THE CHARITY GIRL

By EFFIE A. ROWLANDS

CIIAPTER X,

Aa early as possible the following
morning, Sheila Fraser ordered her horse
donned her habit, and, without waiting
for hreakfnst or groom, left home in ho
haste for Craiglands, She wanted to be
first at an interview with the duchess
Much depended on how she acted now.

“If T can just drop a fow hints, and s
prejudice her against that girl, not al
Mrs. Fraser's sweotness, or her diaugh
tor's artfulpess, will have much avail. |
1 never felt so glad

am a rich woman!
of my money before.

&he had diverged a little from the or
dinary route 10 Craiglands, beeause there
was a better read by so doing, and as
sha trotted fleetly, she suddenly
came upon a dog cart, in which was seat-
ed Beverley Roehfort, looking wonderful-
iy handsome in hiz fur-lined coat.

“Miss Fraser. this is an unexpected
pleasure,” he said, as he lifted his hat
wud motionsd the groom to take the reins.
“Ypu are out early.”

“1 am soing to Craiglands, to make in-
quiries,” she said cortly.

Beverley only smiled, but she saw at
once that he attached a good deal of
meaning to this hasty ride, He got
from the cart
ve up and down until T am ready.
Jorpes.” he commanded, as he walked up
to Sheila’s horse and stroked the smooth
neck.  “ls there, then, so much cause
for anxiety ¥ he asked. “Are you mnerv-
ous sbout Lord John, Miss Fraser?"

Sheila pursed her lips. She resented
his manner, and she did not quite under-
stand it, either,

“I feel that it would be altogether a
pleasant and a wise arrangement if you
and 1 called ourselves friends.” Beverley
said. after a slight pause. “We have so
much in common."”

“l don't think 1 understand
Bheila was startled into saying.

“l must try and explain myself clear-
Iy I know the reason of your hurried
visit to Craiglands. It is not sympathy
that takes you there, but something more
skin to self-interest. Oh! do not be
angry, there is no oceasion, for, my very
dear voung lady, I think you are perfect-
Iy right. You see, although I do not
eredit you with any great amount of
sympathy, [ have plenty myself. Be-
lieve me, I am quite sincere. Just now,"”
Beverley went on, "I said T thought it
would be not only a pleasant, but a wise
thing for you and I to become friends.
U'nion is strength, yon know, Miss Fra-
acr: a good old maxim.”

“Don't you think you had better leave
conundrums  azlope, and speak out
straight, Mr, Rochfort?”

“1 will,” he answered, quietly. “Shella,
wo are both persons of determination and
ambition. My ambition takes one form,
wours another; but on one point we are
alike—we would sacrifice mach to gain
-our ends; would we not®"

Sheila's cold gray eyes flashed as she
nodded her head.

“Yon hate the girl; I hate him! You
are determined that John Glendurwood
ghall make you his wife; I am as equal-
iy determined I shall make her mine, Ar-
wived a0 far, the rest should be easy.”

Faeila drew a sharp breath.  8he loath-
ed him for his shrewdness in having read
her mind so eclearly, but his words had
bronglit 8 new aspect altogether,

“It is for you to suggzest,” she said,
epenking swiftly and in low tones. “As
yon sald just mow, union is strength,
and so——"

“Sq von agres to be friends, eh?" Bev-
erley smiled.

11z had never had the smallest fear of
£ailing. He had oot watched Sheila so
earefully these past days for nothing. Ie
keld out his hand as he spoke and Sheila
pu' hers into it

“Have you any plans?" she asked, ab-
ruptly. Sle was no longer so eager to
be gone. One glimpse at this man's smil-
ing. handsome, evil face told her that he
wemld do nll he wished. Even in the
midst of the satisfaction that ecame with
a rush, she conld not repress a feeling
of jealousy and envy that he should love
Audrey and be indifferent to her, Sheila.

