CHAFTER XX!.—(Continusd.)

But In the middle of the night all the
eymptoms suddenly changed for 1he
worse. The paln In the head was sue-
cended by n fuarful oppression, and the
slck man thus suffered torture trylug to
get hin breath: daybresk found him #till
toming restlessly from plllow to pillow.

When the doctor came sarly in the
morning he appeared very much surpris
od at this change for the worse. He In-
quired if they had not administersd an
overaose of morphine. Manvel sald that
he had put the blister on his master, and
the doctor's directious bad been sccu-
rately followaed.

The doctor, after having examined
Menoul, and found his breathlug heavy
and irregular, prescribed a heavy dose
of sulphate of quinine: he then retired,
saying he would return the next day.

But Menoul grew no better. lIn splte
of the most careful nursing his symp-
toms chauged, but showed no improve-
ment. Each attack was more violent
than the preceding.

On the fourteenth day of his (lness,
after lylng ln a stupor for several hours,
he revived suMclently to make Louls
promise to earry on the Ironworks, em-
braced him for the last time, and sunk
back on his plllow In s dying state.

Now, Louls was in reality a milllon-
alre. Two weeks Inter, bhaving made
arangements with the englueer In
<harge of the lron works to attend to
everything during his absence, be took
his sent In the tralu.for Parls, He had
sent the following telegram to Raoul
the night previous;

“I will see you to-morrow."”

CHAPTER XXII

Although now Immensely rich, M. de
Clameran resolved to make no change
in his style of living, but returned te his
apartments at the Hotel du Louvre.
Louls' dream, the helght of his ambition,
was to be ranked among the great man-
ufacturers of France. He was prouder
of belug called “lron-founder” than of
his marquisate. Louls now thirsted for
the homage of the world. All the badly
digested humiliations of the past weigh-
«d upon him. He had suffered 3o much
contempt and scorn from his fellow men
that he burned to avenge himself, Af-
ter a disgraceful youth he longed to live
a respected and honored old age.

The firnt lnterview between the accom-

lices took place at the Hotel du Louvre,

oul, having a practical turn of mind,
sald he thought they both onght to be
contented with the result already obtain-
«d, and that It would be folly to try and
grasp anything more,

“What more do we want?' he anked
thin uncle. “We now possess over a mill-
fon; let us divide It, and keep quict. We
had better be satisfied with our good
luck, and not tempt Providence.”

But this moderation did not
Lonls.

“I am rieh,” he replied, “but I desire
more than wealth, 1 am determined to
marry Madelelne; 1 swear she shall be
my wife! In the first place, I mndly
love her; and then, as the nephew of the
most eminent banker in Paris, | at nnce
gnin high poxition and publie considera-
ton."

“I tell you, uncle, your courtship will
involve youn In great risks."

“l don't care It It does. 1 choose to
run them. My intention Is to share my
fertune with you; but 1 will not do so
till the day after my wedding. Made-
leine's fortune will then be yours"

“You don't seem to anticipate any
dificulty In carrying out your wishes,"
Te mald, discontentedly; “how are you
to account for your suddenly aequired
fortune 1"

“The banker, his wife and Madeleine
must be informed that Menoul of Oloron
wished to leave his fortune to our fam-
fly. Five days hence I will eall on M.
Fauvel, and confirm the notification sent
Tim by my uotary at Oloron that the
money deposited in the bank now be-
longs to me. 1 will ask him to keep the
money untll I eall for it, as I have no
ocenslon for It at present. You, who
are so distrostful, my good nephew, may
regard this deposit ns a guarantee of my
sincerity."”

“We will talk of that another time.
Go on."”

“Then I will go to Mme, Fauvel and
eny; ‘Being very poor, my denr madam,
necessity compelled me to claim jour
asslatance In the support of my brother's
#son, who Is also yours. This youth Is
worthless and extravagant.'"

“Thanks, my good uncle,”

“He has polsoned your life when he
abonld have added to your happiness, He
is a constant anxiety and sorrow to your
maternal heart. I have come to offer
my regrets for your past trouble and
to assure you that you will have oo an-
poyance In the future, [ am now rich,
and henceforth take the whole responsi-
bility of Raoul upon myself. I will pro-
vide handsomely for him.'"

“Is that what you call a scheme?"

