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he m’s S-eT;ret,
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CHAPTER 1I1.—(Continued.)

Forget her! As Jack turned into the
house, after watching the carriage down
the drive, his head and heart were on
fire with thé memory of her last linger-
lng look, and the blood danced In his fin
gers as he recalled the warm, clinging
pressure of her hand at parting.

“I think I must be mad when she is
near me, for somehow I always manage
to believe in the possibility of her love
for me when in her presence,” he mut-
tered, remorsefully. “And, If she did
love, what then? Could I throw Ethel
over? My sweet, pure little Ethel, it
wounld break her beart! 1 must get rid
of this folly. I'll finish Ethel's letter at
once, and send it off by the morning post.
I'll write a long, loving letter to the poor

lttle girl; it will do me as much good to

write it as it will her to receive "

This time he commenced with “My
dear Ethel” and then, before proceeding
further, he made a close examination of
the besutifully executed address and
erest on the paper.

The crest of “Mallyngs”"—as the name
was originally spelled—a tiger's head and
front paws in repose, with the motto,
“Let the sleeping lie,” particularly in-
terested him. He had stood for many a
minute during the past week in front
of one of these emblems of the family
circle—fierce, ungovernable—and ponder-
#d the probable events that had caused
it to be bestowed on them as their
badge.

“] wonder why she never married?”
he mused. “I wonder If mine is the true
reason, and there really ls some poor
beggar in the background awaiting her
twenty-fifth birthday? 1 shall have a
clmnce of finding out if I accept her In-
vitation for the partridge shooting in
Beptember, for Lord Summers told me
she would be twenty-five in that month.
Ought I, in justice to Ethel, to place my~
self In the way of such temptation?
Bosh! I must be a weak fool indeed if I
cannot live in the society of a beautiful
woman without making an idiot of my-
self! Besides if I come and see for my~
self that she is really ‘gone’ on some
lueky fellow, it will be the most complete
cure I could find for my own folly.”

But Jack knew this to be false rea-
soning; nevertheless he would not listen
to conscience, and, with a gloomy brow
and tightly compressed lips, sat glaring
moodily at the blank sheet of paper be-
fore him. v

“WIll you take your luncheon in here,
glr? It will seem less lonely than in the
dining room, I think."

Jack looked up in surprise at the

“I must have been sitting here nearly
three hours. I don't mind where I Innli
Mrs. Perkins.”

“Then I'll put it In here, sir; It's
brighter and more cheerful than the din-
ing room.” R

Mrs., Perkins walked fo a sideboard
and flicked away an imaginary speck of
dust.

“Do you say she neversknew about
her heiress-ship until after her father's
death ¥

“Yes, sir. She says he would not tell
her because he was afraid she might be
tempted to leave him. [ belleve they
were In dreadful straits sometimes."

“It must have been a wonderful
change for her when she came here."

“It was indeed, sir—so great that she
can never to this day bear to recall that
dreadful time, and refuses to talk about
it to any one.

. CHAPTER IV.

Ethel Mallet knelt on a chair, her
bonny face pressing closely against the
window pane. The room being on the
second floor, it was only by so doing
that she could see the steps that led up
to the front deor. It was a quarter past
eight, and she was watching anxiously,
as she had dome for several mornings,
past, for the coming of the postman. She
left her position presently, and bustled
about, putting little finishing touches to
the breakfast table.

“It is hard on poor dear dad to have
to put up with petty inconveniences,”
she said, affectionately, as she laid the
morning newspaper next the roses, and
looked to see if she could do anything
further to beautify the unlovely lodging
house breakfast table. “I know the sight
of a stain on the tablecloth takes away
his appetite. With the very next few
shillings I make by my copying I'll buy
a couple of tablecloths, and then we can
have an extra one without asking Mrs.
Philpott for it and risking black looks
for the rest of the week. Oh, here you
are, papal I thought you were going
to be late—and it is your Kensington
day, too. Ah, there's the postman! I
wonder If he has a letter for me?, Isn't
it strange that Jack has written ouly
once in a whole week 7’

“Young fellows always find plenty of
occupation in the country;.you must not
worry about it, my child.” This remark
was rather uncalled for, as Ethel, the
whole week through, had scrupulously
avoided mentioning the subject of Jack's
neglect. “The country round Mallingford
is particularly attractive, and I can guite
understand that Jack is feasting his soul
on its beautles.”

