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* had reminded him, petulantly, that she

W16, by w. G. Chapmasn.)

‘Iﬁ mever Will Thorpe!™

*“That you, Jimmy?"

The two men gazed st each other
in half incredulity. Then:

“How you've changed, Willl"
clafmed the ensterner.

“] guess I'm wearing clothes that 1

wouldn't have cared to be seen (n at
’nn-md or in Boston,” sald Wil
ﬂlm smiling at his friend.

“T don't mm that," answered Jim-
llli:!‘ “It's—it'e—well, 1 don't
know just !rlm it 1s1"

Wil Thorpe thought about his
Mlnd‘ s words that evening when he
‘was alone in his cabin on the moun-
W'- Hud he changed during his
A fn the West, beyond the
appearance? He was
Inc k he had: Certainly
_hlﬁ-mec to have sltered in
many

ex-

E!

ways.
Il Thorpe had been sent West
three years before. He had been an
‘and extravagant; at last his fn.
% Who had always dealt with the
“rather harghly, refused to asslst
further unless he entered his iron
and eettled down.  Angry
ords had arisen, nnd In the end Wil
- pucked his sultcase and gone
M:&_ with a hundred dollara in s

Hig i.inelhelrl. Marion Vansittart,
had seolded him for his declelon. - She

could nelther marry a poor man nor
iwalt for ever, He lad kissed her and
ld her that he wonld return with hils
rtune made.  And for o few months
lshe ‘had writton. Then her lettera be-
ghorter and lesa froquent; finally)
ey ceased altogether,

It was more than two years &lnce
the had heard from her. And gradual:
iy the new life had woven Itkelf nbout

1, und by had consed to eare
Then he hud recelved o mysterious,

Rode Slowly Down the Valley.

unslgned messnge asking him to be at
the rallway depot at & certain hour, to
meot the traln. And he had gone, to
find Jim Tremont waltlug there, Jim
wis passing through on his way to
Caltfornin, be told him, and he had
tieard ho was In that part of tho
‘country. Did Wil know that his fa-
ther was dead and he wad the wole
hetr to five milllon dollars? He had
ibetter write home quickly, becausc ev-
yone was searching for him, wnd he
ad only heard of his address by
fehance.
Y1 suppose you'll bo back East in
week, and holding out at the club,”
isald Jimmy casully, us he Ehook
‘hands and sald good:by.
It was - that that made Wil think
‘ho had really changed. How could he
‘aspociate thoso elusive  memorles
‘which he had almost forgotten with
ithln 1ite that hind taken possession of
him?
He thought of Norma Gale, ihe
{dnughter of the old homesteader
idown ths valley. How was he to tell
her? Th , educated and refined
ns

o
were all tho people of the distriet,
‘was utterly unpresentable in the sort
< Soryd
had

In which ho had moved

never worn a gown with a

w neck In her life. She would be

5 _mamﬂotmnhmeh

Yanslttart!

Yu 1t mever occurred to Wil that

do anything but go, It bad

e \ his mind that he was
10 stay permanunily in the West,

A on bhorseback was riding up

to ils eablo, Wil watched hlm as ho

sppronched. Visltors were something

‘an event In the settlement, and

‘knew the rider as the tolegraphist

the oluster of houses that bad

n up around the depot and was

lled ult!

“Wire for you, Thorpe!™ he au
mounced briefly.

Wl took the message and opened It
|He _Itll'll LIt a8 I he did nol un
lt waa from Marion. She
learned bis address, she sald—
averyone could diseover the
g of o milllonalre—and abie wan
ng throngh on her way Eust (rom

exposition.  Bhe
d sty an hour while they clinnged
‘Would bo meot her?

seid WIIL to the telograph:
watebed him ride down the
_going East, and golng
For & moment the

ng over him. with
It thousund  allure
,gw 1ife monnt noth-

3

-

bomesteader's house. And at the door
stood Norma, In her sunbonnet.

She greeted him. "Won't you come
In and take some tea'" she asked
“l hear you afé golug East, Mr
Thorpe.”

He dismounted, and vow he saw
that her Hps were trembling How
had she koown he was going East?
Did news My as fast In thiz settlement
as in the great world? And what did
it matter to her?

“Yes, 1 am going East, Norma,"”
answered, taking her hands in his,
"i—1 congratulate you," =she an-
swered quletly. But he saw the tears
in her eyes.

