
It The large and populous vilinge
which had grown np around the rall-
road station was ontirely destroyed,
il 18 now only & wass of mud walls
The eutire Chlnese quarter In  the
French concesslon was burned during
the slege, and wide streets have been
lald out through what was, when we
list aaw It, & very beehlve of Industry.

“A magulficent street has been lald
out mlong the river from the French
concesalon to the natlve clty. The ¢lty
wall hins been demolished, and a splen-
A4 rondway made on it site, This ls
a terrible bhumiliation to the Chinese,
for |t practically reduces ‘the virtual
capital of the empire’ to the rank of a
village. 1t has been the custom ln Chlna
to punish cities for cortain great erimes
committed within their walla by tear
ing down one or more corners; 8o that
the demolition of the entire walls of
Thon-Twin will lmpress upon the people
the gravity of the crimes committed
ngnlnst forelguers. The busluess wen
nnd gentry of the clty begged to be
spared the humilintion, and offered to
pay & large suts of woney If the walls
were l;ﬂ'd.

“The great arsenal, which coversd as
much ground us the whole of the old
forelgn concesslon of TienTsin, ls u
mass  of binckened walls and smwoke
sticks. The ‘black fort' In the native
eity, and the tower from which the
Chinese shelled the concesston during
the stoge are being destroyed,

“In Pekin & space of about two hun.
dred yands between the legation walls
and the wall of the lmperinl city has
been cleared of houses, and It In to be
left open, so that an attacking force
ean find no cover. This open apace op-
posite the Hritish logation, right up to
and under the wills of the lmperial
city, han been honeycombed with tun.
nela for laying mines In case of neces-
sity. Bome of the legations are really
forts. The walls aro of beavy masonry,
backed by earth and loopholed, with a
guard of lix own, at present 150 sol.
Mers,, As the Empress Dowager and
her clique are to return to power. these
precautionary measures are undoubted.
Iy wise,

“All forms of misslon work will be
on a better and more kecure baals than
ever before,  Misslonaries are quictly
returning to thelre stations, and they are
helng weleomed back by officluls and
peaple”~New York Evenlog Post,

BKINNY M'SBWATT,
Offers Some Observations on Men Who
Get the Money.

“Hully Gee!” sald Reddy Maginnis,
“Here's another bank cashier done de
swift ghide wit' hndf o million!"

“H'm!" sall Skinny McSwat,
sound familine!

“It
Was he well respect-

ol
“"He wan, An'—"
“And he had de unwaverln' eonfl-

denee of the whole community ¥

“Yes, Aud he was pointed out as de
odel—" '

“Cért. Dey always are, And dis feet
guy wit' the kleptomania and the am-
bitlon to travel sudden—was he min-
gled up wit' de Stock Exchange?’

“Yes, He got caught in Amalga-
mated Cop—-~"

"Cut It out, Reddy! Dat's an old
rong! But, of course, de poor vietim of
dis terrible disease known as klepto-
manin was undoubtedly de vietlm of
soine terrible and Irresistible (nfuence
nnd wasn't responsible fer lis  ac
tons 7"

“Dat's what bls friends say!”

“You, It's the satoe story wit' no new
whiskers. The man's name may be
different, but the plot In the same, and
It's as old an the Great American Play,
wit' Itk hero goin' to de war, de herolne
beln' made to muarry the heavy villain
and the hern doin' de swift re-nlg In
time to save her and holler ‘Alba!

“It don't make any difference who o
man la; If he's bad, be's bad—and all
the silk hats and slgn-bonrd collnrs,
wit' n shave four thmes o week, aln't
golng to make him good.

“*No matter If he does take a buth
every mornlug, dere’s always wome-
thing In & wrn dat won't wish out.”

“But he'd been n trusted and highly-
respeeted employe for tweuty yenrs!"
anld Heddy,

**Uourse bhe had!" sald 8kinny, “Dey
always are, 1 tell you! Dey're llke dat
Jnckass dut was good for five yeurs
Just to get n good chance to kick! The
better the man the bigger the rake-off]
Bee? Bawme's any other graft,

“I tell you, Reddy. there's a lot o'
guyn dut has o reputation for goodness
dat never hud a chance to be bad, A
mule Is a good cltizen when he's over
the fence, but you toln him loose next
to n cnbbage patch, and wateh the
slivers fly from his charncter!”

“It's enough to make a guy want to
go away and dle!" sald Reddy Magin.
nis, loftily. “It's a wign dere's mighty
few houest men In de world!"”

“Back up!" sald Bkinny. “It's a slgn
Ant dere Is a lot o' honest men! When
you t'lnk of the milllops and miltlons of
the Rig Iron dat pusses t'roo men's
hands every day and pot a cent of It
copped out It's something to make you
toln on de weep wolks wit' admiration.
Mind, I aln't sayln' dat doy'd all be
lLopest It dey didn't have to be! But
when n man's honest give him what's
comin' to him, even though he's forced
to be good. It's more respectable to
have nelghbors who are supposed to
be honest—even though we know In
our hearts dat dey'd steal de nails out
of our coffin If dey had de cliance!”

“But what comfort Is nll dis to dp
poor depositor who Lua l.l! lils saviogs

run off wit' by de cashler ™ asked Rode
dy.

“Well, at any rate, he has de comfort
of kuowlin' dat bis money wan stole by
o gentleman! sald Skinny MeSwat—
Clbeinuntl Enguirer,

GOOD TIMES OF OLD.
Klaborpteness of Modern Functions
Hpolia the Fun.

