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'THE HAND OF FATE
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NTON BTRADESKI sat at the

table with his chin resting upon

his band, lost In thought. He
was wondering why he hiad not heard
from the society, for he well knew
what his disobedience of their com-
mands would cost him—probably his
life. Presently a little boy clambered
down from his high chair and toddled
round the gorner of the table towards
him.

“WIill unkle please tate off my nap-
tin?" -

Anton turned and mechanically nntied
theserviette from the child’'s neck; then,
as the little one put up his face for the
usual morning kiss, a rush of tender-
ness came over the man, and he lifted
the boy on to his knee, pressing the
curly hend to his hosom.

“Poor little Bobby,” he sald, as he
stroked his face; “vou do love unkle,
do you'?'

“Iigs, 1 do,”" answered the child, as
his big blue eyes sought those of his
friend.

“And what would you do if unkie
liad to leave you—had to go on a long
Journey "

“You're not going to go. 1 won't let
you, or you must tate me, 100."”

“But suppose some bad men were to
tnke me awny and not let you come,”
sald Anton, with something like a sob
in his volee.

“Then I would kill them,” sald the
youngster, and he clenched his ltfle
fist.

“Dear lttle chap,”
man, “you have all your mother's
apirit In you. Well, Bobby,” he con-
tinued. “I must be off to work now; you
run along down to Mrs. Beston, and be
a good boy, and perhaps I'll bring you
home some sweeties,”

“All right,” said the little fellow, as
be got down and marched off.

“Diear little boy; It Is for your sake
I drend what is coming more than for
my own. 1 bave no wife nor child, and
you have only me to look after you. It
was your face that eame before me
when I was about to kill Marinsky, as
they hand ordered, Perhaps, I sald, he
has n boy like Bobby, and for your
suke I spared hlm; and now it Is to be
my turn.”

Rising from the table, he hurriedly
looked at himself in the mirror over
the mantelplece, then turned and went
out of the home, He walked In the di-
rection of the warehouse where he
worked. As he reached the corner of
Oxford street a peddler stopped him,
and drew his attentlon to the various
small articles displayed for sale upon
his tray. Anton shook his head and
was about fo pass the man, when the
latter pleked up one of the artleles
wrapped In tissue paper and handed it
to him, saying as he did so: “Monsieur
has ot seen anything like this before,
and will surely buy it.”

Anton opened the paper and found
Ingide a sinall medallion portrait of a
man whose face he remembered well,
Turning It over, he saw the fateful
signo, written in French, upon the back:
“When we meet, thou wilt remember
to obey!"

murmured the

“Ab! It’s come at last!™ he efaculated,
turning to look for the peddler, wtm.
bad, however, suddenly disappeared. | |
He thought he caught a glimpse of the
foreign, bearded face looking at hlm
from the window of a cab. that was
golng up Oxford street, but nowhere
else wns there any trace of the man
who had handed him his death war-
ran..

His first impulse was to call a eah
and hurry after the one contalning the
messenger, but bhe sald to himself:
“Where is the use? Buppose 1 canght
him, It would avall nothing, and would
net save me from the avenger.” !

Croasing the street, he went down |
Charing Crosa road, looking about him
In all directions for the original of the |
portrait, for he knew the ways of the
soclety, and that thelr warnings were
followed by fulfiliment. [

When his day's work was done and
he hurrled homewanrd, lie Kept his eyes
moving from side to side, oceasionally
turning round to see if his truckers
were near him, for he did not doubt
that the man was already In London.

As lie reached the corner of Oxfoml
street agaln, he remembered that he
had promised to bring BoblLy home |
some sweets. He accordingly went
into a shop In Oxford street, and, hav-
Ing made his purchases, resumed his
Journey homewnrds, He was very
much surprised at reaching the door of
the house where he lodged without
baving been accosted by any one,

Robby was overjoyed at seeing him
and his buorden, and the child kept his
thoughts from brooding upon the mes
sage he had recelved In the mornlng.
by the lasughter he made as he explod.
ed the crackers.in the Lonbons, and
by his making “Unkle” decipher the
mottoes he found therein, as well as
by dancing round the room with color
ed caps upon his head and Anton’s
stick In his hand, “playing soldier.”