“You have meant so much to me,"
ha zald impulaively. “I hate the
thought of going. And yet—it 1s my
duty, 1 suppose.”

*Then you must go,” sald the girl
softly, She wae smillng very bravely
at him. “Won't you come in?"

“No—I can't now,” he sald crudely.
“Norma, I shall—I shall see you again
before 1 go."

She nodded, and he koew the mean-
Ing of her silence. The girl cared for
him, and in her unsophlsticated way
wag Incapable of concenlment. He
saw lher walk back quickly lnto the
cabln,

Marfon's train wos to arrlve the fol-
lowing maorning. Will rode down to
the depot with n heavy heart. The
old mnd the new were tugging at It
tnd he did not know which pulled him
the horder, Thers wers g0 many
memories here—yet the thought of
Marlon came to him llke a flood of
sunlight. How he had loved Marlon!
She had tecitly released him by her
wllence, und yet doubiless she would
explain that. He would follow her
soon. He saw the old e vividly,
thelr marriage, the qulet home in Bos-
ton. 2

The traln was pulling in, He had
stoed on the platform in a sort of
dnze. Now he nwakened suddenly,
und he feit his heart beating hard In
sntieipation. The men about the plat-
form were witching him curfously, He
looked into the earriages of the traln
ns It eame to n halt.  He walked Ita
length, Murlon wae not there. Hud
she migsed her tealn?

“SU dreaming, WHI?" asked a bard
volea over his shoulder.

He started round, to see Marion,
with a party of girl friends, drossed in
the helght of fashion, looking st him
with a amlile,

“Dear me, | must bo very hard to
fod,” she sald. “"Well!  When are
you coming home?"

The hardness of hor fones struck
Iim Uke n blow.  Surely he had
thanged out of all recogultion If he
had ever thought Marion's voleo beat.
tiful, The girl whom he bhad loved
to the point of [nfatuntion stood re
vealed to him as i artifeinl, hard
young woman, without the slightest
charm,

“T think it was very wrong of you
not to write te me foi so long" she
continued. “But 1 forglve you, WIL
We can forglve a man with millfons
asnything, can't we, Dora?"

The girl addressed as Dora mur-
mured something. The whole party
wis taken abaek, not to say shocked,
st the sight of thls man In the cowboy
clothes. And ho was o milllonaire!
He was Will Thorpe of Harvard and
Hoston!

Perhaps Mirlon shrewdly divined
the change thit had occurred in Wim,
for aho drew him aslde.

“SWIIL, 1 konow 1 ought to have been
more aerfous” she muld, “"But you
can't think how satartling and ridicu-
lous you look, dressed lke one of
these natlves, Listen, Will, and let
me explain, 1 have always eatred for
you Just s muel, but 1 conldn’t be
enignged to n beggar. You see that
for yousalf, don't youT And every-
body understood that your father was
golng to cut you out of his will, lu-
stead of loaving you the sole helr, |
wm Just ne fond of you, WiL"

W1l Thorpe looked nt her with slow-
ly rinitg snger. Bha did not réalize
what she was saylog, Had he ever
boon like that? Waa that the kind of
man that he had been, that she so con-
fidently lmagioed He was still?

“So when are you coming home,
Wil she continued. “When are you
coming home to me? she added
softly.

The traln conductor blew his whis-
tio. W looked her full In the face,
“Nover!™ ho answered roughly.

The phrty was moving toward the
tratn, Wil saw the look of smazed
indignation upon Marion's face, He
broke from her. Hoe mounted the
horse that was tethered to a post oute
slde the depot, The traln was start
tng. BDut Wil was riding for the
mountain slopos, and bis “never” rang
in his ears llke the sound of a chanted
chorus.

He fung hWlmself from his horse at
the cabin door which hid at that mo-
ment all that life held most preclous
for him,

“Norma!" he shouted, hammering
with his knuckles,

He heard her foolsteps: he saw her
stand before hlim, he caught her In
his armu

“Norma! 1 have
you," he erled

he

come home—to

Only Remedy for Selfishnoas
What Is most pitiful and st the
same tims amusing nbout the peaple
who give themselves up to selfinhness
ia their habit of referring the whole
universe to themselves. It ls ne it
they were at the center, with all lte
radiating about them. Through thelr
false wonse of adjustment they fnd
ihemselves continually sublected to
disappoloting and (reitating and dis
piriting  ndveniures, Attitude, re
marks, behavior, perhaps not In the
lofint related o thomeelved, thoy chuse

w assume nn  tmagisary  relation
Thelr feelings are |ikely to be in a
econtinual stute of turmoll, They en

courage it by persisting In the bellef
thst the teouble Ues ontsida,  And yot
the remedy s slways walting for them
In thelr copselovsnear, To make life
aver they need ounly to make over
themmalves,

