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'HUMOR OF THE WEEK

STORIES TOLD BY FUNNY MEN
OF THE \PRESS

of Human Nature Graphlcally Por-
truyed by hminent Word Artists of
Our Uwn g A Budiet of Fun.

I Mr Oripps—Cin you Induce the cook
to have ope of ber (rids come abd

tke dinner with her to-night?
Mew. Cefppe—The (dea! What for?
Mr. Cripps—1 expect 10 bring Jones
aud Smith bome with we, and 1% ke
to have & plee dinder for thew,—~Phila-

* MAN. #

1.
E stood on the brink of the precl-
H plee pod looked over, Three hun-
ired feet below him the sea broke

on the somber rocks,

The wan's wuscles tensloned and he
drew u deep breath. What an easy
way to end It Al Just oue Hetle step-~
those rocks below were no bunglersg
they would make no migtake over thelr
wark, and the sen wounld tell no tales
aud then—then e would e awny from
it all, ppd would sever ave to bear the
wgony of henriog (hat she was married
to Everett

Marpied to Everett—martied to Ever
el ‘I'ie words clanged In his eArs,

He groaned aloud and bent hoastily
over the edge,

A mlat eame before hils eyes aud his
breath rose i a choklng heave to his
thront: the ground rocked sickeningly
benenth bim, aud for oue dizzy second
he thought he was [alling—falling
down that lnterminable space.

Then the wmist passed, the ground
stopped rocking and he gasped with
rellef to find himself still standiong safe
and sound on firm earth,

He turped away with a  scornful
langh at s own wenkness,

Home agalp, he flung himself into an
ensy-chalr and it his plpe, resolved to
give way no longer to morbid Imag
Inings.

He pleked vp a magaeioe, but his
thoughts few off at 4 tangent to the
daunce which wus o inke place that
very evenlug, to which bhe had been
Inviced,

He bad vowed not to see her agaln
il e could settle once for all the dem
on of unrest within hilm, and a crowied
ballroom was the last pluce for impas-
sloned nvownls,

He thought how eool and beantiful
ghe wonld look (n her white muslin,
with her fuffy golden halr framing her
gweet lhutle tdower-llke fave, Perbaps
he would go, after all. Then o second
figure rose up 10 spoil the ploture-
handsome, Lhappy-goducky  Everett,
with & merry word for everyoune,
danclpg untiring attepdance on the fas
cluntlug bostess and never leaviog bher
glde for n moment,

How dured he take possession of her
fn that way! And how vonid she put
up with it, unless

Ilie pipe—~munkind’s universal baby
bottle—for once falled otterly o s
mission of soothing. e tossed it an
grily nctoss the table aud burled his
face In his bands, lost in a whirl of nls
erable conjectures,

His thoughts few buck to that dangee
ottt week ngo—one week so crowded

with Lopes and fears that It séemed a4 for breath,

Hiptine,

He remembered those two  dances,
the mwugle, the scent of fowers n the
congervitory, and, more distinetly than
all, the Inughing face of Dolly

Phen those few  overleanl  wordg
rusghied through Wls brain. He ellnched
hig fate and bis face Bushed ot the ree-
ollection. He had dreifted from the ball
room to the conservatory. Would ghe
consent? That was the guestion that
throbbisd In his braln, Should he say
the words that would declde his future
e uod hers? He hod puffied gt a el
gorette, and stared at the thin wisps
of blue =moke, Would his hopes fade
ioto nothlngness as  that Cragraot
siioke faded and vanlshed lote alr?
And then he deard people talklng. He
recognlzed the volee of Everelt, and
then Dolly's, They were seated on the
opposite side of the conservatory, and
bad not scen bim as be sat slmost con-
cealed belilnd a tmogle of pelic leaves.

“Dolly," Everett wan saylng, “you
mus! say ‘Yes' My whole life depends
upon it.  We bhave been chums so long
Bay you will and make me the happlest
mun o Eogland not to speak of Scot
Innd, Ireland and Wales, Say *‘Yes!' |
know what you want to sny—that we
ought to be getting back again, And
there are all those loathsowme people
who want dances, Coufound ‘em. You
will? I knew you would—"

Fraser had sat there. almost unnble
to move, He did not know how long
The music from the ballroom foated
out Into the conservatory, mingling
with the laughter and chattor of the
guests,  All bope, all Interest In life
wis gone—snatelied from him by those
few overheard words. People were
asking for him, What did W matter;
pothing mattered now. A volce Aroused
him. He looked wvp, and saw Everett
before bim—Everert, who was his
friend; who was now his rival—Lhls
eenmy!

