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CHAPTER XI1V.—tContinned.)

e had mentioned to the widow the
faot that the adventurers hand In!}i
been branded when he was sent to 8i-
berin, =0 that he was Dow oM welled
to always Woir a glove, but this did not
seem 40 sinzular to the lady, for the fact
remnined that every time she had met
Roger Durrel he had gloves on; =o sl
#id pot (hink it worth while to mention
this part of the story to Caral, sceing
that it confirmed the detective's ideas
rather than disputed them.

Though she had only sten Noger 4
few times she had been wonderfally
Impressed by his manner and looks, and
ghe had made up her mind that if these
terrible charges against him proved true
she would never trust 4 man ngain,

Poor broken-hesrted Carol wandered
out each day. waiting for that dread iv-
terview which was sure to come, and yet
which seemed unaccountably delayed,

At the very time when these ideas wore
passing in review through the wearied
and tronbkled brain of Carol Richmond.
the ohject of her thoughts, poor Roger
Darrel, was pacing bis library like a
enged animal, grogning now aml thean
and showing every evidence of distress
and dispair,

Try as he would, he found it impns-
gible to think of Carol without allow-
ing his mind to dwell on love, aud he
was nearly frantic with the continued
fight he had gone through,

He had promised to be a friend to
the girl he loved, and though this was
pasy to say yet when it eame to aticmpt
ing it he fouwd he had before bim the
maoat ditfienlt task of his life.

The detective gained In strength so
rapidly that in a few days more ve hoped
to leave those who had stood so nobly
by him, and =tart upon his irail of ven-
Evunce.

Thougl Roger Darrel had not et made
his appearance since the time of his sepe
aration from Carol, the Kuew
he would soon come, and hence she was
continually on the lvokout for him, She
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turned her face and looked at him, He
could not help giving an exclamation,

“Good heaven! Carol, what Is the mat-
ter with you? Your face iz like death,
and your eyes shine as with a fever
There is that upon your features that re-
proaches me, aye, stabs to the heart,
For heaven's sake tell me what you in-
tend to say, for something warns me the
worst has not yet cole, Are we upt to
be friends, Carol ¥

Then she lnughed—such a hollow moock-
ery of a langh. [t was no more like the
ringing merriment of old than she wus
like the artless girl whom Roger had met
that fateful day.

“You come here and ask me that—you,
of all men on earth? Does not your heart
reproach you, the heart to which human
misery appealed in vain? You tell me |
look like death, Well, my heart is dead,
and to you belongs the blame. 1 live,
and ,vet do pot live; 1 breathe the fresh,
pure sir of heaven, but there is nothing
fair in my sight now. A blight rests
upon all the earth. When the éye is dis-
torted all objects upon which it falls as-
snme the same phase, So it s with me,
Need 1 say more, sir?”

He stood there, stricken dumb with
amazement, sye, with horror, What a
terrible crime he must have been guilty
of in her sight to call out this frgm the
lips that had never spoken a cross word
before. 1t began to anger him, He had
auffered ag man conld hardly suffer twice
in u lifetime, and he counted it as nanght,

Finally he fonnd his voice, and, in spite
of his efforts, it trembled like a tightly
strung cond.

“Carol, we stand here face to face, The
post, with sll its joys and sorrows, lies

behind vs, the future before, but we live
anly in the present. Since last we met
you have changed wonderfully, Tell

me why it Is yon look with
where onee you loved™

ing in his volece aronsed all the
v of her nature, For the time
how she had loved, did love

even then, deep down in her henurt, this

avers=siom

alie T it

There was & somothing dark and forbid-
ding about lts exterior that sevmed to
speak in thunder tones of the sedrots it
contained.
with small lren-barred windows, and sur-

ronnded by a high wall—there it stood, &

curse upon the face of nature, |

hold her a prisoner,

the lusane asylum of Dr. Grim, stood
upen the left bank of the river, and close
to the descent by which the water could
be reached.

It was pot & picturesque bullding.