Hanors Were Even,

A woman who bad some knowledgo
of baseball took a friend 1o a cham.
plonship contest, “lan't that One™
gald the first. “Wo have a man on
|overy base” “Why, yes™ sald the

HEN the very capltal clties
of eivilization He In perdl of
warfare, not many folk will
spare another thought for
Dinant on the Meuse; In-
deed, one of the least nmong cities,
gy a writer In Country Life. Yet
one may belleve that amonug the wan-
dering foll, the tourlsts, the |dle trav-
elers, there must have been grief for
Dinant when the Il news of ity fate
tume In. Who that knows that little
town between the llmestone cliff and
the water of the Meusa but will mourn
that history should terribly repeat her
self at Dinant? ‘Phe warllke days of
Dnant had long gone by. In her hour
of pride she had been cnst down, She
lyed humbly, You would have war-
ranted her that history should make
no mon troubles for Dinant. Yet now
her pame s the lust chapler as a
eity sharing the terrible fame which
has come udpon Louvein and Namur
ang Malines. Once again Dinant has
ceased to be
It wha in the yenr 1466 that the
futes lnst meddled with Dident, Then
she was o bonng ville, rich and pro4-
petous, a flef of the bishop of Liege.
Sixty thousand hot-blooded; hard-work-
[ng Walloons were within her srmed
Whalls, Hrasswork wos her crafl;
more than halt her eltizens plied
that elanging trnde. Head what the
Sira Philippe de Commines wrote of
Diant; "A mighty strong town It
wis,” sald he, “nnd rleh withall, by
renson of Its traflie In those works of
bruss that men call dinenderis, which
are pots npd pang dnd the llke <ot
ters  He goes on to tell you how
Dinant had quarreled with Bouvignes,
her neighboring town on the other
bk of the Meuse, onrrying unneigh-
borliness to the point of Nring upon
Bouvignes with two bombards and
other pleces of artillery until they of
Houvignes were consinined to work
und eat their dinners in the cellurs of
thelr houses. The Sire de Commines
tolly you that you will hardly belleve
what hatred these two towns had for
one another; they were, 1 think, twa
of o trade; Douvignes had ite own
brass-works,
Dinant's Former Destruction,

When King Louls of France fled up
the Wil from the Neld of Montihery,
leaving Charles the Hold to claim n
¥ictory smong those of his Hurgun-
disng who had not fled on the other
side, somebody brought falss news to
Dinant, Now Dinant hated the count
of Charoluls nlmost as much as It
hinted Douvignes, o town which was
held by Namur and was loyal to Bur.
gundy, Therefore, hearlbg of the
count’s dewth, It sepmed good to the
rbble of Dinunt that they should
march gayly towards the wally of Hoy-
vignes, carrying with thsm the stuffed
Alngie of & man,  This dishonored pup-
pet had 8 cow-bell elinking ot Its
neck. It wore a coat of miny colors
Bouvignoes, looking down from lts wall,
naw with horror the coat-armor of the
helr of Purgundy, saw the shapo
tucked up to a gallows and shot full
of nrrows by the popinjay shooters of
DMnant,  But Charled Count of Charo-
Inly was not dead, He was alive and
vengeful when Houvignes sent him
it tidings, Dinant knew that koon,
and quaked. A humble letter beseech-
Ing pardon was written out by two
alders of the town. Another letter
prayed King Louls that for pity's sake
and charlty he would intercede for
them with his terrible cousin,  No an-
pwer came,  In fear Dinant heard that
Charles had struck out the name of
Dinant from the st of rebel towns to
whom he would give his peace, For
nlgh upon a year Dinant walted unpar-
doned. On an August day of 1486 the
good Duke Philippe was carried Into
Pouvignes on a litter. Old and feable,
he was to see from the clif at Bou-
vignes the knlghtly vengeance that his
son would take dpon thess vile brass.
workers who had hanged the ntulhd
Imnge of & count;