After supper and giore romping,
Bobby was put to bed in a little room
adjoining the one that served Anton
us bed and sitting room, and the latter
was left alone to his gloomy reflections.
He dared not go out, for his foe might
be lurking for him around the first
turning, but sat revolving in his mind
some plan of his escape from his pur-
suer. He even contemplated Inform-
Ing the police of his message, and the
danger that threatened him.

He was no coward, but be knew well
the daring of the men to whom the so-
clety entrusted the accomplishment of
thelr revenge, and that they would
stop at nothing to earry ount their or-
der, for their own lives depended upon
thelr dolng.

He sat an hour or more, when he was
roused by & knock at the door. He at
once rushed to it, but was too Iate, for
a man had entered, closing and locking
the door behind him.

“] thought I would save the landlady
the trouble of announcing me,” he be-
gan, “so have Introduced myself, as
you gee.” Then, without walting to
give the other time to reply, he went

on: “1 suppose you know me?" at the

! not do It.

lally struggled,

| suflered himsell
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and brows, and disclosing the face rep-
resented In the portrait.

“Yes, I know you, Horltz,” replied
Anton, In French, In which language
the former had addressed him.
wanht yon with me?"

“The message I. handed you thlu:
morning will surely tell a member of

the soclety. You have been eondemned
for disobeying your orders.”

Anton dld not
pulled out a drawer of the table at
which he sat.

“Yon need not look there,” Interposed
Moritz. “The revolver was
from there this morning by those in
our employ, as well as all dangerous
weapons of this character.,” showing

him a knife which that morning had |

been secreted in another quarter of the
room.

“It is useless for you to resist,” he
continued, “for two of our confreres
are watching the windows from out-

side in the square, and if you move or

attempt to call for belp I will slay you
without further warning. Before you

die, however, the soclety has Instructed |

me to ask you a few questions.”
“Go on,”" sald Anton, doggedly.
watching every movement of the oth-

er, and determined to fight when the,

deciglve moment arrived. He kpew
there was no use In calling for help,

for that would simply mean putting off |

the fulfillment of the vengeance, and it
was almost certain from the revolver
incident that the people In the house
were In the soclety’'s pay, and would
not come to his assistance, however
muech he needed them.

“The firet question 1 have to ask
you,"”
disobey the soclety’'s orders
Marinsky 7"

“Because 1 did not think he deserved
death, and—""

“Enough,” interrupted the other;
“you set up your own judgment agalnst
the verdict of the councll; you Enow
what punishment the rules provide for
that?"

“Yes, 1 do; but I am bound no longer
by your devilish rules."

“The same question,” continued the
other; but before he could get further
the door behind Anton was softly open-
ed and a childish figure in a whie
nightrobe with a popgun In his band
stole into the room to Anton's side, in-
quiring who the stranger was.

“Whose child is that? said Moritz,
hurriedly.

“I do not know,"

o kil

replied Anton,

“and Bobby himself does not know. |

I found him at the bédside of his dying
mother, not far from here. She sald
his father was a German who had been
suddenly called back to the fatherland
on some secret business. She would not
tell me his name. She was English,
and had resolved to remain in her own
country. 1ll-health had broken her
down, and as she lay dying she made
me promlse to look after her poor or-
phan boy, for she feared bhis father
might never return.”

“What was her name?” sgid Morlz.

“Clara Roberts.”

“(ireat bheavens! my wife!” exclaimed
Moritz, *“They let ber die, and now
they would have me klll you who be-
friended her, and have watched over
my little one. Hang them all; I will
Stradeski, thou kuowest 1
wou'd have killed thee In obedience to
thelr commands, but thy band, man—
how can | do It? Together we will balk
bloodhounds of thelr vengeance.”

Then, rushing to the Dboy's side, he
lifted him I his arms, and covered his
face with kisses,

“Bobby does pot remember me,” he
sald, “for when I was in London before
1 grew my heard.”