“Yon will see whether it Ia or nots
After listening to this speech, Madame
Fauvel will feel inclined to throw herself
In my arms by way of expressing her
gratitude and Joy. 8he will refrain,
however, on account of her niece. Bhe
will ask me to relinquish my eclaim on
Madelelne's hand, now that I am rich.
1 will roundly tell her, No. 8he has bieen
promised to me, and I must Insist npon
this one article of our agreement, "This
must be the price of my silence. And,
to prove that I am not Influenced by
fortune, I glve you my sacred promise
that the day after the wedding I will
settle on Raoul twenty-five thousand per
anpum.’ "

Louis expressed himself with sueh
convineing eandor that Raol, an artist
in knavery, was charmed and astonlshed,

“Benutifully done,” he cried, clapping
his hands with glee. “That last men-
tence will ereata a chasm between Mad-
ame Fauvel and her niece, The promise
of a fortune for me will certainly bring
my mother over to our side.”

“I hope ®o,” sald Louls, with pre-
tended modesty. “But remember you
must scorn to recelve any asslstance
from me, You must declare that you
will brave all privations, want, famine
even, rather than accept a sou from a
base man whom you hate and desplse.
But you know exactly what you are to

sult

.-u.”lmnlr upon you for good act-
ug.

“No one ean surpass me whea I am lo-
terested In my part.” v

“But this disinterestedness need not
prevent you from resuming your dissips-
tions, You must gamble, bet, and lose
more money than you ever did before.
You must Increase your demaods, and
say that you must have money at all
cost. You need mot mccount to me for
any money you eah extort from her"

“l can promise you, no time shall be
wanted.”

“Now listen to what yon are to do,
Raoul. Before the end of three months
you must have exhausted the resources
of these two women. You must foree
from them every frane they can ralse, so
that they will be wholly unable to pro-
cure money to supply your Increasing de-
mauds. In three months I must find
them pennlless, absolutely rulned, with-
out even a Jewel left.”

Raoul was startled at the passiounte
vindictive tone of Louls' volce an he
uttered these last words,

“The day on which you lead Mme,
Fauvel and her nlece to the extrema of
the precipice, pointed out its dark depths,
and convinced them that they are lrre-
trievably lost, I shall appear, and res-
cue them. Why, It will be the crowning
scene of our drama. 1 will play my
part with such grandeur, such lofty mag-
nanimity, that Madelelne will be tonch-
ed, will forget her past enmity, and re-
gard me with favorable eyes. When she
finde that it Is her sweet self, and not
her money, that I want, she will soften.
No true woman ean be Indifferent to a
grand passion. 1 dou't pretend to say
that she will love me at first; but, if
she will only consent to be mine, | ask
for nothing more."

Raoul was shocked at this cold-blood-
ed perveraity of his uncle, but Clameran
skowed his Immense superiority In wick-
edness, and the apprentice admired the
master,

“You would certainly succeed, uncle,”
he mald, “were It not for the eashier.
Between you and Madeleine, Prosper
will always stand: if not in person, cer-
tainly In memory.”

“1 don’t mind Prosper or attach any
importance to him."

“But she loves him."

“80 much the worse for him. 8ix
months hence she will dispise him. He
Is already morally ruined, and at the
proper time I will make an end of him
soclally,. With your aild | will so rover
him with disgrace and infamy that Mad-
elelue will drive every thought of him
from her mind, and her love will turn
to hate."

Louls' tone of rage and vengeance
startled RAoul and made him regurd the
affair In a worse light than ever.

“Yon have given me n dastardly role
to play,” he sald, after a tong pause.
“8till, 1 have never been rich enough to
be honest, but I muost say it goes hard
with me to torture two défenseloxs,
frightened women and ruin the charncter
of a pror fellow who regards me as his
best friend. It s a low bosipess.”

“You are the most absord, ridienlous
fool 1 ever met,” cried Louls. “An op-
portunity occurs for ns to make an im-
mense fortune, All we have to do le to
stretch out our handas and take it, when
you must needs prove refractory, like a
whimpering baby, I suppose you prefer
theft on a small scale, stealing by drib-
lets. And where will your system lead
you? To the almshouse or the pelice
statlon. You prefer living from hand to
mouth, supported by Mme. Fauvel, hav-
Ing small sums doled out to you to pay
your little gambling debits.”

“I am neither ambitious nor cruel.”

“And suppose Mme. Fauvel dies to-
morrow. What will become of you? Will
you go cringing up to the widower and
Implore him to continue your allow-
ance 1"

“Enough sald,” erled Raoul, angrily
Interrupting his uncle. *“I never had an
iden of retreating, This arrangement
suits me very well."