“I will tell you more when I return
from London. My journey there ls not
wholly unconnected with this matter.
And now, I think 1 must say ‘An reveir.'
I sincerely trust yon will find Lord John
not so bad as rumor reports, Carry my
sympathy and regards to her new grace;
ghe g a charming woman, and will make
an altozsther exeellent mother-in-law.™

Sheila smilsl mechanieally, and gath-
ering up her reins, she rode on. She
gave a sort of shulder as she went, and
the memory of Beverley's dark, elittering
eves lingored with her. Nhe folt, some-
how, so powerless when she was with
him

Sheila always felt a thrill at her heart
a= she rode or dArove up to Craiglands.
™Now as she passed up the avenue and
drew rein at the covered doorway, a man
writh powdersd hair and grave face came
forward to meet her,

“Her grace's love, 'miss, and she hegs
son will excuse her this morning; she
does not feel equal to leaving his lord-
ship's room, She begs, also, to thank you,
miss, for having taken the trouble to
ride over and make inquiries."”

“Does Dr. Rentance think there is any
danger? she asked, and there was gen-
aine anxiety in her voice

“I)r. SRentance considers his lordship's
condition very wserious,” replied the ser-
vant.

Sheila rode hack to Dinglewoad cross
and anxions. She met Dr. Sentance com-
Ing down the avenue, and stopped to ques-
tion him.

“The poor fellow has not recovered
ronsciousness yet,”™ the medical man an-
swered. “I have telegraphed up for Raw
sor and Locksley. Miss Fraser, it s
tierrible, a dastardly affair, and for the
fife of me [ can't understand it. Lord
Glendurwood pever seemed to have an
enemy in the world; but upon my word
this looks to me like a malicious attack.
It has turned out he had next to nothing
in his pockets. Of course, his watch
oas valuable. But who on earth is there
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about here who could have borne him a
wrudae for anything he bas ever done and

|

:afd? 1 suppose you have sent for fur-
her police assistance, Miss Fraser?' he
went on.

Sheila  confessed she had not
hought of it

“Are not the Mountberry men suffi-
jent ¥ ghe asked.

“This is pre-eminently a case for an
watnte detective,” he gaid; "and I should
telegraph up at once to Scotland Yard,
if I were you. As the affair happened in
vour grounds, of course, it would be
ileasanter for you to have it sifted thor-
wmrhly"

“You are quite right!” Sheila said,
warmly, although she could have struck
him with her whip for daring to dictate
to her. *I will send up to London at
onee,"

As she said this, the thonght of Bever-
ley Rochfort eame into her mind, and all
at once she determined to learn his ad-
dress from Mr. Thorngate, and telegraph
to him to send down a detective, why,
she could scarcely have told.

even

CHAPTER XL

It waa long before poor Audrey closed
her tired, aching eyes that eventful night;
she had shed no more tears after that one
passionate outhurst; she felt ton mueh
pain and anxiety for this natural relief,
All she ecould think of was Jack Glendur-
wood, lying alone in the bracken, Insen-
sible, half murdered. She accepted her
mother's tender comfort, in a vague,
dreamy way. All the sudden joy and
pride that had sprung into being early
in the evening, as she listened to the story
of her birth, seemed to have vanished
beneath this great sorrow. '

The sun was shining high In the heav-
ens when she opened her eyes, and found
her mother bending anxiously over her.
Constance Fraser gained strength at sight
of her child’'s suffering. She wns now
the strong, courageous woman; she put
aside all her invalid ways, and rose su-
preme to the moment.

“Look after her well,”" she said to
Marshall, as she donned her outdoor gar-
ments, and prepared to drive over to
Craiglands.

The duchgss, proud, self-reliant, self-
possessed asPshe was generally classed
to be, was after all only an ordinary
woman, with a mother's heart beating
quick and strong in her breast. Her two
boys had been her darlings from the ear-
liest days of their childhood ; she had ney-
er been so fond or so proud of her one
daughter, who was too much like her
father in nature and character to prove
a comfort to the other parent.

The tears came to the mother's eyes
as Conatance Fraser, after speaking all
the consolation and sympathy she could
think of, mentioned the countess’ name.

“T will stay with you till Gladys
comes," she eaid, gently; "I am sure
there Is much I ean do.”

“Gladys will not ecome," the duchess
answered, quietly enough: and then all
at once she broke down. "“Oh, Con-
stance!’ My dear! My dear!" she
moanned, “what shall T do if 1 lose both
my hoys? Dunean’s days are numbered
—1 know it only too well—and Jack,
my bonny, my dear, good, nohle Jack !™

Then Constance kunelt beside her and
cheerad her’again,

“You are alarmed by this insensibility ;
it iz nothing; it often happens with con-
cussion of the brain. 1 prophesy that
in a week's time vou will have Jack out
of bed, or very nearly so, Now [ want
you to look at me; don't you see a change
in my face? Yes, | see you do; shall I
tell you all about it?"