Then came the count himsell under

T~
What Memory la.
The correct way to increase the pro-
duetivity of the memory 1a to link ev-
ery new thing with an understood
thought already in hand. Merely to
meworizse the Dible and thus to be
able, parrotiike, to spenk It by heart”
Is not memory. Intellectually and
omotionally to appreciate and under
atand one pesalm or proverb ls mem
ory., To know where to put your fin
gor on the rlght verse or passage of
the Bible on your table s practical
und useful recollection.  Dictionaries,
directories, encyelopedins, Indexes and
reference books do the mechanienl
purt for You. Heuson, assoclation,
adaptability and the perception of re
lationshipa 18 botter than much Latin
and Greek, bowever beautiful
and instructive these may be In them-
#nlves

more

All the Difterence She's Seen,
“Huh” sald Cordelln Killjoy, “The
chief difference bolween mon  and
women that 1'venoticed s thal a man
admits he has to learn what he knows
#hd & woman says Ity her lntuitiog
thit tells ber."—Kausus Clly Star,

triend, “and 80 bave ey

TORTRESS AND CHURCH

s

o bunner of 8t, George nnd the dragon,
with knights of the Fleece, with the
constnble of France, with many lords
of Brabant and Hainaut, with horse
and foot snd beavy wrtillery. The
Dipant men, st bay behlnd thelr wall,
raged ot the slght of him; it had come
to war ot last, and they were Wal
loons with arms in their hands. Di-
nant was sleged on all sides; the mas-
ter of the artillery brought his bomb.
ards up ngalnat the gates at full moon,
scattering such shot from his small
pleces that not a head might peep
over the wall, The captaln of the
brasaworkers' gulld would have fought
ta the end, and hiz vallant smiths with
him. But the magistrates wera give
Ing up the key, while the captiln was
carrying the elty bunner to the broken
wall, and the Hastard of Purgunds
came in nod the court after him, mag.
nificent, pitiless, to sit In Judgment
upen Dinant. A few rich men ran-
somed themsolves dearly. Hut there
was much hanging and heading, At
Bouvignes they will show you the
ollff from whieh Dinpst eltizens, tled
neck and heels, were dropped Into the
Meuge,
to house; merchants from Hrussels
hod come with curts to carry away
brassworks and  household  goods
bought cheap of the plunderers. Last
ran the fire from end to end of the
town. Dinant was “burned in such
fushion,'” sayve Olivier de la Muarche,
"that it seemed s though It hnd been
n riln for a hundred vears,” For six
years it Iny In its ashes, and then,
Httle by Nittle, the lle cama Lock to
It, though néver ngnain came hack the
pride and the wenlth, Its rock wag
crowned by a cltadel, and the citadel
Brought It storm and trouble fn the
Fronch wars,

Hut the town Hved meekly fn the
sight of Bouvignes; It never pros
pered. In July of 1814 it was selling
gingerbread to peasants, and post-
card pletures of its pretty old houses
to the tourists from thesNamur bogat,
showlug strangers the way up the cliff
by the 400 steps in the rock and serv-
ing dinners to hollday folk. In August,
o fatal month for Dinant, the Ger
mang came upon it with mightier
bombards than those toys with which
Messire Plerre de Hucquembae had
made ready to blow in the gates
Dinant onee nguin 18 4 ruin from end
to énd. Once ageln the chronicler may
write “Cy fust Dnant."

Even os Roachel mowmed for her
chilldren and would not be comfort-
€d, becauss they were not, so may this
forlorn. Belglum mourn for her per-
Inhed cities,

There wak lttls here for the over
curlous antiguary, Those sime nrobl-
tects who would call the ohurch of
Dinant notuble among all Belgian
churches had played here Industrious
ly thoke perverse tricks that thay
name restoration,

The new bridge was such a bridge
a8 cutining englneers will throw you
over any river of Europe. Not thus
wis the old bridge bullt that carried
n castle upon its arches, For the rest
you had the lines of high-gabled
houses wlose windows looked on the
water.  These, again, you will not
compare with houses on the Graslei at
Ghent, with the houses thut llne the
quays of DBruges. Yet the losa of
them 18 lamentable, irreparable. We
cannot rebulld antiquity, even though
it be but the last antiquity, the latest
hand's turn of work done before the
world fell into obedience of the ma-
chine and learned to rule Its straight
lines exactly, Of Dinant you may at
lenst say that wag what the old-fash-
foned landscape-man would frankly
eall * pleturesque;” he must have
called it mo many & time when he
took his sketch book to the western
bank and set to work upon it with a
seltleaded pencll,

A friendly Mtle town it was, one
of the decayed nobility among the
oltles, yet affable and welcoming the
stranger,

o .

