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Going to where Tom Peyton i dili-
geatly weeling, Griselda takes him to

“Why didn't you tell me your sister
wan the sweelest woman on earth? de-
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CHAPTER XV.

mands she, in quite an aggrieved tone.

“Because she isa't,” says Tom, striv-

lng with a giant dock that bas treacher
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";a Tangrs lightly. “No." she says

age
“I have it! 1 kmow [t!" exclaims Dolly

the wise, gin tri :
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“It in always Beaton,” with an inereane
of her irritation, “when it isn't his fath-
er. Was there no other path into which
fate could have fung me, except this?
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her," says Dysart, in a voice vibrating
with many and deep emotions. His brow
is black, and anger fights for mastery
with despair in his dark eye

Vera, pale as death, but with a lttle
indiguant frown, teps between the twe

men.
“What does it all mean” she asks,

contemptuonsly; “would you make s tra- |

gedy out of a farce? If so, at least be
good enough to assign me no part ln it.”
She sweeps both men out of her path
by a slight imperious gesture, and pass-
Ing them, walks swiftly away in the di-
rection of the house,
{To be continued.)

THE FILIPINO SCHOOLRBOY.

He Learns Very Little Abont the
United States

It has been frequently remarked that
the Fillpinos could bave no conception
of the extent and resources of the Uni-
ted States or they never would bave
been decelved luto the hallucination
that they could successfully combat us.
In golog through thelr achool here I
found a little manuscript volume In
which, In less than a hundred manu-
script pages, was comprised all of syn-
tax and geography that was taught the
children here. And It must be remem-
bered that Malolos, before the lmsur-
rection, was an important city In this
part of the world, and one where the
children would be expected to receive
the average education. Turning to on#

of the pages ln this book that I pleked |

up, I found the United States of Amer-
lea discoursed upon, Immediately after
Nigricia, and just before Mexico. Here
is the entire lot of lnformation given
as to the United States, in the form of
questions and answera:

“Where Is this country (the United
States) situated? In North Amerien

“What are Its boundaries? To the
north, British America; to the east, the
Atlantle ocean and the Bahama chan-
nel; fo the south, the Stralt of Florida
and the Gulf of Mexico, and to the
west, Mexico and the Grande (Pacific)
ocean.

“What I8 the form of government?
It is a federal republie.

“Of what ls this republic composed?
Of forty differsnt Btates

“What are Its rivers and mountains?
The most notable rivers are the Mis-
ialpl (literal spelling), the Niagara, the
Missorl (agalo the literal spelling), the
Colorado and the 8t. Lawrence, and the
principal mountains are the Cumber-
land and Rockles.

“What is the capital? Washington,
but the most important city s New
York.

“Protestantlsm prevalls, but there
are Catholle archbishopa.”

And this is the sum total of what
the average Filipino boy has been
taught about our rather considerable
and somewhat prosperous country.—
Manila Letter in Leslle's Weekly.

He Had Two.

Out on Lexington avenue a cable car
stopped at the signal of a man by the
wayside. The man was barebeaded
and carried a baby on his arm. By his
slde stood 2 woman.

As the grip car halted the conductor
swung from the front platform of the
traller and stepped quickly forward to
ald In the loading.

But the man with his disengaged arm
asslsted the woman to mount the steps.
Then the conductor reached forward
and grabbed the baby, evidently lo-
tending to pass it to the woman.

“No, you don't,” sald the bareheaded
man, as he quickly backed away, "Get
one of your own."

“Pooh,” cried the grinning conductor,
“I've got two! AMN right!"

And the car rolled on~Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

Milk and Egge s Bad Diet.

“People over 30 would do well to
give up milk and eggs lo any form ns
a diet,” sald a well-known physician.
*These are the structure-forming food
of anlmals which mature In a short
time, and when taken o quantities by
bhuman belngs whose structures have
already formed they tend only to the
hardening and aging of the tisspes, I
bave seen people who were beginning
to find stair ellmbing difficult, and who
were losing thelr elasticity, much bene.
fited by ellminating these articles from
their diet. That there has been n great
increase In the duration of life below
the age of 30 statistics prave, but be-

yond that period there has been no jm- |

provement. In my oplulon, the person
over 30 would have as good a chance to
preserve life ns the child just begin-
ning Its struggle with existence If he
would only sult his diet to his years.”

