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CHAPTER X.—(Continued.)

Left alone for the last time, Smith teok
the girl in his arms againo,

“Remember your promise not to say a
word about my plans antil to-morrow
morning, when you may tell everybody if
you wish."”

“l shall remember,” said the girl; “it
is a safe promise. I could not possibly
reach my father's plantation before morn-
fog. It's a terrible road. 1 don’t sup-
posé there's a horse in the settlement.
You'll be safe from me."

“l know that, of course,”
young officer.

“Now promise me something in return.”

“Anything you wish, my darling.”

“Please be careful of yoursell. Don't
get hurt, I couldn't bear it after waiting
all these years for you.”

“Then you did wait for me!
len, Ellen ™

He strained her to his heart and kissed
her in farewell. But the parting had
to be a brief one. 1f his ship should
take ground on the shore, that would be
the end of his undertaking. He saw her
safely aboard the boat, which presently
landed ber with Chloe in attendance at
the little fshing village, consisting of
half a dozen hovels on the strand.

Sending Chloe to seek a shelter for
them for the night, she stood on the
beach, her eyes filled with tears, watch-
ing the beat return to the ship, watching
the figure of her lover alome aft, watch-
ing the ship itself gather way, round the
bend, and enter the inlet. When should
she see him again? How should that
plighted word between them be carried
out? He had told her—indeed, she knew
it—that a great conflict must ensue be-
fore the Confederates could be subdued,
or, in case of success, gain their inde-
pendence. It was hardly possible that
they could marry until the war was over.
Bhe knew his impetuous, daring natare,
She felt sure that he would be in the
thick of the fighting. He might be kill-
ed. He might be killed in the next few
bours !

said the

Oh, El

CHAPTER XI.

Miss Kllen was so thoroughly miser-
able, so entirely oblivious to her sar-
roundings, that she did not hear a horse-
man approaching until the horse was al-
most upon her. The rider stared at her
curiously as he drew near, recognized her
gresently, threw himself instantly from
his borse, took off his hat and bowed low
before her.

“Why, Miss Ellen Jones!” he exclaim-
ed, “what are you doing here? Why are
you not on the Greyhound? I saw her
rounding xonder point a few moments

“Captain Haywood,” faltered poor El-

She did not know what te say to him.
Bhe knew that he was in love with her.
The son of a neighboring planter, he had
paid court to her before she went to the
Bahamas. Although be had received no
encouragement from ‘the young woman
herself, her father hQ.‘ made no wsecret
of his approval of the young pma’s suit.
80 barked, Haywood “still maintained
hopes that he would uitimately win her.

Haywood had been a naval officer, who
had resigned his commission and gone
South at the outbreak of the war; there-
after he had joined with Major Jounes in
equipping the privateer, of which be was
to have command.

“We have beén looking for the Grey-
hound most eagerly,” he continued. “Bhe’s
two. days overdue, according to eur cal-
culations, The Ellen is all ready but the
guns. I've been looking for you as well,”
be added. “1 am surprised to find you
here. What does it mean?

“What are you doing here yourself,
Captain Haywood 7" asked the girl

“] yode down to the point this safter-
noon to find out if the ship were in sight.
You cannot know how anxious we have
been. 1 was rejoiced beyond measure
when 1 saw her round the bend. I hail-
ed her, hoping to get aboard, but she was
going rapidly and they didn't pay any at-
teution to me. They didn’t recognize me,
probably, ss she was some distance from
the shore, so 1 came on here to bait my
horse and then ride back to the ship. It's
fifteen miles. 1 ought to reach there in
an bour and a half.”

“Fifteen miles in an hour and a half!
Ower such a road?” exclasimed Miss Ellen,

“The government bas made a pew road
along the river bank to be used in trans-
porting supplies and moving troops. It's
muech shorter than it used to be and in
first-rade order. But you haven't told me
why you are bere.”

lll___l -

Her plighted word rose before her. She
could not tell the truth, she would not
tell a lie, yet nothing but the truth would
serve, There was no reason why a young
woman should land there ‘from a ship
which was going directly to her destina-
tion and would land her at her own place
in two hours. There was no reason why
ghe should be In this wretched place at
all

“] had a—a disagreement with Captain
Smith.”” The fatal word slipped out in
spite of herself.

“Smith!” exclaimed the
Haywood. “Why, I thought
was Evers!”

“Yes, yes, | mean Captain Evers.”

