TEE CHARITY GIRL

By EFFIE A. ROWLANDS

CIIADTTER XXVI1,

Jack had gone.  Ile had waited on at
the litile cottpgs a weary week after that
evening when Jean had erept down and
as gently as possihle had told him of
Audrey's sirange aversion to seeing him,

“It is only a whim,” Jean said, hur-
wieldly : “we must humor her.”

That same night it was, when
wore sitting alone in the tiny dining
room, that Jack suddenly poured ont the

| for Australia, and might be absent for

vears. perhaps forever. So  after all,
Sheila had been partially successful, for
she had separated this man and wife.
It was deputed to Jean to tell Audrey
that her hushand was gone, but she let
two days elapse before she broached the
sitbject of his name, The fit of weeping

they | had done good rather than harm.

all
the

him here now,
as ninepence,”

“yg

would

only we had
he as right

whole miserahle story into Jean's ears; | doctor had said to dean on the morrow

the story of that ball; of how he had
been hoaxed into driving over to see Mr.
Lenson, who had never sent for him: of
all the horrible things he had heard about
Audrey ; and, Instly, of how he had come
apon her in the summer house, with Bev-
erley Rochfort at her feet kissing her
hands.

“I'ut vonrself in my plaes, and judge
as | judged. Do not view things as they
are gow, or yon will be harder upon me
ghan 1 deserve,” he said, as he leaned
his weary, sching brow on his hand.

“I will hard upon you at all,
Lord John,” Jean said, very gently; “for
I think 1 shonld have been misled as you
were hy sach apparently strong circuimn-

not be

stantial evidence. | am glad you have
spoken ont to me, and 1 only wish An-
drey had done the same, for then we
might have arprived at the truth.”

“What is it vou mean?" Jack asked,
looking up at her, eagerly,

“I miean that 1 now am eonvinesd that
Willle is right, and that there was some

plot connived against you both at that
ball. 1 have no definite proof, only a

woman's intuition to work upon, but that
shall be enough. This must be sifted,
Lord John, sifted to the very dregs. |
love you both,” she continued, tears dim-
ming her eyes. “You have been more
than good to me, and now that Audrey's
mother ig gone [ feel 1 must be friend,
sgister and mother in one. You will see

that 1 am right, and that you amd my
dear one were Loth the victims of some
eonspiracy. On the fave of it the whole
aTair is absurd. Don't you love each
othir better than all the world? 1 shall
write to Willie and tell him all my
doulits.”

And the result of that letter was to
put Willi= Fullerton on the track of
Murray, whom Jean seemed convinced

could throw some light on the subject.
A week had pgone, and Audrey was
wonderfully better; it was her first real
day of convalescence, and Jean was sit-
ting with her, reading.  Downstairs Jack
was trying to comfort himself, when sud-
denly a familinr voice nccosted him, and
e found himself shaking hands with
Marshall,  Marshall, grown older, and
looking very wan in her simple black for
her beloved It somehow com-
forted Jack 1o her: she seemed to |
bring back a little of the sweet influence
that hind surronnded Constance Fraser,
She had direct from secing Mr.
Fullerton, who had briefly told her all
and she now askod to see Andrey at once.
* “fet me nurse her. my lord,” she an-
treated ¢ “her, my dear’s own child. Will
vou go up and ol ber U'm here, my lord?

st ress,

RO

come

and went out of the room.

he rose He
conld not bring himself to tell Mar=hall
he was forbidden his wife's presence,
He went steadily upstairs and stood
outsiide the door. The handle was turn-
ed, and from within came the soand of a
faint, low voles, e meant to have call-

ed Jean, but the soun? of that voice
stapped him.

