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CIHAPTER
Dstend the prediy
fatigus, and

xlls

widow showed
O'Rourke having
geen  her comfortably tucked away in
one first-class carriage, with his  own
traveling rug for a pillow, sought another.

Mrs. Spry was heavy-eyed when she
aanke, and yawned behind  her little
gloved hand as she stond upon the plat

At
giins ol

form watching the assiduous O'Rourke
who bustled hither and thither in lher
behal! in his own brightest and most

choerful mannoer.

“1 suppose your friends expect you at
—1 forget the name of the place, Ja-
aenne? 1s it Janenne?® Ye glanced at
her yuickly and with so evident a surpris:
thiet added : “Mr, Muskelyne told
e were going there. 1s that the
name of the place?"

“There is a little place of that name”
said O'Rourke. “*Maskelyne and 1 were
there together a few days ago. 1 miny
go on, or I may neot. 1 shall probably
have a day or twao in i any
ense”

When the hotel was reached, O'Rourke
socurod rooms for his delightful compan-

she

you

Brussels

fon and ordered for her at her request
a oup of warm milk and a biseuit, This
modest refection was lnll\r'_\':'l.l to her bl

chamber, and she retired, purring an ac-
knowledzment of obligation,

1f Mrs, Spry had been charming the
night befors. she was still more delight
ful next morning.  O'Rourke made a guess
as to her age, and set her down as being
between three and four and twenty, in
which he fiattered her. Bearing in mind
all the while how time was flying, and
how it behooved him to make the most of
chances which were likely to be limited,
he turned the conversation to the lady's
probable movements. Did she intend to
gtay long in Brussels? he asked.

“Well, no,” she answered, with a be-
coming littla bhlush. “There's only one
thing brings me here. There's an old
lady living herse—a little hard up, I'm
afraid, Mr, O'Rourke. She's a relative
of my poor dear late husband's—a distant
relative, but the only one he had, and he
1eft her out in the cold, I'm afraid she's
not very likely to be very good friends
with me, but [ want to make it up with
her if she'll let me,” O'Rourke’s atten:
tive and sympathetic face was worth n
volume of commonplace answers to this
statement. “And then” said the widow,
“I've got a friend to see, and then I've
done with Balgium. 1 shall go and see
Paris azain, and 1 shall try to persuade
my friend to go with me. [ haven't seen
her for two years, but she's the dearest
girl in the world."

“That,”" said O'Rourke, “is a flattering
description. Is your friend ip Brussels?"
“No.
gone and
dreadiul
away from

herself alive in some
miles and miles
've looked 1t

buried
gquiet place;
everywhere,

ap on the map, and I make out Namoor | qomanded Frost

to be the nearest ecity. It's a little place

walled TToufoy."

“I have heen there,” returned O'Rourke,
with admirable naturaloess, “There is
only one English family residing there.

1 have the pleasure to know them.”
“Oh.” said the lady, rapidly and enthu-
giastically, “do you know Angela Butler?
h, now, really! T say, what a little
place the world is, to he sure! Well

Yow, I do wonder that young George
Plaskalyne never told me that you knew
Angelg Butler,"” -

“1 only know them very glightly,” =aid
O'Rourke. *I only met them a fortnight
ago. Noj; three weeks sin o,

“ph,"” purred the widow, making her
best and most expressive eyes at her
companion, “I adore Angeln Butier.
Pon't you ndore her, Mr. O'Rourke? Oh,
I'm sure you do.”

“I think her a very charming girl.
Frank, clever, English—thoroughly Eng-
lieh."

“Oh, so very English," said Mrs. Spry.

“And you are going to Houfoy to see

Miss Butler?' asked O'Rourke. “That
{s delightful news indesd to me. We
ghnll be neighbors. 1 am going to Ja-

penne to sé8 some nld friends of mine,
and Janenne is the nearest village to
Honfoy."

“That will be pleasant,” said Mrs,
Bpry. When she had said this she low-
ored her head away suddenly, and a see-
ond or two later shot a most vanguishing
glanee at ('Rourke.