Then putting the cbild down, he
turned to Anton. *“Now for some plan
of eseape from the men outside. Yon
must draw near the window, and at
tempt to struggle when 1 rush upon
you. 1 will then pretend to stal you

| and push yon downu upon the fluor.”

Anton, inlf suspecting trenchery, d7
as he was divected. but warlly, so thy
when Moritz rushed npon him he acto
but Guding that Morit:
did not attempt to nse the knife
to be struck am
thrown dowwn. Bobby screamed ans
rushed to bis side, but Anton's smlitn:
face reassured him as be bade him no
to make n noise.

Moritz then went to the window
made sowe signnl to the men and drew
down the bliind.

“You are saved." he snid to Anton,
as he saw the men depart. 1 have
been a hard man, Stradesk], but have
done no murder yel, thank God;
though if it had not been for Bolby
here 1 should _have been an murderer
this night. I quit this Infernal service
now—forever.”

“"Tis well,” replied the other. “Life
in this English land bas driven all
their madness out of me.”

“We shall have to leave London at
once,” went on Moritz, “for unless |
rejoin them at once they will grow
suspicious and come back to look for
me, when the game will be up. Isthere
a back entrance to this house?"

“No,” replied Anton, “but we can
cllmb the wall into a mew: at t.bn rear,
and escape that way.”

Late that night a boy and two men,
carrying & bandbag each, might have
been seen hurrying Into the Euston
road to catch the first mornlng traln
for lverpool, and be borne beyond the
reach of pursult.—Penny Pictorial
Magazine.

Facts About Australia.

Two-thirds of the Australian contl-
nent {s & desert, and yet her productive-
ness {s enormous. This land contains
over 100,000,000 sheep, between 30,000,-
000 and 85,000,000 head of cattle and
horses. 1! has given to the commerce
of the world over £400,000,000 in gold,
copper, coal and tin. The two provinces
of Ballarat and Bendigo alone bave
produced £100,000,000 of gold, and as
much more have come from the great
Tambarcora and Lambing Flat in New
South Wales. It sends to England an-
nuslly over £40,000,000 worth of metals,
grains, wool, beef, tallow, hides and
mytton.

same time pulling off his beavy beard

“What |

reply, but qnlekly‘

removed

went on Moritz, “is, why did you |
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TWENTY-ONE NEW CHURCHES IN cmcmo

Unprecedented Activity ln Ccnmtlng Rolll:lom Bdtﬂou.

GITHERETH ISRAEL
JYNAGOGUY,

T

HERDB ls an unprecedented activity in the building of churches in Chicago at the present time, and, in spite of the
labor difficulties which extended far Into the fall of last year, twenty-one churche have beenm built since then or
are stlll bullding. Among the bulldings In coursi of construction, or already finlshed, are some rather pretentious
structures of brick nnd stone, costing from $25,000 to $75,000, Ouve-third of the number are Roman Catholie churches,
angd the rest are almost everly divided among the Methodist Episcopal, Predbyterian, Baptist, Evangelieal, and Jewish
denominations. Different styles of architecture are represented in the new chureh buildings, and some of them are re-
“markable for their architectural beauty. ¥'he Gothic and Roman styles predominate.
will be completed, with one or,two exceptions, before fall.

Those churches not yet finished

The illustrations show the variety in style of architecture.

MADISON'S HOME SOLD,

Montpelier, the Ceantiful Home of the
Late Preaident,

Montpelier, the beautiful home of the
late President Madison, in Orange
County, Virginla, at the foot of the
Blue Ridge Mountalns, has recently
been sold at suction and the purchaser
was Mr. William Dupont, the powder
manpufacturer of Wilmington, Del. The
egtate Imcludes 1,800 acres, sixty acres
of which is in gardens, 500 acres Iu for-
ests and about 300 acres under cultiva-
tion, although the land Is pretty well
worn out. The mansion, which is one
of the best types of colonlal architect-
ure and compares well with Mount Ver-
non and Monticello, the home of Jef-
ferson, has passed through many vlcis-
situdes, but is still dignified and hn-
posing. The local traditions attribute 1t
to Willlam Thornton, who designed the
capitol of the United States, and say
that it was bullt by Madlson’s grand-
father with bricks brought from Hng-
land, but the latter is questionable. The
same story ls told of Monticello, but

United States, belong to a lady in Day-
ton, Ollo, and Jefferson’s former home
{5 the properiy of a New York lawyer.