“But what sort of a disagreement could
« you possibly have which would warrant
you in leaving the ship here and at
uight? 1 don't understand.”

*Captain Haywood,” maid the girl des-
perately, “1 do not recognize any right
in you to eatechise me In this msanner.
I lapnded from that ship because [-—I
wanted to. I am not required to give you
any explanation whatsoever of my move
’ﬂltl.”

Miss Ellen spoke with indignant fervor,
but she was not remarkably good at eva-
sion, and Captain Haywood was a very
shrewd, intelligent young officer,

His suspicions were immediately arous-
by her refusal to acoount

nstonished
his name

| for her presence on the shore, He thought
hard ag he stood before her.
bearing, he noticed, was thar of a person
concealing something. The Greyhound
was very latg, He had poticed that she
was remackably light in the water, too,
almost as if in ballast, whereas she should
have been sunk to her loadline with the
Lkeavy cargo he knew that she ought ta
have been carrying.

Miss. Ellen, as representing her father,
virtually owned the Greyhound. Her
will pn that ship, save in technieal mat-
ters, was paramount, but she had been
put ashore. She refused to explain her
presence. There could have 'been no mis-
understanding between Captain Evers and
herself. While the Captain was not per-

tation was well established as that of a
brace, skillful, courteous sallor. Major
Jones had learned this through common
friends before he had permitted Captain
Evers to be engaged to bring in the Grey-
hound.

The Petrel had been gone for a week
also. Nothing whatever had béen heard
from her since her departure. Putting
these things together, Captain Haywood
stumbled upon the truth of the story. The
Greyhound had been taken, she had been
lightened of her cargo, and was now com-
ing in in order to cut out the privateer
he was to command !

“Miss Ellen,” he burst out furiously,
“I see it all. The Greyhound has been
captured. Her cargo has been taken out.
She is crowded with Yankees and is com-
ing in to cut out my ship. They put yon
ashore to get you out of the fighting. Is
that true?"

Poor Ellen was in a fearful dilemma.
She could only stare dumbly at the Cap-
tain.

“You do not say anything,” he said.
“1 know it is true. What keeps you silent
I don’t know. You are betraying me—"

“I owe you no allegiance.”

“No, but you are betraying your fath-
er, and, worse than that, you are betray-
ing your State, Fortunately, I can thwart
them. I'm sorry to call you a traitress.
Good-by.”

JHe swung himself into the saddle,
s:-uvk spurs into his horse and galloped
off.

A traitress! Was it true? Yet if so,
how could she help it? She was guick
to foresee just what would happen. The
new and direct road, cotting off the bends
and turns of the crooked inlet through
which the steamer would necessarily be
obliged to proceed slowly and with eau-
tion, would enable Haywood to reach the
Ellen long before the Greyhound. He
could organize resistance. It was proba-
ble that some armed forces would be in
the vicinity of Jones’ Whar!l. Thinking
to surprise the privateer, the attacking
party would be surprised themselves and
captured. There would be a fight, her
lover would be in the thick of it, and he
would be wounded, perhaps killed. Rather
that a thousand privateers should be lost
than that should ocenr! Rhe must get to
the Ellen herself before the battle. What
she could do there she could scarcely tell,
But she might do something. At least,
she could try to-save him. -

She turned and ran desperately rowards
the largest house, which stood well baek
from the shore in a clump of trees. "Ey-
erybody in that quarter knew the Jones
family, one of considerable importance i
that section of the country.  All of them
knew Miss Ellen, After going from
house to house she finally succeeded "in
getting the loan of a common old farm
horse. He would have to do. Chloe’ donld
be left behind till the morning. She
must. go on. There was no woman's sad-
dle to be bhad in the village. She did not
hesitate on that account. She took what
ghe could and mmic the best of i€/ Throw-
ing her right knee over the saddle horn,
she rode until out of observation, and
then bestrode the horse manfully, in man-
ly fashion, and proceeded on her way.

The horse was tired from his day's la-
bor and was but a poor, old, lumbering
beast at best. Ellen was a consum o
horsewoman, and she communicated some-
thing of bher anxiety nad purpose to the
thing of her apxiety and purpose to the
and her efforts, however, her pace was a
slow one. About a mile from the wharf
the horse gave out completely, She slid
from the saddle to the ground, gathered
her skirts in her hands, and ran fleetly
along the ground &t & great rale. She
was thankful that she was young, active
and strong. She covered the ground with
amazing ll|)N?d. It was quite dark now.
‘The road ran from the forest through
which she had been riding since she left
the village along the open shore at a dis-
tance of bhalf a mile from the wharf. [t
left the forest om a hill and abruptly de-
scended to the level of the river; on the
other side of the wharf the forest began
again and continned up to the great
house, which sat on a bluff and was em-
bowered in trees.

