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THURSDAY, JUNE a1, 1906,

KING
FOR

A DAY

— N )

IR LEMUEL JONES, ¢, 1. B,
wan  chlef commissloner of
Burmn, Lawrence  Jones,
ciptitly of the tramp steamer

Newcustle  Mald, was  bin  brother,
More thun thot, they wery Lwins, o
ke s two drops of waler., It was
Kismet that Sir Lemuel should rise to
be chief commissloner, while It was
Liarry's own fault that be was only
eaptinin of n froelghter, but they both
enjoyed thewselves, ench after  hin
kind,

One morning In November the New
ensile Mald ghded up the Irawad! and
swubg (o moorings just off the maln
wharf ut Rnugun, Larry bad not seen
his brother for yeurs, and, for the mat-
ter of thut, did pot care If muny more
yoars passed before he suw him, Thelr

S pathe ran ot right aogles, He was
thiere for n cnrgo of rice, not to renew
family ties,

1t wan becaune the chief engineer of
the Newoenstle Mald was 0 mun after
his own heart that he sald before go-
Ing nsbore: "1 don't want to get Into
a gule here, for U've had a letter from
the owners over that Just brenk | mado
in Caleuttn, If | come off sons over
Just lock mwe In the cubin dud don't let
me out. No matter what 1 say, keep
me there untll 'm braced up.”

Then the captunin went ashore,

e took a drive out through the can-
tonments,  As bhe bowled along In the
old ghnrry o new experience came to
him, teutlemen Mfted thelr hats and
Indies driving In thelr earrlages nmiled
and bowed In the most graclous man.
ner

“1 wonder If there’s nuything stick-
ing to my fuee,” ought Larry, and be
passed  bis band carefully over s
rounded surface, 1t secinsd nll right.

But still they kept It up—everybody
be met, and one offieer, gulloping by on
his pony, took u pull at the animal's
bead nnd shouted, “Are you coming to
the club toulght, sir?”

“No!" roarsd the caplain, for he
badn't the falntest Idea of golng to a
¢lub without nn lnvitation,

“They'll be awfolly disappolnted.”
came the echo of the officer's volee an
the gharry oponed up a gap between
then,

“Vory kind,” muttersd Larry, "but 1
fancy they'll get over It. Must have
taken me for somebody else

The next mipute Larry was busy
staring open mouthed at the Image of
himself sitting In n carciage just o
front. The carrluge was turning out of
a compound and blocked the road so
that his own driver was forced to stop.
He recogulzed the other mun, It was
Bir Lemuel, his twin brother,

The recogunition was mutual. The
comminsloner bowed quite coldly as
the captain called out, “How are you,
Lemnel 1"

Then the big Waler horses whipped
the carriage down the road at & slash-
Ing galt, and Larry was left alone,

“Ho that's why they've been taking
off their buts to we,"” bie wused. “They
take me for Bir Lemuel, Great time
be must have rullng these yellow nig-
gers out here, 1'd llke to be In his
shoes just for a day fo see how It feeln
to be king of Burma."

All the way back to the bhotel he was
thinking about it. Arrived there, he
wrote & note addressed to the chlef

N commissioner and sent It off by a na-

/

tive. “That will bring bim,"” be mut-
tered, "He always was a bit afrald of
me."”

It was 0 o'clock when Bir Lemual ar-
rived In his carrlage. There was a
great seurrying about of servants and
no end of salaaming the “Lat Bahib,"
for It was not often the chlef commis-
sloner honored the hotel with Lis pres-
ence. Ile was shown to Cuptaln Jones'
room,

“Take a seat, Lem," sald Captain
Larry cheerfully. “I wanted to see you
and thought you'd rather come here
than recelve me at Government house."

“Plense be brief, then," sald 8ir Lem-
vel in his most dignified mannver, *'I
have to attend a dinner &t the club to-
night In honor of the return of our ju-
dlela)l commissloner,”

“0Oh, 8ir Lemuel will be there In time
for that,” chuckled the captaln, “But
first, Lem, for the suke of old times, 1
want you to drink a glass of wine with
me. You know, we took a drink togeth-
er pretty often the first year of our ex-
Istence.” Thenhe broke Into a loud
sallor 1augh that lrrltuted the commis-
sloner. .

“While 1 don't npprove of drinking to
the oxtent: you have earriod 16" sald
Bir Lemuel, with fudicful severity, “atill
I ean't refuse n ghisa proffored by my
brother,"

“Your twin brother,' broke ln Larry,
“of whom you've nlwave heon so fond,
you know."