SNOW AND WATER SUPPLY.

Some Popular Notions Exploded by the
Weather Bareau.

Somie very Interesting conclusions
have been published by the experts of
the United SBtates weather bureau, who
‘have for several years been studying
the effect of winfer suowfall on the
water supply of the succeeding sum-
wer, The obgervations have Deen con-
fined to the arid reglons of the West,
more particularly Colorado and Idaho,
where the rivers and sireams derive
their principal water supply from the
melting of the snow on the mountains.
The generally prevalent bellef that a
winter of heavy snowfall is succeeded
by swollen streams in spring and sum-
mer is not necessarlly correct, It 1s not
the quantiiy of snow that falls during
the winter so much ag the condition of
the soll when winter sets In, the quality
of the snow and the time when It falls,

MONTPELIER, THE EDHE OF JAMES MADISON,

Mr. Jefferson’s dlary shows that every
brick In the bullding was made by hs
own men and every plece otﬂmber Wwas
cut off his own place.

Montpeller Is more than 200 mrl
old, Bo that' Dr. Thornton could not
have desl.g'nsd it, but it is very likely.
that It was restored under his direction
in 1794, when James Madlson, after-
gide with great piliared portieces, and
bhas lomg windows with quaint tran-
soms and deep sils. The house con-
tains twenty-four rooms aml was at one
time handsomely furnished, but after
Mr. Madison's death was neglected, 1t
wasg his bome for seventy-six years. He
was born there and dled there, and s
buried In a little Inclosure a stone’s
throw from the house, where & modest
granite obellsk marks hig grave, There
is no epitaph but the single word “Mad-
lson™ and the date of his birth and
death. Behind it is anothér slmpler
ward President, brought his bride to
live there. The facade is of stately pro-
portlons, 152 feet long, winged on either
and more splendid shaft, whieh bears
the words, “In Memory of Dolly
Payne,"” the malden name of Mrs. Mad-
ison, who was one of the most accom-
plished, Influential and beautiful wom-
en ever known o public Iife.

After Madlson's desth the place was
gold to strangers and has passed
through several hands. 1t is strange
that some pairiotie Vl.tzlnlan did not
purchase and preserve it for its histori-
eal laodl.ﬂnns, but ﬂrg‘l.nhnl do not

that determine whether streams shall
continne full late in the season and
furnish abundance of water for {rrigat-
ing canals. .

An unusually heavy snowfall in
March will certainly be followed by
drouth in late spring and sommer, un-
less this snow was preceded by a snow-
fall in the early winter. It Is the snow
that falls In November gnd December
and thus becomes packed hard during
the winter and melts slowly In the
spring and summer that keeps water
in lhe stredms tlll summer s nearly
over. The snow that falls in March
and Febroary lss no time to become
packed and hardened. The first warm
breath of spring melts It with a rugh,
the streams overflow thelr banks, fresh-
ets flood the country for a few days;
then gradually the streams subside and
& drouth ensues.—Chicago Chronlele.

PUZZLED THE OLD FELLOW.

Arizona Frontieraman Did Hu foe How
the Legislature Got a ann.