A gloomy pile of masonry,

In one of the little cell-like rooma was
Nora Warner., They had brought her

back senseless, and when she awoke to
lite onee more it was to find bersell with.
i the confines of the hated anylum where
she had alreads spent so many months
of weary agony. |

Up to this time Doctor Grim had not

been very particualar about inflicting any

of the tortures of the place upon her,

for his orders had principally been to

lf she went insane,

overcome by the horrors that surronnded

her, well and good—in fact, so much the

better—but so long as he recelved his puy

anid the Captain was satisfied, the Doe-

tor did not waste his time in dealing se-

verely with Nora Warner when he liad

his hands full at auy rate,

Every now and then new patients ar|
rived at the asylom, which was always

full, and It might be notieed that just

preceding ench new arrival, a corpse was

earried out of the back door. There waw

nothing secret about this matter of

burial, aud the peopls living in the vi- p
cinity had little idea of the hotbed of

iniquity they were fostering In  their

midst. |

It seems they had not given Nora War
ner credit for the sagneity she posspssed.
She had eacaped froms the house and
fate had ussisted to throw them off their
gunrd by sending the poor girl with whom
Nora had exchapged her shawl and hat,
to her death in the river,

The Doctor was enraged when he re-
turned home, though he did not show It.
Indeed, the more furions his anger as a
general rule, the more smiling became his
face, but there was death in that smile,

He realized that by the escape of Norn
Warner his institution had been placed
in very great for had she gone
to the proper authorities they would have
adjodged her perfectly sane and then be-
lieved her story, which woulill have mennt
riain, financially, o bhim. He tremblod
with fenr and anger whenever be thought
of the narrow escape hy had hnd, and in-
W .trlll".' swore that it should pever occur
again,

danyger,

haid promised her child not to say any- | man who stod before ber with bared Nora Warner wias 'h"\:”'q. Z“m”l.w.-‘ "
thing to him, Jeaving the whole matter | head, higx arms folded across his chost, 0/ satape Er""l' the o o o g B
1o her. | andd his frank eyes fastened upon her and S should be the last, BuFnel o

He came at The day was a lovely | She only remembered how he had deceiv- | MO0 weat by e would cause her 1o
one, with ths birds singing amoug the | ed her, and that beneath this prowd ex- lose her reason, and then it she shouid

trees, nnd all natore | of beautitul. |

terlor must beat a heart blackér than

Ket her talk would be
an incoherent jumble of nonsense,

manage to ont,

Up the forest aisle eame Roger, head- | sin. Frox
Ing stralght for the old will. His face “Where once I loved; Yon have said ‘rom the glowing _‘1"f:':’|"""r‘ of ”"j:
was pale and set, as thongh he had con- [it, Roger Darrel. May heaven forgive “““]'?"”":-"" _‘l"'f"Tl“_f the princely home
quered in his battle, and yet none knew | you for deceiving me as you did,” she 1?1- prnlxul'._l for his I...-.\r 1-|.:-:1I'-.‘ e
better than he how weak human nature | cried. could imagine much that was pleasant,

wis when the d

wur of temptation ¢ame.

The little lndy saw him coming, and | ‘“Those were my words, sir. 1 will put
while sheé spoke to him pleasantly her them stronger if you wish—basely deceiv-
eyes were watching his face. She saw |ed me. On the wvery night after you
the traces of anguish there, such ns never l“""""'l me from that wicked wedding,
rested upon the countenance of guilt, and | Nora Warner was dragged away by the
when he had gone to seek Carol, after | minions of that wretch of a mad-house

her directions, she guve utterance to her
thoughts aloud:

“If that s the face of gullt
judgment of character is at fauit. Flace
Roger Darrel before me and I should
have declared bim the most honorable
of men, noble and generons, Yet how
the man beliea his looks. If all is true,

" N ;
A K ¥ b ney we n-
then a greater villain never went w A dtd Beyond the great stone wall the pris |
hung. My Heaven give my desr girl “ hat; mer could see the waler [t [: [ |
the strength to do what is right, no mat- | The word burst from him like a pistol P dilvp o igiad
4 : -y chot 21 % Y mace glistening in the afternoon sun, as
ter what the pain may be' | shot. As if by magie the clood wa . toad 1 X E %
She had ne 1at was In store ed, and be saw into what errible. mis B IDE AANTR- AR Ay BT Wi —o

for her while of her child.
and yei a crisis o ber own affairs was
rapidiy approaching. |