She discharged her little bit of
actual business, and out on a
bright afternoon in early June, with the
constant O'Rourke in attendance, for
Houfoy. having previously advised An-
gela of her coming by wire,

“Let me see, now."” sald Mrs. Spry,
holding hor hend on one side and looking
up at ('Rourke thoughtfully. “How long
will it take this train to reach Houfoy?”

“It does not go on to Houfoy," return-
ed (VIlourke. *It reaches Janenne in
four hours and five minutes”

“I think you know everything, Mr.
O'Rourke,” said the lady, admiringly.
Then, clasping her hands with a soft fer-
vor, "Will you do me a favor, Mr.
O Rourke?"

“Try me,"” said O'Rourke. with his
own admirable mixture of Jest and earn-
est,

“Will you go to the telegraph bureau
and write a telezram? In French, or
these dreadful foreigners'll bungle it
From Mrs. Spry, Brussels, to Miss Angela
Butler, the Chatean, Houfoy. To say
that 1 shall be at—what's the name of
the station?—at—when does the train get
there?—and to ask her to meet me there.
Because she might forget.”

“May I look at your books?" he said.

*Certainly,” she answered, taking up
a loose handful and handing them over
to him. As she did so his eyes met hers,
and he drew them away with a sad
reluctance, Mra. Spry  blushed, and
epensd one of the paper-bonnd volumes,

“Ah'!" eried O'Rourke, brightly, a mo-
ment later, “you have bought ‘Fireflies,’
I see™

"y o

one

glhie  got

she answered, looking up with

a faint memeory of the blush still linger-
fng in her eyes, “I heard a great deal
of talk about it in London, and 1 want
to see what it's Lke"

A A

“A delightful book,” =aid O'Rourke.
“A lovely book, The author is a dear
friend of mine. He is staying at Ja-
nenne with his wife and their little boy.
I nm going down there to pay them a
visit,"

“Oh!"™ eried Mrs. Spry, clasping her
hands.,  “How delightful to kuow such
people!  Oh, bow I do envy you that
privilege I"

“You will be bound to meet him,"”
("Rourke said, “and sure to like him, 1
believe that Miss Butler and Mrs., Farley
are great friends,"

"1 shall be afraid of him. I'm sure,’
eried the widow, hiding her face in her
hands, and surveying O'Rourke through
her fingers. “I was afraild of you at
first."  She blushed prodigiously at this
avowal, and dropping lLer hands hefore
hier, she turned her head away. O Rourke
aught her hands and held them for a
motnent,

“0f me?* he said, tenderly,

And here, since they were alone in the
carviage, and had still a good twenty
miles to go before they reached their first
stopping point, no man can say how rap-
idly and how happily O'Rourke’s fate
might have been decided, if only the ad-
venture had happened in England, where
the gnards refrain from walking about
the outside of their trains during transit.
But at this instant the door swung open
nnd the ticket collector entered, and hay-
iz with a perfect stopy gravity punched
their tickets, swung himself out through
the door on the other side of the car-
ringe and went on his way with a broad
grin. O'Rourke saw the grin, and for a
moment, though he was a fairly good-tem-
pered man as a general thing, felt venge-
ful. The obvious impossibility of pur-
suing the ticket collector along the foot-
hoard did nothing to assuage his anger for
the time,

CHAPTER XIIL

“I should like,” said Mr. Frost—"1
should particularly like to know what
veur individual caper really is."

“Make vour desire a little clearer,” re-
turped Mr. Zeno. “I speak Engish tol-
erably well, I think, but I have yet to
learn American. Try English."