Preferred English,

French politeness Is proverbial, and |

deservedly so, If the following s a falr
example of It

Beene, a shop in a French elty.

Briton—Vooley voo donny mwaw—

The proprietor — Pardon! Monsleur
can speak the English to me.

Briton—Why so? Can't you under-
stand my French?

The proprietor—Monsieur, 1 am from
the south, and find it difficult to com-
prehend the true Parlsian accent—
Pick-Me-Up.

Foreign Capital in Spain.
There is much French and Belgian
capital invested in the priucipal rall-
way lines of Bpain, while BEngland
owns many of the shorter lines and
is also at the head of the mining in-
terests.

A Harem Car.

Central Aslan railroad managers try
to meet the deslres of their publie, A
harem car with latticed windows bas
been constructed for the Emir of
Bokbara.

A thankfol man owes & courtesy
ever; the unthankful but when he
needs it.—Ben Jonson.

The population of the world Increases
mna_m. every ten years. }‘

e ————— e e ——— .~ — -
- onte %r all” ralslng her wolee and : K P NOVE
-~ throwlng up ber head, “I warn jyou. Hlb l‘“VURITl“' ‘\0‘ LL‘ Detrolt Free Press.
~a N Rathar than marry you,"” making » slight
gestare of horror, "1 would aceept the
first man that ssked me!” POPULAR ENGLISH WRITER AN-
- B * S A faint rostle among the bushes out- SWERS A QUERY.
side, a footstep—and Lord Shelton steps
inte view, - —
P “I hold you to your word,” cries bo, | A Few Reflections Upon “David Cop- 4,
gaxly; be stepe lightly within the Sowers | . aiiam oug sowe of Tts Principat | 10 Offer his services!
crowned archway, and looks stralght at| o ol Wi the Book Wil Live
Vera, He is smiling, but underoeath the o DECREASE OF KISSING.
2 smile lies & longing to be taken seriously. | —Humanity Likes Sad Stories. -
“You give me a chance,” he sayn; “I Pt
here, before witnesses, declare myselt 8 | How can | say which ls my favorite Grasp of the Hand,
e suitor for your hand™—his expression is | noeel? 1 can only ask wyself which
still wavering betwixt mirth and gravity, | v o0 clearest o Wy memory, whie' &
""w ond be holds oat to her both hls bands. |0 b 1 run to more often thi . to
“You are not, however, the first to ask

another, In that pleasaut half hour be-
fore the dinner bell, when, with all
apologles to good Mr. Smiles, It ls use
leas to think of work.

1 find, ou examination, that wy “Da-
vid Copperfield” I8 more dllapidated
than any other novel upon my shelves.
As [ turn Its dog eared pages, reading
the famillar beadlioes: “Mr. Micaw-
ber In dificulties,” “Mr. Micawber In
prison,” “1 fall lu love with Dora,” “Mr.
Barkis goes out with the tide “My
child wife” “Truddles In & nest of
| roses,“—pages of my own life recur to
| me, 80 many of My SOrTOWS, S0 many
of my Joys, are woven In my mind with
this chapter or the other,

Ol friends, all of you, how many
times have [ not slipped away from wy
worrles luto your pleasant company!
Peggotty, you dear soul. the sight of
your kind eyes s so good to me. 1
know you well, with your big heart,
your guick temper, your homely, bu-

wan ways of thought. You yourself
will never guess your worth—how
much the world s better for such as
you! You think of yourself ns of a
commonpluce person, useful ouly for
the waking of pastry, the daruing of
stockings, and If a man—not a young
wman, with only dim, half opened eyes,
'but a man whom life had made keen
to see the beauty that lies hidden be-
hind plain faces—were to kneel and
! kiss your red, coarse hand, you would
be much astonished. But he would be
& wise wan, Peggotty, knowing what
(things a man should take carelesaly,
and for what things he should thank
God, who bhaa fashionel falrnesa lo
| many shapes.