“A fellow runs across some rars old
c¢haracters down In  Arizona” ‘said
“Pop"” Wiggins, who recently returned
from & health-restoring sofourn in
Phoenix, the capltal. “Aside from its
climatic and scenic advantages, there
is much to Interest and amuse the
Hasterner, and to my mind it offers
‘the most attractive fleld In the coun-
try to the story writer. There Is cer-
'u&nlr an unwnrked mine of materhl

convenes every two years, was In ses-
sion while I was In Phoenix. Now
the Arlzona Legislature Is not beld In
very high repute by the average citl-
zen, though the friendship and favor
of the distinguished solons are, of
course, industriously cultivated by the
representatives of rallroad companies
and the professlonal lobbyist, The sign,
‘No Dogs Admitted,’ in very large let-
ters oecuples a conspienous place in
front of the eapltol building, One day
as I passed the building I noticed an old
fellow—a typleal frontiersman with the
drawling accent of the born-and-bred
Westerner—closely studying the edict
of canlne banlshment. He scratched
hisg head reflectively and then soberly
observed:

“‘Humph! No dogs admitted, eh?
Seems ter me they're gittin' d—d ex-
cluslve. Wonder how in h—I they man-
aged ter git & quornm to-day 7

“The old man’s way of expressing his
opinion of the legislature so tickled me
that 1 immediately searched for a
grassy spot to enjoy a good laugh.'—
Detrolt Free Press. -

The Litterateur.

Up on Third avenue lives a gentleman
who has a large library, In which he ns-
nally steers his visitors on first ac-
quaintance, to show them the large as-
sortment of fly leaves on which Is in-
scribed “To My Dear Friend, — —,
by the author.” Recently a young so-
clely man happened to drop In and was
ushered up against the iy leaves a few
minutes later. After a while he grew
tired of reading these dedicatlons, and
while his host’s back was turned, he
picked up one large volume, and with a
fountain pen Inscribed on & blank fiy
leaf the words, “To My Dear Friend,
— —, by the author.”” It was about
the on!y book in the collection wlich
the young mnn found to be without a
dedication. By and by, the young man
easually picked up this same book, and
quietly remarked: “Ah, Mr, So-and-So,
1 see you are rarcly honored In this
work. Mighty few people have ever
had the signature of this author ona
fly leaf." -

“Why, I take pride in it, of course,”
remarked the host. *1 have met every
one of these authors personally.”

‘The young man carelessly let the
leaves fall back between hig fingers till
the title page of the book was exposed.

It was the Bible—Loulsville Commer
clal.

A Musical Family.

A gentleman of decided and highly
cultivated musical tastes, wishing to
change his residence, advertlsed for
rooms Ju “a private family foud of
musgle.” The next mall brought him
the followlng reply:

“Dear Bir—I think we could accom-
modate you with rooms, and as for
music one of my daughters plays the
parlor organ and gultar; another one
plays the accordeon and banjo; I play
a cornet and fiddle; my wife plays the
harmonica, and my son the flute, We
all sing, and If you are good nt tenor
singing you would it right in when we
get to singing gospel hymns at even-
mrmnmolmmtew Or i

yon play the bass vlol we have one

-xlsht here In the house. If yon wan'

musie a8 well as board we chuld ac
commodate you, and there would be
no extra chnm fur i

- hbenngnumﬂncmhlthe
same effect as_putting the word “Pri-
vate” on an office door: It gives fhe ef-
fect of hwpu‘tlnoc to umeth!nt m

.ftl'ldl.l.

<+ LET US ALL LAUGH.

JOKES FROM THE PENS OF VA-
RIOUS HUMORISTS

Pleasant Incidents Occurring the
World Over—Sayings that Are Cheer-
ful to 0ld or Young—-Funny Selec-
tions that You Will Enloy.

While ‘watching the c¢lrcus parade
"Rastus became zeparated in some up-
accountalle way from his sweetheart,
and he asked a policeman to help him
find her.

“What does she look !ike"'" querled
the officer.

“Well, snh,” replied "Rastus, “she's—
slie's a brunette, sah, with & Yeastah
hat on her hald, an’ ber name's Jophee.
ny, sah.”

A Literary Ronnd Up.
“Is Btubbins the finlshed writer he
claims to be?”
“Yes; he was done fur as soon as his
book came out.”"—Chicago Record.

An Easy Methol,
Piarke—! think, after all, [ shall piat
my son into politics.
Lane—How are you'going to manage
1t
Parke—Oh, get him into the army.—
Harper's Bazar,

Abnormal Destructiveness,

Phrenologist—Your bump of destruc-
tiveness Is very large. Are you a sol-
dler or a pugllist?