And then, as gently, as briefly as she
oonld, Constance bared the secrets of her
heart to her friend.

“And you have found your child, Con-
stance? 1 am glad. 1 rejoice, my dear,
in your happiness. Yon must let me see
her soon, [ shall love her for your sake
and for poor Frank's; he was a great
favorite of mine”

Constance Fraser covered her face with
her hands, and when she drew them away
it wns ashen white,

“ITush " she said, almost inaudibly;
“do not let us speak of him. The pain
is too deap, too great. Such horrible re-
morse comes over me when [ begin to
think, that I fear for my reason, I
know now I was deeceivad, that T douhtad
him wrengly ; but—but that is all I dare
lot myself know just yet, It makes my
henrt bleed."

The duchess bent and kissed the sweet,
white face.

“Have

eourage ! Remember

your

child ! she whispered.
“1 do! I do!” answerasd Constance,
tirokenly. *“In her I must live again,

(3ol-mamma, I want you to promlise to
befriemd her, to stand by her always."

“For your sake and for hers, I prom-
ige this, Constance; she shall never want
a friend while 1 am alive,”

John Glendurwood’s conditlon showed
no change, and although D'r. Sentance
declured he would pull his patient
through, he nevertheless felt much doubt
and anxiety as to his ultimate suceess.

“It is the mind that Is keeping him
back," he declared over and over again
to Mrs. Fraser, and at last ventured to
express the same ldea to the duchess.

That very same evening as Constance
was dressing for dinner, a carriage ar-
rived from Craiglands with a hurried
message from the duchess,

“Would Mrs. Fraser kindly drive over
as soon as possible—her grace wished to
see her partieolarly,”

Audrey sat before the fire in her moth-
er's room ; she was clad In a pretty little
white gown made in picturesque fashion,
and her hands already had lost the work
stains that had seemed g0 out of place on
them, She was scarcely consclous of
what was golng on around her. The past
few days had sapped her strength, she
enred to do nothing, could do nothing but
#it and wonder how her beloved, her lLero,
was. How little did she guess that, as
uho sat there fearing, dreading every
fresh moment, that her lover was then
spenking her name as Constance Fraser
bent over his bed.

“He has called her so often,” his moth-

er whispered, with quivering lipa. “Ob,

Constance! My dear, you will do as he

asks! It may be his last wish!”
Conatance pressed her lips on the brow
above those eyes that, only a short time
ago had been laughing and sparkling
with life, happiness and manly vigor,

“RBo comforted,” she said, gently, for

was he not lying on the edge of that dark,
dread river? “It shall be as you wish."

“And—Audrey —my  wife—befors —1
die?" the words were uttered so faint
they were scarcely audible,

“And Audrey, my child, shall be your
wife at once, without delay."

A smile of joy radiated the poor young
follow's face; he tried to elasp her hand,
to murmur thanks, but he could do noth-
ing but lie there, helpless as a child in
his utter prostration.

CHAPTER XIL

The following morning, before Con-
stance Fraser had had time to compose
her thoughts, and begin to prepare her
child for what lay before her, Sheila
came into the room,

Andrey was lying very quiet in her
little bed, and the other girl noticed, with
anger in her heart, how exquisitely love-
ly wns that pala young face, pillowed
among the delicate lace-edged linen and
shadowed by the pink-lined curtains, It
made lher even savage, In her jealous
hatred, to notice what daintiness the
mother already gave to her new-found
(‘hi]l].

“I ecame to tell you,” she said, very
ahruptly, *“that 1 am going to London
for a few days. Janet will accompany
me. 1s there anything that I can do
for you?"

Mrs. Fraser shook her head. Sheila
went away in total ignorange that the
most vital turn in events was to take
place Immediately.

It was no unusual thing for her to go
to London for a few days. as she was a
ghrewd business woman, and superintend-
ed nearly all the movements of her af-
fairs. ‘This time, however, there was
nothing that would demand her atten-
tion, except this former marriage of her
father's widow.

She determined during her absence
from Dinglewood to go herself to Broad-
borongh and make full ingquiries about
Aundrey,

“1 will not rest till T have full and
complete proof that she is Frank Ans-
truther's child, If only I can be success-
ful and discover any flaw, I think I
shall know how to make it disagreeabls
for Mrs. Fraser and her charity girl."”