Just as she gor to the open she maw
the Greyhound, a black mass in the fad-
ing light, rounding the bend. The Ellen
lay quietly at the wharf. The Greyhound
had been delayed. She had touched the
shore once or twice and the navigation
had proved more difficult than Bmith bad
anticipated. The vessel was at least an
hour late or Miss Ellen would not have
been in time even to see her approach.

Ellen had pot overtaken Captain Hay-
wood, of course. Hin horse was & thor-
oughbred, and every minute had increased
the distance between them. For a mo-
ment the girl stared from the bill at the
two ships. Bhe knew positively what the
conditions were. The men of the Grey-
hound, armed to the teeth, were ready f
boarding. Bhe did not doubt but that
Jecks of the Ellen would be covered
men equally well armed and that so
as the ships touched each other a

E!%Ea

ful battle would ensue and the Grey-
hound's ecrew would be overwhelmed, She
never doubted that Captain Smith would
lead his boarders. He would be killed
to & moral eertalaty.
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Her whole

sonally known in the sound, yet Nis repu-

t mensured the distance w1t
instinct! estimated (e ave ofd
at 'h‘ll‘h ‘h"s"’hﬂllhtl L L .-M A F:‘
Pry aw she might, the » would |
~ontact before she'cpuld go to themy
might as well, for altgtie conld do.t
on the hill and watch the (<hng.
-omething—her lave, por ~drove - he
forward. Sbe might die la the atty
but at least she could try,

Once more she gathered her ski
her hands and ran with the Beetu
Camilla, as if she had not jaken a
during the day, down the hill and towgrd:
the wharl. 8he strained every -
She brought imto play ovury-"
streagth in her belng to
hopeless task. Her heart beat T
Her. mouth was parched ‘and dry,
breath came shortly, she panted like a
driven hare. Something rose In ber
throat and choked her. Shs had not run
wisely under the stimulus of her terror
and her desire. She had not saved her-
self for the end. She had spent “
at the first dash, Presently she found
self reeling. Only ber indomitalile i
%ept her up. She would have
had she stopped.

She struggled along the road, desper-
ate, blinded. She was within one hu
dred yards of the wharf now. The
hound was slowly swung nlongside
Ellen. She heard voices. The drummi
in her ears prevented her from distin-
guishing what they said, She tried to
call out @ word of warning... Her hasky
volee died away in her throat. A cheer
broke on the night. It was followed by 4
yell. There was a shot. ‘two Shots, a
crashing volley, the ring of steel on steel,
oaths, cries, shrieks, groans, words of
command. A48

She was at the gang-plank now, It
seemed as if she could pot take another
step, yet she ran up it and boarded the
ship. Nobody marked her in the dark-
ness and confusion. The deck, which
bad been filled with writhing, stroggling
figures, suddenly grew guieter. The
died awdy. The curses and nlllhw
The clang of steel blades was i no
more,- But the groans were londer than
ever. She leaned agajinst the gangway
gasping for breath, striving to recover
herself —praying, fearful, broken,

“It's all over,” she heard a volce say.
“We've got "em. Their leader is here™

It was Captain Haywood who spoke.

“Show a light here, someone,” eried
another voice, her father's. “Bring him
below to the ecabin,” continued Major |
Jones.

“Ay, ay, sir,” sanswered Haywood.
“Mr. Matthews, look out for the prisom-
ers and send men to secure the other ship.
You have done splendidly,” continued the
Captain to his crew. :

Amid the cheers of the victorious Con-
federates her father and Captain Hay-
wood, followed by two men, half drag-
ging, half carrying, a limp, inanimate
figure between them, entered the ecabin
beneath the poop—the Ellen being pro-
vided with a raised The light car-
ried by the third man fell full on the face
of the prisoner as' they hanled him
through the door. She had strained her
eyes after the group, unable to move un-
til the moment when in that flash of
light she recognized her lover. His face
was white as death. There was & red
gash across his forehead.