It was Andrey speaking. His heart
beat violently, then turned as cold aw

iron in his breast, She was speaking of
bim, but how bitterly! Each word seem-
od to go through him like a knife. Jean
had been pleading his cause, but he only
heord Aundrey’s apswer,

“l refuse to ses him, Jean; I refuse &
hear his name mentioned again,  Jes,
yea: | know you think me a foolish
child, a fretful invalid; but I am more
than this. 1 may not be very old in
years, but 1 have suffered as much as
any woman of fifty. Do vou forget all/
he wrote in that awfal letter? Oh, Jean!
Jean! You don't know how his words
have struck home! e says 1 have
wronged him—1, who—who—who——""
¥ler voice grew choked for a moment,
but she soon mastered her emotion, **No,
Jean ; there ean be no friendship or kind-
Iy feeliug between us, As he has judged
me, 8o let me live; my pride and my
bonor will support me without him. I
—1 trust 1 shall pever see him again; I
shall be happier when [ know he is far
away. He said he was going on a toar
of the world. Why does he not start?
Why does he add to his former cruelty
by staying here?”
you are unjust, you are un-
vou judge your hushand
rnost If you counld only know
hiow he hag suffersd

Audrey broke in
Iaugh.

“*Andrey,
Fike ".ull'l'-“'”'.
cruelly.
with a hard, bitter

“] see he has won your heart, Jean.
Well, we will say no more, except that [
mm firm, and tha; if Lord John has any
pride left he will not force himself upon

me, hut go nt once.
But Jack heard no more; he did not
&now that the hard., contemptuous tone

suddenly broke with a little gasping sob ;
be did not see the thin, small hands cover
the white, lovely fuce; he did not know
that Jean had slipped from her chair
and was holding Audrey's weeping form
eclasped in her arms. No, he knew none
of this, for he had gone straight down-
stairs, he had picked up his hat and ul-
ster, and opening the door, he had walk-
ed out into the wind and rain, looking
neither to the right nor the left, turning
his back deliberately on all that he held
dearest in life.

Before the dawn was broken Willie
Fullerton had followed Jack Glendur-
wood up to town, but though he searched
every club, chamber or well-known haunt,
he nowhere found the man he sought, and
when he awoke from a well-earned night's
rest, it was to read a telegram from Mr,
Bampson, stating he had received one
from Jack, who had salled the evening
befors from Southampton In the Minosta

following Jack's hurried departure.

“But he is not here, and he will not
come, s0 we must think of what will be
best under the circumstances,"”

The young doctor had a look of warm
sdmiration for Jean. What courage, de-
termination and common sense she pos-
and withal how large a heart!
Certainly Willie Fullerton was to be en-
viedd !

“1 am afrnid she will fret when she is
told all,” Jean added, thoughtfally ; *still
it is best all should be known. 1 shall
keep nothing from her, either now or in
the future,” and when at last she
spoke of Jack's departure, Jean
gently bt thoroughly put all the facts
hefore Audrey that Mr. Fullerton had
managed to glean ahout the masked ball
and its miserable results. She was shown
Murray's confession, signed and attested
by Sheila Fraser. She was given all the
information there was to give, and then
Jean very sensibly, and with more than
ovdinary tact, went softly away, and left
her alone to fight the battle out by her-
-h‘]f.

When they met again there were tear
staing on the girl's white face, but she
wasz wonderfully quiet.

“Will you send for Jack's mg'!wr,
please, Jean, and ask her to come home?
Now—mnow [ am alona T shonld like her
advice. It is omly right and proper as
his wife 1 should econsult Wis mother."

Ten days later news came to Mount-
berry that (Craiglands was preparing to
receive her grace of Iarborough, who
was returning with her son, Lord Iverne,
and her danghter-in-law, Lady John Glen-
durwoaod, and. as may be supposed. the
villnge was greatly exercized in its mind
over this intelligenee, having had its
cnviosity  whetted considerably by the
vagne and nasatisfactory rumors that had
been circulated about the same said Lady
Jllll‘.l'l.