To Sheila's annoyance she found that
Mr, Chester was In possession of every
fact relating to Audrey's birth, and in
a very short tlme placed these facts be-
fore her.

“Thera is not a shadow of doubt, Miss
Fraser,” he said gquictly, “that this young
girl is Miss Anstruther. [ have been
myself to Broadborough and made every
ingniry, and if these inguiries had failed,
the appearance of the registration of
birth and the marriage certificate would
settle the question. [ have been down
to the church where Miss Gascoigne mar-
ried Captain Anstruther, and have pro-
cured another copy of the certificate,
Here it is.”

“Which Is so murh worthless paper,
considering that Captain Anstruther was
married at the time and had a wife liv-
ing," Sheila remarked curtly,

“I am happy in being able to assure
you that this romance is not tme, and
congratulate you that your stepmother
has at least one joy left her in life, Fate
has treated her harshly, poor lady.”

She narose abruptly, and went away.
As she re-entered her hotel, she saw a
pile of luggaze being carried in, and in
her preternaturally sharp way she ree-
ognized the livery of the footman, who
was superintending the portmanteaus and
huge boxes, as that worn by the servants
of the Earl of Daleswater. She whisper-
ed to her maid, Beecham. to find oot if
the family were about to stay at the hotel,
and passed upstairs with the first sensa-
tion of pleasure she had expericnced for
some time, which grew stronger as she
learned that the ecountess and her chil-
dren were expected up the following day
from Daleswater [louse.

{To he econrinned.)

Heavy Gloves,

The wealthy old gentleman eame up
the steps dripping with perspiration
and putting like an automobile.

*0Oh, father,”" faltered the beautiful
helress, nervously, “where have you
been 3"

*1 have been nttending to that French
count who Is after your hand and my
bulllon."

“(sracious, father, I hope you haven't
been rude.  The eount I8 such a dell-
cate gentleman. Dido't T tell you to
handle Lhim with gloves?"

The olid gentleman smiled grimly.

“Oh, I handled him with gloves all

right,"
"You did? Oh, I am =0 glad."”
“Yes, the higzeat boxing zloves 1

eould findd, and then I put o horseshoe
in each.™

Afrald He'd Change,

“Comlid you guess how olid T am 7 aatd
the girl with the crows' feet, ziving a
Httle glgzle.

“Why, you're about 24" =a)d the
man who thought he ought to be kind
to her,

“Remember,” she sald, with more glg-
gles, "I only gave you one guess."—
Yonkers Statesman.,

Nothing But the Truth.

Buncenm—My physician tells me T am
worklng too hard.

Marks—The M. D. evidently knows
his business.

Buneum—Why do you think s0?

Marks—I have been eompnring notes
with a few of our mutual friends and
I find you have worked us pretty hard.

Distinetlon Without DMfference.

Sensitive Golfer (who has foozled ) —
Did you laugh at me, boy?

Caddle—No, sir; I wis langhin' at
anither man.

Sensitive Golfer—And what's funny
about him?

Caddle—Ile plays gowf awfu' llke
you, sir.—Punch.

His Temperament,
“What kind of a disposition has our
dyspeptic friend?”
“None tt all—only an Indlsposition.”

Washington Star.

America’'s Dark Hour.

Late In 1778 8ir Henry Clinton sent
A Britlsh expedition of 2,000 men to In-
_\'nde Georgla, and on Dee, 23 it arrlved
at the mouth of the Savannah River,
where the soldiers disembarked. Gen-
eral Robert Howe, with about 600 Con-
tinentals and a few hundred militia,
'eudenvorod to hold Bavannah agalnst
the enemy, but the Americans were
overpowered and put to rout, the town,
fort, munitions and supplies falling
lnto the hands of the British,

In August, 1779, Count d’'Estalng ap-
peared off the southern coast with
twenty-two French ships of the line.
General Lincoln, then in command of
the Amerlean army In the Bouth, was
‘at Charleston when a frigate came
there to announce the arrival of the
fleet, and at his request the French
commander agreed to asslst In the re-
(duetion of Savannah. Lincoln and hls
|amnll army reached the Savannah Riy-
er on Sept. 12 and on the same day the
Freneh troops landed and inarched up
{to within three mlles of the town, which
{had been strongly fortified by the Brit-
Ish. Surrender of the post was de-
manded, but General Prevost, the Brit-
Ish commander, requested a truce,
which was unwisely granted, for dur-
Ing the Interval he was relnforeed and
then gave a deflant refusal to the de-
mand for surrender.