Althouigh she conld not cor pend o l

full what the tempt wou . St month, the lunch ik of the most Impor
ghs kpew Carol must suffer, her | @ coldly. tanece, and the question Is, “How ean It
heart “,"m s ‘: : niid, wpom 1"'\--r1|‘\l-.-1,—\]..‘.3‘ '.!'l”'!]:"r"] !:ll“ Fon Were | hoe taken the easlest? Into a basket |
P " wis hind 2 frownel s loger Arrel, o voger Darrel Is the A .
:\.all:‘-:]\n Li‘!‘,‘l‘-!‘ Ii"h-.fl. ah N -1'1.-'; man who (I'Hf' his \l.,-‘fl-r"\u "'.'n.l .'t-!,'\""l.'ul 1o Jl which must be ]'-’"Ni:!if ha L' s
]u:\':- ikad” o0 muek been With \ be.tnade mad. Surely the curse of deay | hoxes, which of course can be thrown |
Carel during the girl | en must follow Lhat man fores S111 | away. Of course, the basket looks the |
woull not hear of L8 s 11 eries of hiw v ms must ascend on | better, nnd it s the proper thing If
BLenrt told her also that b and rench the great wl hrone \..-..m.‘ one 18 willing to shoulder thel
0, _ myself, 1 forgive yon fre eIl burden, and for this purpose there urel
In the midat of her thoughts the o o l.'\"1.|\ s L | the most attractive ones 1m :_-.:s:l‘uln'l
waw startled by a loud, o e REMAe Gkith | 4l HA/ S for sale In the shops
von the door and u L 1 m I
::lu‘n-utl.llv-l. 1 : 7_-\‘.\:7'.--! the stilnins, ush you, bhroken-hearted o ””.“”‘,V"" If it Is to be n rallroa 1]
When -'I.- opened the doar she utt 1 lunch, the box len Is recommended |
Jow, nlmost lnandible Save your pardon for o A blg pasteboard one-—<the kind one's
bave fallen but for the Id ! 5t. Miss Richmond. As fo dresses come home jo—may be [lled |
uffarded her. seek It Looking back ugw my tmer | With Innumerable small boxes und jars, |
The curtain of fifted on | lite, I do not see an event for whieh I | TIn erncker-boxes for all kinds of mofut
swept aside by the ha ] ‘ y have occasion to blush As Tor | things—such as chicken, heef, or !'-.'1r|]I
those two Wwho had loved and | ""--l"-" ne, the | cut o sllees—small aking powder and |
I‘ulr- 1...--l -\’. yw hrong { ;_I . aye yvhat | p . or the lUttle thn half-pound
]-'|1._‘ .:! y face stood {..1'.\rl'|| ¢ !; hmond W ry it ta hen 1 to I.:. boses druggiets use, raay be used r"r|
and the wite whom he had not once seen | head, I a i A nroud man, and frowm Lo mn vonnnlge dre ssing sandwieh-fillings,
altios that bltter other lips than yours would | hear sueh woft cheese mixtures, sweert plekloes,
w® oril You have now gone foo far. | rmalades, and Jellles; even butter
CHAPTER XY Somne day shortly T will seek you to show | Is hetter earried in a box, to he sprend
Romething within 1101 C v you the proofs of Wy lunocence; with a sllver knife when neaded. Small
Y m | L ¥ that [ « r I 1 i nastehonrd boges will do for bread and
to wit} : i ' .\ 1 :‘.r e dhous; 1 e and even ple, OF course, all these
'I.':'.nj A l'-» ive it over with, was .'._u.-_-l 1 mght tl [ I ng DRSS IRINE O LENRH Witk INsesie. De
to tuke place that day i » ywed. and | 10 thelr covers neatly tledd on and
When she left the mill she wended 1vih sw your love | labeled, 8o that the unpacker will not ' o ;
her way sl y through the forest to a | from me e, Tor It was | serve dessert first Woman's Home seut on all wages, Oue week—<thnt will | Bipsoy sde thatl The  Taldy Navim Hegluning with the cele-
favorite spot of bers, and, reaching It, | fulse—Talse, Coampanion, be the twenty-fifth. Why, that will be | spread bpntion of THls birth st "Christimas tima,
sat down at the base of a huge ¢lm tree. Hhe ered A low, plteous cry and heldd . Christmns, and the men must have & Gilhert Dentley was powericss Flor | the fennt duyn follow one another In
It was the summit of quite an elevation | out he I for him to stop, but he ; A Weak Detonse. |lm|l-lu. Christmas! As if that old super- | enve would thiok the hest of Nmn,  Bhe | rapld soccession,  Indeed, it may justly
and the view on either hand was per- | went on murcilessly, for she bhad roused Mra. Newed—1 baked some bread stitlon made any differevce with the | would think that he loved her mmd was | e sald that they do uot really come te
fectly grand, embracing, ns it did, so | the lon. this morning and placed it In the win- i world today!” glad to have her there. Bhe world bes | an end uutil Hoster,
many vistan where openings occurred “Ouce you told me your love was as | dow to cool and 8 man snatched up Rl The frown on his brow deepened, 1o | Hove that he shared her own lave for hu

throngh which the eye ranged far away
to the river, and to a still greater ele
yation.