Dinglewnod House was shut up, and it
was understood vaguely that Miss Fraser
wis visiting, though where no one exaet-
Iv krnew. It was generally voted annoy-
ing that Sheila should have been absent
just now, She could have thrown light
on a good deal of what was perplexing,
and have, moreover, given the real ae-
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count of what had happened at the ball:
whether it was true that Lady John had
flirted and hehaved sa abominably, or
whether Dr. and Mrs., Thorngate were
correct in saying that somebody had imi-
tated her ladyship's domino, and cleverly
tricked the whole room of guests into
imagining that it was Lady John who so
thoroughly diszraced herself and her hus-
band's name. Then Sheila, too, conld
have given the exact hisiory as to what
had occurred between Lord John and his
wife, and what was the meaning of all
the extraordinary rumors that had been
cirenlated,

But Sheila was not on hand to he
questioned, and, in defaunlt of encourage-
ment. it was really wonderful how soon
the excitement and curiosity began to
die away and how readily everyhiody grew
to consider Audrey as having been most
injured by the trick that had been so
wantonly playved upon her. In fact, by
the time Christmas was due, Lady John
and her doings were a theme too ald to
be mentioned anywhere, and the affairs
at Craiglands would have been passed
over as almost Indifferent and uninterest-
ing, but that, just as the joshells were
proclaiming the birth of a new Christ-
child, the icy fingers of the death angel
were laid upon the heart of Duncan, Mar-
guis of Iverne, and he was taken from
his bed of suffering to a reign of peace
and rest,

CHAPTER XXVIIL

It was a week sinee they had earried
away all that remained of the once hand-
some, merry young Lord Iverne and
buried him with pomp and solemnity in
the Harborough vault. A telegram had
winewd its flight across the ocean to Mel-
bourne, from whenee Mr. Sampson had
recelved a curt announcement of John
(ilendurwood’s safe arrival—a telegram
hriefly giving the sad news of one broth-
er's death to another, but no answer had
been vouchsafed, and lm\-}:-r oninld
not but entertain strong doubts as
whether the new Marquis of Iverne was
gone still further on his travels, and so
their message wos unread. Y

Craiglands was very sad in those days.
The duchess seemed to break down alto
gether after her son's death.  Yet, despite
all this, she was gentle and kind to Au-
drey beyond description; she could not
have given the girl more love if she had
been her own child. They were quiet
days, and peaceful, and Audrey found
many little dutiea to perform which help-
ed to make the hours fly. She was very
pale and delicate, but she refused to al-
low Jean to consider her an invalid, and
was never weary of filting about the
duchess, eager to do all and anything in
her power to alleviate the sorrow which
was oppressing the mother’s heart. The
only distraction was Willie Fullerton's
weekly visits, when hils breezy, happy
manner seemed to change the very atmos-
{l!lo*rv.

Snow had fallen heavily and it lay on
the ground during the whole month of
January and onward. Deapite this, how-
ever, Audrey would persist in going out
as much as possible.

“It does me good,” she aaid to Jean,
who was fearful of every ~old wind that
blew on her darling. “I must go, Jean.
I—1 feel sometimes as if I should go
mad in the house!™

She had this restless feeling on her one
afternoon toward the middle of February.

“] shall walk Into Mountherry. I want
to see Mrs. Thorngate—do you mind,
dearest 1" she ssked the duchess, who sat,

the

half doging, half dreaming, by the fire

“Take care of _\nlll‘.‘h'|f. .\udre_v. Put
on stout boots! This snow is so pene
trating !*

Audrey walked briskly over the snow,
a slender, graceful fgure in her heavy,
bluck garments, her lovely face lovelier
than ever in its somber setting. She
was warmly greeted by Dr, Thorngate,
who was just lenving the viearage as she
arrived,  Audrey thought he looked worn
and troublad.

“My wife will be rejoiced to see you,”
he said, and his gnze followed the girlish
form in an afection that was deepened
onlv by admiration and respect.

Mrs, Thorngate was troubled, too, and
though she welcomed Lady Iverne with
all her old love, ghe was not herself.
Aundrey felt pained and full of sympathy.