When You Have Married a Wife.

When you have married & wife, you
would think you were got upon a hil)-
top, and might begin to go down by
an casy slope. But you have only end-
od courting to begin marrlage. Fall.
ing In love and winning love are often
diMeult tasks to overbearing and re
bellfous splrita; but to keep In love
s nlwo & business of some importance,
te which & man and wife must bring
Kindness and good will.—Robert Loula
Stevenson

| room to seés a review of the troops.

There was plilage from house |

|PERMISSION TO SEE TROOPS |

Admiralty Clerk Cheerfully Gave Up

His Window to Gentleman With
Numercus Relatives.

An Ingenuous clerk in the British

tdmiralty was ssked by n gentieman

with whom he had a s=llight pequaint-

ance whether he might come to his

“Certainly,” repiled the clerk
“May 1 bring my wife?"
“You."

“I have two daughters;
come?"

“Hy all menns.”

A second tipie the gentleman called
to ask whether a féw nletes might be
ndded to the band.

To this the clerk cheerfully as
gented,

“We cantiot be sullglently grateful
to you,” sald the gentleman, “for en
abling us to have so good a view of
the review.”

"1 am afraid,” snswered the clerk.
"that you und your fumily will not see
very much of it, for my Joom looks
out into a back yard"

may they

Letting the Bars Down.

"Shall | sgay 'the smart set ls' or
‘the smart set are’™ queried the cub
reporter.
"Say what you Hke" growled the
editor, “Whenever [ have anything to
sny about the smart set 1 throw my
grammar at the office cat.”

Soft Drinks Barred.

Three crows sat on the llmb of &
tree, and they were as dry as Crows
could be  Sald one old erow: "l
really think we'll surely die with
nanght to drink.” Sald another crow:
“1 ean't pee why—{for there a crowbar
stands near by."”

RIGHT THERE.

“Her husband wns rin over.”
"Now thint he 8 gone, [ presuma shia
realizea hla full value”

“She does. And she won't compro
milge for & cent less.”

Natural Sequence.
Mrs. Caller—1 suppose you have a
apeaking acqunintance with the wom:
an next door.

Mre. Nelghbori—I dld have for a
week dfter she moved in, but we nre
#0 well nequalnted now that we don't
speak at all

Information Wanted.
Little Lemuel—8ay, paw,
world a tail?
Paw——Certainly not, son,
Little Lemuel—Then why
ple say: “So * ags the world,”
no tail to wag?

has the

do peo-
Tt hns

A Home Deceiver,
“Mrs, Smith, your husbund was seen
in n bucket ghop this morning."
*Wall, 1 didn’t think John wonld re-
moember. | told him when he went off

kitchen”

No Room for Argument.
"It looks Hke raln (hls mornipg."
sald the milkman, while serving a cus-

tomer.

“Yeou," answered the womnan as she
glanced into the pitcber, “it sure
does."”

No Obligation,
“Whatever | have accomplizhed,”
sald the pompous man, “l owe tw my-
selr"
“How dellghtful It must be,” mur
mured a weary lsteper, "to be go clear
of debt.”
As Suggested.
Mr, Woaldhe—Migs Knox—er—Clara
1 hardly know how to expresa my-
welf, but—er—
Miss Knox (Interrupting)—Well, be

parcel post
Not for Her.
condition, Just the thing for a lady

to dtive: only three years old—"

“Three yoars old?  Oh, that wil

never do. | must have a 1616 wodel”
‘ In Other Worda.

legialative lobbylst. How about it?
The Other—You have been misin

formed

3 statewide campalgn of education

The Particular Age.

Patricn—S8o | hear

“Is she up to date®

*“Why, veu;
Mzed when they got hee”

Good Reason,

“Los me kKiss yon™

“No,” said the sweel voung thing

“Why not?
"

Protected Against Rogues,

It Is difficult 1n Germany for a pro-
fesslotial rogue to enter a fanily as a
domeatic wervant.  There every sory-
ant has a character book, In which the
mistrens must enter the dates of the
coming and leaving of the servant,
with her character while in serviee
This the girl s obliged 1o take to the
nearcst police station and have It
dated with the omvlll slnu:p

Greatest !h«p-antdiﬂi Cauntﬂu.