“Did you ever think how compll
cated good times are nowadays?” ask-
ed one middieaged man of another,
“Heowembor what good thmes we twed
to hnve without any previous spread or
ceremony? Well, those days were
worth lUving o, When | wateh my
children trylng to enjoy themselves it
positively makes me tired. Everything
I8 80 studied, so elaborate, so mechani-
val, Take my daughter Grace, for in-
stance, She recelves an luvitation to
an ‘Informnl whist party, * What does
alie do?  Does whe et pleased  and
dunce around ms ber wother would
have done twenty five years ago? No,
Indeed, 'Oh, bother! What shall 1
wenr? 1f | go U've slmuply got to get a
new gown,' Is whit shie says, nud for
the next week she s breaking her neck
o get the rig ready, The affalr comes
off und whe cowes home and bhalf the
time says she was bored to death, The
fault lsn't with hee, for the next day
a gang of ber friends come o and by
seraps of conversation whioh drift to
my ears | know they were all bored.
Bhe ls about the avernge type of glrl,
and, no use talking, she lsn't having
the fun bher mother bad.  If she s In
vited to o really formal function It's
enough to turn the whole house upside
down. Bhe doesn’t get any real pleas
ure out of it at all, aslde from the ex-
cltement, either, 1t's the same with
my son John But | won't go into de
talls about John; ouly, when he even
tukea u glrl to the theater his pocket
book looks aa It an  elephant  had
stepped o It afterward, Thore's vio-
lets and carriages, and & dozen other
fuol things, while If it's anything more
pretentious than the theater, well, my
check book sulfers  Don't care about
the money If the boy really had a good
time, but be doesn’t, 1Us all right to
talk about this belng the age of the
young person, but it's not. We used
to get up slmple, imprompty little af- ®
fulrs, lnvite & congenlnl erowd and no
tomfoolery about It. Even a plenie
now Ix n state Bunguet n comparison
with the good old larks we used o
have. ‘These poor, binse, modern
youngsters may be pushing us old fel-
lows to the wall n bt with thelr pre-
coclous cleverness, but, oh, my, they
are minsing m lot just the same,  Say,
do you remember that little dance at

But at this polnt ln the conversation
the middle-aged wan strick & cemin
Isceut mood, ao any thore ideas which
he bappeisd to possess on the modern
good thine wers left unsald,  But there
In & lot In what be did say, vow, lsn't
there?—Hurdford Times,

Gulded by Himweir,

The father of Thomus Jelerson dled
In 1787, and the son's situntion was
touchingly described by blm years al-
terward o a letter written to his eliest
grandson when his wis sent from home
to school for the first thoe. 1t s glren
In "The True Thomas JefMorson," by
Willlnm E, Curtls, The letter was as
follown:

“When I recollect that at 14 yenrs of
nge the whole eare and direction of my-
self wan thrown on myself entirely,
without a relative or friend qualiiied (o
ndvise or guide mwe, and recollect the
earfous  sorts of bad chimpany with
which [ associnted from time to time,
1 um astoniahed that | did ot turn
off with some of them, and become aw
worthless to soclety as they wero,

*“1 bad the good fortune to become ne-
quiloted very early with some charac
tars of very high standing, and to feel
the Incessant wish that 1 could becowe
nn they were,”

His father left instroctions for lis
educntion, and especinlly enjoined upon
the widow not to permit bim to neglect
“the exerclne requisite for hin bodye's
development.” This strong man knew
the value of atrength, nnd used to sy
that n person of weak body could not
have an Independent mind,

Where Marion Crawford Weites.

¥ Marlon Crawford finds bin Kleal
home o & breezeswept villn, perched
Wigh on the pieturesque clilfs of Sant'
Angello di Borreato, overlooking the
beautiful Bay of Naplew and i ro-
mantie shores,  There Is, Indeed, no
finer alte to be found anywhere about
this far-famed bay than that oceupled
by the “Villa  Crawford,” wiih Itn
cheerful lnndward outlook over scat-
tersd towns, ollve-clnd bills, and fen-
grant orange groves dotted with white-
willed dwelllugs, to where Voesuvius
renrs his mighty cone and Naples
fqueens It amobg ber subject villiuges,
far out ncross the shining bay to the
enchanting island of Ischin, set Hke o
lustrous Jewel In the Tyrrhenlan Ses,
The house Itself I8 an unpretentious
bullding of stucco and rough stone, It
is renched by following n conntry road,
overhung by ollve, lemon and orange
trees, for about & mile from Borrento,
then turning through a gray-stone gate.
way, embowered In Ivy, and going
along u narrow driveway almost to the
verge of the cliff, where the villa
stands, some two hundred feet above
the bay.—~Ladigs’ Home Journal,

“I've been to Parls," she remarked,
In nccents mupercilious,

The other lnsses as they harked
With jenlouny grew billous,

“I've wlvo been to Rome," quoth she,
And aftor this disclosure

Bhe sat her down where all might see
And envy hor composure,

]

Each lnas confessed a cortain doubt,
With mueh ado aud ehatter

They set thomaelves to fuding out
The truth, about the matter,

They lesrned—the fall, nlaw, wus great,
But pride way ¢'er unlucky—

Her Home wis down In Georgla Btate,
Her Parls In Kentucky,

—Washington Blar,

And Bhe Did,

Wite (an Invilld)~The end Is nenr,
John, Um sinking fast.  He a kil
father to the motherless childresn,

Husband—0h, don't worry ubout the
motherless children. 1'll soon get wy.
other mother for the‘m.

Wife (xitting up’in bed)—Oh, you wiil,
eh? Well, 1 guean you won't. ['l) get

well now I It kills we.~Clleugo ~gws,