“Oh, papa, do you know Mallingford?
You never said so before!"—and Ethel
was just about to launch out into a
string of questions when her thoughts
were diverted by the appearance of the
servant with the fish for breakfast, and
a letter.

“For me, and from Jack!” she ex-
claimed, breathlessly; but she did not
attempt to read it until she had attended
to every little want of her father's, and
seen him comfortably settled for his
morning glance over the leaders In the

newspapers. '

Then she took up the letter and be-
gan reading it. As she read, the aweet
anticipation of pleasure faded slowly
from her face, and she laid the epistle

“Were you here In Bir Paul's time?” | down, looking -perplexed and troubled.

be asked, more because the poid Ilady
wanted to talk than from any interest he
took in the matter.

“Bless you, sir, I've been & servant In
this house for turned fifty years! 1
began as under housemald at sixteen,
and here I've been ever since; so I'm
what you may call an old servant.”

“Of course you remember Miss Mall-
ing’s mother? 8he must have been a
beautiful woman."

“Sometimes she was and sometimes
she wasn't. BSBhe was handsome enough
naturally; but she had such- an awful
temper that it gquite disfigured her at
times. I've known her to sulke« about
~the lrouse for a month at a time because
her brother, the late Sir Paul, had re-
fused her some trifling thing. We were
quite relieved when she got married,
and “went away on the Continent with
her husband. You see she was many
years younger than her brothers, Bir
Paul and the present baronet, Sir Geof-
frey, and was a bit spoiled in conse-
quence—though there is.an old saying
in the family that a Malling's daughter
is always a fiend, asking your pardon
for the word, sir; so it's lucky Miss
Pauline is only a Malling by adoption.”

“Then you think she has eccaped the
failing usual to the ladies of the fam-
iy 7

“I should not like to give an opinion
of my mistress’ disposition. It would be
very bad taste on my part, sir. Miss
Malling, during the six years she has
been mistress here, has been everything
one could desire.”

“] beg your pardon,” he said, politely.
“1 did not wish to betray you Into dis-
respect for Miss Malling. My guestion
was the natural outcome of your remark
as to Miss Maling's being only a Mall-
ing by adoption.”

“To be sure, sir; and that takes me
back to what I was saying. Miss Paul-
fne's mothér was away on the Continent
with her husband directly after they
were martied, and roamed about for
years from one country to another with
him; she never came home again, poor
dear! Bhe died when Miss Paunline was
fifteen years old; and then Sir Paul was
anxious to have the child with him In
England, as he had made her his heiress,
fn consequence of the other brother,
Geoffrey, having married ‘withont his
consent. _Buat Major Lufton would not
part with his daughter, and refused even
to let her come on a visit; so we none
of us ever saw Miss Pauline until she
came here, a grown woman, to take her
place as mistress of Mallingford.”

T suppose you koéw her ut once by
her Hkeness to her mother?’ -

“Strange to say, we didn't, sir! To be
sure she was very ill, for her father had
been dead six months before she heard
a word about belng heiress to this prop-

erty, and all that time, to keep herself

starving, had been teaching in some
convent. But even as she re-
her looks we watched In vain for
in the voice or the expression

.

She went on pretending to eat, filled her
father's cup when he pushed it toward
-Ber, and resolutely kept silence until he
'had 1aid down his newspaper und caught
her wistful look.

“Well, what are you waiting to say?”’
he asked.