Hetween them, Australla and Argon:

tina pasture otothird of the world's
HTIUTS

| "Wall, | don't want 1o be
I'm oot going to know it°
Yes, Which?
niN=] sanx GIN today
Jil—What was he doing?
“Looking for a dlamond. ™

contemplating matrimony ™
*‘Maother Definition.

Little Lemuel—Whit's an egotist
paw?

Paw—Ao emotist, son,

whole freworks

that we necded bome new ones In the |

ing a lightweight, you might travel by

“Now this horse Is in the prime of

The One—Ther tell me you are a

| am engaged in eonducting

Patlence—=They've got a new cool,
I bolieve she was ster
asked the man.

No one will ever know

kissed It

“Uolng to start & basaball club or

s a penny
dox of matchea that thinks it s the

ofSCRAPER DREAM

Savoy Architect Had It Over 300
Years Ago.

Planned Bullding 361 Feet in Height,
But It Remained for America
to Realize His
Vision.

For many years foreigners have re-
garded the “skyscraper” as something
typical and o5
santially Ameri-
can. Now a con-
tributor to L1-
lustrution shat-
tors the (lusion;
he points out that
—as far back as
its origin goes,
anyway—the sky-
suriper s not
American ot all,
The {irst one was
planned over
threa centuries
pgo In a smoll
town ol Savoy.
In the year
1601, Jacques Perret, an architect Hv-
ing in Chambrey, designed a build-
Ing that, although It was never erect-
ed, may properly cluim to be the an-
castor of the modern skyscraper.
What a vislonary dreamer must have
been the architect who 300 years ago
planned an 1l-story bullding 881 feet
in helght—almost half ns tall a8 the
Woolwurth bullding In New York.
According to Perret's measurements,
the building was to have been 160
feet long and 140 feet bropd, And
the walls were to have been over 12
feet thick! But in 1601 the meth-
ods of bullding construction wera by
no means so modern as Perret's plans;
twelve-footr walls were none too thick
to support 11 stories. Here, ngaln,
however, the ingenuity of the archi-
tect showed itsell, for he found a way
of making use of the walls without
woakening thelr strength, “In the
thickness of the walls,” he wrote,
“aro lttle atalrways, cabinets and enp-
boards, from the bottom floor to the
top fleoj; thus there |8 no space
wanted.”
Evidently the bulliiing was designed
for a dwelling—peshaps an apartment
house, for in describing his project,
Perret wrote: “This great und execel
lent edifice can accommodate comfort
wble 600 peoplo.”
Considering the date of the deslgn,
the project of Jacques Porret was
in many wanys a remarkably prophetic
vislon., In ornatencss of detall and In
fanolful exnggeration the bullding sug:
gonts the sixteenth century, butin Its
generpl lines It represents a much
later period In architecture. Like the
most modern skyscrapers of New
York, it has & tower above the main
building. And whon he designed the
torraced roof, did Jaeques Perret
dream of a roof garden?

Strength of Cast Iron.
In a paper recently read before the
Soclety of Chemieal Industry the state-
ment was made that the strength of
cast fron was affected by the addition
of wrought Iron in tha following pro-
portiong: With 100 parts of cast lron
10 parts of wrought Iron Increases the
strength 2 per cent; 20 parts of
wrought iron increases the strength
42 per cent; 30 parts of wrought iron
increases the strength 60 per cent; 40
parts of wrought iron increasecs the
strength but 33 per cent. The maxi
mum result {8 therefore produced with
20 per cent wrought scrap,

Stainless Strel.

A Sheffeld steel firm has recently
evolved o new and novel product
which 18 ealled stainless steel, which,
when brought to a bright polished fin.
ish, i proof against rust, stalo or tar-
nish. ‘The first articles which have
been made from this steel are outlery,
nnd after a prolonged use this has re-
talned Ite original finish.  Although
spocimens were subjosted to & par
ticularly severe test on fruits of vari
ous kinds known quickly Lo stain erdl
nary steel, there wore no marks of any
kind upon the surface of the cutlery,

A Larger Modal,

“| ndvertised for a perfact $6," saild
the cloak manufacturer not unkindly.
“Well?" snapped the more than bux-
om applicant,
"You got things just reversed. Yoy
appear to be a perfect 63"

Days of Real Sport.
Teacher—The centaurs wers crea
tures with the head and arms of man
and the body of a horse
Billy (the Ty Cobb of his team)—
Gee! What a combination for battia’
and bas« runnia’!