Mr. Wilkine Micawber, and you,
most excellent of falthful wives, Mrs,
Emma Micawber, to you | also ralse
|my hat How often bas the example
of your phllosophy saved me, when I,
likewise, have suffered under the tem-
porary pressure of pecuniary Labilities;
when the sun of my prosperity, too, has
sunk beneath the dark horizon of the
world—In short, when I, also, have
found myself In a tight corner!

And you, sweet Dora, let me confess
1 love you, though sensible (riends
deem you foollsh. Gallant Traddles, of
the strong heart and the unruly halr;
SBophy, dearest of girls; Betsy Trot-
wood, with your gentlemanly manners
and your woman's heart, you lLave
come to me In shabby rooms, making
the dismal place seem bright., In dark
hours your kindly faces have looked
out at me from the shadows, your kind-
ly volces have cheered me.

To sum up, “David Copperfield” s a
plain tale, slmply told; and such are
all books that lve. Eccentricition of
style, artistie trickery, may please the
critic of a duy, but literature Is a story
that Interests us, boys and girls, wen
and women,

It is a sad book, too; and that, again,
gives it an added charm In the sad later
days. Humnnity Is neacing Its old age.
and we have come to love sadness, ns
the friend who hns been longest with
o8, [0 the young days of our vigor we
were merry. With Ulysses' boatmen,
we took allke the sunshine and the
thunder of life with a frolle welcome.
The red blood flowed In our velns, and
we laughed, and our tales were of
strength and hope, Now we sit Hke old
men, watching faces In the fire; and the
stories that we love are sad stories—
1lke the storles that we ourselves have
lived.—Jerome K. Jerome, In New York
News,

' HOLIDAYS IN CUBA.

About 200 of Them in a Year—Ameri-
can's Disastrons Experience,
| ™1 never did find out exactly how
many legal bolldays they have In
Cuba," sald an American who bad once
run a sugar plintation over there, “but
I was green enough In the beginoing
to figure them oot at eight or ten, |
knew they bad three or four more than
in this country, and didn't take the ex-
tra ones Into account when siguing
coutracts, 1 bad to sign contracts with
my foremwen, engineers, firewen, nod so
on, to the number of twenty, and It was
by the wmonth, with all legul holldnys
thrown . We bad been cuttlng cane
und bolling sugar three or four days
when [ went down to the sugar house
one morning to tind all the hands idle.

“‘What does this mean? [ asked of
| the natlve mianager, who was strolling
about.

“It's a salnt's day and a legal holl-
day, senor,’ be answered,

“‘But we can’t stop business for a
saint,’ | protested.

“*“The contriet, senor—~the contract.”

“The whole gang wasted the whole
day dolng nothing," sald the planter,
“but went to work again next day. At
the end of three days the calendar
brought around another saint, and busi-
ness was shut down again for twenty-
four hours, When they had played It
on me for the third time In a fortnight
1 went to the alealde of the village and
sald:

“‘Look here, mow, but how many
holidays do you have In this country?

"¢ bave never counted them up,
senor,’ he replied, 'but 1 belleve there
ars about two hundred.’

“4And are my hands obliged to keep
them all?

“!Not all, senor. T should say that If
they kept 150 of the saints' days the
others could go by

“iAnd I must lose a third of the time
and pay for all of it?

“'8), senor. A contract ls a con-
tract. Surely you would not wish your
Inborers to lose thele souls?

“They had me tight, and as n conse
quence 1 made only half a crop and
came out a loker by $16,000 at the end
of the year. It was not until 1 had sold
the business In disgust that I learned
what a fool | had madeé of myself. |
had signed contracts, as I have sald,
but if 1 bad greased that alealde’s palm
with $25 Ju gold be'd have seen me
through."”