The two were seated in Frost's dingy
apartment. The tenant of the room was
better dressed than usual, his clothes
were better brushed, and his linen was
atiffer and whiter than ordinary, A tall,
shiny silk hat cocked lazily over one eye
gave him a rakish air, and as he leaned
back in a broken down rocking chair. with
his heels on the window sill, he contem-
plated the trim and well polished boots
which orpamented his feet with a look
of obvious satisfaction, The evening sun

From what [ can learn, she's|shone through the dirty, uncurtained win-

dow, and gave his sallow skin an unac-
customed glow,
“What do you want to get at, at all?”
“What do you want
to know? What do you want to do?"
“I want to know and do many things,”
returned Zeno.  “Come to your peint,
my friend. Be"more precise, What do
you want to know? What do you want
to do’¥"’
“You don’t put your head into the
lion's mouth and held it there for noth-
in',”" said Frost, turning a shifty glaneos
“You could know every move-
ment that old madman makes, if that's
your only game, without putting your
own skin in danger for a second. There
ain't a thing he does that I don't know,
or couldn’'t know if I wanted to, and
what I know you could know at a very
slight momentary expenditure.”
“Well,” returned Zeno, “very  well.
You know the man in the photograph.
You know Athanos Zeno, Nobody else
knows Athanos Zeno, my good Frost. If
Athinos Zeno is betrayed he is betrayed
by George Frost. Is it worth while to
talk of this any longer? Do you think
hat I am not content with carrying my
life in my own hand, and that I put it
into yours? Do you think that I am
young enough and foolish enough to trust
anybody without a check? Let me tell
yvou why 1 employed you, I saw that you
waore clever, cunning and without seruple,
and without courage. It is not a good
thing always to choose a man without
cournge, but it is a good thing in your
case, because when you koow that your
life hangs upon your good faith you will
he fuithful. Now, is it really worth while
to talk of this any longer?"’

“1 own up,” said Frost,

“1 shall not trust you a bit more if
vou own up, a5 you call it,” said Zeno,

upon him.

shall we talk of this thing any more? Is
it really worth while®”

“You're not such a fool,” Frost an-
swered, evidently ill at ease beneath Mr.
Zeno's smile—"you're not such a fool as
to suppose that [I'm going to throw up
a tolerable safety such as I've got hold
of. I ain't the man to quarrel with my
rations, nor yet to get my skin pierced
while I can keep it whole. T was a fool
to threaten you, but I wanted to know
your game and that was all. If I ain't
going to be let know it, I'm placable.”

“Then," eald Zeno, “we will go out
and have some dinner. And you shall
pay for the dinner, because you have
been a fool. Eh, my Frost?™

“I'm game for that,” said Frost. “Are
you going to take your parcel with you?'

“Ah! the parcel” said Zeno, “The
parcel is your affair. [ had forgotten,
This is a littla invention of your own.
You will bring it under the attention of
the committee this evening and it will
secure you a little praise, I can assure
you."

“What is it?" Frost demanded.

“Ha! bha!" cried Zeno, with a langh,
“you have divined its nature. What a
cunning fellow it is, and what a cour-
ageous fellow it is!”

“] may, look here” said the other,
shrinking closer against the wall, “you
haven't got any of that stuff here, have
gou? I can't stand it, Zeno. [ wom't—"

| youd of men that have that same precise

tranquilly. 1 shall not trust you a
hit less. 1 shall not trust you less for
this talk, becanse | have never trusted
you. 1 shall not trust you any more, |
beepuse 1 mnever trust anybody. I am
oblized to be in danger. Now, reilly,

| “"What eriod Zono, laving & hand
npon Frost's collur,  “You eall me by
that name!  You are frightaned, are you?
and you forger, da you, my poor Frox ?
Nover be  frightened again,  will you?
Please!  Noever forget again, will you?
Please f"

‘ “1 hate the stuff,” Frost
ean't hear to be abount it"
| I not aind
said Mr, Zeow,

the stui, dear Frost,"
tightening his hold on
| Frost's collar, “Mind me, if yvou please.
You will be very sorry il you eall
by thar name agnin,”

“1 won't forget again,” he said, stam-
meringly, Dot | hate the stuf. 1 wish
you wonldn't bring it here.”