The Difference.

“The mon they threw out of the
place was not like & burning house ~
“How so?™
“He was full of fire after he war
put out.”

Quite Another Matter.
g Mra. Oldboy In mourning tor he,
husband ***
“No
“Then who's kha In black for?™
“She's fo black for him "

The Handlcap

“The police will woon catch the ao
seanding defaulter.”

“"How do you kpow?"

‘Bocatse e bhas no money for run

ning expoases.”

Their Use,

‘Pon’t you think they ought to pass
blunket bills for paving!™

“What makes you think that?™

“They would come in baudy for the

hed of the strecta™

His Rele.

*l suppose since the baby ecame,
| rour hudband Is uo longer the kero
ot your domestic drama?™
“Oh, no, he ls merely the walking
gentlemun®
Valuable Farm Land.

It is said that In some localities in
Japan farm land sells for §10,000 an
here,

HE WAS SWEET-LOOKING COP

Humible Mald Servant Expresses Ad-
miration for General Wood, Chief
of Staff c¢f the Army.
Gen. Leonard Wood, chief of staff
of the United States army, has had
many expresalons of admiration voleed
as to his personnl appearance. It re
mained, however, for & humble maid
servant to apotheosize bis looks.
A young girl—who, knowlig the
genertl, worships him as her hero—
always keeps a photograph of him in
uniforn on her dressing table. One
day, entering her bedroom suddenly,
she chanced upon her newly acqulred
maid, who stood agape, with gleaming
eyes, holdlng the photograph in her
hand,
Btartled
naked:
"What's he, misa?"
“He's an officer, Norah.," The young
migtress deemed that answer sufli-
clent,
"Giee, miss,” wus the breathless com-
ment &y the maid put down the ple
ture lngeringly; "but ain't he the
swoeet-lookin' cop!"—Neale's Monthly.

into speech, the seryvant

SHE ATTRACTED THE COPPERS.

Mrs. Oldwed—Why did you pick out
Bueh a pretty cook?

Mry, Newwed—My husband ls nway
a great deal, and I wanted to have
police protection,

Convineing Proof.

"How cun you tell whether a man
has been marrled only a short while
or long enough to get used to it?"

“You can tell that very easily by ob
serving how he says, ‘I have a wife
to provide for.'"

“Yey?"

“If he says it proudly, he hosn't
bheen married long, but if he says It
with an alr of deep dejectlon you may
be sure that the lrop has entered his
soul.”

Doubitful.

“How would you lke to be a wound
ed French soldler from the trenches
convaleseing in a luxurious Parls ho
tel, which had been converted into o
military hoapital, and with & beautiful
nurse to wait on you who was prob
nbly & nobleman's daughter?"

“No doubt that would be fine, but |
don't belleve 1 would enjoy heaven
much if 1 had to go through hell to
get there,”

Getting Serious.

Mr, Newpop (2 a. m. at the phone)
—Hello, doctor! Can you come down
and see the baby right away?

Doctor—What seems to be the trou-
bla?

Mr. Newpop—I—I'm nol quite sure,
but 1 think he has insomnia.

Her View,

Patlence—1 read in & paper todny
that 90 per cent of the stenographers
Are women.

Patrice—Of course; trying to blame
nil the bad spelling on the poor
women,

No Man,

Patlence—And you say she s In
clined to be exclusive?

Patrice—1 should say so! Why, it
Is sald ghe sometimes sits L. the par
lor all alope with the gas turned down
low.

Deserved Punishment.

“Did you ever have a desire to go
on the stage?' asked the man whe
had a minor part in the show,

“Oh, yes,” replied his nelghbor
“The first time 1 ever saw you try tc
act I did.™

Used to Growling.

Mrs. Myles—What has become of
that nurde you used to have for your
pet dog?

Mrs, Styles—Oh, she's married.

“Bhe ought to get along all right
She's used to growling.”

Seemed So.

Bacon—1 see the human family |e
subject to about twelva hundred dif
ferent kinds of disease and allments

Egbeért—Well that can't be right, for
my wife has over twelve hundred
nilments alona

A Scarecrow.

Bill=1 eee a woman who conducts
a tarm near Los Angeles wears male
clothing when at work

Jill—=That possibly saves the trouble
of putting up a scaretrow.