“1 renlly must be golng, so pletse 1!
mé why you've sent for e Dot whon
he bod drunk the gloss of wine he gove
up all Idea of golig aonywhere bt
sloep, for It wan drogeed

Then Coaptoin  Larry
brother, peeled the nigist
commissloner us one wonld ateip o wil

“low, and draped bl o bls owi sl
outfit. “You're n groggy looklug o
tain,” he sald ox be teled to braee 1f
Agure oo 0 i be chinle, “You'te o o

wtrdphid  hils
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mra.  roank theé TON-1 fnean fn‘hi
glad that she's had n safe voyage,” he
corrected himself, heaving a great slgh
| of vollef. “That's one rock out of the
channel,” be mottered.

A benrer was walting patiently for
him to go and change his dress. The |

| emptaln  whistled softly to bimselt
whon be saw the dress sult all lald out
and everythiog in perfect order for a
“quick chunge,” ns be called It, As|
be finished drossing the “bow'n”—he of |
the gorgeous lvery—appeared, an-
nounelng, “Johuson Bablb, sir.”
| “Whot" querled Captaln Larry,
| "Bec'tary Hahib, sir” _
“Oh, that's my private secretary,” be
thought. |
| *“I've brought the speech, Bir Lemu- |
p :I}," nn"h: lh:;lyullmu mltm n# he e:!turel:. I
know. fou'll har mve time to go through
W_’““ he had arrayed himself in the it before we itnrl." s
purple wud fine lnen of the commis | “Look bere, Johoson,” he suld, *1
sloner he emptied the contents of the think fever or something's working on
bottle of wine through the window. me. Ican't remeimber men's faces, and
Then he went below utud spoke to the I get thelr nomes all mixed up. 1
proprictor, “The captaln upstalrs, who | wouldu't go to this dinner tonlght if 1
had an lmportant communleation to hadn't promised to. [ ought to stay
make to e, hias become suddenly | abonrd the shilp—1 mean I ought to
most  completely Intoxleated. Never | stay at bowe. Now | wint you to help
paw o man get deook so quickly In my | we through, aod IF It goes off all right
life, Can you have him sent off to bis' I'll double your salary next month, |
ship o that he won't get in disgrace? | Bafe to promise that,” he muttered to
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grace to the service, You'll bave your
papors taken awny first thing you
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It's my express wish that this should
be done, as be han been of service to
m#," .

“All right, wir” exclalmed the botel
keeper, touching hin forebend with his |
forefiuger in salute, “I will get Cap-
taln Davio, who 18 a great friend of
his, to take him off right nway" .

“Mout considerate man, the chief
eommissloner,” remanrked the bonlface
as the earringe rolled awny.

The carriage sawung In under a sbed-
lke portico ag the front of & big strag- |
gling Imngnlag. The driver pulled up |
his horses, The two yaktall bearing
footmen, who bad Jumped down frum!
thelr pluces behind as the vnrrluuu:
turned In off the road, ran hastily up,
opening the door and lowerlng tho
stepn for The Presence, the Lat Bahib,
the Father of all Burmans.

“Hello! There's the ship's log!” ex- '
elnlmed the captaln, looking at the big
visltors' book In the entrance, “Won-
der where I've got to sign that? The
ahlp musters a big crew,” as he ran his

| eye down the loug list of names,

“When does The Presence want the !
carelnge ' nsked n ponderous, much
liveried natlve servant, making a deep
salanm

The captaln pulled out his watch— |
Bir Lemuel's wateh. “It's a beanty,” |
be wused an bis eyes fell on Its rich
yellow sldes. “Right away, mate—I
mean bos'n-that s, tell him not to go
away. Wonder whut that fellow's |
proper title Is on the muster?’ |

“Al, you're to dine at the club to- |
plght, R|ir Lemuel" a cheery Engllsh
voloe sald as & young man came out
of & room on the right !

“l know that,” angrily answered
Larry, “I don't bave to be told my
businesas.” :

“Certalnly, Sir Lemuel; but you |
asked me to jog your memory, as you |
are so apt to forget these things, you
know." |

“Quite right, quite right," answered
the captaln, “If you catch me forget-
ting anything else just bold out a II‘-:
nal—that Is, tlp me the wink, will |
you?"' |

“We've had a telegram from Lady
Jones, 8ir Lemuel"

The cold perspiration stood out on
the enptain's forehead. This was some- |

He draped him in his own sallor outfit,

thing he had forgotten all about, A
bachelor himself, It had never occurred |
to llm that Bir Lemuel was probably
murrled and that he would have to
face the wife.

“Where Is she? When Is she com-
Ing back?' he gasped. |

“0Oh, 8lr Lemuel, It wns only to say |
that she had arelved safely in Prome.”

“Thunk God for that!" exclalmed the |
captaln, with a rare burst of reverence,

The private secretary looked rather
astonlshed. Sir Lomuel had always |
béen a very devoted husband, but not
the sort of man to glve way to an ex-
ptesslon of strong feellng slmply be- |
enuso hiw wife hnd arrlved at the end
of her journey,

“Do you happen to remember what
aho sald about coming back? he aaked
of the wondering secretary.