“Hallp, Fraser, old man, you seem tu
Y- ten fathoms deep in the blue dunmps!
What's the matter now? Come and
have a smoke with me, ['ve been look
Ing tor you half the evening.”™

Aud that all happened a8 woek agol A
week—the miost wmiserable In his lire
And fow bhe wis teylng to forget her.
What a fool he was!

The thought of that steep drep down
to the sea kept recurring to his mind
agaln and again with a fatal fascina
tion put It away from his as he would
Through all his broodings I's somber
luvitation stood out clear and distinet
He could see even now the Jjagged
rocks lurking below, dripplng with
spray, looking for thelr prey,

At Iast he got up. Il was no good
staying In. Inaction was torture to
bim {n hls present frame of mind, He
would try aud walk it off

He started off rapldly, without any
definite aim or Intentlon, but uncot-
scionsly hls steps turned toward the
coast, and presently he found himseif
once more ascending the steep llttle
path be bad traversed that morning.

delphin Neenrd,
12 Theatric Parlance.

Amnteur—What does It mean In
theatrie olrcles when  they say  the
“ghost walks?"'

Vetetge Aetor—I1t means that the resl
of us don't bhve to.—Detrolt Free
Frosa,
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As he penred the summit be per-
celved that there wns a wan's fgure
before him, stooping perilovsly over the
dangerous  edge, evidently gaitbering
sowe plant from the el below,

It was n foolhandy thing to do, and
evidently bespoke u strong brain

A little uearer, and he stopped short
abreuptly, The stvoplng Hgure wis
Everett

All lils love and hate surged up with
M him,  Everett, the man who had
stolen lils love from Lim—the man who
nad made his Hfe a blank and barren
waste. A thousand devils seemed let
lopse within bim, How very pear that
stooplng fdgure wias 1o death—s0 near
ihat one touch—just one Httle motion
af the foot—and he would lose his bal-
ance and go specding, speading down
those smillng eliffs and be hurled to
ploces on those eruel rocks beneath!

His breath came quickly.

Suppose It had happened accldental-
Iy? Even ns be thought e kuew he
wits 4 cowiid. Even then he wWas Deacon Rhanghnl—Dat boy certninly
thinklog of Lis own skin, Suppose a (18 full ol musie, Mra. Jackson,
sudden nolse made the man start? Al Mrs,  Juckson—Yes, Deacon; hit
most unconsclonsly he opened his lips, [ COMes nachel toe dat chile; his pap war
and a barsh “Hallo! broke from him, | T90 ovab by one o dem stréet pinn.

Everett's nerves were steel, He | RS
turued his sunoy face and smiled over
his shoulder, “Huve 1 got a4 bright future?' anx-

“Hallo, old man!" he responded amin- | lously lnguired the sweet young gradu
bly. ate, who was chock-full of ambition,

Fraser enme and stood dumbly beslde “Well, 1t 1sn't as bright as |t might
him, bolding his bands tiglitly together | be answered the antlgue clulrvoyant,
behind him to hide thelr shoking. He | who was taking u Ibng look Into i
had forgotten Everett wias a sallor, “but,” she added with a glrlish titter,

He watched hlm fortively leaning | “pechaps the gos Is turned down'—
down further and further, till it seemed | Puck,
lmpossible he could retnln his bialance;
nnd the waves below reached up hune
gry white arws to eateh him, and Jell
back agaln with o mormuring thunde
of anger at thelr fallure,

A lrtle further. Fraser enught his

Inherent Tulent,

Taking the Sting tmt of 1t

Praved His Polnt,
“Oppoitunity comes ofice o every
man,"”
“Inat's right; and any man Is bound
o become famous If Le ouly lves loug
enough.”

ht:'a'!h‘_ . % "0, | don’t quite belleve that"
You'll be over in a minutel” he 8ald | wyuy gou't? Suppose & man lives to
grufly. be 130 yedrs old; wouldn't that make

Kverett laughed easlly,

“Not 1" be sald confidently. “But. | ==
say, old ¢hap, you wmight Just hang on Trying to Fotluw the Injinction,
to my legs for a minute, will you? | “Aud now,” contioned hls angry
want to refel that great Bt Just there, | SPOUSE, thoroughly nroused.  “l nin go-
and It's just beyond me."” ing 1w give you apother plece of my

The waving pink bioom nodded fm. | Wind—what are yon doing¥”
pudently up at thetm just out of remely. | T am turning the other enr,” patient-
Fraser stood wotlonless, moistening his |15 mspouded M, Mecker,—Chlcugo
dry 1ips. Tribune,

Everett looked around, The Mystory of Motive,

“D'you mind, old mant"’ hé sald. “Why," asked the young wife, nnive-

And mechnnleally the other stretehed Iy, “do you always whisths when you
out iz hod and obeyed, got my millinery bills?