A slege was began on Sept, 23, last-
Ing until Oecr. 8, with varying success.
Just before dawn on Oct. 9 an assault
 was made by the allles, and after five
| hours of flerce confliet there was a
"truce for the purpose of burying the
[dead. While the Britlsh had lost but
120 men, the Amerleans and French
had lost 1,000 in killed and wounded.
Among the latter was Count dEstalng,
who was carrled to his camp., Count
;Pu]askl. while dghting at the head of
his leglon, was mortally wounded by a
grapeshot. During the truce I)V'Estalng
and Lincoln held a conference. The
former, having lost many men, wished
to abandon the slege, while Lincoln,
confident of ultimate success, deslred
to contlnue It. The French commander
refused to further participate, and on
the evening of Oct. 18 the French with-
'drew to their dhips and the Amerleans
to the Savannah River. Thence Lin-
coln retreated to Charleston, and at the
beginning of November the fleet sallad
for France, thus closing the Revolu-
It'.unar)' campalgn of 1779,

His Mother.
We sit In one big chair, for mother's
little,
And rock and talk, all in the firelight's
glow ;
Sle pats my hand, perhaps you think it's
funny.
It's somehow ensier to visit =o.

fhe loves to read the very books that
1 do,

That tell of Launcelot, and all the
rest ;

She thinks that Charlemagne was such a
hero,

But maybe Bayard, bravest knight, was
best.

She knows about the school, and what I
study ;
likes the boys,
names, too.
[ tell her everything that I am doing—
Why, bedtime comes before we're near-
ly through!
She's glad that I'm a boy, and growing
taller.
She isn't sorry that my hair does curl.
My mother is not like a grown-up lady;
I'm sure she always seems just like a
girl.
—Youth's Companion.

She remembers nick-

Lincoln's Much-{iunoted Worda,

Perhaps the most famous addresa
ever made by President Lincoln ls the
one that he delivered at the dedieatlon
of the soldlers’ monument on the bat-
tlefield of Gettysburg, and the words
most guoted from It are “the govern-
ment of the people, by the people and
for the people.” This phrase was, no
doubt, an unconsclous quotatlon, for
the same words were used by Theodore
parker In an address to the Antl-Slav-
ery Soclety, May 18, 1854, Nor was
the phrase original with Parker. Dan-
lel Webster, in 1830, used the words,
“the people's government, made for
thie people, made by the people, and an-
swerable to the people.” And even be-
fore Wehster, Chlef Justice Marshall
had expressed the same ldea In simllar
phraseology.

Shining Eyen,

Why do the eyes of some animals,
notably of the dog, the cat and the
horse, shine In the dark? Naturallsts
say that It Is because thelr eyes secrete
a plgment of a brilllant metallie luster
at the bottom of the eyeball, which acts
as a concave reflector, causing the rays
of light to traverse the retina a second
time. This probably Increases the pow-
er of vislon, particularly where only a
feeble light 1s admitted to the eye. The
chorold of the human eye, on the con-
trary, Is lined with a dark brown or

the protective

mals’ eyes Is part of
scheme of nature.

Alexander Hamilton,

who Is studying United States history,
wants to know why Alexander Hamil-
ton, who was born on the Island of Ne-
vis, West Indles, was spoken of for the
presidency of the United States after
the adoption of the Constitution. That

black pigment, which does not reflect |
light. This pecullar construction of ani- |

Every now and then, a boy or a girl |

constitution, with the framing of which |

he had more % do than any other man,
perhaps, says, “No person except a nat.

ural born eltlzen, or a cltlzen of tlm‘I

United States at the time of the adop-
tlon of this constitution, shall be ellgl-
ble to the oftice of President.” Hamll-
ton was eligible because he was a gitl-

zen at the tlme the constitution vmas|

adopted. No foreign-born cltizen s now
eligible, of course.
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Rising early, Mrs. Burley in her garden
mects the eye;
—The Century Co.

He Decided Not to Walt,

“Lucinda,” sald Mr. Melstrum, who
had just returned from a visit to a
farmer friend In the country, “while
I wns at Longley's I ate some whole
wheat bolled. I like It better than any-
thing 1 ever tasted. He gave me a
small paper sack of the wheat, so we
could cook some ourselves. How long
will it be before supper s ready?”