Finally, after long debate and much
recrimination the matter waa arranged,
and they shook hands before separaf:
ing.

This was the cruel scheme. How it
was executed to the final point of fure-
ing Mme, Fauvel to assist Raoul lu rob-
bing her own husband's safe we have
seen.

CHAPTER XXIIT,

Renching Paris at 9 o'clock In the
evening, not by the Lyons road, as he
had said, but by the Orleans train, M.
Verduret hurried up to the Archangel,
where he found the cashier Impatiently
awaliting him,

“You are about to hear some rich de-
velopments,” he said to Prosper, “sud
see how far back Into the past one has
to seek for the primary cause of a erime,
All things are linked together and de-
pendent upon each other in this world of
ours. Valentine de la Verberie Is pun-
ished In 1866 for the secrets of 1840,
Nothing is neglected or hr’onen, when
stern  retribution asserts ' her sway.
Listen."

As Prosper listened to the narrative
of events happening twenty years back
It sounded more llke romance than a
statement of plain facts, All these In-
genlons explanations might be logical,
but what foundation wid they possess?
Might they not be the dreams of an ex-
cited imagination? M. Verduret did not
finish his report until 4 o'clock in the
morning; then he cried with an accent of
triumph: -

“And now they are on their guard, and
starp, wary rascals, too; but they won't
escape me, Before a week is over, Pros-
per, you will be publicly exonernted and
will come out of this serape with fiying
colors,. I have promised your father
you shall, And now what have youn
been doing during my absence? Ilave
you heard any news?"”

At this question Prosper. turned erim-
son. But he knew that it would never
do to keep silent about his Imprudent
step, . ;
“Alas!"” he stammered, “1 read in a
newspiper that Ulameran was ubout to
marry Madelelne,. and I acted lke a
foal.”

“What did you do?" Inquired Vendu-

rot, anxioualy,

“You were absent, mousieur, and you
yourself might have been surprised by
an nnexpected—"

“Only fools are ever surprised Into
committing & plece of folly,” erled M.
Verduret, Impatiently. *“To writs an
aponymous letter! Do you know to what
you expose me? [Nreaking a sacred
pmmhonld-bmuftluhwm
whom [ highly ssteem among 1=y fellow
belogs. | shall be looked upon as & lar,
a cheat—] who——"

He abruptly stopped, as It afraid to
trust himself to speak further; sfter
ealming down a little he turned to Pros-
per and sald:

“The best thing we can do Is to try
and repair the harm you have done.”

L] L] L] ] . L] .

As M. Verduret had anticlpated, Pros-
per's letter had a terrible effect upon
M. Fauvel. It was a terrible blow to a
man whose life hitherto had been an un-
broken chain of prosperity, who eonld
recall the past without one bitter regret,
without remembering any sorrow deep
enough to bring forth a tear,

What! his wife deceive him! And
among all men, to choose one  vile
enough to rob her of her jewels, and
force her to be his accomplice I the ruln
of an Inunocent young man! After a long
and painful meditation the banker fnally
decided to walt, and watch his wife.
There was one simple means of ascer
talning whether the diamonds had been
pawned. If the lettar lied In this Iln-
stance he would treat It with the scorn
it deserved. 1If, on the other hand, It
should prove to be true! Hurrying lnto
Madame Fauvel's room In hir sbasnce,
he opened the door of the chiffonler,
where she kept her jewels,

The Inst dozen or more leather and
velvet boxes, containing superh sets of
Jewelry which he had presented to her,
were gone! Twelve boxes remained. He
nervously opened them. They were all
empty., The anonymous letter had told
the truth!

Nothing but death could wipe out am
injury of this nature. But the very bit-
terness of his resentment enabled him to
restraln himself until the time for pun-
Ishment came. With grim satisfaction
he promised himself that his acting
would be as successful an theirs.

The next day he reaped the frult of
his prndeuce. Among the letters which
his valet brought him st noon was one
bearlug the postmark of Vesinet. He
carefully opened the envelope and read:

“Dear Aunt—It Is imperatively neces-
sury for me to see yon to-day; so do
not fall to come to Vesinet. 1 will ex-
plain. why I give you this trouble, in-
stend of ealling at your house,

“RAOUL."