“] don't know;. Jack has written a
nice, long letter, and yet I am disap-
pointed. I'm never satisfied; am I, dad?
He tells me hgre that he's very lonely,
and a line or two lower down he says
that~Miss Malling, of whom he gave such
a glowing description in his first note,
has left for London. 1 know I'm nar-
row minded, but I can't help fancying
that it's more her absence than mine
that makes him lonely. As if 1 did not
know Jack to be ome of the most hon-
orable men in the world! Please call me
a few hard names, dad, and make me
ashamed of myself.”

But Mr. Mallet did nothing of the sort.

“] think It extremely bad taste on
Jack's part to fill his letters to you with
descriptions of another woman’s beau-
t,..'

“Now, there you are wrong! It's just
that that satisfies me as to Jack's good
faith. If there was one scrap of unfair-
ness to me In his admiration for Miss
Malling he would not write so openly
about it. It was only my nonsense about
being jealous, youn know."

“You are a veritable little bee, suck-
ing the honey and leaving the poison.
1’'ll not say one word against your hero,
my dear. But I don't like to hear of
any slight being' put upon you. You
know I dom’t think him worthy of my
little girl.”

“You conceited old dad,” Ethel said,
with a smile, “to think your girl better
than any one else’s! Why, Jack is much
too good for me! KEven you admit he's
clever.”

“Granted. DBut who Is he? He has a
straight nose and a_good pair of shoul-
ders; but what walslall grandfather?
Have you ever asked him?"

“Papa! What an extraordinary ques
tlon that would be for me to ask him!
I dare say his grandfather was as good
a man as mine.” .

“My dear, your grandfather was. one
of the oldest commoners in England. The
Mallings of Mallingford hold themselves
among the best people in Exbridgeshire.”

Ethel looked at her father as if she
feared his reason had given way.

“I dare say you are very astonished.
You have always known me as a hard-
working drawing master, and of course
concluded I had never beem anything
else. My dear, that Mallingford Park,
of which Jack writes so enthusiastically,
is mine by all just laws of succession.
But my elder brother, the late owner, cut
me off with a shilling because I annoyed
him about a trifling matter, and left the
whole property to my niece, your cousin,
Pauline Lufton.”,

“And 1 am eighteen, and this in the
first word I bave ever heard of it!"

“Yes, and most likely the last, for It
is a subject I don't care to talk about
1 don't think 1 should have spoken of it
pow If 1 had not felt extremely annoyed
with Jack for hls ungentieman-like neg-

| do it at once. I think it would
| break my heart, but I would deo

I lect during the past week. You
well born as this cousin of your
whom he raves, and I will not allow
to slight you in any way." o
| “Daddy, will you let me manage
matter myself? You have s0 av 4
me by what you have just said ¢
am almost bewildered, and can hard)
think of anything else. But 1 am sur
that I am too self-conceited to let Ju
really slight me. If I thought he wan
ed me to give him his freedom [ wouy

would not bestow myself where I
lightly thought of.” - Ak
“Heaven bless my child! 1 can &
you to support the family ]
for self-respect; and, Ethel, if you
writing to Jack to-day, don’t
that subject. I have reasonus
wishing him to know anything
matter until I tell him myself.™
Ethel looked disappointed. She
ed her father his hat and g :
kissed her hand to him from tle w
as he turned the corner of the
and then went back to her letter,
read it through more than once, her
wearing a thoughtful expression.
she sat down with loosely clasped
thinking over the letter even when she
had returned it to her pocket. .

“l am sure of it—he loves thh“w
Malling! Papa did not call her by that
name. I forget now what he called her;
but it was not Malling.

It
dislike to parting with Jack ! ‘ﬂ

nonsensical fancy at the timej bl',. 1
know now it was a real forewal of
this sorrow., He will never m
just the same as he went, even If he
gets over this fancy for her. Jack—
dear old Jack—why—why did you speak
of your love for me until you were gl
—quite eertain you could never for
any one else? Oh, Jack, I can't let you
go, dear!” : 9 e
With a heart-broken little eory she
threw herself upon the cushiom.