“About half an hour,” answered Mrs,
Melstrum,

“Well, we'll have some bolled wheat,
If you please. Iere's the puper sack.”

“But, Joshua, it will have to be
cooked In a douhle boller, nnd——"

“1 don't eare how you cook It. I'm
hungry for some more bolled wheat.”

, "But, see here, Joshua! It will
take——"

“It will take a lot of cream and
sugar: I know that, But we've got

plenty of both. Put It on right away,
will you?”

Without another word his wife took
the wheat, washed It, emptied it into
the “double-boller,” and set It on the
fire.

At the end of half an hour, Mr. Mel-
strum became lmpatlent.

“Lueinda,” he called out from the
sitting room, “isn't that wheat ready
yet?

“Not yet,” responded Mra. Melstrum.

“How much longer |8 golng to take
to mok 1t?"

“About eleven hours and a half.
That's what I was tl'ylﬁg to tell you,
but you wouldn't give me a chance.
Do you want to walt for 1£?”

Marringe No Joke In Kansas,

Brides must not laugh while a mar-
risge Is beilng performed In Kansas
Because a young woman laughed while
the ceremony was being performed
Judge MecCabe of Topeka stopped In
the middle of It and refused to con-
tinue until she ceased, says the Phlla-
delphia North Amerlcan.

The bride was Mina Brown of New
York, who was belng married to Wal-
ter Jones,

“Marriage s not a laughlng matter,”
sald Judge MeCabe when he stopped
the ceremmony. 1 wlll not perform a
marriage ceremony which ls regarded
as A laughing affair. When you eian
stop laughing and seem to realize just
a little more that this 18 not a side
show perhaps we will resume the cer-
emony."”

Then the judzge walked out of the
clerk’'s office, where the ceremony was
belng performed. The couple were just
halt marrled. Jones had sworn to
love, cherish and support Miss Brown,
but Miss Brown owed hin no allegl-
ance of any kind. Miss Brown seemed
to enjoy the situatlon of being single
bherself and still having Jones marrled
to her.

Jones expostulated with her for some
time, and at length formed the judge
that the “lady isn't lnughing now.”

The judge went back to his perform-
ance of the ceremony which made a
Jones of a Brown.

Wellington and the Aurist.
Seeking to find n cure for his deaf-
ness, the Duke of Welllngton once em-
ployed a celebrated aurist. The doctor
gave hils patlent a strong solution of
caustle to Inject Into hig ear und call-
ing on his later found him reeling In

agony., The treatment had set up a
furions Intlammation which unless
checked would result In death. The

hearing was completely destroyed. The
aurlst exproesed hia grief and mortifica-
tion. a word abomt |t—
you did your best.,” sald the duke, neld-
Ing that he would not teil a soul about
It. Thus encouraged the doector asked
if he might continue to attend him so
that the public might see that his con-
fldence had not been withdrawn. This
was too much. “I ean’t ngree to that,”
gald the duke, “for that would be a
lie.”

e .
Do not

Breaking the News Gently.

Foreman (at the door)—DId yer hus-
band hov a new suit av clo'es on this
mor-rnin’, Mrs, O'Malley ?

Mrs. O'Malley—Ile did.

Foreman—They're roolned entirely.

Mrs. O'Malley—How did ut happen?

Foreman—Ile was blowed up be a
charge av dinnymite—Cleveland Lead-
er.

Needn Smoke Comsumer,
“Frank, !f you didn’t smoke, I be-
teve 1I'd marry you."
“But, my dear, how ecan you expect a
man who Is burning up with love to
keep from smoking?’—Denver Post.

Self-Explanatory.
“What Is temporary Insanity ™
“Temper-ary Insanity. Why, givin’
way to your temper and crackin' some-
body."—Eansas City Times

l

Once In a while you see a girl who
doesn't care If people know how old she
I8, She 18 usually 17.—Somerville Jour-
nal,
| “Senator, a political Job s pretty
hard work, Isn't 1t%" “Not very," re-
plled Senator Badger, “but getting It
Is."—Mllwaukee Sentinel.