Now-—now! one movewment of his fin: | = wpg rylee the wind!” replied the man
gers—just the opening of Lis hand— —Detrolt Journal,
He fought the thought back, gasping =

In‘isputabl-,

Mamma—0h, Ethel. you oever saw
me behave Hke thnt,

“They're for Dolly, you kpow,” he | Ethel (nged 4)—Well, | haven't Know
sald, "to wear thls eveéning,” ed you so very long. —Ti-Bhs,

The lingers opened as If by some sud = —
denly pressed spring. There was a sud Compnlisory Proportions,
den cry, and then—then something [ “YOU'renat half xo stoul as you were,
went rolling, rolllng, striking and Billy."
bounding sickeningly down that steep “No: we've moved Into n ot and |
slde. Just had to get thin' —Iodlasapolis

For an Instant the white tace was up. | Journul,
turned.

“AlN right, old chnp—1 kKnow—accl
dent!™ flonted up brokenly, and then
there was o last bldeous thud, and the
wives clutched greedily st thele unree
agulgable prey and drew It under. And
the swooplog sengulls shrleked wildly
antl elreled vpward.

Fraxer stood as If turned to stone
gnzing with distended eyeballs at the
purgling eddies where that—that thing
had disappeared, |

Murderer! Murderer! Murderer!
The waves lashed It at him, the sea
gulls shrieked It, the whole living and
inanimate world flung the awful word
nt him,

He stood paralyzed. Tad he dooe It

he? What hnd hie done? He held his
hands vaguely and plteously out before
him, asking them mutely. Murderer!
Murderer! Murderer! Yes, IL was trae

true!  His bunds told him—his bands | Beggar—Plage, yer honor, do belp a
that he bad opened. God! They were | POOr old bady,
blosd-red—staloed  with blood!  Tue | lrritable Old Chap—Don’t bother me,
grass was rod—ihe sky—the very sen :\!'ulmm, Can't you see that | coulidn't
was blood! possibly get a hand Into my pockers?

He flung up his bands with an awrul | Beggar—Ab, but perhinps 1 could, yer
ory and sprang blindly over that fatal bouor.
ofge, * * *

“] say, old fellow, do wake up and
stop having the horrors! You don’
know Yow bheastly awful you look#

Fraser opened his eyes slowly and
stared In blunk tervor at the handsome
tanned face looking down at him. He
wondered vaguely whether he was
drenming now or had just awoke from

bl famoos ¥ < Philadelphia  Hecorid.

Everett leaned still fnrther
glaneed hack,

He half

| She Was Willing to Help.

His Grosping Dispodtion,

“They say,” remarked the mother
thoughtfully, referring to the young
man who bad called the previeus even.
ing, “that he Is #f a4 grasplog dispost-
| tion.”

“Well, 1 should say he was!” ex-
cluimed the small boy.

a red nightmare. T'he volee went on:

“1 only looked Iu to say ta-ta, ['ve
had a telegram calling me back to lre
land Immedintely. Old Chris Murdoch
lhas relented and consented to our bee
Ing publicly engaged., And all through
Dolly, too—hless her little beart! She's
Meg's dearest friend, you know, and
she's been moving heaven and earth
to soften the old chap's heart.” He

waived an airy good-by, “Ta-ta!” e |

sald merrily.

“Willle!” cautloned bis slster, but it
wias too Inte,
| “You just ought to have scen the way
he grasped Lou when she sald she'd
marey hlm"” persisted the youngster.—
| Chlengo BEvening Post.
Crowded Cut.

“Have you called on Penclope since
she got back?”

“Yes, but 'l have to go agalo™
“Why?
| “She got started first in telling her

Fraser gazed speechlessly at him, the | summer experfences and I dido’t get a
tears stlll standing tbhick on his white | word in edgewlse about what I'd been

face.
Eyeretl turned back, half-laughing.
“1 wish you woulda't look at me as
though | were a ghost!” he protested

“So long!

Archbishop's Apt Retort.

The archbisbop of Dublln receutly
performed o marringe in the fMwlly of
a wealthy Irish stiller,
breakfast the distiller

dolng all stmmer.,"—Chicago Record,

Discownraging,
“You are the first girl | evor loved,”
gaid Mr, Bloper to Mise Kittlgh,
“lo that case you may cease loving
me. | do not eare to be practiced on.”