CHAPTER V. 3

Babette's arms and back ached almost
beyond endurance, yet the con-
tinned to play over Pauline ag's
hair as it hung in luxuriant mn
down her back. Pauline was deep In
thought, for the Duke of Bennolr had
just sent her the exquisite bunech of
roses she held in her hand, with the lit-
tle note lying open on the table, and she
was making up her mind as _to whether
she should accept or reject the offer she
knew he would make when hé ealled by
and by. -

“Did I ook really well Ilast night,
Babette?” she asked.

“Mademoiselle is irresistible when she
chooses,” murmured the French woman.

Miss Malling again relapsed into deep
thought. :

“If 1 could only be sure of the past
remaining the past, if I were only ecer
tain that ugly facts wonld not turm up
unexpectedly to face me, I would marry
this poor ereature with a title—I wonld,
if only to save me from myself. Surely,
after six years of safety and presperity, |
am never going to be such an utter idiot
as to risk loss of everything, because this
poor painter is good looking and charm-
ingly candid. I hate myself for my
weakness. Only ten days ago I began
this flirtation for my own am ent
and to annoy that big-eyed,

child, to give her n few unha hours
as a set-off against the perpetual
her mere existence eauses me, and, before

1 am certain that either of these purposes
is accomplished, L wake up to the humilk
iating knowledge that 1 am caught in my
own trap, that for the first time in my
tife I have fallen in love!”

She burst into scornful laughter, so
startling Babette that the ivory-backed
brush flew out of her hand, and she
stood with round eyes and open mouth
regarding her mistress’ face in the glass,

“What is the matter with you? Why
are you staring at me like that?’ |

By an effort Babette recovered her
asual subduned, respectfnl expression.

“] feared mademoiselle was not well,”
she murmured, apologetically.

“Ngqusense! Go on with your brush-
ing, and do not take notice of what does
not concérn you.” !

“Rhe i8 a very eat!” Babette said, cone
fidentially, to the brush, as she picked it
up. ‘{ should like to know what wicked-
ness she is plannig now."”

“Perhaps it is not to be wondere! at,
after all,” Panline mused. "“He is so
different from the men one usually meeta
—80 honestly simple, so bright and true,

so sensitively honorable. 1 believe he
wonld marry that chit in spife of me if
the release did not come from her. It
shalll If I cannot have him, she nevér

ghalll! On that one point my mind is
fully made up!”

iI'c he eontinned.)

A Night of It.

“Popley’s got an awful big famlily.
It must be awful to feed all of them.*™

“] guess so. I realized last night
what it meant to have about a hundred
mouths to feed.” -

“(GGoodness! did you have to enter-
tein that many people?”’

“No mosquitoes,” — Philadelphia
Press.

Important, if True.
“Have you ever attempted to play
‘Hamlet? " asked the manager,
“No, sir. I do not consider myself
fitted by nature to Ilmpersonate the
melancholy Dane.”
“Then you are indeed, as you have
sald, an exceptional actor. 1 will give
you a job."—Chieago Tribune.

The New Girl,

Doy was out for a walk and met anl
old friend of her father.

“And how old are you, little one?®
asked the old gentleman.

But Dolly was indignant.

“I'm hardly old at all; I'm nearly
new,” she answered, tossing bher head
—Chilcago Journal.

e Higheat Office,

The Forelgner—The presidency, I be-
lteve, 1s the highest office within the
gift of the American people, Is it not?

The Native—No; the highest office Is
the weather signal station on Plke's

peak.

Bure Rign,
Edyth—1 think Stella s beginning
to get uneasy about the future,
Mayme—Because why?
BEdyth—8he has begun to speak of
spinsters as malden ladies,

)
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A Labor-Baving Bag.

