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THE PRESIDENT TO BLAME FOR A COLD SPRING.
E. H.0. Harriman—Stays beastly cold, all over the country, durn him!
Henry High-Finance Rogers—It certainly does, and we cant expect :otu«l weather while the

President keeps up this agitation,

—Lincoln (Neb.) News.
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THE EARLY BIRD DOESN'T ALWAYS GET THE WORM.
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—Toleflo Blade.

THE THIRD STRING -
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Ilustrations by Will Owen.

Copyright, 1908, by W. W. Jacobs.

Love” said the night watchman, as he watched
in &n abstracted fashion the efforts of a skipper to
reach & brother skipper on a passing barge with
& boathook. Don't talk to me about lovey because
I've suffered enough through it. There ocught to
be teetotallers for love the same as wot there is
for érink, and they ought to wear a plece o'
ribhon to show it, the same as the teetotalers do;
but not an attractive plece o' ribbon, mind you.
I've sesn as mivch mischief caused by love as by
drink, and the funny thing is, one often leads to
the other. Love, arter it is over, often leads to
drink, and drink often leads to love and to a man
committing himeself for life afore it is over.

Sallormen give way to it most; they see so little
o wimmen that they naturally "ave 2 high opinion
of 'em. Wait till they become mnight watchmen
and, having to be at ome 2ll day, see the other
slda of "em. If people on'y started life as night
en there wouldn't be one ‘arf the falling
in love that there is mnow.

! remember one chap, as nice a fellow as you
could wish to meet, too. He always carried his
sweetheart’s photograph about with *im, and it
was the on'y thing that cheered "im up during the
fourteen years he was cast away on a deserted
fsland. He was picked up at last and taken "ome,
#nd there she was still single and walting for *im;
and arter spending fourteen years on a deserted
fsland he got another ten in quod for shooting ‘er
because she *ad altered so much in "er looks.

Then there was Ginger Dick, a red 'aired man
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MISS TUCKER.

I've spoken sbout before. He went and fell In
love one time when he was lodging In Wapping
‘ere with old Sam Small and Peter Russet, and
& nice ness 'e made of It

They was just back from a v'y'ge, and they |
‘adn’t been ashore a week afore both of ‘em mo- '

ticed a change for the worse in Ginger. He
turned quiet and peaceful and lost ‘is taste for
beer. He goed to play with ’is food instead of
cating it, ag § in place of golng out of an evening
with Sem ggd Peter took to golng off by ‘imself.

s love® ses Peter Russet, shaking kis ‘ead,
“a@f he'll be worse afore he's better.”

“Who's the gal?” ses old Bam.

Peter didnt know, but when they came ‘ome
that night ‘e asked. Ginger, who was sitting up
In bwed with a far-off look in *is eyves, cuddling ‘is
koees, went on staring, but didn’t answer.

“Who ie it making a fool of you this time,
Ginger?" ges old Sam.

“You mind your bisness and I'll mind mine,” ses
Gluger, suddenly waking up and looking wery
ferce -

“No offence maie,” ses Sam, winking at Peter.
“1 on’y asked in case I might be able to do you a
good turn.”

“Well, you can do that by not letting her know
you're & pal o' mine,” ses Ginger, very nasty.

Old Sam didn’t understand at fust, and when
Peter explained to 'im he wanted to hit "im for
trying to twist Ginger's words about.

“She don’t lke fat old men” ses Ginger.

o' ses old Sam. who couldn’t think of any-
thing else to say. “Ho! don’t she? Ho! Ho! in-
Qeed!”

He undressed 'imself and got into the bed he
shared with Peter, and kept "im awake for hours
by telling *im in a loud volee about all the gals
he'd made love to in his life, and partikler about
one gal that always fainted dead away whenever
the saw either a red ‘aired man or a monkey.

FPeter Russet found out ali about it next day,
and told Sam that it was a barmaid with black
‘alr apd eyes at the Jolly Pilots, and that she
wouldn't ‘ave anything to say to Ginger.

He spoke to Ginger about it agin when they
were going to bed that night, and to 'is surprise
found that he was quite civil When "¢ sald that
be would 4o anything he could for "im Ginger was
Quite affected.