Correct,
“Johnoy." querked the teacher of the

After lhe|m'\\‘ pupll, “do you know your alpha-
thapked the
archbishop effusively for his share of |
the proceedings and said to him as he

bet?”
“Yes'm," answered Johnny,
“Well, then,” coutinued the teacher,

took his leave, “The Lord be with “what letter comes after AT

you." “And with thy spirie,” Is report-

ed to have been the rejoinder.

“All the rest of them!™ was the -
umphant reply.

!

044, Curlous and Luughable Phases |

|

For Sppons.

“Here's o girl” remarked the Query
Editor, “who writes to koow “what (4
the popular spocnholder of this wed
son.' "

“Evidently,” replied the Snake Bdi-
tor, “slie’s pever hed kby beanx.”

“Why ¥ ;

“Because If she had she'd kpow that
the wost popular ove 18 the parlod
sofa"—Philndelphla Press.

“!.V’Tﬂt‘id.ﬂ!ﬁ‘l.
Bhe—Is the writing of poelry Very -
erativie?
He—Well, 1t would be I one didu™
have to lay out B cents or 80 every
weelk on paper gad stumpsl—Fock.

;em Wy

Husband  (angrily) Don't forget,
wadine, that yon ave my Wile,

Wife=0Ou, :;c\q_br fenr. There are
gsome things one cou't forgel.—Letioll
Free Press,

A ﬂl_li:rT'lelunrr.

He—1 ww arrald you doo't Like s
danclug

Bhe—On the contrury, 1 thiok It Is
very amusing

Niminnted,

“What does Mildred mean when she
snys that she ls writing her letter ol
acceptance to  Theodore” — Denver
News,

Highly En) yable
Buggins—1 hear Smitking is learning
golf. Does he enjoy 1Y
Mugplis—Suys 1Us great.  He bas al-|
tendy put theee caddles 1o the bospi- |
tal. —Dhilndelphin Record, |

Terrible,

Reone: A raflway car.  Flest Artist
—Children don’t seem to me to sell|
now a8 they uded

Becond Artist (In a hoarse whisper)
Well, | was at Stodge's yestenday: he
had Just knocked off three ltte girks' |
heads, horeld raw things, when a deal-
of cate i, gird be bought ‘em directly,
took ‘em away, wet ua they were, on i
streteher, and wanted Stodge to let him
Lhave some mote oext week

Old Lady (putting her hend out of|
window and shrieking)—Conductor, |
stop the traln and Jet e oul, or I'll !u-i
tnurdercd!

Intervals in Fxclfement,
“Ma, when | get big U goln' "way
off to be n plrate.”
"Are you, Bohby ¥
“Yes, but don't you be scarad; I'll
come home at night to sleep.” =Chilcage
Recurd.

She-I came to study art.
Artlst—1 knew you could paint the
mament 1 looked Into your face,

They All Came Back,

« “Half a dozen of us fellows,” sald the
stroggling young nuthor, “helid a com
petition tn short story welting., M)y
gtory won the prize’

“Conceded 1o be the best, eh ¥

“Well, we sent themn nll to the same
magazine, and the editor kept b
longer thun any of the others.” —Philo
delphiln Press,

Most Unfashion ble,

“My gracious!” suddenly exclaimed
little Mabel Blugore, who lad been
day-dreaming, "1 suppose therv's
help for 10"

“What arve you thinking of, dear?"”
asked] her mamiua,

“Why, | was Just thinking when we
dle we'll have to wenr repdy-made
heavenly robes for a few days till wi
cin be Ntted."—Philadelphin Press, |

The imly ' oasibillity

He—Nothing could ever come batween
us, could it. dear?

She—J] can’t think of a slogle thing, |
unlese 1 should happen to become en. |
giged to some other man.—Harper's
Bazar.

Used to It

My, Lurker—Excuse me, Miss Snap
per, but 1 have long sought this oppor
tunity——

Miss Snapper—Never mind the pre
amble, Mr. Lurker. Run along in and
nsk pn.  He's been expecting this would
come for the last two years.—Tit Bits.

A Courtenus (ffer,

“Conldn't I be squeezed [n there some.
how? asked the pretty girl, as she|
valnly sought entrance to the crowded
car,

“1f you can get In, 1T have one arm
free” exclidmed a young mnn lo the
genter of the ear—~Baltlmore Ameriean.

No Birds
*T am told that Misgs Frocks Is & vege |
tarian” sald Mrs. Fosdlck,
“She {8, replicd Mrs, Keedick, “even
fn her millinery.”

ARMLESS PEQPLE HAVE ACCOM-
PLISHED DIFFICULT FEATS.