Alone with her thoughts she was acous
tomed to seeking this spot, and it seemed
g if her very surroundings gave her com-
fort, yet nothing could enss the terribie
puin that tugged at her heart-strings,

H#le held n book ln her hand, but it did
pot occupy her attention, for her guze
was far away, and her mind evidently
upun {lln One ql‘lhjl-l't nearest her hourt

Thus ahe sat when the éager eyos of nn
approaching man fell upon her, and the
spectacle brought him to o sndden panse
There wan that in her attitude ithat
brought mowt vividly to hls mind thelr
first meeting, when sha wat by the
brook, watching the gambols of the little
dog. and as he gazed Hoger stified

n of despalr.

When she know that it was Roger who
wan drawing near, Oarol's face whitened
until it resembled the driven snow, while
her pearly teeth weemed to penetrate the

lipn, and from her eyes there

a strong light, such as may be

in the orbs of n poor huntad deer,
to bay and turning upon his hunt-

.

then my llmh-mpl to deny it, sir, for 1 ean see the

Rowar had come close to her sha

*T deceive you, Carol?' he echoed,

doctor, dragged off to misery and rack-
ing pain, and by your orders. Do not
assumed look of innocent surprise on your
fuce, You brought ber to a living death,
you ruined the life of the gypsy girl, Bar-
bara Merriles, and then, with your face
nnd sweet words, you tried to lure me
to destroction.”

take the young girl had m.  His eyes
Wers ‘I:'I‘i]"’t to the 1t I, but it only
served to make his blond flow more rap-
idly with indignution and

For

anger,

whom do you take me?™ he nsk-

from padded cells to elegant furniture
and Brussels carpet,

The cell of Nora Warner wns a falr
sample of those in the institutlon, with
the exception of a few comfortahle onea
that were occtpied by those whose rela-
tives really cared for them, and who had
not suspected what a den they were
sending the poor unfortunates to, '

With the oxes ption of a small iron cot, ‘
fastened to the floar, and a chalr, secured

destitute of furniture, The walla were
damp npd cold, and from the barred win
ll"\" 0N O
of the asylum.

erossed, and a steange look upoy her face,
(To be continued.)

Packin u_n Picnie Dinner.

dorable as the of the oliff; that
through good and evil report you would
trust in me untll my lps sounded yoar
denth blow. How has it come ont? At
first breath of susplelon, your love
shudders and shrivels up,

rocks

the
turning to

lonthing. 1f that is your pricelesa love,
then heaven belp the next man upon
whaom you bestow |t 1 am going, Miss

Richmond. What! are yon still domb?
We shall meet onee more, and when you
woe e as the man 1 am, and oot in the
gtlse of o villala who chances to helonyg
ta my family nnd wears my name, then
pethaps you will delgn to offer me your
forglvenem,"

With these lnst bitter words, he wheel
ed. One flash from his eyes and be bad
gone—gone from bher In hot anger; gone
to collect the proof that was to over
whelm her, while she mat there, and bow-
ing her head, wept bitter tears, for the

cose him,
CHAPTER XVI,
On the Potomae!
« "The “princely home”
mad wite by Captaln

a polleoman eaught him.