“I can't eat or drink,” he ses in a miserable
wolee; “'I lay awake all last night thinking of her.
She's so diff'rent to other gals: she's got- it
#tart on you, Sam Small, you'll know it. You go
.and make that choking noise 1o ihem as likes
"0'

“It's « bit o eggshell I go in my throat at

this morning, Gloger” ses Bam. 1

-

wonder whether she la; i

oF Joav e lays awake all night thinking
.1 dare say she does,” ses Peter Russet, giving
im a little push.

“Keep your ‘art up, Ginger,” ses Bam; “I've
known gals to 'ave the most ext'ordinary likings
afore now."”

“Don’t take no notice of *im,"” ses Peter, holding
Ginger back. “’'Ow are you getting on with her?”

Ginger groaned and sat down on 'is bed and
looked at the floor, and Bam went and sat on his
till 1t shook so that Ginger offered to step over
and break 'is neck for 'im.

“I can't ’elr the bed shaking,’” ses Sam; *“it
ain’t my fault. I didn't make Iit. If belng In
love is going to make you so disagreeable to yvour
best friends, Ginger, you'd better go and live by
yourself.”

“I 'eard something about her to-day, Ginger,”
ses Peter Russet. *“] met a chap I used to know
at Bull's Wharf, and he told me that she used to

“LET GO O THAT YOUNG LADY'S

ARM,” HE SES.

keep company with a chap named Blll Lumm, a bit
of & prizefighter, and since she gave 'im up she
won't look at anybody else.”
“Was she very fom! of 'im, then?" asks Ginger.
“Y don't know,” ses Peter; “but this chap told
me that she won't walk out with anybody agin.
unlees it's another prizeflghter. Her pride won't

let_her, I s'pose.’
“Well, that's all right, "Ginger.” ses 3am; “all
you've got to do is to and be a prizefighter.”
“If I "ave any more 0 your nonsens —— se8 Gin-

ger, sturting up.

“That’'s right,” ses Sam; “jump down anyhod
throat when they're trying to do you a kind: §
That's you all over, Ginger, that is. Wot's to pre-
vent you telling ‘er that you're a prizefighter from
Australia or somewhere? She won't know no

better.”
He got up off the bed and put his "ands up as
Gin, walked across the room to 'lm, but Ginger

on'y wanted to shake ’ands, and arter he ‘ad done
that ‘e patted ’im on the back and smiied at "im.
“IN1 try it.” he ses. “I'd tell any lles for ‘er
sake. Ah! you don't know wot love is, Sam =
“I used to,”* ses Sam, and then he sat down agin
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BILL LUMM, °'AVING PEELED, STOOD
LOOKING ON WHILE GINGER TOOK
1S THINGS OFF.

began to tell “em all the love affairs he could
r.(-lllgember. until at last Peter Russet got tired and
said it was ‘'ard to belleve, looking at ’'im now,
wot a perfick terror he'd been with gals, and said
that the face he'd got now was a judgment on ‘im.
Sam sbut up arter that, and got into trouble with
Peter in the middie o' the night by waking 'im up
to tell 'Im’some(hing that he ‘ad just thought of
his face. .

.l"l'ot‘:et more Ginger thought o' Bam's idea the more
he liked it, and the very next evening ‘e took Peter
Russet into the private bar o' the Jolly Pilots.
He ordered port wine, which he thought seemed
more 'igh class than beer, and then Peter Russet
started talking to Miss Tucker and told her that
Giinger was a prizefighter from Sydney, where he'd
beat everybody that stood up to "im.

The gal seemed to change toward Ginger all in
a flash. and ‘er beautiful black eyes looked at "tm
80 gdmiring that he felt guite faint. She started
talking to "tm about his fights at once, and when at
last ‘e plucked up courage to 'er to go for a
walk with 'im on Sunday arternoon she seemed
quite delighted. =

“I3"ll be a nice change for me,” she ses, smiling,
“1 to walk out with a prizefighter once be-
fore, and since I gave 'im up I began to think
I was never going to ‘ave a young man agin. You
can't think ‘ow dull it's been.'