She had been incapable of motion be
fore. No one had yet noticed her in the
gangway in the excitement. She ran—
where she got the strength she never
knew—across the deck, brushed past two
or three groups of astonished men, and
burst into the cabin after the others.

Her father sat at the head of the ta-
ble, Captain Haywood stood at ome side.
One of the senmen was kneeling by the
door, supporting the prostrate officer. He
had evidently been wetting the fact of
Captain Smith, who had just at that mo-
men recovered consciousness. He strug-
gled to a sitting position by the aid of]
his hands. The girl stopped in the door-
way motionlessg. Not a vestige of color
was in her ch or lips. Her skirts
were pmddy andd bedraggled. Her hat
was goneé, Her heir hung about her face]
in wild dishevelment. Only the rapid]
motion of her bospm betokened life. Hay-
wood and her father stared at her,

speechless.

“You!" whispered Captain Smith,
struggling to Ris feet. The seaman ss-
gisting him, he rose unsteadily.

“You!" he said reproachfully. He
brushed the blood out of his eyes as he
did so and thrust out a trembling hand
towards her. Some drops of blood were
flicked upon her dress by his gesture.

“You broke your word!" he said; “the
blood of my men is upon you!”

This was too much for the girl. She
put out her hand as if to ward off a
blow. her other hand grasped at her
bosom, A little moan ecame from her
parched lips. She collapsed slowly in &
dead faint, a limp heap in Captain Hay-
wood’'s arms. They had all been too as-
tonished by her entrance to say a word
in the brief time in which the scene had
taken place.

(To be continued.)
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Usnpprecintive,

Purchaser—That horse I bought from
you stands on his toe all the time.

Dealer—Why, that's the swell thing
these days. Everybody is crazy over
toe dancing.

Somewhat Different.

Simkins—That fellow you were talks
ing to must be crazy.

Timkins—Oh, no, he lsn't,
merely eccentrie.

Bimkins—But he ftalked as If he
didn’t have any sense. p

Timkins—Yes; but be has a goodly
number of dollars, .

He Is

‘ Knew the Nex,

It was evidently her first trip to the
hair goods department of the gréat em-
porium and she was noticeably embar-
rassed.

“I—er—wish to look at some—er—
false hair,” she stammered.

matic salesman.
your friend wish?”

Aneother Barean,

extravagance In running the govern~
ment.” “In that case,” declared Sena-|
tor Snifter, “we ought to appoint a

“Very well, miss,” rejoined the diplo-}
“What sbade does}

“The people are clamoring for less |

.-b"-' ‘;.‘
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Wy . ro&luﬂ:—; |
| l"ou!l’rmi" te'‘that It costs 1

(cent aplece to prodice an egg The |
estimate I§ based'on the fact that the
hen lays 120 eggs 1, the year. In other
| words,swhere the fowls are confined to
[ runs, and the feed must be purchased,
It cost® 10 centd 'a month or $1.20 a
[year to maintain a hen, If the hen I8
| an indifferent layer and gives but sixty
| cggs In a year, her eggs cost the poul-
tryman 2 cents each..

An experiment condueted by the Cor
vell experiment station In 1902 showed
that the average cost of feed for a
dozen eggs was 9.2 cents, or about %
of & eent an egg. The cost for each
hen for the year was D0.6 cents. At
that time wheat was sold at $143 a
Lhundred pounds, while at the present
time it is $2; bran sold at $1.35 a hun-
dred pounds and it Is now $1.80; and
weat scraps cost $2.15 a  huondred
pounds avd now we pay $2.40. So at
the present increased price of feed,
the cost of feeding the hen Is easily
20 cents a year more than it was o
1902,

To make poultry profitable on the
farm It is necessary to breed for bet-
ter laying. This Is done by lnstalling
trap nests in the henhouses, and each
year pleking out the best layers and
breeding only [from such. The farmer
wust grade up his stock. He must
get rid of the mongrel birds; he must
drive out the drones, and must encour-
age the workers, The farmn must pro-
duce better pouliry and more of It

There are advantages on the farm
for poultry raising that the poultry-
man does pot have, and if the latter,
in many ways handicapped. can make
poultry keeping a successful business,
the farmer should at least make the
work a valuable adjunct to his in-
come. Properly managed poultry can
be made the most profitable crop on
the farm—Investment, expense and
labor considered.