-gun to be offered for the salute lnstead

“In what way " was anked, says the

"Why, be'd have seratehed all but
two or three saluts off the list and ron
‘ot In omssomebody else, and my bhands
wouliln't bave bad more than ove cele
bration a month. 1 was ass enough ot
to tumble to It and he was 100 wodest

Women Now Oreet Each Other with

In this page right, or la It mistaken
In thinking thut kisslng among women
s greatly on the decrease? Time was
when feminine relatives met they In-
variably saluted each other on the lpa,
not because of any great eateem that
they felt one for the other, but because
the tie of blood seetned to demand
some warmer greeting than a mere
handabake.

Why, one country church In Southern
Maryland that this page attended an &
child had a congregation ln which eve
eryoue was related to everyone else,
and before the morning serylee on Sun:
days a regular osculatory meeting was
beld In the vestibule, even the rector
belng sometimes lnvolved, though, of
course, without scandal, for obothing
loss than second cousing were expected
to salute him. After service adieus
were sald In the sawe warm fashlon,
and then the fower of the countryside
drove away well pleased with itsell.

Sometimes swall boys and self-cone
sclous youths writhed out of the grasp
of those who would caress them, and
managed to elude thelr pursuers, but
generally everyone submitted with the
best grace he conld muster to a cere
mouny that was plainly perfunctory, but
dobe In the best loterest of the com-
muunlty,

A little later than this the cheek be

of the wouth, nod this page remembers
well with what embarrassment did sbe
wonder what she was expected to do
with the ear her Cousin Belln, late from
New York, turned toward her. Luckily
she gave It u dutitul peck, and did not
scereain (nto It as abhe waa half minded
to do,

Turnlug the cheek, It now becomes
apparent, was an expedient Intended to
let one's friends and relatives down
easy before ceaslng to kiss them alto-
gether, fur It was alortly after this that
the mascullne grasp of the hand came
Into such vogue. Bald grasp seems now
more than popular. One rarely sees a
warmer greeting between two femin
Inities in publie, but It seems sufficlent
to express a rare degree of cordiality.
The bachelor girl would scorn anything
more enthusiastic, of course, and her
mother almost as rvarely forgets ber
self.

Occaslonally a whitehalred old Indy
Indulges In some show of tenderness
when people are about, but she quickly
checks It as she remembers that she
may have an andience.

After all, why may not a warm clasp
of the hand express ns much affection
nnd slncerity as u kiss? Perhaps It may.
Perbaps It expresses more. At all
eveuls, feminity seems to think It the
most fttlog greeting at this period of
the world's bistory.—Baltimore News.

Writars Whose Names Contain “W."

Beglnning with Willinm Shakspeare,
we remember lnstantly 8ir Walter Ral-
elgh, 8ir Walter Beott, William Words
worth, Washington Irving, Willlam
Makepeace Thackerny, Heénry W, Long.
fellow, Johu G. Whittler, Willlam Cul
len Bryant, Ralph Walde Emerson, Ol
ver Wendell Holmes and Walt Whit.
man,  Others whose names occur al
most simultancously are Willlam Cow-
per, lsnne Watts, Henry Ward Beecher
Danlel Webater, Wendell Phillips,
George Willlam Curtls, Richard Grant
White, Julla Ward Howe, Goerge W.
Cable, Willlam 1), Howells, Charles
Dudiey Warner and Richard Watson
Gllder. To these are easlly added Sir
Willlam Blackstone, Jolin Wesley, Ed-
mund Waller, Nathaniel 1. Willls, Wal
ler Buvnge Landor, WII Carleton
James Whitcomb Riley, Thomus Went
worth Higginson, Dr. 8. Welr Mitchell,
Hamliton Wright Mable, Willlam H.
Prescott, Coustance Fenlmore Woolson,
Mary E. Wilkins, and many more,—La
diea” Home Journal,

Letter Writing Ceaslng.