Ladividoals Mions Upper Limbs Have
Become Famous Artists, Dextrous
Penwen; kxp rt Musicians aud Ar
tisnne,

That success (o art Is not the wonop-
oly of suck us are duwered with the
opurwal oumber of Huwbs ls conclusive
Iy prosed by toe skill of Mile, Hapln, o
Swiks artlst, who, though witbout
nwrwms, bas made a natie for Lvrscll
with her poriaits and basveliefs, and
of the Belginu patoter, recently duceis
ed, whow many of us Lhuve doublivss
weell at work lo the Autwerp pletume
gallery copying the wosks of the old
wnsters there on view,

Other abfmiless artists, too, lave ae
quirsd fome, pmong whown ey b
wentloued the celebrated Miss Billen,
who enrned o living s o  miolature
painter., Origlnally on
Burtholomew fulr, shi was secn by the
Barl of Morton, who took her under hils
patronage and pald for her artlstic ed-
uentlon, She was & favorite of George
IV, and Willlam TV., the lotter of
whom allowed her a small pengion,

Tarning w earler armless celebrities,
mention must be made of John Vale
rius, borm ln Germany In 1007, wlo
wis capable of perforning many sur-
prising feats, He could shave himself,
play on the deam, fence with wuclh
kUL, and, In short, use Wis toes with
ud uch advoltness as most men can
thelr hands,

| n modern rlval ln the person of Herr

Unthan, whom many will remember a%
exhibiting himself a few years ago in
London, where be surprised lnrge nudl
ences with bils marvelous feals

Matthew Bucklnger, who was born
at Nuremiberg seven years later than
Valerius, was bot o mere trunk, pos
sessing nelther arms nor legs, Despite
ks natued] disadvantoges, however, he
is said 1o have been an excellent per
former on the fute, bagplipe and trom
pet, while his sketehes--Inndscape, g
ures and conts of arms—which wers
execiuted with n pen, were sgual to the
most Anlshed engravings, Hls call
graphy, of which examples are still ex
tant, would have done credit to the
nokl expert writlng master, and, In
deesd, he was able to make no Incon
slderable inebme by the sale of these
gpecimens of bis skill

e Dgured llkewise In the not very
invidlous role of wife beater, for on
one ocenslon when one of hils wives—
he wos marrled four tmes—insulted
him, he sprang apon her, got her down,
and buffeted her so seversly with s
stumps thet she was glad to eseape
further chastisement by promising
tmendment In the future—a [iromise
thint she falthfully kept.

Egqually marvelous were the fents of
Willamn Kingstoy, who at  the com
meneemoent of the present century re
stded at Ditcheat, near Bristol, where
e cultlvated a small farm. e conld,

; ; Ferd [
without other ald than that of his toes, { named Palmer had wade Rugeley uo

suddle and beldle hig horse, milk his
own cows, ceut his own hay. hind It up
In bundles, and earrey It about the feld
for his eattle. He was ot exeellont

'HANDLESS BUT HANDY |

| bo ugly women

exhibltion ni §

|
He possessid, however,

Plymouth the government retatns from | DEVIL DANCERS OF CEYLON.

# senthoeptal motive a fleer of lron
clads, though electricity long ago made
warture on The Wiler lmpossibie.

“Perhaps the most striklng feator
of modern elvilization Is that there are
The lmproved cond
tlons of life, the place which legitimate
enjJuyment hias in the modero seheine of
existence, the extirpation of many
foruis of disease, and the rationnl At
tude of wind of the average wolnan
have worked wondets, No modern
plaFwriter would think of elnborating
a plot In which marrled lfe was pre
senfed pgs having o dark side, for the
woman of to-day s u Joy In her own
lionse, snd por oonly o the houses of
others, ax there s rebson to belleve
wig e cnve 8 inndred yonrs ago. Ev
CrYWherg We  see  pence, |,l:'uu||l'l'il_l'.
progress, and 1t s therefore with feel
lngs of the utmost gratitade that we
wateh the departing hours of (he twen
Pty cenfury,”

‘

D, Rtubby, the Bishop of Oxford, was
onee lmportuned by & woumsg Who,
knowing lls expettonce of the Holy
Land, kept un asking him what places
she sught to visit, uw she wis starting
on o trip o Palextine,  ATter pnswer
Ing topographienl questlons  sithom
nunber, he woas agaln asked Bt
vorlly, what place would yon adyise i
“Por Jetleho, mndnin,” =uid
the hishop, sweetly,

L T T v .

to go to¥”

A London pewshboy, who (s accis
tomed o shout “Extras™ every ¢ven

|
ing, recontly had a very bad cold and

eatpenter, too, amd had scquired ne |

lttle renoswn as a hiuoimer thrower,
being able with Uls feer to cast o heavy
slodge hammetr as far as most men
conlil with thelr hanils