“TPooh ! returnmd Zeno, with a brutal
disregard of his  friend’s  sensitiveness
“What harm is there in this?" He re-
leased Frost, and, cvrossing over to the
other side of the room, took from the sofa
an unsuspicious-looking parcel  wrapped
in brown paper. Setting this upon the
table, he proceeded to untie the knotted
string which surrounded it, grinning and
grimacing at his companion as he worked
at the knots with his fingers. Frost glued
himself to the wall and stared at the
pareel with an involuntary batting of the
When at last the knots were con-

the paper wrappages removed,

oy es,
\]lil‘rl‘ll,
of rvellef, and wiped his brow with the
back of his hand,

“Well," he said, with a ghastly at-
tempt at a jocular air aml tone, “thera
ain’t any harm in that, so far as 1 ecan
eoa.  Zeno held up before him a packet
of half‘n dozen hooks, held rogether hy
a double strap, and differing slightly in
gize, [astenod to the two straps was
a loop of sewn ledther by which the par- |
eol could be conveniently earried. |
don't know," suid Frost, "what you want |
to seare me for. I've told you over and
over again I can't bear the mere sight |
of it."

“Comsa here,” s=aid Zeno, laying the|
packet on the tahle and unfastening the |
buckles: *1 have something to  show
youw." Frost appronched with a
swagger of unconcern. Zeno, having Iaid|
down the straps on either side, opened
the topmost volume. A dictionary,” he
said, “of French and English.,' e flut-|
tered over the first two or three score
lenves,

“Well.” said Frost, “where's your in-
vention?"

“Ilere,” replied Zono, and. turning over
another score of leaves, revealed the top
of a tin box, displaying at the same time
the fact that the interior part of the
leaves was cut clean away. and that the
apparent bundle of books was but a case,
e lifted the dietionary. and some two
inches of the tin box stood clear. Then
hs lifted the second book, which was
smaller than the first, and hald it ap, al‘
mere oblong frame. Then he drew mktl
the tin case irself, and balanced it in his
hand befare Frost, who retired so rapidiy |
that he fell over a chair backward, “Get
up,” said Zeno, is empty." Frost
wrose, rubbing the back of his head, which
had come smartly in contact with the)
wall.

“1 don’t know." le
want to seare me for.”

“Why,!" returnsd Zeno, showing the
gaps in his teeth azain, “it is right that
vou should know that you ure a mwnrrl."l

“There are sofite men,” said Frost, ris-|
ine slowly, *“that cant stand snakes. [
ain’t sweet on  snnkes myself, but I'd
sooner go to bed with a hozshead of ‘om
than be in the same room with dynamite,
And outside that, I don't know that ['m
such & champion coward as you take me |
It's a narural that’s
is—a natural ['ve

slow |

it

snid, “what you

repugnance ;
repugnance,

for.
what it
kind of feelin® in respect to cats, and
roses, and all manner of things that you
and mee don’t mind at all.”

sWall.” sgid Zeno, smiling still, “this
is vour invention, brave Frost,
make you a present af the iden, You ob-
weeve”  (he the tin bLox to its
place again, and strapped the innocent
looking volumes together as he spoke)
—*vou observe thut there is not the least
snspicion about this If any of your
friends, who does not share your natural
repugnines, ghould want to the
Channel with nnything that should not be
obskerved, this may be useful to him.”

“Yes," replied Frost, taking the parcel
in his hand and weighing it, “it looks |
innoeent enough. IU's an ingenious idea,
and 1 should think it But
it won't hold much.”

(To be continued.)
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No Cause for Alarm,

hoseymoon had  bumped  the

The
bumps.

“You know,
wife, “that I
writer?”

“Um—yes,"” grunted John,

“Well,” she continued, "1 wish you
would diseharge the girl you have now
and hire a man In her place.”

“Huh!"™ rejoined hubby, “1 hope you
don't think I would make a fool of
myself twice in the sume way,"—Chi-
CAZ0 News

the young
your type-

John" sald

used to be

Only Explanation,

It was bargaln day.

An execitedl mnn roshed into the
crowded dry goods emporinm.