“I have them now!" eried M. Fauvel,
trembling with satisfaction at the uear
prospect of vengeance,

Enger to lose no time., he opened a
drawer, took out a revolver and exnm-
inedd the hnmmer to see If It worked
easily,

He Imagined himself alone, but a rig-
flant eye was watching his movements.
Gypsy, who had been instructed by M,
Verduret, stationed herself at the key-
hole of the study door, and saw all that
oceurred,

M. Fauvel lald the pistol on the man-
tolplul and nervously resesled the let-
ter, wilich he then took to the box where
the letters were usually left, not wishing
any on to know that Raoul's letter hnd
passed through his hands, He was only
absent two minutes, but, Inspired by the
imminence of the danger, Gypey darted
into the study and rapidly extracted the
balls from the revolver,

“Thank heaven!” she murmured: “this
peril is averted, and M. Verduret will
now perhaps have time to prevent a mur-
der. 1 must send Cavaillon to tell him."”

8he hurried into the bank, and sent
the clerk with a message, telling him to
leave it with Mme. Alexander, if M.
Verduret had left the hotel.

(To be continued.)

Origin of the Monetary Names.

"*There has been a scarclty of small
change of late,” sald C. M. Bingham-
ton, for 40 years with the United
States Treasury Department. “All
sorts of reasons are assigned to ex-
plain this condition, but, whatever the
excuse, it ls vexatlous. However, it
Is not so bad now In the way of ex-
changes as It was In the olden times.

“The early Italians used cattle In-
stend of coln. A person would some-
times send for change for a 1,000-pound
bullock, when he would receive a 25-
pound sheep, or, perhaps, If he wanted
very small change, there would be a
few lambs sent back. The Inconven-
lence of keeping a flock of sheep at
one’s banker's led to the Introduction
of bullion,

“People often wonder where' certaln
monetary names came from. 1'll tell
a few of them,

“Formerly every gold watch welgh-
ed so many ‘carats,’ from which it be-
came usual to eall a sliver watch a
‘turnip.’ =

“"Troy welght' Is derived from the
extremely heavy respousibility which
the Trojans were under to their cred-
Itors.

“The Romans were In the habit of
tossing up their coins In the presence
of their leglons, and If a piece of
money went higher than the top of
the ensign's flag it was pronounced to
be ‘above the standard.' "—Loulsville
Herald - '

: Long Drawn Out,

Wife—Did you notice how full of
his subject our pastor was this morn-
ing?

Husband—Yes; and I also noticed
how slow he was In emptying himself
of 1t |
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A Modern Baint,

“I think If I were In her place 1
should want to be told,” sald the vole
of the old doctor,

“But she Is so young! replied her |
mother, and her volce broke Into a
sob.

“Yes, she Is young.” sald the doctor,
“but she has character, and I think the
truth will help her to adapt herself to
ber life. She will get well the faster
for being told the truth, Bad as it
Is, 1t lsn't the worst.”

Bo the wise doctor's advice was tak-
en, and the I4-yearold girl was told
that she would recover from the ter-
rible fliness, but thut when she went
from ler sick room it would be with
ber pretty, girlish fgure twisted Into
the ugly form of the humpbacked
woman. Could she bear It? At first
it seemied a doubtful battle.

The lttle lnaalid was silent for
bours at a time, The tears came often,
and her depression of spirit reacted un-
favorably on her frall Lody,

But there came a day when the
girl's whole nature gathered Itself to
meet the inevitable, From that time
there were no tears, no complaints, no
apparent thought of herself. She ab-
sorbed herself In others. Her room
became the center of the whole house.
The children bronght their joys and
their sorrows to her, There was al-
ways cheer and to spare,

Years went by, and at school and
college the humpback_ed girl  made
many friends, When she came to be
a teacher, no room In the great publie
achiool was so popular as hers. The
rumber of girls who *took a fresh
start” under her Influence was legion.
There seemed to be no limit to her ae-
tivity and her interest. Although her
strength was often taxed to the wut-
most, her enthusiasm never flagged.
SBhe bad the true missionary spirit,
Wherever outside her own small cir-
cle there was a soul that needed light
and guidance—whether It was In the
slums of her eity, in a mMing town in
Arizona, or In the heart of China—
there the warmth of her nature reach-
ed put to that soul and gave help.

She dled at home at the age of fifty.
The city had never seen such a fu-
neral. There was no display of flow-
ers or of musie, but the great church
was thronged to the street with friends
who mourned her, and for whom the
world would be forever a better place
that she had lived in it. It was a trl
umphant funeral—as if for a conguer-
ing hero. Who should say that she
Wwas not one.