8ubject—Nelther;
mover,

I'm a furnfture

House-Cleaning Days.

The boy knocked at the front door.
The bell was out of order.

Presently somebody was heard try-
ing to climb over the furniture in the
front ball and a woman's volce asked:

“Who is there?”

“Telegraph messenger,” loudly re-
plied the boy. “Got a message for the
man of the house.”

The attic window flew open, a cob-
webbed head was thrust forth, and a
man with n wild, despairing volee yell-
ed ont:

“Wrap It around a stone and throw it
up here!"—Chicago Tribune.

But There Was Tronble,

Mr. Mann—Can yon—er—take pliis,
my dear?

Mrs. Mann—Oh, yes; without a bit of
trouhle.

Mr. Mann—Thank goodness! [ have a
bitter one for you; I just sat down on
your pew Easter hat and squashed it
as flat as a pancake.—Philadelphia
Bulletin,

Took Him =t His Word,
Mother—My dear, how could you re-
fise him? He may mnever propose
again.
Daughter—But,
would.

mamma, he sald he

Uneful.
Briggs—Did you find your Frenchany
assistance to youn while in Paris?
Griggs—Oh, yes. 1 could swear at
the walters by the hour and they never
knew it.

A Compliment.

“T understand that one of your ances-
tors was a horse-thief,” said Billings to
Ricketis.

“He was. Glad you mentioned if. I
regard that as a compliment.”

“How's that?”

“It Is an acknowledgment that [ have
improved on my ancestors.”

A Natural Thought,
Briggs—Gilson tells us he has made
a lot of money in Wall street,
Griggs—How much has he lost?

The Usual Cause.
Muonon—I wonder why Saxby
ways ralllng agninst soclety?
Tuther—I think it is because soclety
seems to bhave put up a railing against
him.—Indisnapolis Press.

is al-

Did Anybody Ever Do That?
Some enie aske what Is tact, It Is
that feeling which prompts a woman
to dig up the photograph of a friend
who {8 coming to visit, from the bot-
tom bureau drawer, and put it on the
parlor mantel—Atchison Globe.

“The Window's Fane Is in Jts Easb."
Kindiiman—What's the matter, my
little man? You seem to be in great
pain.

Little Boy (groaning dismally)—XNo, I
ain’t, but there seems ter be a great
pain in me.—Troy Times.

Lewson 1.

“What do the Filipinos appear to
learn most easily in connection with
our civilization®' asked the eager In-
quirer.

‘Without hesitation the strategist re-
plied:
“The value of mouey.”—Washington
Star.

Won'd Know Late-,

Pntlem—Now doctor, what’s the mat.
ter with me, anyway?
* The Head Consulting Physlelan—
My dear sir, do you suppose that If we
knew what was the matter with you
we would have declded to hold a post-
mortem —Harper's Bazar.

Wasted The There.

He-—'nuy gay the temperature In
Florida has been nbout 75 all this
month. :

Bhe—Isn't  that aggravating? To
think wthat they should have tempera-
ture like that there svhere 1t's 8o warm
anyway that they don't really need ir.”

- (iltl(‘l'hh-ﬂnl.
Manhatian—They are only amateur
sctors, are they not?
‘Broadway—Yes, but theym}nlou
P-naammuum

Not 'a Case of Ataviem,

“Thess people that are always
preaching evolution and the survival
of the fittest are so inconsistent,” re-
marked the girl in the for Jacket.

“How s0?" asked the other girl

“You know that young professor who
was trying to sct so gay the other
evening? Well, I called him a mis-
chlevous monkey, and do you know he
got real mad about it!"—Chicago Trib-
une.

On the Contrary.

“I understand that visionary chap s
regarded as being twenty years ahead
of his time.”

“No,” answered the grave-looking
citizen. “I am his landlord, und I know
better than that. He Is about six
wonths behind time"—Washington
Btar.

Her Comment.

“Fame,'" sald the youth with the ear-
nest Intellectual expression, “is so hard
to attain! It Is so difficult for one to
get himself talked about!”