*I am sure you would rather I did not
stay, dear Mrs. Thorngate,” she suld,
simply, rising and drawing on her wraps
again.  “Youn have something on your
mind, and will be better alone.”

Mrs. Thorngate's answer was to burst
into tears,

“My heart is broken!" she sobbed.
“0Oh, Beverley, my boy, my boy! And I
have loved you, honored you, believed in
you so much!”

Audrey knelt down by her friend.

“Let me help you. Tell me all,” she
begged, her own eyes growing dim and
misty with pity.

It was n very brief story. Beverley
had written to his aunt that morning.
He was in a terrible predicament. Two

vears back he had committed forgery out
in Africa; he had cleverly escaped de-
tection, and had come to England, think-
ing all danger gone, ['nluckily for him.
his movements and real name had been
discovered ; he had heen tracked, If the
money were not forthcoming in the next
twenty-four hours would be handed
over to justice,

“Andrey, what ean T do? What ran
I do? 1 eannot sit here and know that
he, the boy 1 have loved, is condemned
to a felon's ecell. He has been my joy,
my one delight, and Gus refuses to let
me help him."”

he

Audrey felt her heart beginning to
beat with a sense of pain and apprehen-
sion, The wvery mention of this man's
name fell like a hlack shadow on her
leart. She trembled as she recalled all
the evil his cold-bloaded treachery had

worked between herself and Juek: the
memory of his passionate love words
rnised a blush of shame to her face even
now, but she put her own feelings on
one side to minister to Mrs. Thorngate's
sOrrow,

“Will you let me take this off your
shoulders?" she asked. “Hush! Not a
word., We are friends, are we not? Rest,
and he at peace, for, by God’s will, T will
save him from what you fear!"

(To be continued.)

OLD STYLE CLOCEKS SIMPLE.

Still Manufactured nand Sold by
Denlers and In Good Demand,

Consplenons by thelr simplieity or
their gquaiptness or both among the
many sample c¢locks of more modern
designsg shown In the splesrooms of a
clock-manufneturing concern were n
few of the nld styles. There were old-
time, eo-called Gothle clocks, once a
favorite style; not a very big clock and
with the top not flat but earried up to
a ridge line ke an sharp-pointed roof,
with the gable end to the front, and
having as its base, on either shile, at
the top of the body of the clock, a little
:-i[\}!‘n*. the lower sectlon of the Jdoor of
the cloeck, below the dial, palnted with
some sort of design,

There were  cottage clocks, these
smaller than the Gothics, and |lke all
these old-time clocks are simple, and
trim looklng, with upright, square-cor-
nered enfes,

And then there were higzger clocks,

larger than the cottage clocks and larg- |

er than the Gothies, clocks with their
long door deeply recessed withiy a wide
bordering maolding, tall. square. eor-
nered, prin-looking and yet engaging
clocks, sue.. 18 once, made of mshogany
or mahogany veneer, stood many
and many a mantelpiece, clocks with
hig dials and long hands and with a
sonorous tick,

Among these large clocks there were
some with cases less severe In design
and finlshed, with some ornamentation
about them and gilded half-columns,
one on either side of the case, In front,
clocks such ns once adorned the shelf
of many an old-thme parlor.

These old-style clocks were not old
clocks, hut clocks.  Such as are
still manufactured and sold,

“("locks are now made of many ma-
terlnls as to thelr eases and In innum-
erable styles,” sald the salesman, “and
we are ndding new stvles all the time,
and the great majority of people buy
these clocks of lnter design=.  But we
still eontinue to sell clocks of a4 few of
those once famillar old styles. Some
of these old-style clocks we make with
modern spring  Improvements  within
their old-time cases amd others of them
we stll] make with the old-tlme clo¢a-
woelghts,

“Of all these new old-style clocks
comparatively few are sold in the eity.
They go mostly to smaller towns and
to Lue country. But it would not do to
say that they are hought by old-time
people eclinging to old-time ways and
styles. They may find such buyers but
other buyers anywhere may fancy them
for their gqualntness or for old-time as-
soclations.”
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Didn't Help Matters,

Daughter (In tears)—But, papa, what
have you against Charles? | am sure
he weuld make a good husband

Irate Papa—He's an idiot, and I8
only after your money.