Chapleigh—I was all bwoke up ovah
a girl once, doncher know, Miss Knox
—Ah, I see! And some of the pleces
were lost.—Chicago Dally News,

“How do you get those clinging
wayR?" asked the country cousin,
“Hanging from street-car straps,” an-
swered the elty girl.—Washington Her-
ald.

The Simple One—Golng away for
your health! Why, that Is very sud-

den. Does your doctor recommend it?
The Wise One—No, my lawyer.—
uck. i

“Do yon know that I am soon to be
engaged to Mr, Huber?” “Is that so?
Has lie spoken to your mother?’ *“No,
but my mother has spoken to him."—
Meggendorfer Blaetter.

Passenger (about to leave the cars,
sees hls heavy satehel fall from the
rack on a lady's head)—That's very
fortunate. I had Just forgotten It was
there.—Fliegende Blaetter.

Grayee—My dressmaker says T ought
not to wear white with my skin. Mayme
—Daon't believe her, dear. White and
yellow make quite a pretty combina-
tion.—Baltimore Amerlean,

“I never was so happy before,” sald
the new henedlet. “Marriage has made
a different man of me.” "I'm glad to
hear it,"” said his rival, “for your wife's
sake."—Philadelphia Press,

Patlence—How do you know Peggy
I8 nlone? Patrice—Because I hear her
singing, *“But that's no sign.” "Yes, It
Is. If there was any one with her
she'd be talking"—Yonkers Statesman.

Future Father-in-Law—I am sorry to
Inform you that my daughter will not
recelve her fortune until after my
death. Future Son-in-Law—Well, and
|Imw old are you now?—Simplicissl-
mus,

If you have any room left In your
tool box, be sure and fill It with money.
You ean, on an auto tour, get along
without anything but money. If there
|1s any doubt about this, throw the tools
'away.—Life,

A young man went up for an examl-
natlon and was “plucked.” He sent the
 following telegram to his anxlous fam-
{fly: “Examlnation splendld. Profes-
gors enthuslastie. They demand an en-
core.”—I1 Riso.

Thank heaven, the multiplication ta-
ble doesn't change! It Is the only
thing a mother knows that 1s the same
a8 when she went to scool, and which
'ghe can speak of without being cor-
| rected.— Atehison Globe,

“Some men insist that woman has
no business brains, but there is a young
'woman who conducts a large business
and It ecalls for head work all the
time.” *“Wheo I8 she,” *“My wife's mil-
liner."—Cleveland Press.

Deacon—By the way, that man
Brown you married a year ago, has he
pald you your fee yet? Clergyman—
| No: the last time I reminded him of It
he said I'd be fortunate If he didn't sue
me for damages.— Boston Transcript.

Mr. Seesig—Yes, it was my first
ocean trip. Mliss Romanz—Ah! When
you realized that you were on the great
bosom of old ocean dld you not feel
like shouting In your exhilaration—
Mr. Seeslg—Well, [ don't know about

the exhilaration, but I—er—could
searcely contaln myself.—DPhiladelphia
Ledger.

The modern wife Is beginnlng to as-
tonlsh the modern husband. A man
came home at 3 a. m. He took off his
ghoes on the front doorstep. Then he
unlocked the door and went eautiously
upstalrs on tiptle, holding hils breath.
But light was streaming through the
keyhole of the bedroom door. With a
slgh he paused. Then he apened the
door and enteraed. His wife stood by
the bureau, fully dressed. “I didn't
expect you'd be sitting up for me, my
dear,” he said. “I Lavew't been,” she
gali. “I Jjust eame In mysell."—The
New Voice.

A Hardshlip.

Favored Walter—I'm goln' to leave
here when my week Is up.

Regular Guest—Eh! You get good
pay. don't you?

“yesa 'bout the same's everywhera™

“And tips besldes?”

“A good many.”

“Then what's the matter?”

*They don't allow no time for goln®
out to meals. 1 have to eat here"—
London Mall

The Chronte Kicker,
*What's the matter?”
*(Oh, the kentry's goln’ to rack an'
ruin.”
“But times are good.”
“That's It. We're too prosperous”—
Washington Herald.

'_l’lle Traveling Need.,

The Social Phllosopher was revlew-
Ing the situation.

“we don't want overbold rallroad
employes,” be sald, “but we do need
wreckless schedules.”— Baltimore Amer-
lean.

I'nplen'snnt truths nlwags please g
lot of people whom they do not con=
cern,

—— L i
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