Very sxpert, too, Is Caleh Orton, an
Amerlean, though In his ease his skl
s brounght him within the chitehes
W e Inw, for thouglh withoutr hawds
e contrived to forge a postal money
arider.  For thiat nefarlons purposs he
amployed his mouth. and although the
anthorities were at first  Incredilons
and douhted the teuth of his confes
sfon, he soon put the matter beyond
douht by ocular demongtration,

Gripplng the pen between his teeth,
he, by means of a serles of rapld movi-
ments of hig bead, exeented one of
those elnborate designs of birds, beasts
and <oroll work In whieh writing ex
nerts delight, and proved to the =atis:
taetlon of everybhody present his un
doubred culpability.

AT THE END OF 2000 A. D.

What One Writer Predicta #i11 Hap-
pen o Centnry Hence,

The twentleth centuvy Is to he the
poentury of chiauge: selence, whieh Is
golng ut the trot, will then go at the
gullop, says a writer in London Truth,
We think we know much; those who
will live 100 years hence will wonder
we knew so little

The folowlng ls |n'unmhn'r'|3' fquoted
trom the Dally Ciuemalograph of Dec,
31, 204W

“(Op the eve of the twenty-first cen:
tury [t will be In the minds of many to
put;tr:tsl the present with the past, All
are aware that glgantle strides have
peen made recently 1o the direction of
progress, but few reallze that only a
pundred years ago men traveled In
trains over the lnud nnd in ships over
the water; that they communleated
with each other by telegraph; that their
streets and bouses were Ut wilh gas or
with an early adaptation of electriclty:
that coal was used In almost every
housebold; that hundred of  milllons

Ircrmnine honrse,  Feellug Wlmself at »
iisadvantage, he carvled a large card in
front of hioy, on which be lind ronghly
written: “Hush! Nolse Is a pulsance!
I ¢an't shout my extras, bhut 1 have
them oll the same!™
the boy long to sell out his stock of pa-
pers to the groteful passers-hy.

In her book on “Some Players,” Ay
Laslle snys that Bdwin Booth's detesty
tion of “Richard HL" was frank and
Ineurable,  Oue nlght, when o the
wost mnguiticent nstant of Richard, a
super fell In a writhing, squivilug at
tack, which ser the country audience
lughing, Booth sald, guletly, after the
fall of the cartain, nmld shouts of wls
gulded lnughs, “What wie the matter,
capmin?” The trembling cnptain
owned reluctantly that one of his twen-
ty-fvewent men hnd beop selzed In a
Nt “Please puy thirty conts next thme,
und employ ope whose fits way not o
terfere with Richamd. Richuard ls un
endurable enongh withour the nddition
of rented s

e desive of the inhnbltantis of Sing
Nipg 1o chapge the pame of the town
reculls 4 somewhat shnllnr deslee on
the part of the Inhabitants of the town
of Rugeley, Englond, (o g correspon
dent of the New York Thones. A man

torlons hy an ntrocious murder, nod a
deputation of the lnbabitants walted on
the bomme secretary with a petition for
leave to change the pame, The min
Ister hesttated, and asked what name
they proposed 1o subsiitute. They re-

| plied that they had potdeclded. “What
| o you say,” sald he, “to taklng my

nnme?" They expressed thelr unguall
ted delight, nad obtalned the home see
retary’s cousent to this method of ob
Hterutiog the memory of the abnoxlous
Palmer
tion was Lord Palmerston. The town s
siill khown #s Rugeley

The home sepretnry In gies

When George Sand, the famous
French novellst, was living at Nahant,
near the cloge of her life, she was fairly
caught on her own grounds by a e
termingd Britlsh journallst, of ber own
sex, who opened a formldable note
ook and demanded: “At what hour
do yon work, wmndame? 1 neyver
work, replled George Sand, gayly.
“ilo! But your books? When do yon
make them ™ “They mnke thomselves
morning, evening, and night." This
wus bafMing, but the Britsh Indy, al
though deficient In grace, did pot lack
gerelt, wod sald: “What Is your own fa-
vorite, may I ask, nmong your novels?*
soeolympln, " returned George Sund,
with a beaming smile, **Olympla? |
do.not know that one”  Perhaps—I
have not yet written (" and the vie.
thinlzed author beat 4 hasty retreat,
much amused as she looked back and
suw that her nonsense was belng daly