Daughter—Oh, no, papa; | know he
would marry me without a cent.

Irate Papa—Would he? Then he Is
a worse Idlot than I thought —Pele
Mele.

Her for the Single Bliss,

Miss Elderleigh-—Now that you have
a hushand, I suppose you haven't a sin-
gle wish ungratified.

Mrs. Wedderly (sighing)—Only one
—and that Is a single wish,

SBOME THOUGHTS ON THE DIVORCE EVIL,

together,

with

JULIET V. STRAUSS,

race,

to legallze lmmorality.
plaln logle to lleense any evil.

happily together, No.

two to make unhappliness.
tlie hest sense,

woman.—Chleago Journal

working In which alone the human being finds his highest development.
women stop belng lazy and men stop belng false not only to the wives they
lave marrled, but to themselves and the whole human race!
to have pride In morality and stop running after false gods of fashlon.
and Its sanectity, the family with Its holy tles of love and common sympathies,
these are the priceless treasures which to-day many women spurn for fine
costumes and the dissipation that seems to be a manla with the fashlonable

1 am opposed to dlvorce. Extreme cruelty Is
about the only reasonable plea, In my mind, for
puttlng asunder a couple whom God has Joined

I know there are plenty of people

who will elalm that God has little enough to do
much of our marrylng these days,
though there 18 a great deal of light-mindedness
among our young people on the subject of mar-
risge, 1 stlll think that the unlon of any couple
In marriage, particularly If there Is a child, or
children, has much of God In It, and If the par-
ties concerned do notknow
worse for them, for they will suffer necordingly.
Ignorance Is our worst enemy, and It Is Ig-
norance that prompts people to regard dlvorce
Hghtly and marriage as a thing easlly set aside.
I wish the divorcee could realize that,
of being honorable In the slght of the world by
her “legal” separation
married and easily tired of, she 18 a creature
standing barely within the law.
down In the scale of humanity when we are just grazing the law,
not made for noble and courageous and upright people; not for people who
know how to make blessings of thelr burdens and make torches of thelr falth
to carry them over the rough places; the law Is not for the proud man made
In God's Image, who knows better than to complain; not for the gifted
woman who understands the value of patlence and her duty to the human
The law Is not for the man whose word is as good as his bond or the
woman who, as most of her sisters do not, understands the nature of an oath.
The law 18 for people who ecaslly “rue bargain,” who whine under duty and
squirm about for release from thelr share of the heat and burden of the day.
We are In n sorry plight when the law must settle our difficulties—we
admit our fanilures as men and women wbhen we cannot order our own lives
to some working out of sweetness and llght,
We have no right In the light of human reason or

but,

It, so much the

Instead

from the man she has

We are far
Laws are

We have no right to make laws

Many people ngk if one does not think ft better to part than to llve un-
I think It hetter to stop living unhapplly,
Let our men and women be men and women in
Let them stop playing at life and get down to plain living and
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Graves of the Stone Perlod.

Stone Chambers, which once formed
places of Interment, are frequently dis-
covered within large barrows of earth
ralsed by the hands of man. They are
to be referred to the perlod of the
hhanlsh Invasion, which |8 generally
termed among antiquaries the “Stone
{PPeriod,” because the use of metals was
[rhpn In a great measure unknown; and
while a few are to be found In Great
Britain, there are many more of them
in Denmark. These tombs, which are
covered with earth, have most prob-
ably contalued the remalns of the
powerful and the rich. They are al-
most all provided with long entrances,
'which lead from the exterior of the