“Say, where will [ find my wife?”
he querfed of the head floorwalking
gentleman

“Really, [ don't know, sir,” replied
the party of the floorwalking part.
“She hasn't been here to-day.”

“Great Seott!” exclalmed the exeited
maf. “Then 1 must hurry home at
once. She {s either dead or dying!”

Prophecy Fulfilled,

Patient—I have come to tell you,
deoctor, that that young stock broker,
whom my daughter met at the sea four
months ago, has now proposed to her
and they are engnged.”

Doctor—Now didn’t I tell you that
you would benefit later hy your change?
—Meggendorfer Blatter,

Dreaming on Mer Part,

Ned—Whenever Mr. [lussle begins &
thing practically there's no ldle dream-
ing about It, 1 &l you.

Nell—0Oh, I don’t know, May Yerner
told me he practically began a proposal
to her once. I'll bet there was a good

|
l‘l“'lﬂr{‘d. Ly

me |

and the contents exposed, he gave & sigh |

THE OLD-SOAKEM BUCKEI ShiuP.

|

How dear to my heart are the bucket
shop earuings,
When fond recolleetion presents them
to view ;
The clerk, the mechanle, for wealth vain:
ly yearning,
And every one ¢lse T was able to do.
No longer they'll come with the bulk of
their wnges,
And hand them to me, when for mar-
gins [ eall;
No longer they'll find in the newspaper
pages
The news that a bucket shop's gone to
the wall;
The well-furnished bucket shop,
looking bucket shop,
The bucket shop ready to go to the
wall.

swell

ITow oft have they stood by the ticker
and waited
To learn what thelr profits were going
to be!
oft to their sorrow they've found
they were fated
To leave all their profits forever with
me,
Their coin! Tlow I seized it with hands
that were glowing,

How

And safe In my pockets 1t speedily
fell;
now my business
overthrowing,
The bucket shop business that did ‘em
up well,
The luerative husiness, the get-rich-quick
business, i
The bucket shop business that did "em
up well,

Alas! they've been

Alone in my sorrow, 1 scarce can be-
lieve It,
I'll profit no mors as a bear or a bull:
My business Is gone, and 1 ne'er can
retrieve if,
I find they have broken my wonderful
pull,
No longer I'll rake in their money and
spend it,
No longer be out when my customers
call;
The Legislature has passed a bill that
will end It,
Forever the bucket shop's gone to the
wall.
The old soakem hucket shop, cash-getting
bucket shop,
The bucket shop now that has gone to
the wall.
—Detroit Free Press.

“MILKMEN" OF BELGIUM.

Queer Rigs of Milk Peddlers Who
Are Maostly Girls,

There 18 a land across the sea, sand-
wielied In between Holland, Prussia
and France, that is more densely popu-
lnted than any other country In the
worldl, It Is the kingdom of Belglum,
where there are a little more than 530

inhabitants for every square mile of
torritory, The Inhabltants are of
French and German origin of about

gaqual proportions, are quite numerous
enough to engage in great manufactur-
Ing industries, but who are, neverthe-
less, pastoral in their pursults and de-
penid on the soll for a livelihood. Many
eanals and a network of rallroads
through the conntry enable the farmers
to transport thelr produects to the mar-
kets, and the cllmate in general Is de-

* TYPICAL BELGIAN MILKMAID,

lightfully temperate, Cattle Is one of

[the chief products, and. the corn and

frult crops come next. Many engage in
fishing, and In recent years the eonl
and iron ore mining has grown to great
proportions, Lumbering Is also carrled
on o a considerable extent.

But eattle raising and frult farming
appear to be the national occupations,
The Inhabitants seem naturally adapt-
od to such tasks, and they are surely
more pleturesquely Interesting to the
traveler when thus engaged, Dalry
products ent no small fizure In A coun-
try where cattle ralsing Is an Import-
ant Industry, and the milk peddiers of
Belglum are without a doubt the most
Interesting characters the traveler will

meet In any country In Europe. All
through Belglum you will meet the
milk peddler, whether on the city

streets, the villages and towns or the
country highways, And as a general
thing they are the robust red cheecked
girls from the farms, with thelr mllk
eans and jars londed on earts in which
dogs are the motive power. The ple-
ture with thle article shows a milkmald
with her eart and dog.