It is argued by some farmers that
thelr hens cost them practically noth-
ing, as they have free range and can
gather all the food they need. There
is some truth In that, and there also
is some fruth In the fact that farm-
ers' flocks seldom yleld a profit com-
pared with stock In the hands of a reg-
nlar poultryman.

Feeding Meal, Wet or Dry.

Many of our farmers seem to hold
the opinion that feeding meal wet to
their cows will bring better results
than when fed dry. One. old farmer
makes the remark, “how can the cow
get any goodness out of a pan of dry
meal 7’ yet potwithstanding the fact
that so many dairymen hold to the
practice of feeding the meal wet, the
experiments to date Ipdieate that bet-
ter results are obtained by feeding
it dry. Professor Jordan, of the Maine
Experiment Station, fed a bunch of
calves corn and cob meal with loig
hay in dry form, as against hay which
was run through a feed cutter, mols-
tened and sprinkled with corn and ecob
meal. The results were In favor of
the dry feeding. .The gain was great-
er, and less feed was required for
100 pounds of galn. Professor Jordan
also conducted an experiment with two
herds of dairy cows, one herd was fed
dry feed, while the feed of the other
was moistened. The greater yleld of
milk was obtained from the berd that
received the dry feed.

Salting Down Meat.

Curing meat for future consumption
Is one of the annual jobs on the farm.
In some sections of the country, says
the Journal of Agriculture, the prob-
lem of salting down meat is a serlous
‘one because of the heat. In sections
of the South there are winters when
there Is very little cold weather and
it is not until late that hogs may be
glanghtered. Here ia a recipe which Is
sald to be a good one: For 1,000
pounds of meat take ten quarts of salt-
peter, 1 pound of pepper and 2 pounds
of yellow sugar. Mix well, put In a
tub or some sguitable vessel, and then
apply the mixture well to the meat
This Is said to be the most success-
ful method of salting meat there Is,
both from a standpoint of purity and
flavor.

. Premerving Milk. i
A German patent specification de
scribes a process for preserving milk
by removing all dissolved oxygen by

committee, with a falrsalaried head,
to ascertain just how many people are
clamoring, and other items of
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these crops to llve stock and saves
the manure, both ligquid and solld, and |
returns It to the soll. When nitrogen-
ous graln foods are purchased and |
fed to thé animals In connection with|
the home grown foods the increase In |
nitrogen is still greater.—Agricultural
Epitomist.

Feeding Milk Cows,
Milk containg water,
(caseln and curd), sugar and ash, and
these are all made from the constitu
ents of the food. If sufficient protein,
fat and carhobhydrates are npot con-
tained In the food given her, the cow
supplies this deficiency for a time by
drawing on her own body, and graduo-
ally begins to shrink in quantity and
quality of milk, or both. The stingy
fesder cheats himself as well as the
cow. She may suffer from hunger,
althongh she is full of swale and hay,
but she also becomes poor and does
not yleld the milk and butter she
should. Her milk glands are a wond-
erful machine, but they cannot make
milk easein (curd) out of-the copstitu-
ents in coarse, ynappetizing, Indiges-
tible swale hay or sawdust any more
than the farmer himself can make bit-
ter from skim milk. 8he must not
only have a generous supply of good
food, but It must econtain sufficient
amounts of the nutrients needed for
making milk. Until this fact Is un-
derstood and appreciated, successful,
profitable dairying is out of the gues-
tlon. Many forcible fllustrations of its
truthfulness have been furnished by
the agricultural experiment stations.—
H. B. Bpeed.

Helping the Farmer,

In an important interview with Gif-
ford Pinchot, the government forester,
and a member of the Country Life
Commission, recently appointed by Mr.
Roosevelt, given to Edward I[. Far
rington, the following poluts are elab-
orated:

The things which the Country Life
Commission desires to do, above all
else, Is to make the fact plain that
there Is a tremendous problem before
the American farmer to-day.

The things which must be secured
for the farmer are better farming ma-
terials, better business and a better
living. The commission Is concerned
with the two latter.

Everything which has to do with
making farm life efficient and pleas
ant will recelve particular attention,
for this Is one of the most lmportant
of all agricultural problems.

The commigsion will make no at-
tempt to lmpose anything on the farm-
er, to dictate to him, or to earry pa-
ternalisin to an objectionable degreo
The facts are to be assembled in as
complete a form as possible and placed
before the farmer In logieal order.

Temporary Sheep Fence,
One of the best portable fences for
use in soiling sheep is made In panels
with supports, as shown in the sketch.