GRAYE OF THE STONE AGE,

mound of earth to the east or south
slde of the chambers. The entrances,
'like the chambers, are formed of large
stone, smooth on the slde which |18
turned Inwards, on which very large
roof-stones are placed. The chambers,
and even the entrances, which are from
gixteen to twenty feet In length, are
filled with trodden earth and pebbles,
the object of which, doubtless, was to
protect the repose of the dead In thelr
graves, and the contents which are
found In them consist of unburnt hu-
man skeletons (which were occaslon-
ally placed on a pavement of flat or
round stones), together with [Imple-
ments and weapons, and tools of flint
or bone, Ornaments, piuces of amber,
and urns of clay. In some cases smal-
ler chambers have been discovered, an-
nexed to one slde of the passage which
leads to the larger chamber, and one of
these smaller chambers we have en-
graved as a specimen of the sort of
tombs we are now describing.

The sketch represents a  chamber
which was discovered In a barrow, slt-
unted near Paradls, In the parish of
the Vale, 'n the Island of Guernsey.
On digging into the mound, a large flat
stone was soon discovered; this formed
the top, or eap-stone, of the tomb, and
on removing 1t, the upper part of two
human skulls were exposed to vlaw.
One was facing the north, the other
the south, hut both disposed In a line
from east to west. The chamber wns
filled up with earth mixed with limpet-
ghells, and as It was gradually remov-
ed, while the exammation was procecd-
ing downwards Into the Interlor, the
bones of the extrem!ties becams ex-
posed to view.

Wasted Rebhearsals,

Amiable American ministers to for-
elgn countries cannot always resist the
coaxing or coercion of worthy but un-
cultivated countrywomen who deslre
a presentation at court. One woman,
who, after much pleading and pressure,
had recelved a promise that she and
ber danghter should be presented at the
next levee of a certaln minor European
soverelgn, came, the day before the
event, to the minister's wife. Bhe
ssemed In much perturbation, yet reluec-

At last she

tant to state her errand,
came to the point.

“It's the kisslng hands,” she con-
fessedl. “Jenny and me aln't sure we've
got It right. We've practleed a lot—
Jenny kissing mine and me kissing
Jenny's—but
we don't know any better In the end
than we did In the beglnning, Would
you mind telling me which side up Is
right—palm-side or knuckle-side? And
do you cateh hold anywhere, or does
the queen hold It steady without?"

The wife of the minister was able to
assure the perplexed matron that
“knuckle-slde" wuas correct, and that
lightly sustalning finger-tlps were per-
mitted to be placed beneath the finger-
tips of royalty; moreover, that she
need concern herself about none of

these little nlceties, since only the sub- |

Jeet of a soverelgn was expected to kiss
her hand at all. For an Amerlean, the
deep courtesy was sutliclent,  Instead
of belng relleved, however, the woman
wnas much annoyed,

“A person might as well be hung for
a sheep as a lamb,” she declared, “and
If I'm going to courtesy, I'd rather
kiss, too, Besldes, there's all that prae-
tlce wasted, and Jenny'll never get done
laughlng at me, kissing her hand for
nothing all those times. All ls, if she
glggles, 1 belleve I'll up and box her

(Ll

enrs.

Water Drops as Torture,
A drop of water, even three or four
drops, falling on the head seems a

| thing unworthy of attentlon; neverthe-

a slow and continuous
the head has

less In China
dropping of water on

been found to be a method of torture |

under which the most hardeaed erim-
Inal abjectly howls for merecy.

When a professor In the Sorbonne,
the famous university of Parls, stated
this to his class the other day one of
the students laughed Ineredulously and
sald It would take a good deal of that
sort of thing to affect him,

The professor assured him that even
cne quart of water dropped slowly onto
Lis hand would be beyond his endur
ance. He agreed to experiment.

A quart measure fillad with water
was brought In, a mleroscople hole was
bored In the bottom and the performs
apce began, the professor counting,

During the first hundred drops the
student made alry remarks. With the
second hundred he began to look less
cheerful, then gradually all his talk
dled away and his face took on a hag-
gard, tortured expression. With the
third hundred the hand began to swell
and look red. The paln Inereased to

torture. Finally the skin hroke.
At the four hundred and twentleth
drop the skeptle acknowledged his

doubta vanished and begged for mercy.
He could bear no more.