| jorted down In the formidable note

]ul’ nongy. When the lmperial eity of | yea wyrrounded by a decaying past

were spent In thking instend of In sav-
Pepper in Olden Times. Iluﬂ life; that the soldler was viore
Dr. Adolph Miller, of Philadelphia, | o oored than the surgeon; that well:
President of the Pennsylvanin  My- | dressed women wore furs in the day
eologieal Club, in a dissertation on the while the sun was shinlng and half-
pepper plant, says that durlng  the | o000 themselves In the esening and
Middle Ages in Europe pepper wis the that It was not generally acknowledged
mokt esteemed and most lmportaut of | 00 ane of the most Important of du: |
all the splees. Genon. Venlee and oth: | o0 16 10 enjoy the legitimate ploasures
er commercinl cltles of central Europe of this exquisitely deslgned world!
were idebted to their traflic o pepper | wouly o century ago selfishness aud
for a large part of their wealth. Its| g opaition still bound our predeces-
importaice as 4 means of promoting | owe but selepce bas rembved these
commercial activity and clvillzation | ponde from us, As we walk in the
during the Middle Ages can hardly be | cjany streets and look upon the smoke-
overratel.  Tribute was levied In| g sky, where thousands of aerial
pepper. and donations were made I | oqrts. cabs dnd carrlages hurry hither
this splce, which was frequently also| and thither, we wonder how man ¢an
used ns a medinm of exchange In place | pave Pved without fiylug. Even yet we

Rome was ln_-i!og-d by Alarie, lh"‘, Underground London ks sald to be
King of the Goths, in 408 A. D, the | poneycombed with tonnels In  which
ransom  demanded included 5,000 | teiing ran up 1o fifty years ngo! ln‘
|
|

pounds of gold, 30,000 pounds of sliver | pany parts of the country telegraph
and 3,000 poundsof pepper. (llustrating | 53 telephone poles still stand with
the lmportance of this spice at lhﬂfldan;ﬂing wires, though wireless tele
time. plhony has long since superseded those |
Fifty wiles from the tows where a [older methods of communieation. |
man dies, the papers, if tbey mention | Bullders occuslonally come upon leaden

book.

Dr. Johnson's Regard for Truth

It was sald of Dr. Johnson thar he
always alked as though he were tak
ing an oath. He detested the habit of
I¥ing or prevaricating In the slighies
degree, and would not allow  his ser-
viints to say he was not at home if he
wis. A wservant's stolet regard for
the truth,” sald he, “must be weakened
by such a practice, If | accustomed
my servant lo tell m lle for me have
1 not renson to apprebend that he will
tell them for himself?" A strict adber-
enice to the truth the doctor conslderad
as o agered obligation, and In relating
the smallest ancedote he would not al-
low Limself the mivotest addition te
embellish his story,

Mistaken Identity.

Attorney—You say you had called to
see Migs Billlngs and was at the house
at the thme the burglary was commit-
ted?

Witness—-Yes, sir,

“phen how did it happen that when
the prisoner dashed Ioto the room and
assnulted you you leaped through the
window and went home, making ne
attempt-to defend the lndy or give the
alarm?®

“T thonght It was ber father” —Hart:
ford Tlmes.

Bootblacks in Berlin.

Bootblacks are seldomn seen on the
streets of Berlln, owing to the fact
that it 18 one of the duties of German
servant girls to shine shoes o the
household, snd of porters to attend to
it In hotels, There are boothlacks nt
the principal rallway depots, but they
find more patrofs amoug women than
among men.

It idid not take |

Earn a Good Liviag by Exorciaing Des
moas from the ¢ lok.

The real Sioghaleve devil dancers 10
Ceylon are wost ferocious und savuge
fellows. Thelr dances are revoltiug
and horrible, But thelr profession I8
populur and affords a royal living fur
the met who go into It

There |s a superstition among the
Sioghalese that when a wub falls slok
he 18 supposed to be aflieted with
s devil, In order to rid him of the
disease e devil daneers are called in
to propitinte the demon

Two or more of them go by night 1o
the sick man's house, ln fronut of which
a small, gquare [nclosure, about six
feet bhigh, bas been made of grasses
and palm leaves, This ansgwers the
purpose of the green room ot a thes
ter. The men uppear at first without
masks and with long yellow  grass
strenniers haoging from thelr beads
and walsts, The only light cast oo
the scene I by torches made of sticks,
ground which pleces of cloth are Wri
ped, dpped in oll.
& tom-towm, kept up on one nete, the
dancers slog a peculiar, wild. fiueral
Alrge, In which the speotators often
Joln.