The battle had been set in the girl's
sick room, when she was first told the
terrible truth, It Lad been waged year
after year. If there was ever defeat,
it was covered by n new vietory be-
fore It was known. No crusader was
ever more loyal. No missionary was
ever more self-forgetting.—Youth's
Companion,

lndh.

Most eloguently and pathetieally do
these figures set forth the intellectual
and spiritual needs of India, contain-
Ing one-fifth of all the earth's inhab-
itants:

Forces of darkness:

30 centuries of Hindulsm,

288,000,000 population,

246,000,000 unable to read or write.

40,000,000 women secluded 1in ze-
uanas.

27,000,000 widows.

6,000,000 under 14.

2,500,000 wives under 10,

250,000 widows under 14,

14,000 widows under 4.

50,000,000 outcasts (pariahs).

Forces of light:

100 years of Protestant Christianity.

B0 years of enlightened British rule,

25,000 mileés of rallroad.

25,000 miles of irrigating canals.

60,000 miles of macadamized roads.

53,000 miles of telegraph,

5,000,000 students in 150,000 schools,

80,000 university students.

122 hospitals, 164 dispensaries, 184
physiclans, 65 leper asylums,

84 translations of the Bible,

18,000 Protestant missionaries.

‘391 branches of Y, M. O, A. and Y.
W. C. A,

39T socleties of Christian Endeawor,

2,923,349 Christians, Protestant and
COatholle.—Reformed Church Record.

Courage,

The greater part of the courage that
I8 needed In the world Is not of a he-
rol¢ kind, Courage may be displayed
in everyday life as well as on historle
flelds of action, The common need 1s
for cournge to be honest, courage to re-
glst temptation, courage to speak the
truth, courage to be what we really
are, and not to pretend to be what we
are not, courage to live honestly with-
in our means, and not dishonestly
upon the means of others,

- No Christ, or No Home,

In the city of Kuang-uen, Bl-chuen,
which Is sald to be a specially idolat-
rous city, & woman recently burned

il

and religion.—China's Milllons.

Do Not Fret,
Let us pot live freiful lives, God

| will never stretch the lue of our duty

beyond the measure of our strength.
We ought to live with the grace of
the flowers, with the joy of the birds,
with the freedom of wind and love.
Without question this Is God's ideal
of bhuman life. We are expected to
do no more than we can do with the
time granted us, with the tools, the
material, and the opportunity at our
disposal. We serve no Egyptian task-
masier who watches to double the tale

| of bricks, but a generous Lord who

walts to make our duty our delight—
Rev, Willlam L. Watkinson,

Open the Doors.

You close your doors and brood over
your own miserles and the wrongs
people have done you; whereas, If you
would but open those doors, you might
come out into the light of God's truth,
and see that His heart is as clear as
sunlight toward you. If you would
let Him teach you, you would find
your perplexities melt away llke the
snow in the spring till yon could hard-
Iy belleve you ever feit them.—George
Macdonald,

—— ——— — ———— 1

TRAVELSBOF A GRAPHOPHONE

Invention Will No Doubt Bhortly Be
Found in Desert of Bahara.

Nothing so marks the asdvance of
civilization as the graphophone,
esteemed by some persons as Instru-
ment of torture, and by others the
greatest of modern blesslugs to hu-
manlty. Go into the most remote sub-
urban places, and there, as soon as
you step from the train, you will bear
from a humble cottage near at hand
the stralos of “Marching Through
Georgia” by a full brass band—and
the graphophone.

Visit the houses of the extreme poor,
and upon their center tables, in the
place the red plush album used to
occupy, there will be seen a talking
machine covered with a cloth, its little
plie of records beside It, waiting for
Sunday to come, so that it may please
the Indolent with its tones, comfort
the weary and soothe the {IL

Word has not lately been recelved
from any traveler who has gone to

-that continuous wood where rolls the

Oregon and hears no sound save s
own dashing, but when it Is, It Is quite
certain that be will report that the
Oregon [s now being regaled with
“Hiawatha” as sung by somebody in
some music hall and given by such and
such a graphophone company.

The unbhappy city dweller who lives
near an apartment house not only has
one talking machine to sooth his slom-
bers—be has a dozen—and, what adds
to the Interest, each one plays a dif-
ferent alr at exactly the same time.
Medleys are popular in these days,
but sometimes it is reported these are
too medleyish.