“Must ha' been,” ses Ginger.

] g'pose you've a laste for prizefighters,
miss,” ses Peter Russet.

“No,” ses Miss Tucker, “I don’t think that it's
that, exactly; but. you see, I couldn’t "ave anybody
else—not for their own sakes.”

“Why not?’ ses Ginger, looking puzzled.
“Why not?”' ses Miss Tucker. “Why. because

Bill. He's such a ‘orrid jealous disposition.
After I gave 'tm up I walked out with a voung
fellow named Smith—fine, big strapping chap ‘e
was, too: and T never saw such a change In any
man as there was in "im after Bill 'ad done with
*im. 1 couldn’t believe it wus 'im. I told Bill he
ought to be ashamed of ‘imself."”

“Wot did ‘e say?" ssks Ginger.

“pon't ask me wot ‘e sald."” ses Miss Tucker,
tossing her ‘ead. “Not liking to be beat. I 'ad one
more try with a young fellow named Charlie

o

Webb."

“Wot ‘appened to 'Im?" ses Peter Russet, arter
waiting a bit for ‘er to finish.

=1 can't bear to talk of it,” ses Miss Tucker,
holding up Ginger's glass and giving the counter |
a pe down. *“He met Bill. and I saw 'im six

. just as ‘e was being sent away |
1 seaside home. Bill disap-
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far away?"

‘““Has he gone
speak In an «

ses Ginger, try

“Oh. he's b ar; “‘you'll
see ‘Im fast end r you do, don't
let *im kne

“Why nc

‘‘Because
Tucker. “Let *

lesson ‘e don’
of 'urting ‘im.
Webb.”
“I am thinkin® of * ar, slowllke. *“Is
—is Bill—very quick t is?**
“R ses Miss Tuc “‘but coursa hae

ain't
parts.

She went off to serve a customer,
Dick tried to catch Pe ‘s eve, but
when Miss Tucker came back he said

o your mark; he's on’y known in thesa

K.

“Sunday afternoon at a irter past three sharp,
outside ‘ere,” she ses, * r mind about putting
on vour best clothes, because Bill {8 sure 1o be

I'll take care t

hanging about.
- Aas with
which

*Im, and
lusted !
He dldn't v
or not, and if {
Russet he'd ha
that ‘¢
scrap and gin'ra
he made a few ir

was a («

well at it
Lumm an
wit

saw that ‘e had ‘ n
as a kitten would ‘ave wi
Sam and Peter was dell
about it as If it was a pa
said that when he was a
fought six RBili Lumms afore

e for 'Im
m, and, w
lered some

He brushed G
own hands on Sunday
ger started, 'fm and Peter
behind to see fair play.

T

up.

e on‘y person Pilote when
Ginger got there w built chap
with a thick neck, A Nnos=d
which "ad seen {ts best He
looked ‘ard i then
stuck his * &1

on the p

THE WAY HE CARRIED ON WHEN THE
LANDLADY FRIED THE STEAK SHOWED
'OW UPSET HE WAS.

B —
and then back agin, and just as he was thinking
that ‘e might venture to go off, as Mlss Tucker
‘adn’'t come, the door opened and out she came.

“I couldn't find my 'atpins,” she ses, taking Gin-
ger's arm and smiling into ‘iIs face.

Before Ginger could say anything the man he 'adl
noticed took his ‘ands out of 'is pockets and
stepped up to "lm.

"i‘,et go o' that young lady's arm,” he ses.

“Shan’t,”” ses Ginger, holding it so tight that
Miss Tucker nearly screamed.

“Jet go ‘er arm and put your 'ands up,” ses the
cha n.

"180?“'143!6." ges Ginger, who ’'ad lald awake ihe
night afore thinking wot to do If he met Bl
Lumm. *If you wish to ‘ave a spar with me, my
ou must ‘ave it where we can't be Interrupt-
'hen I start on & man I llke to meke a good
job of it”

“Good job of 1t!" ses the other, starting.
you know who I am?” ;

“No, I don't"”; ses Glnger, “and, wot's more, I

on't care.'
d"My name,” ses the chap, _lpoaklns in a slow,
careful voice, “is Bill Lumim."