Milk and butter are ridiculously low
priced In Belginm, and the peddler has
got to make a lot of sales before a dol-
lur 18 earnedl. Howerver, the purchas-
{ng power of a dollar 1s a lot greater In
Belgium than it Is In thls country, so
things about even up. Next In lmport-
ance to stock and frult raising Is agril-

deal of ldle dreaming about that.—Philk

adelphia Press.

culture, and, although Belglum Is not
large, it excels most of Europe

WHY F00D FADDISTS THRIVE.

Enthuaslastie Bellef Adds
thnt Insares Digestion,

Taste

process of digestion in the last few
years by the Investigations of I'avloy,
# Russinn physiologist, and others
These  Investigations  bave  echanged
very materlally our views of this proc-
ess and bave served to explain many
things relating to food, especlally why
it Is that every food faddist thrives
upon his particular dlet, although It
may differ Ine toto from that of his
nelghbor who thrives equally on his
own reglmen.  Storles are told of dys-
pepties, llving for years on cuarefully
selected food of  the blandest and

| such material does not get the
Much light has been thrown on the'

Summer Clothing,

It Is the custom whenever one goes
from northern reglons to the troples
to don white garments as a protectlon
agalnst the heat of the sun; and a
change from colored goods to white 1s
made [n our climate, also, In the sum-
mer,

The reason glven for thls resort to
white Is that “It reflects the heat In-
stead of absorbing It;" and If one
questlions 1ts virtue, answer s always
made that the natlves of tropleal re-
glons wear white clothes, and they
ought to know what s best

It Is true that the natlves often wenr
white, but they have dark skins by
which they sre protected rrom  the

chemleal rays, the rays that nre most
Iujurlous to man, and that break down
his health, after a longer or shorter
resldence In equatorlal reglons. The
white man’s white clothes offer no
resistance to these Injurious light rays,
although they glve comfort by throw-
"Ing back the heat rays.

It white clothes are worn externally,
the undergarments, so tropleal hyglen-
Ists say, should be black, red or orange,
since these colors offer a sereen to the

[ ehemleal rays.  After dark, In  the
troples as well as durlng the hot sum-

mer months In thls country, black
clothes are the most sensible, slnee
they promote the radiatlon of heat

from the body.

The head covering In summer shonld
be light In ecolor as well as in welight
—vellow or khakl eolor Is better than
white—but should have a dark linlng.
The practlce of golng barehended, es
peclally In the case of Ilght-haired or
bald persons, Is fraught with grave
perils.  The notlon that some  bald-
headed men have that exposure of the
head to the sun's rays wlill promote the
{gronvth of the halr Is pernleions; the
[ man who has tried It one summer will
| not repeat It the next—If he Is alive.

In texture, summer clothing shonld
be light and porous, For men the outer
garments shonld be of wool, the under-
clothing of linen or cotton and wool,
This should be woven In a mesh whieh,

[ by the alr it contains, protects agninst

ehill and which absorbs persplration;
“elam-

my"” feeling of a closely woven eloth

I when damp.

A night garment of loosely woven
thin flanne! of dark eolor will be founi
| Inore comfortable than one of cotton
or llnen, and will alse afford greater
protection agalnst ehitll, Summer
I"ml-[n" often follow chilling of the
iiml_\' toward morning when It Is en-
enged In a damp clinging llnen night-
dress, One who finds himself In such
a state In the early morning should
iqn'lr'kl_\' take a warm hath, followed hy
a cold sponge or shower, and a vigor-
ons rubbinz with a coarse towel.—

“most easlly digestible” sort, and suf-| Youth's Companion.