B== X

MOVABLE FENCE FOR SHEEF AND HOGS

Panpels are 10 feet long, made of 4
inch board solidly nalled- together,
After thls fence Is once put up, sheep
are not llkely to overturn It. A fence
31 feet high will turn most focks.—
Farm and Home.

¢ Quartier Crack.,

This Is one of the most serlous troun-
bles with which we have to contend In
our dry climate. When a crack ap
pears it 1s a difficult matter to bring
down the new growth of sound hoof
without firing and blistering, so that
prevention [s all Important. There Is
no need to cut out the sole or open
the beels, as It Is ealled. The frog

12

fat, protein

Luther Lafiln Mills, noted Chieago
lawyer, died recently, the direct result
of a second stroke of apoplexy, the first
selzure having prostrated him eight
weeks before. Mr. Mills was born at
North Adams, Mass,, Sept. 3, 1848. His
father was Walter N. Mlills, u ploneer
dry goeds merchant of Chicago and an
intimate friend of the late Marshall
Field, whom he had known in Massa-
chusetts. After being graduated from
the University of Michigan, Mr, Mills
was admitted to the bar when 21 years
old. He succeeded from the beginning.
He figured In many celebrated cases
and opposed at the bar such legal
heavy welghts as Emory A. Btorrs,
John Lyle King, Wirt Dexter, Fred
Mitchell and many others. He appear-
ed for the prosecution in the first trial
of the Cronin case and in many other
suits of much Importance. As an ora-
tor Mr. Mills enjoyed wide fame. Ha
was interested in many philanthrople
enterprises and was president of the
Boys' club and other institutions for
the welfare of the young.

GOOD LUCK TO SPARROWS.

Shoe Thrown nt Departing Bride
Now Home for Bird Family.

Suspended from the branches of a
tree In McDonough street, near Reld
avenue, Brooklyn, the New York Her-
ald says, is an old shoe which long ago
served Its of usefuiness to hu-
manity, but which now affords a com-
fortable home for Mr. and Mrs Spar-
row and their little brood of baby spar-
rows, which are Just about old enough
to fly.

For three years the old shoe, care-
lessly thrown into the tree after serv-
ing as a good-luck emblem at a wed-
ding, has been swinging in the branch-
es, defying wind and weather. There
have been storms in the neighborhood
that have uprooted trees and broken
off their branches, but the tree In
which the old shoe has found a lodg-
ment has withstood all weather sleges,

Not long ago two sparrows came Into
the neighborhood and started house-
keeping In the old shoe, which affords
them a shelter and is sufliclently large
for the simple tastes of aerial dat
dwellers,

Whether or not the great natlon of
birds is ruled by an ornithological
Roosevelt I8 not known, but certain it
Js that Mr. and Mrs. Spatrow are not
believers in race suicide, and since tak-
ing up their abode In the old shoe they
have ralsed a large brood.

The Sparrow famlly has many of
the comforts and convenlences of life.
The opening In the shoe serves all the
purposes of a vestibule. The tip not
only makes a fine plazza for the whole
Sparrow family in fair weather, but
makes a fine swing for the Sparrow
children when the wind Is gently blow-
ing. Judging from the chirping, the
baby birds enjoy their fun just as
much as human children might enjoy
an old orchard swing.

Residents of the nelghborhood, even
thg children, appreciate the situation
and every day one of the families
whose homes are near the tree leaves
out food so that the father and mother
bird need not send any of their brood
to bed hungry. .

Why They Wanted George.

The young wife answered the phone,

“That’s another call for George,” she
sald to her mother. “Somebody wants
him to come somewhere and play
bridge. It's the third Invitation he's
had this evening."

“That would seem to Indleate,” mald
E.”MM. “that George ls very popue

r.

The young wife sniffed.

“It unquestionably indicates,” she
sald, “that George Is an easy loser,"-—
Cleveland Plain Dealer, :

Domentio Note, ¥ %
Bmlly (playing “house”)—Now, I'h
be mamma and you'll be papa and little
Ben and Bessle will be our bables.
Willle (after a anxiously)
=~=Ain't it about time to whip the chil
dren?—Meggendorfer Blaetter,
; Long-Face Inai pot
vidual—Young man,
you can't attend to your business if you

don't keep stralght.
Young Man—That's all know
about It. I'm a s
_:,; e
‘h" , -. S o'y .'|-