“No, Bir Lemuel; but she'll probably

| very

blmself, “'Let Lem attend to 1t

At the club as the captain eutered
the bLand strock up “God SBuve the
Queen.' |

“By Jingo, we're lute!” he sald.
show 1 over”

“He haw got fever or sup, sure”
thoughit his companlon. “Ob, no, 8ir
Lemue), they're walting for you to sit
down to dinner. There's Mr, Barnes,
the judicinl commissioner, talking to
Colonel Bhort, slr,” added the secre
tary. pointing to a tall, clerieal looking
gentlemun,  “He's looklng very much
cut up over the logs of his wife."”

“Wife dead; must remember that,”
thought Larry,

Just then the judieln] comimissloner
caught sight of the capinin aond bas-
tened forward to greet him. “How do
you do, dear Bir Lemuel? 1 called this
afternoon. So sorry to od that Lady
Jones was away., You must find It
very lonely, 8ir Lemuel. | understand
this Is the first time you have been
pepurated durlng the many years of
your married life."” |

“Yes, | shull miss the lttle woman,
That great barracks Is pot the same
without her aweet little face about.”

“That's u pretty tall order,” ejaculat-
ed a young officer to a friend, And it
was, considering that Lady Jones was |
an Amazonian type of woman, five feet '
ten, much given to runnlog the whele !
state and known as the “Ironclad.
But Larry dido't know that and bad
to say something. |

“Dear Lady Jones," sighed the ju-
diclal commissloner pathetlcally, “I
suppose she returns almost immediate-
Iy." .
“The Lord forbld—at least not for a'
few days. I waot her to enjoy herself |
while she's away, You will feel the
loss of your wife, Mr. Barnes, even
more than 1, for of course she will
never come back to you,"

To say that general consternation

“The

| followed this veature of the captain

is drawing It very mild Indeed, for the
J. O.'s wifa was not dead at all, but |
bad wandered far away with a lleu- |
tenant in a Madras regiment. {

“It's the Ironclad put bim up to that. |
She was always down on the J. O. for

| marrylng a girl half hls age,” sald an |

asslstant depuly commissioner to a ;
man standing beside him, !
The secretary was tugging energetic- |

, ally at the captaln’s coat talls, *“What

Is it, Johnson?' he nsked, suddenly

| realizing the tug.

“Dinner Is on, sir.”

Owling to the Indisposition of the
chief commissioner, by special arrange- |
ment the secretary sat at his left, which
was rather fortunate, for, by the tlme
dinner was over, the captuin had look- |
@d upon the wine and seen that It was

| good—had looked several times,

“Shall we have the honor of your
presence at the races tomorrow?”
pleasantly asked a small, withy man,

| four seats down the table.

The captaln was caught unawares
and blurted out, “Where are they?"

“On the race course, sir,"

The answer was a slmple, stralght-
forward one, but neverthelesa It made
everybody laugh.

“I thought they were on the moon,”
sald the captain In a nettled tone,

A man doesn’t lnugh at a chief com-
missloner's Joke, as o rule, because it's
funny, but the mirth that followed this
was gennine enough,

“fir Lemuel Is coming out' sald
Captaln Lushton. “Pity the Ironclad
wouldn't go away every week."”

In the natornl order of things Bir
Lemuel had to pespond to the toast of
“The Queen. Now the secretary had
carefully amd elnborately pre-
pared the chief commissloner’s speech
for this ocenston. Sir Lemuel had con-
selentionsly “mugged™ 1t up, and if he
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| had not ot thit moment heen 4 prison

er on board the Neweastle Mald \'.'.nII:l
have delivered It with n pompots’ sin-
cerity which woulld have added to his
lgurels as a «deep thinker and brilllant

| speaker. DUt the eaptain of u tramp

steamer, with o mied curgo of sherry,
hock and dry monopole in his stomach, |
I8 not exactly the proper person to de
Hver o atntiatieal, semlofielal after
dinner gpeech

(To ba-continusd)

An Alarming Situation
frequently results from neglect of clog-

|ged bowels and torpld liver, until con-

stipation becomes ehronle, This condi-

tion is unknown to these who use Dr,
King's New Life Pills; the best and

remaln tl ber ainter s out of danger-— |gentlost regulators of Blomsoh and

f couple of woeks, perhaps.”
“Of course, of cougn” spld the cap

Bowels, Guaranteed by Charles Rogers,
druggist, Price 280
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Thoroughly Illustrated

By 265 Actual Photographs
taken at the time of the Awful
Catastrophe
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This great book which retails at $1.560

and so much desired by every one is now
offered as a premium with
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