‘“Wot a ‘orrid name!” ses Glnger. o

“Otherwise known as the Wapping Basher,'” ses
Bill, shoving ‘is face into Ginger's and glaring at
‘fm. i

“Ho?' ses Ginger, sniffing, “a amatoor.

“Amatoor?’ ses Bill, shouting.

“That's wot we should call you over in Aus-
tralia,”” ses Ginger; “my namé s chk. Dmm-ri
likewise known as the Sydney Puncher. ['ve killed
three men in the nnq‘ and ‘ave never 'ad a dlufen.t.

“Well, put ‘em up,” ses Bill, doubling up 'is fists

at 'im.
u"“(}\':th‘:g";fu street, I tell you,'’ ses '(_}mgrr, still
clinging tight to Miss Tucker's arm. “I was fined
£5 tﬁo other day for punching & mnnlin the street,
and the magistrate sald it would be ‘ard labor for
me next time. You find a nice, quiet spot for some
arternoon, and I'll knock your ‘ead off with pleas-
ur"el"d sooner ‘ave it kng{'km'pff now,” ses Blll, "I
. waiting for things. )
dquthllx’:‘a:lny nrtimoon." ses Qinger, very firm:
“there's one or two gentlemen want to 8¢e a bit of
my work afore backing me, and we can comblue
easure.”

m:lnee-:v;lv)lg:! D;u with Miss Tucker, leaving Bill
Lumm standing on the pavement sf:mlchl_ug his
‘ead and staring arter 'im as thou h 'e didn't quite
know wot to make of it. Bill stoo there for pretty
near flve minutes, and then arter asking Sam and
Peter, who 'ad been standing by Ilstenlm{, whether
they wanted anything for themselves, walked off to
ask 'is pals wot they knew about the Sydney
Ptx));‘!‘x:xr Dick was so qulet and satisfied about the
fight that old Sam and Peter couldn't make 'im
out at ail. c 8
a bolster that Peter rigged up for im, and when ‘e
got a message from Bill Lumm naming a quiet
place on the Lea Marshes he agreed to it as com-
fortable as possible. e
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“Well, 1 must say, Ginger, your
pluck,"” s Peter Russet. P
“1 ;e sald that for Ginger: ‘e’s got

1o

pluck,” ses Sam.

By W. W. JACOBS

He wouldn't even practise punching at 1

and tried to smile at 'em in a
*1 thought you'd got more
*“You don't think I"'m going, :

Ginger coughed
superfor sort 'o way.
sense,” he ses, at last.
do you?"

“Wot?' ses old Sam, in a shocked volce.

“You're never going to back out of it, Ginger?”
ses Peter,

“] am.” ses Ginger. *If you think I'm gzoing to
be smashed up by a prizefighter just to show my
pluck you're mistook.”

“You must go. Ginger,” ses old Sam, very severe,
“IU's too late to back out of It wow. Think of the
&sal. Think of .

“For the sake of your goud name,” ses Peter.

s | 45h<:u1|‘ peak to you agin, Ginger,"” ses
t= i

led a coward,”
“and afore a gal,

wudder,
Wapping,'” ses Peter.
1ger, “you can shut up,
and
an ordinary

both
that's the long and
man, but [

edge of '"Is bed and
“You must go, Gin-

so's Peter. If
“It 1 dia

ind Peter

ald Sam, In a
the chance ‘o

mm,'" ses
making
10W you're

‘e called "¢

m
to, but, tt

1

er,
lock next day
Mr. Waeabs

, & short,

£ big cigars;
wot ‘ad got
toothache and
‘ted to st
as kittens,
lots pointed o
wings policemen

g biz
f the «

got out of the
W are you feel-

1 walkedup the

, sevaral of
sging the
e land-

nd
1]

* the Jolly

‘Is knee, sald

v wding at the

nose 1 of 'ealth as {t happened

Ginger was that mad 'a dldn't want any encour-
agement, he on'y wanted to kill Bill Lumm

He got two or three taps in the next round which
made his 'ead ring. and then he got ‘ome on the
ered it up by a left-‘andad punch on

t purprised 'em both—EBlll becanss he
hink Ginger could hit so 'ard, and Ginger
becausa 'e didn’t think that prize-fighters 'ad any

feelings

F'hey clinched and fell that round, and the land.
lord patted Ginger on ack and sald that If he
ever 'ad a son he he'd grow up like "im.