The autograph letter In rapldly be
coming & thing of the pust Shorthand
nnd the typewriter have killed It
business min nowndays writes a lettor
with his own band; be supplies the
matter and iy signature, and bis
typist does the rest. It Is an age of
short cuts, and even lterary wen And
it more profitable to dictate than to
write thelr copy. Oue of the most sue.
cessful of modern newspaper proprie-
tors confessed the other day that he
bod not written a letter for seven
yoars, although his private correapond-
ence amounted to more than Bfty let-
ters dally, says the London Tattler,

Cabinet mwinisters  nlone seem Lo
¢ling to the old tradition. Lord Salis
bury. abhors a typewritten letter, an
Arthur Balfour wriles n large part o
his correspondence himself. Even Mr.
Chamberinin, who Is essentially up to
date, secms to regard the typewriter
as altogether Infetlor to the telegraph
as & vebicle for conveying his opinlons,

The Mirror Prehilstorio.

An Ingenlous archaeologist saays that
the oldest evidence of civilisation Is
the mirror. The Japauese aod Coreans
discovered the art of making one from
iron at least 2,600 years ago, This long
period Is dwarfed by the Chinese rec-
ord, which shows that mirrors, large
and amall, made of brass, copper or
sllver, have been In use In that land
over 4,000 years. De Morgan found a
mirror that seemed to date from the
second dynasty In Egypt about 0,000
years ago, and the latest Investigations
in the civilisations of Akkad and Nip.
pur show that the belles of those half-
forgotten countries used to admire
themselves in glasses of some mort or
in burnished metal, at least fifty cen
turles before the Christian cra.—New
York Mall and Xxpress,

A Mean Mother,
Tommy—>Ma, can I have two pleces of
ple this noon?
Ma—Certalply, Tommy. Cut the plece
yon have In two.—Bomervllle Journal,

Cousistency Is a Jewel with which
beauty s seldom adorned.

The less a man cares the more love 8

No| |

womuu westes on bim,

HUMOR OF THE WEEK

STORIES TOLD BY FUNNY MEN
OF THE PRESS.

Odd, Curions and Laugbable Phases
of Human Nature Graphically Por
trayed by Rmineat Word Artiste of
Our Own Day=A Budget of Fas.
“The postwan has just brought me

Aunt Jane's present,” sald the poet's

wife. “What do you think It ls?"

“1 don't know," replied the poet, dis-
turbed at work,

“But can’l you think ¥

“Gee whiza! How do you expect me
to think now?! I'm writing somithing
for the magarines."~Philadelphia

Dr. 'hil Graves—1 can't do anything
for your eye. I'll bave to put In & glass
one,

Fualler Booge—Not on your life; no
glass eye for me,

De. Phll Graves—Why not?

Fuller Boose-Why, say, Doe, It
would get amashed In a day or twa

His Plan,

“And now you must see papa” twit-
tered the hnppy malden, after consent
Ing to be his,

“1 will, my love, just ns soon aa I go
bome."

“How can you see hiw there?”

“I'll see bim over the telephone.”

WHAT

Problem Belved,

Lady (seeking a 0ookj—You have good
references, | suppose?

Applicant—No, ma'am. | haven't any
At all, wa'am,

Lady—But | really do not like the
Ides of epgagiog & cook without refer:
euces.

Applicant—0h, that'll be all right,
ma'am, You can pay me In sdvance.—
Chlcago News.

Private and Personal.

Teacher — Buppos® an  lrreslstible
force ahould meet an lmmovable body,
what would happen?

Little Givi—Please, air, ma says |
mustn't talk about our family affalre.—

“You must be guite a critie, 1 sup-
pose?”
“Noj | keep me opinions to meselt.”—
Puck.

{
;
3
:
|

as you sald, when | proposed?
May—Yen, indeed; [ really bad all but
given you up.

A PITYL

The Parson—Child of the Evil One, why do you fght thua? Do you net
know that perdition stares thee in the face?
Chlld of the Evil One—Yes, an' It's a pity yer hadn't better manners.

=

Feline Depravity.