“Humph!" rejoined the woman with
cold blue eyes and a firm jaw. “You
just ought to live in our neighborhood.”
—Washington Btar.

A Lack of Reciprocity.

“What makes that Dook so haughty ¥

“He s proud of his ancestors.”

“I see. And I suppose it never once
ocewrred to bim that his aocestors
might be more or less ashnmed of him."”
—Washington Star,

What He Said.
Mrs. Quizgz—What d4id your husband
say when the stovepipe fell on him?"
Mra. Meek—0O, [ wouldn't repeat It
for the world, but It’s equivalent to
dashes and exclamations In a newspa-
per.—Ohio State Journal.

A Boy's Nature,

It makes no' difference how much a
woman stuffs her boy before sending
him with his father's dinner, he always
looks starved when his father opena
the bucket.—Atchison Globe,

The Better Way.
“Mauode says she Isn't golng to slng
for nothing any more.”
“H'm! If I had her volce I wouldn't
slng for anything."—Philadelphia Bul-
letin.

Best He Coald Do,
“Look at my desk; !sn't it In sad dis-
order?”
“Perhaps you are cramped for time?”
“That's so; If I had more time I could
make it look worse than it does now.”
—Chicage Record.

Life's Horrid Grind.

“It's s0 tiresome!" sighed the girl In
the fur jacket. “‘No sooner do you get
back from your winter trip to the
South than you have to begin to make
up your mind where you are gong to
spend the summer. Sometimes [ think
life Is hardly worth living!"—Chicago
Tribune.

A Dilemma,
Mrs. Von Blumer—I don't know what
we shall do about that cook.
Von Blumer—What's the matter now?
“She threatens to stay."—Life.

Humdrum Existence.
Mrs. Muggins—S8be says her life Is so
monotonous.
Mrs. Buggins—Yes, she never even
seems fo bhave any frouble with her
cook.—Philadelphin Record.

A Wise Coon.

' @'h.m
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Judge—You are charged with steal'ug
six turkeys from Colonel Smilnx. Have
you any witnesses?

Rastus—No, sab;
doan’
sah.

“F

*

you bet I ain't |
steal turkeys befo' witnesses,

Time.

“How do you pass the thne? {n-
guired the city visitor of the friend
who had moved to the country.

“l don’t pass IL" replied the lady
who could always find someihing to do;
“it passes me."”

How Fascinating.

Sald the mistress of a Marseliles
shop to a young—and Impecunlous—
journallst: “This is the sixth tiwe yon
have been here without saying a word
about the money you owe me, mon-
sieur! What am I to understand by
L1 % g

“Ah! madame,” said the witty jour-
nallst, “when one sees you one forgets
everything.""—Le Voleur.

Peculiar Girl,
“What & phenomenal girl Helen Is!"”
“Why?'
“She says all men look alike to her.”
—Chicago Record.

Awin!, Indeed,
Buster—I am' having awful luck. 1
am now down to my last dollar.
Deadbroke—Pshaw! that's mnothing.
‘Walt till you are down to the last dol-
lar of your last friend.—Life.

Misplaced Words.

According to' French dictionaries, =
lorgnette Is an opers glass, and & lorg-
non an eyeglass, but the two words
have become curiously mixed. In con-
nection with: this a bighly cultivated
Philadelphia woman tells a good story.
Not long ago she went down town to
buy & lorgnon for a friend.
“Let me look at some gold and silver
lorgnons,” she said to the clerk in the
jewelry shop. “I want to see the pret-
tiest you have.”
“You mean lorgnettes,” gald the
salesman superciliously. “That’s the
word, lornet," pronouncing it very
slowly.
“Perhaps I do,” sald the lady amia-
biy; “at any rate, It's very kind of yon
to tell me about it. Now, If you will
ahow me some ['ll be still further in-
debted to you."
And he did, but he lost no opportn-
nity, just the same, of rubbing that
“Jor-net” In while he was displaying

Splomon sald: “A good name |s
rather to be chosen than great riches.”
Buﬂnlnmonwun mll.l.lnmlu and