Across the shadows of the night
The twelve deep hotes that tell the filght
Its Twmits mch“i Ita work Is done,

Unknown to all and seeti b

Ab, me! those yoars, those vanlshed years,
How flled with foollsh doubts and fea
What can we ask of thee but oo

The beacon lghts b

Farewell, Ol) Year!
dud
His wisdom measnres all our veeds;

Hin love onr hilghest thought exceeds;

S0 pass the years In solemn stato

They come mand go, we walch nnd wilt

Give us the grace to understand,

in thegsame way, the cell wan énthsly

irddd Jook down into the grounds

Whether the outing be for n IT:I" or n

loaf of |t and started to run away, but

THE PASSING YEAR,

There coane to my expectant car
OF yel another passing year,

Its recond sealod and sent on high,
Hiive

Except God's own all-seelng eye,

o memory, but beyond reeall,
How stalned with sin and blotted nll

To make these falluces of the past
which to trace
Our way to thee, O Cheist, at Instl
There have been days
riof and Ll—so, too, of wood;

or them both we glve God pralse,
Though at the time misunderstood,

of

He knows the weakpess of our frame;

He onlls us by s owt desr nao,

Boyond gur ken: we count the sun;

Untll our own set time shall come,
Gaod of the years, from out whose hand,
With all our preclous gifte, they come,

Aund make them helpa te lead us home!
~Christlan Work,

AN OLD MAN'S FIRST CHRISTMAS

BY HOPE DARING.

N NINININNININTINGNS

ES, I will do it. It's the only way 1

ean be sore of making a fale profit

next year. My workmen must under
stand that 1 ran the mill o put money in
my own pocket.”

There was an ngly frown on Gilbert
Bentley's brow as he sat in his shabby
little study, communing with himself, He
was n small, stoopiug muan of 65, with
hl'llrn'h\ln: blue eyus, wud n ruh], forbid-

sound of footsteps and volees In the hall,
The door of the study wan thrown open,
and a sweet volee eried:

“Grandpa, are you here ¥ ===~ -
Bafore Mr. Bentley conld speak, Bimp-
son, his old Euglish honsekeoper, enter-
od. In one hand she held nloft n lighted
lnmp, thus showing Gllbert Dentley his
unexpected vigtor, Bhe wis a slonder
girl of sixteen, & dimpled, blonde face
lighted by sunny bluo eyes,

“Why? don't you know me? I am
Florence, and [ am glad—ao glud-—to see
you!"

Rhe was at his side, both arms round
his nock, and her lips uplitted for hin
kiss. As in a dream he listenod as she
told how she had grown tired of spend
ing ler vaontlons at the school,

“You know, grandpa, that it Is deead
ful to have no one of your very own to
bhe glnd with, and 1've come to spond
Christmns with you"

The girl was wo sure that her grand
tather was glad to wee her that he could
not tell her ahe was unwaleome, An honr
Inter they sat at dinner. The old man
looked acroas to where the girl's golden
hend glenmed in the lnmp,

She chatted gayly, When they rose
from the table sho wont with him to the
study, Bitting on a stool, she told him of
her school life,

“1 am happy there, grandpn, but 1 will
ba glad when school in finished. Then 1
can keep house for you, It hns been so
kind jn you to do without me so 1 could
be sducated.”

He made no responss., They parted
without the words belog sald that wonld
send Florence back to schogl. Mr, Bent
loy resolved to say them at’breakfast the
pext morning. There he found himself
gonfronted by that smiling face, and was
obliged to hold his peace,

Plorence stayed.  Simpsop, the mald,
and the man nll delighted to serve her.
A fow slmple changes were made In the

ding expression.
“T'll do It at onee, One week from
to-morrow 'l announce a eut of ten per

| good fires should be kept up and bule

dreary old house. Mr. Bentley chose
wome new furniture. He ordered that

wtood open, ¥ noted the vase of sear
lot earnations, ordersd from the city, iv
the center of the table. Upon a gualot
ol! widebonrd was a basket of oranges
and pule green grapes and a plate of the
uuts over which Florence loved to luger
while he drank his colfes,

The old man's fice softoned. He sat
down befora the fire. He wias s o=
gromsed in thought that he did not hear
Florones enter,

“You preclous grandpa!” Agals ber
arma were round his neck. “1 found
yonr gitt, and I thank you a thousand
timen. But grandpn, 1 want tu ssk you
for something more, 1t s a part In your
work | want you to give me. And 1
want to glve you my help—myself, It
i a wonderful position  you  hold-ao
much wenlth and so mauy peopls whom
you eny help, On this best of all nights
—the birth night of our denr Bavior, let
us give ourselves anew to the work you
have been dolng alone'

“Little girl, you don't undeptand. 1
have not been what you think 1 hive,
"

Her dimpled hand closed his lips. “Youn
nre not to malign my dear grandfather.
We will work together, will we not ¥

“Yen, dear"

In those two words the old man re-
pouneed his gread and selfishness. On
the morrow his workmen should receive,
fiot # reduction of thelr wnges, but an
ansurance of his good will and interest
in them, For this child's sake he would
learn to know snd do his duty,

“It will be onr flest Christmas to-
gether,” Florencs sald  dreamily, her
chesk pressed agalnst his,

“You, little girl, It will really be my
first, my very firut, Christmas"—Home
Mouthly.