“Oh, Horace!” walled his wife, "1
have Just found out that Ajax, eur
beautiful Angora cat, han beeu lending
a double Nre.”

“That makes elghteen, 1 suppose,”
sald Horace. “What Lns he beep do-
Ing 7"

“You know 1 let hlm out every morn-
ing, because he seema to want to go and
play out of dors. Well, 1 have dincor-
ered that he goos over to the Roblinsons
and lets them feed bim and pet him."—
Chieago Tribune.

Between Friends,
Edith—Ferdy and 1 have been en-
gaged for a month, and nobody sus-
pectad It
Ethel--No; everybody thought from
hin looks he'd been playing the races—
Puck,

Bobby—They call me ™ y
school.

His Mamma—Why?

Bobby~'Cos I'm always at the foot of

the claws.

With No Hope of Pardon,
Clericus—It |& preity tough to see n
young man of 20 sentenced to state
prison for life.
Cynlcus—Ohb, yes; but you see men
married for life every day all around
you—Bomerville Journal.

Hopeful,

Vigiting Clergyman—Do you ever
look forwnrd with fear to the awful
torments that awalt you In the future?

Prisoner—~Well, I don’t know, sir.
When I get out my wife may not be
alive~Life.

For Coucentration.
Desmond--If you buy this elegant fur
coat, Dorothy, bow are we ever golng
to pay for It?
Dorothy—Oh, Desmond, don't let's
talk nbout two things at oncel Let's
tulk #bout the coat,~Life.

Presence of Mind.

“1 think It was the most touching
play 1 ever maw, yet there sat Maud
Garlinghorn as dry-eyed as could be.”

“Because sho knew she wotld have
to be dry-cheeked when she came out
under the glares of tho electric light.""—
Chicago Tribune,

—_—

Her Accomplishmant,
Lady Bneerwell~Huve your daugh-
ters accompilshed much In music?
Unfortunate Father—Yes; the lodgers
below bave moyed.

A Financlal View.
Bustacia~1 knew that man was a
physlcian by the way In which be shook
bands,

Edgar—Yes, of course; that's his §5
touch—bis tender, delicate, considerate
Detroit Free Presa,

Contrary Bird,

“Just for the novelty of the thing."
sald Poll, the parrot, "1 think 1'll swear
off on swearing.”

And the oath It took In the process
was (rightful to hear.—Chicago Trib-
une.

Explanation,
Mother—Where are you going now?
Tommy—~Nowbhere,

Mother—Oh, you know you are golng
somewhore.

Tommy—~No, I'm not. 1'm coming
back.

—_—

RBapresalve.

Riter (after reading his poem)—Now,
what do you think of It}

Critick—Well—

Riter—Of courss, I know the meter
In a little slow, but—

Critick—Yes; | was golng to say Ita
feet appear to be asleep.—Philadeiphin

—_——

Intereated Him,

“This," sald the gulde, as we passed
through the workshop and Inspectad
the masslve machinery, *in & travellog
crane.”

“Where?" anked the ornithologiat of
the party, “I am Interested In migra-
tory Lirde.”

——

Chiristmas Cigars,

Ethel fup stalrs)—Is papa smoking?

Maude (down stalrs)—Yen,

Ethel (up stalrs, resignedly)—All
right. 1 thought something might he
burning In the kitchen—Bomerville
Journal.

What Bhe Wanted.
Mrs. Simpleton—I want to get a dog.
Dealer In Dogs—Yes'm. What kind
do you want? A pug, a fox terrier, St
Bernard, Irlah setter or—
Mru. Blmpleton—No; I want to get
one of those ocean greyhounds that I've

read about In the papers.—Baltimore
Ameriean,

man ™

“After & moment's reflection the ap-
plicant said:

“All right, 1 will glve you proofs,”
and slipplng off his coat, he procesded
to make tha dull little poatoffice lively
with somersaunits, contortions and cir-
cus "business" generally. The poat-
office man, scared out of his life and
‘fearing the wreckage of the premises,
handed over the letters and sald ue
was satisfied,
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