Moths and Butterfliea,

Some moths look very much like but-
terflles, but there are two ways In
which you can always tell the one
from the other. Each has little slen-
der feelers growing from the head, but
the butterfiy’s feelers, or antennae, as
they are called, have knobs on the
ends. The antennae of the moth some-
timés have tiny feathers on them and
sometimes little splres, but they are
never knobbed. Then, too, In alight-
ing the butterfly always holds her
wings erect, while the moth’s droop or
are nearly flat

A Martyr,

The Friend—If your married life 1s
so unhappy, why don't you get a dai-
vorce from your husband? Unhappy
Wife—Because he would then marry
some other woman and make her un-
happy.—Chicago News

What has become of the old-fashion-
o1 man who, when he bought anything
at a store, asked the clerk, “What s
the damage?™

Jeuny gets laughing, so

OLD AND NEW UNCROWNED
KINGS OF EGYPT.

LOBD CHOMER,

BIN ELDON GORST.

Lord Cromer, British Agent and Con-
su] General ln Egypt, In other words
ruler, has resigned his office ufter more
than twenty years of service, which
has resulted In no less good to the
country than fame to himself. Sir El-
don Gorst ls his successor, Lady Cro-
!mer, Lord Cromer's second wife, whom
“he married in 1901, I8 the daughter of
the Marquis of Bath, They have three
sons, The wife of Sir Eldon Gorst Is of
iSmtrh parentage, and was marriad In
11003, The new agent 18 40 yvears old,
and has spent most of his life In the
Egyptian service,

IMPRESSED THE FOREIGNERS.

Amerlean in Europe Wore liadge of
Natlonnl Repaobllean Commitiee.
A wellkknown New Yorker who

spends a good part of his time In Parls

relates how he once met a fellow coun-
tryman who Invarlably sported a huge
red badge bearing the legend of the

Natlonal Republiean Commlittes,

After a tlme the New Yorker's curl-
osity got the better of him and he
'asked his fellow countryman why he
was dlsplaying such an emblem to the
forelgners.

“1t's just this way,” cheerfully ex-
plalned the other. "One day at one
of the big hotels I notleed a number of
chaps who got the best of me at all
timea. I bethought me that It would be
a good idea to consult one of the walt-
ers as to the reason. Incldentally I
tiyped him,

“A great light burst upon me when
T waa politely Informed by the walter
that one of the gentlemen Indleated
| wore the Legion of Honor, that the
other sported the Insignia of the Order
of the Star of India, and that the third
was the proud possessor of the Oriler
of Bt. Mlchael and St. George, Gentle-
Imon wenring these and other orders,
added the walter, were Invarlably glven
thn ntmost conslderation.

“It didn't take me long to drop In
line, I dug down Into my trunk and
pulled out the badge you now see
pdorning my manly chest. 1 put It on
Land have worn It ever sinee, Of coursae
| none of our French friends has the
lenat 1den what It represents, but It's
a decoration, und that goes with them.
Sinece I donned It nothing has heen too
good for me."—Harper's Weekly.

Judging by a Sure Sign.

Wise-—He's very wealthy,

Mra. Wise—Yes, and very stingy and
mean,
| Wise—Come, now, you're not sure of
that. You musta't judge a man by his
clothes.

Mre. Wise—1 don’t. I'm judging him
by his wife's clothes,—Phlladelphia

Press.

His Intelligence.
Purchaser—You told me that parrot
I bought of you was the most Intelll-
gent bird In your collection, while the
fact |s he doesn't talk at all. Dealer—
That's what 1 meant when I spoke of
his Intelligence.

There 1s a good deal of cheap wit
about hugg!ng girls In the waitz, but as
a matter of fact, when a man hugs a
woman, he does not do It In a crowd.

| — _— —
Perhaps the new woman is a fallure

because there ls no new man to play