The Porto Rican Christmas,

Cheistmas in Porto Rieo s a church
festival of much importance and the cele
bratlon of it In mada up chiefly of ré-
liglous ceremonles intended to commeom-

WAITING FOR SANTA CLAUS.

leaned back, staring from a wéudow. He
balldings of the

could see the long, low

monity and her reveront trust o Giod

Rhe went with him to the mill

nnid

ornte the prinelpal events in the life of
—

Budden and Sarprising.

spell was again upon her, and she would
have belleved him Inpocont of those aw-
ful alps even nhould the whole world ac-

vided for his
raut—otherwise

Newod—Wag he taken to Jail? Bentley Lumber Company In the hack
sMrs. Newed—No, The peor fellow ground was the leafloss forest. The sun
anld he wns starving, so I gave him | wan setting and the sky, above the tree

Os, tinged il 0 low,
the bread and told the policeman to let “l;;m:.:; n:::[.-y“ !u:"l"-:m:?i >
him go.

in that lombering villnge
Newed—Youhave been Imposed upon, | he hind doubled hix cnpleal
my dear. That man wasn't siarving
Mrs, Newed-How do you know?
Newed—Heeause s starving mar
would never have the strength to run

teti yoars
Now, owlng
lto n genarnl depresslon, hin profits ware
| small. To continue his business through
" the winter would mean very little profi,
but doubtless the spring would bring a

change. Well, he would npot walt for

nwny with a loaf of your bread, spring
. — Double, B Money had always been Glibert Bent
I"\‘tlﬂtl. the matter with Jones T l{l)"l 'n-l, He had bagun life a e iy
“Why 7' and had worked his way upward, tb

alded. His lite had besn too busy for
| sentiment. To be mire he had married.
His wife lived only a few years, Thers
wans & ohdld. Marold had grown up, high
upirited and prond. In early manhoed
he married against s father's wishes.
Estrangement had followed. Harold and
hin wife died within a few months of
have made a bacterlologionl exnmina-| . on other, leaving & lttle  daughter.
tlon of wchool inks, They have found  pPeide promptad Mr. Bentley to pay the
that mowt of them contaln bacterin, ' girl's bille at & good school, but ke never
which, If anlmals nre lnoculated with saw her.

them, often prove fatal Tha door ball rang and there was the

“He goes nlong as absiractedly as
though he were drunk and were poe
ing double.” N

“He In. They huve twins at hia
home."

The authorities at Mluda-n.TkrmlﬂL

In that time |

|
There her mistnken
ilean of his eharacter showed o a N‘r-nln‘..']
lHght. Many of his workmen wero living
In poverty, Bhe knew he wne doipg nll
he eould for them, but there ot
poitis way she could help? What was he
going W do for the men and for the
dhurchon of the tawn for Christhas?
Then they must remember the littie chil
Hron,

Christmas Fve eame
had shamefncedly ordered Bimpson to
provide s “regulnr Christmas dinner”
Ha had never made & Chrlsttans glift In
lits Jite, int pow—well Florence would
pursint In talking as If Ohristman meant
an much to hhn as it did to her,

e was thinkiog of this an he walked
home that evenlog, It was suowing, and
the wind bulfeted him as he mounted the
slope. The pext day the mill must stand
idle, but on the following morning the
men should be notified of the reduction
in thelr wages, How angry they would
be! Hibemt Rentley’s lips clogsd In a
firm, croel lne, e had looked out for
himaelf; others must 4o the same,

e reschead the houss. As he passed
through he ball the dlning room door

through the villuge

Wan

Mr. Hentley

“What do you mont desire for Christs
mas, Miss Mabel ¥

“Oh, George, thia n so sudden!™

“Whe-what do you mean ¥

“Why, of conrse, 1 want you'"

Very Eany.

Pat—<Whoy s th' owld year lolkes a
whet towel, Nora, darlint?
Nora—Whay?

Pat—Becnuse they always ring it oud
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