It is not an easy task for
who must do all of the wotk
the farm most of the year to

the. man
around
some things alone, so that If he Is at
all ingenlous he welcomes the devices
which whl enable him t6 do his work
more easily Here is a plan for one
man to bandle grains or any other
thing which may be placed In a bag
which is stored In the upper part of
the barn and must go to the maln
floor. Take a bag of strorg material,
a seed bag is the best, and have It re-
sewed so that it will be a trifle smaller
at the top than In any other part; a

LABOR-SAVING BAG.

light iron or strong wire hoop is then
sewn around the top, so that the bag
is kept gpen and yet the contents are
not easily spilled out. Two rings are
placed In the bottom of the bag sev-
eral inches apart and a ring Is alipped
over the wire or iron hoop before it is
sewed to the bag. Place a strip of
lumber properly .braced over the top
of the door and to it fasten three pul-
leys, the cenier one fastened so that
It will come down some four Inches
lower than the others. Now fasten one
rope to the ring in the hoop, run it
through the first and the third pulleys
and you have the ralsing and Jowering
rope. Then fasten a second rope In
the ring at the bottom of the bag, the
one farthest away, run it through the
second ring and then up through the
middle pulley and you have the con-
trivance by which the bag may be
easlly dumped. A glanée at the fllus
tration will show how useful this ap-
plinnce is and bhow readily it will work
in practice. :

. Derrick for Btacking Hay.
Where there |s much hay to stack

a derrick. There are numerous plans
for bullding a derrick, but none Is sim-
pler or cheaper than this design, which
is the Invention of a farmer, who says:

I have tried to' make a drawing of
a derrick that 1 put up to stack hay
with this year. It works so slick that
I am sure it will please anybody. The
pole is 10 inches at the butt, 5 at top
and 47 feet long. 1 made a mortlse
at the butt through which to put a
chaln to fasten it to the tree. Twenty-

HAY DERRICK.

two feet, from that I bored an inch
hole, through which to put a plm to
keep legs from slipping. 1 used
erotches for legs, and wired them fast
to the pole. 1 twisted four No. 12

" | wires together for cable with which to

stiffen pole by guying to tree as
shown In cut. I can take a falr-sized
load .at four forkfuls with this rig.
When we get a stack done we rope the
two legs together, hitch a team of
[horses to them, as lllustrated, and haul
it over to a new place; It works llke a
If I had not had the
tree handy I should have set a 50-foot
pole In the ground 4 or b feet, staying
it with a couple of guy cables. I
should fasten butt of pole the same as
a boom; then 1 could bulld stacks
three-quarters of the way round the
center pole, We bulld our stacks 22
feet square and 25 to 28 feet high.
By having a pulley at the legs, as
shown, the hay will not rub against
the stack, but swing clear and drop
right in the middie of the stack, there-
'by keeping the center of the stack
'solid, thus making it sure to keep

’M
Use the' Whitewash,

A writer in a prominent poultry
-mﬂmmtmmnonldh
s i it ba s

it is he means
 renovated. The poultryman who

labor and time may be saved by using-

works on this plan can not keep the
house free from vermin and disease
no matter how freely he may use In-

| sect powder, and how thoroughly the

whitewashing is done twice a year.
| Twenty years of experience In ralsing
po has taught the writer than no
house ought to go longer thin two
months without being thoroughly
whitewashed In every nook and crev-
fee. ‘In certaln seasons the work is
done more frequently. All our houses
are built with scratching sheds so it
Is to do the whitewashing while
the hens are in the shed and then by
shutting them in the house whitewash
the Scratching sheds. [nsect powder
‘is, of course, a necessity, but less of it
will be necessary If the houses are
kept clean by lime and disinfectant.

Reform in Milking.