fering misery, who suddenly concelved
a longing for corned beef und cabbage
und  surreptitlously devoured a ieal
of It. To their delight as much as to
their surprise, there was nothing to
pay [for thls ylelding to the promptings
of nature; digestion was perfectly per-
formed for the first thue In  years,
Such storles are not always ApOCry-
phal; they may be founded on fact,
and their explanation Is the same as
thiat of the suceess of the food faddist,

Pavlov found in experimenting on
dogs that an abundance of gastric
Julee was secreted when they hnd food
that they liked, even though thls food
was mechauleally prevented from en-
terlng the stomach; whereas, when
they were fed on things they did not
care for, but could eat only when half
starved, the secretions of gastrie Julee
was very seanty. ‘This Le ealled the
“appetite Julee,” the process In  the
stomnch heing annlogous to the famil-
lar phenomenon of “watering In the
mouth,” or Increased sallvary secre-
tlon caused by the slght or smell of
savory food or even by the thought of
It.  He found also that the composi-
tion of the digestive flulds varled with
the kind of food, each article swallow-
ed ealllng forth, through some mysterl-
ous slgnals transmitted to the stomach
from the tongue and palate ns soon as
they had tasted the morsel placed In
the mouth, just the sort of fluld best
adapted to Its digestion. The enthusl-
astic appreciation by the dletetle
erank of the unsavory food which he
Is persuaded will assure him strength
and long life glves him a taste for It,
and so the motherly stomach provides
an abundance of gastrie julce of the
proper composition and thereby saves
him from the otherwise lpevitable con-
sequences of hls folly.

Silx of One, Ete,

“Look at poor Mrs. Smith working
that heavy lawn mower. Isn't It a
shame?"”

“Yes, perhaps It Is; but listen to
poor Mr. Smith putting the baby to
sleep.”

Contentment,

“Dey say contentment I8 better dan
riches,” sald Uncle Eben; *“but I mus'
own up dat I'd kind o' llke to try both
an' decide foh myself.”"—Washington
Star.

To a man with a little sense, prob-
ably the greatest annoyance In the
world s a fool

A Vague Prescriptlion.
One of the virtnes of the modern
physiclan 1s definiteness of direction.
To preseribe a dosge “once In so often”
Ia to leave a wide margin of chance,
"espectally If the drug be a potent one.
'Let 1t be hoped that the good man
| whose preseription Is quoted helow was
Inot denling in strychnin nor prussie
acld, The letter 18 taken from “1llegh-
ways and Byways In Sussex,” hy E. V.
Laueas, and was written by the doctor
[in an English village a ceutury ago,
! Mre, Andrews. T have sont youn some
things which you may take in the mjan-
ner following, viz: of that In the hottle
marked wlth a -k yon may tnke of the
quantity of a spoonfull or so, now and
then, and at night take some of those
pills, drinking a llttle warm beer nfter
{t. and in the morning take 2 spoonfulls
of that In the other bottle, fasiing an
hour after It, and then you may eat
something, you may take also of the
'first and every night a pill and in the
morning.
[ 1 hope this will do you good which
la the desire of him who I your loving
friend, William Benbrigg.

Nothing New,

Proof ls below that Indies eritielzed
!1\::1-11 other's clothes In the seventeenth
ns well as In the twentleth century—
and In “fonetlk" spelling,

In 1688, May or June, Bridget Noel
wrote to her sister, the Countess of
Rutland :
| “My Lady Gansbourer meet us at
Burley, but In suteh a dres as [ never
saw without disput. Iler jJengan man-
to 1s the worst of Its kind, It ls pur-
pel, & a great dele of green, & a letel
gould, & great flours, ther ls some red
with the green, and noe lining, which
luks a bomenable.”

Fittlng the Word to the Act.

John—Maria, what on alrth do ye
think? That pesky 8! Smith we've been
quarrelin’ with sez he's goln’ to take
the matter inter the courts.

Maria—Oh, law !—Baltimore Ameri-
can.

Somehow when a girl appears on
the front porch and sprends out a
bammock, It suggests a spider, and
every one wonders If a fly will come
along.

Marriage Is sometimes a fallure be-
sause a4 man Is unable to think of the
right excuse at the right tima,