The dancers begin by slowly moviug
about, stretehiog the rigiit foot aud
s bringing the left up to It, and appear
ns If they were searching for some
thing, durlng whileh the singing «onnda
ke erying. They nre then nsking the
devil to appear, Thete are twenty-four
different sorts of devils, and after the
first part, the dancers are constantly
changing thelr clothes to represent the
entire apecies: some weur masks, soine
don Jaws and terrible leeth reaching

To the musle of

to the ears; the Jaws open and close
In 0 yvery reallstic manner

A dnhe lasts over two nights, as the
whole twenty-fonr devils have all to by
personated before the partienlar de
mon who Is afMicting the sick mian iy
pltehed on.  When he glves slgns of
| hin presence the dancers go into 4 sort
of frengy, which Increnses us he tnkes
| possiession of them; the tomtom hiats
|f||.u!|=r and faster, the chanting grows
Into yells, the men whirl and stawp,
(the bells fastened by beacelets on to
thelr ankles Jlugle and clash.
| At this stage the dancers appear to
!lu-. looking for some object to glve the
devil In sperifice, and into which he
may puss, A chicken |s usnally oftered
by the friend of the slek man, and this
anfortunate bird Is selzed npon, twist
o and tormented and bitten betweon
the false testh, untll the dapeers, worn
out move slower aml slower, amd the
plhileken sinks Ioto a sort of (rance,
which Is o slgo that the devil lins ae
cepted the sacrifice, and is willing to
pnss from the man lnto the bird, Now
and then the bird is revived by some
wnrmed water belng thrown on 118
hend, and then the torture of it beglns
agnin.  After this the men don sheep
akin petticoats and eapes, and In the
tarchlight look maore and more dinbol
leal and frengled In thelr thanks to
the devil for consenting to leave the
slck man,

When the bird dies It {8 a sign that
this devil bas left the man, amd he will
be cupinl, The bilrd 18 thien throws Info
the river, to be earried to Ne sea, It
never killed, and never paten after dy-
ing, About an lbour of thly sort of
thing ls quite enough: it Is really hor
fitle and revolting, aud one s thank-
ful when the men leave off to go to
drink the todly prepared for thewm,
and make a night of It—New Yok
Jeurnal.

“ RS

“April's Sowlng” Is Miss Gertrude
| Hull's first long story. The title Is
taken from Browning's “Plippa
| Passes.'

Two weeks after Its publleation, 40,
000 coples of “Allee In Ol Y incennes"
| were sold, It is & story of American
Iife by Maurlce Thompson,

| Wm, Dean Howells, the foremost fig-
| ure In American letiers today, Is
be one of the lterars advisers to the
reorgnnlzed honse of Harper & Bros,

Aunle Ruossell Marble has wrltten a
hook with a suggestive title, “Books
That Nourish Us,"” published by T, J.
Crowell & Co. 1t Is certhin that year
ly come from the press hooks that give
its pelther tempornry nor lasting novr-
fshiment, and the necessity arises for
& wise cliolee.

Here {8 n story told In “Notes and
Queries™: A lady asked the novellst
what her duty was in certaln dffiealt
eclrenmstances, amnd received a clear re
ply. "Bul," she objected, “If 1 dld that
I should dle.” “Sarely that has noth:
ing to do with you dedng your duty,”
answersd George Eliot,

*“The Blography of a Baby” ls the
title of an unusual volume by Miss
Millleent W, Shiopn. Miss Shinn 1s a
Californian and still lives there, She
has always been interested In bables,
and has made & careful study of them
both as teacher nnd friend. Published
by the Century Company.

Apropos of prefaces—something that
few care to pralse—Mr. Kipling gives
the following good adviee, given when
he was asked to write a preface;
"Some ruther Interesting  experiences
have tanught me that the best way of
muking a man hote me for Ule Is to
meddle In any way with hls work.
* * = If the book Is good, It will go,
and If not, nothlng will make (1 stifr.
¢ = & All the men who want to stick
a knlfe Into me would stick it into
yon g8 s00n ne they saw my nanie pre
facing your hook. Bltter experioncs has
tanght that that kind of thing doesn’t
pay. If a bhook stands by itself. It
will stand hy Itself; but if you use an-
other chap's nime to help It to a start.
you will get all the whaeks that the
other chap would have got If he had
written the book, o addition to a few
whacks on your own merits,”

It Is fully to attempt taploase every-
body. It matters mot In whick dipee-
tion & man faces he must of necessity
turn his back ou balf the world,

his death st all, tel] tbe truth aboeut| piping through which gas was conduet-' What a fallure most of us make of Women elther love or haty; there Iy
him. ed when gas was an lllominanl At ‘liu. .

{Be bappy medium !n thelr afféctions.