Additional knowledge and the ne-
cessity for looking after every detall
in order that the dairy may be profit-
able, has resulted in wonderful im-
provements in the care of cows and
of the milk afterward. BStringent
health laws of the several cities have
forced the shiftless man to wake up
or else get out of business. There are
still many opportunities for improve-
ment, particularly along the line of
cleanliness of the cows and of the sta-
bles and milking along more scientific
lines. If the dairyman was half as
clean as the milkman there would be
little to complain of. The milkman
must, of course, keep his milk on fce,
but use an abundance of scalding
water in the washing of bottles and
utensils of tin, and further purify
them In the sun. I go further and
wash the little crates of wood In which
bottles of milk are carrled using hot
water and scouring soap and give
these, too, a sun bath. Bee that ice
boxes are scrubbed with hot water
daily, that the milkhouse floor is also
scrubbed, and then thoroughly dried.

Door for a Hog Honse.

There is no good reason why  the
door to the hog house should be made
of heavy boards and kept shut nor
why the house should be without any
door iIf one will work out this simple
plan, Take some strong burlap or an
old fertilizer bag and get a few laths.
Plate the laths an inch apart on both

DOOR FOR THE HOG HOUSBE.

‘sides of the bag (crosswise) and fasten
them to each other, nalling through
the bag. Hem the edges of the bag
so they will not ravel, then fasten over
the opening In the door, letting it near.
ly touch at the bottom. The laths will
welght It suficlently to hold it in place
so that it will keep out cold and storm,
yet It will be sufficiently light so that
the hogs can push it with their heads
when they want to get In or out of the
house, The illustration shows the plan
plainly and It will work better than
any door we know of, obviating the
trouble of opening the door every time
the hogs are to be let out. If desired
the regulation board door may be put
in place, to be closed when desired.

Bpraying with Bordeaux,

I have been spraying with the liguid
[ bordeanx, arsenate of soda, and arse-
nate of soda and arsenate of lead com-
bined for several years with good re-
sults. 1 glve one good spraying just
before the bloom, a second just as
soon as most of the bloom has fallen,
a third a week or two later, a fourth
about a month later and made a fifth
application last year still a month
later, or the last of July or the first of
August. For the ]ast two applications
fhe bordeaux was not used at full
strength but the llme was Increased
rather than diminished and the arse-
nates about the same, With a strong
mixture all the season, the follage I9
sometimes Injured, especially In wet
weather, and when the leaves drop
the fruit quits growing and does not
take on the most beautiful color nor
have the best flavor.—Ohlo Cor. Amer-
fcan Agﬂcultm‘st

Cure for Barb Wire Cuta,

I had a young horse cut on wire so
badly I decided to shoot him, My wife
objected to that and made salve which
her father (veterinary surgeon) had
used for twenty-five years with unfalil-

seven weeks without a blemish. This
recipe has neéver been allowed before
the publle, but with his comsent it is
herewith Inclosed. Unsalted lard one
pint, wood soot “one-half pine, - burnt
alum two tablespoonfuls, turpentine
ona tablespoonful, carbolic acid eight
drops. From the simplicity of the In-
gredients 1t is marvelous to nots the

resuits—A. R. B, in Rpitomist,

ing success. My horse was cured. in|
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F. Hopkinson BSmith’'s pew book,
“The Wood Fire in No. 8,” is sald to
resemble “outwardly and Inwardly,”
his “Colonel Carter's Christmas.”

Miss Clara Driscoll, who wrote “The
Girl from La Gloria,” Is famous in
the Southwest through her patriotie
purchase of the historic Alamo prop-
erty, which she bought to preserve
from demolition and which the Btate
!-or Texas, now alive to the value of the
property as a historical memorial, is
' repurchasing from her. The sum total
was $65,000,

After “Bherlock Holmes" and “Raf-
fles,” comes “McAllister,” the good-
tempered but blundering clubman,
whom Arthur Train makes the hero of
csome entertaining complications in
“McAllister and His Double;” stories
disclosing some of the Ingenlous
schemes of the more intelligent. class
of criminals, and partly, at least,
brought to light in the course of Mr,
Traln's career as assistant district
attorney in New York.