It is a curlous thing, but true, that
Sunday is the day usually selected by
the owners of the graphophone and its
variations as being particularly suit-
able for concerts, and ®0 the old
hymns are sandwiched between coon
songs and two-steps as a sop to the
proprieties, and no one except the
nelghbors across the way who don't
like graphophones seems to see any-
thing Inconsistent in It

It is certainly not too much to say
that the various types of talking ma-
chines have penetrated to spots the
sewing machine has never gone. They
have coversd an area that the auto-
mobile can never hope to cover; they
have, If one may so express it, gone
hand and hand with the potato-masher
and the end, alas! Is not yet. If
one wishes to escape this invention,
after awhile he will have to betake
himself to the Desert of Sahara, and
even there, no doubt, he will find an
Arab sheik sitting on top of a camel
listening to “Way Down on the Suwa-
nee River,” and trying to think he
sees an oasls In the dim dlstance.—
Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Very Strange,
The corn has ears and cannot hear,
Potatoes, eyes, but cannot see;
Which state of things is rather queer,
Or that's the way it seems to me.

The melon has a tender heart,
But still he does not love, they say;
The onion's skin will never smart,
Although it has been built that way.

The bamboo always sports a cane;
The oak has limbs, but never walks;
The willow never weeps, "tis plain:
How strange the tulip never talks,

The pickle has no hands, but still
Has warts to spare, | understand.
The trumpet flower must think it {1l;

She cannot join a circus bahd.

The barley haz a beard, and yet

A barber shop he never seeks,
And here I say It with regret,

No kisses press the apple’s cheeks,

The blades of grass I do not fear;
The rubber plant can never see,
Which state of things is rather queer,
Or, that's the way It seems to me.
—~Chicago Chronicle.

- Diagnosis.

She—I can tell & person's sense of
humor by the shape of his mouth; can
you?

He—No; I usually tell by the sound.
—Detrolt Free Preas,

A woman's shoe Is usually large for

its size,

There is & current popular bellnf
that a child will grow out of his bow-
legs, and for that reason treatment is
often neglected, to the little patient’s
detriment. It is true that there is &
natural tendency to spontaneons
stralghtening of bowed legs, but the
tendency Is frequently thwarted by
the welght of the child. It Is better,
therefore, never to depend upon na-
ture’s healing efforts, bit to asslst
these and accelerate them by properly
conducted manipulations, which are
made just as one would straighten a
bent stick. The mother should carry
them out under the doctor's Instruc-
tions at regular hours three or four
times a day. The child ought also to

set In a stralght position. But thls
operation 1s an avoidable misfortune,
happlly, If the case Is consclentions-
Iy taken in hand early In life and on-
der the supervision of the physician.—
Youth's Companion.

THE NEW COMMANDER OF
THE SALVATION ARMY.

From a bare-headed lass who, with
her sweet volce and tambourine, led
street meetings In the slums of Lon-
don to the leadership of the Salvation
Army In this country s the story
which a few weeks will see completed
in the career of Eva Booth, Before
the month Is ended it is expected that

MIS8 EVA BOOTH.

Miss Booth will have arrived from
Canada, where she Is commander of
the Canadian division, to assume the
leadership of the Amerlcan division.
Her brother-in-law, Commander Booth-
Tucker, who Is now the head of the
army In this country, bas been so de-
pressed since the death of his wife In
a rallroad accldent a short time ago
that the work of leading the Salvatlon-
ists has proved & load which he Is
unable to bear to his own satisfaction,
With the appolntment of Eva Booth
to fill the position comes the culmina-
tion of years of hard work in the ranks
of the Salvation Army.

Acting on the Hine

“Mine is a fashionable congrega-
tion,” whispered the young minister
as they entered the pulplt, “and I
hope you will not use any—er—vul-
gar or plebelan terms to-day.”
“I'll try not to,” replled the old-fash-
foned preacher, humbly.
And, turning to the assemblage, he
stated: “My friends, we will begin
services by ainging, ‘I love to embez.
zle awhlle away!' "—Houston Chron=
Icle.

Statues for California.
California’s space In Statuary Hall,
Washington, has not been filled, but,
at the suggestion of United States Sen-
ator Perkins, the ploneer women of
the State are going to take the matter
up and decide whose statues are most
worthy for niches in the hall of fame.

It is difficolt for some widows to
keep up a sorrowful appearance long
enough to collect the life lnsurance.