B. W. Hornung, creator of “Raf-
fles,” has put the finishing touches to
the history of that distinguished
ecracksman, and in the book in which
the final series of “Rafiles” storles is
shortly to appear disposes of that ad-
venturous rascal for good and all. It
is dlleged that he will not, as Conan
) did with Sherlock Holmes, al-
Jow his hero to rise from his own ash-
es, llke the fabled phoenix, at the de-
mand of a clamorous p\ﬁille. Mr,
Hornung's work has, until recently,
attracted more attention In America
than it has in England.

Matt. Stan. Kemp, author of “Ande
Trembath,” is better known in Pitts-
burg as Rev. Matthey Btanley Kemp,
of Turtle Creek, where he has
preached for several years. The plot
of the story is chiefly lald In Cbrn-
wall, England, a reglon the author
knows well, his father, a miner, hav-
ing been born in that country. At the
age of 10 the senlor Kemp took his son
to England to be educated. The re-
sults of this early sojourn are seen In
the touches of local color, a broad
Corndsh dialect, and a liberal sprink-
ling of Cornish legends and folk-lore.

It is sald that Henry W, Boynton's
blography of Bret Harte and his liter-
ary career, recently published as a vol-
ume In an English blographical serles,
does not please certaln reviewers be-
cause of Its moderate tone. Mr. Boyne
ton is not much given to panegyrics,
but his literary judgment is much re-

—

he

wWas a literary artist in his lim-
ited range, ' '

!nglhfh reviewers seem to cherish

erature—when they are graclous
enough to admit that we have a lit-
erature. Now here is Clement Shor-
ter, a London critic of reputation, who
asserts that George W. Oable, In
“Madame Delphine” and “0ld Creole
Days,” has probably made more per-
manent contributions to literature
than any living American man of
letters. While Howells and Mark
Twain and Henry James, not to speak
of Joel Chandler Harris and James
Whitecomb Riley, are still living there
will be many who will “beg leave to
differ” with the distinguished English
critie. N

CABS IN RUSSIA,

Tricks of the Drivers.

In no European country are ocab
fores so cheap as In Russia, for there
is no tariff at all. On the rank are
half a dozen drivers on the boxes of
thelr droskies—tiny victorias, hung
low and with just room for two If the
two clasp walsts after the Russlan
mode,

If you know just about how far yoa
want to drive you take the first driver
and tell him where you.want to go
and what Is the price offered. The eti-
quitte Is followed Invarlably, The
driver throws up hls eyes In horror.

that so ridiculous a price must be dou-
bled before he could look at It,

You are not decelved. You walk on.
And before you are gone ten paces
the cabman ls after you, polnting po-
litely to the seat In the drosky and,
with a grin, repeating frequently the
Russian equivalent for “please.”

But If you are driving to a destina-
{fon at an unknown distance It ls nec
(essary to ask the opinlon of the first
bellied, belted, bearded brigand on the
box of a drosky. Then It I8 your turn
to throw your eyes to heaven and eall
ou the sailnts. A quick problem In
division works {tseif out In your head.
Threes Into a rubla? And you put
yourself up to a Dutch aunction along
the rank. “Hotel So-and-so, sorok
Ikopeckt“ you ery, with a leaning to-
| ward generosity. There Is a race for
yeu. You drive a long way In Moscow
for a dime.

A Good Place,
“1 got & halrcdt toany.™
“What! In cold weather like this?*
"Y".”
“Well, I wouldn't tell anybody.”
“No, I'm keeping It under my hat™
—(leveland Plain Dealer.

Perhaps one reason that the Jewish
husband Is the best In the world is
that he is not nagged into going to
church more than once a year,

Fares Are Low if You Are Up to the

He ecalls upon the saints to witness