Ginger was surpris at the way 'e was gettin
on, a vag old S8am and P r Russet, an(
when knocked Bl down | cth round
Sam went ag pale death gotting
marked all aver, | he stuck to 'is ms and the
two duck policemen, wot ‘ad put thelr money on

Bill Lumm, began to talk of their dooty, and say
as "ow the fizht ought to he stopped

At the tenth r¢ 1 Bill couldn’t see out of
eves, and kept wasting ‘I1s streneth on the empty
alr, and once on the referee. & s
opportunity, and at last, with a terriflc smash on
tha point o Blll's jaw, knock b down and
then looked round for the landlord’s knee.

Hill made a game try to get up when *“Time!”*
was called. but counldn’t, and the referse, who was

vy a 'andkerchief to ‘is nose, gave the fight
to Ginger. -

It was the proudest moment o' Ginger Dick's
e, He sat there like n king. smiling ‘orribly,
and Bam’'s v« as he paid 'is losings sounded to
*fm llke music, In spite o' the words the old man
sea fit to use. It was so 'ard to get Peter Russet's
money that it a'most looked as though there was
going to he another prizefight, but ‘e pald up at
last and went off, artor fust telllng Ginger part
of wot he thought of "im.

Thera was a lot ¢ quarrelling, but the hets was
all settled at last, and the landlord o' the Jolly
Pilots, who was in 'igh feather with the money
he’'d won, gave Ginger the filve Qnunds he'd prom-
tsed and took him ‘ome in a ecah.

“You done well, my lad,” he ses. *“No, don't
gemile. It looks as though your 'ead’'s coming off.”

“I ‘*ope you'll tell Miss Tucker ‘ow I fought,™
ses Ginger.

“r will, my 1ad,"” ses the landlord; *“but you'd
better not see 'er for some time, for both your
sakes."

“] was thinking of ‘aving a day or two in bed,”
ses Ginger.

“Best thing vou can do,” ses the landlord; *“and |
mind, don't you ever fight Blll Lumm agin. Keep i
out of 'is way.” -

“Why? I beat'im once, an’ T can beat ‘im agin,*™ |
ses Ginger, offended.

“Beat "Im?" ses tha lamilord. He took ‘is cigar |
out of 'is mouth as though 'e was golng to speak,
and then put it back agin and looked out of the
window.

~-‘.'.{<, beat ‘Im,"” ses Ginger. “You was there and
saw it.” !

“‘He lost the fight a-purpose,” ges the landlord,
whispering. “Miss Tucker found out that vou
wasn't a prizefighter—leastways, I did for ‘er—
and she told Bill that, if 'e loved 'er so much that
he'd *ave ‘is sinful pride took down by letting you
beat 'tm, she'd think diff'rent of 'im. Why, ‘e

11 ‘ave ed you in a minute if he'd liked.
as on'y playing with you.”
r stared at "Im as if 'e couldn't helieve ‘ia
. “Playing?" he ses, feellng ‘is face very
Iv with the tips of his fingers.

s, ses the landlord; “and if he ever hits you
agin vou'll know I'm speaking the truth."

Ginger sat back all of a heap and tried to think.
“Is Miss Tucker going to keep company with 'im
agin, then?" he ses in a faint voice.

“No,” ses the landlord; “you can make your
nd easy on tiat point.” : i
“Well, then, if I walk out with ‘er I shall *ave
to fight Bill all over agin,” ses Ginger.

The landlord turned to *im and patted ‘im on
tue shoulder. *“Don't you take up your troubles

they comae, my lad,” he ses + “and

|
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AN APRIL FOOL JOKE.
But who's the joke going to be on?
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DESERVED RECOGNITION.

His Satanic Majesty:

A FLOORING REPLY.

First Verger—Do you ’ave matins at your
church?
Second Verger—No, we 'as linoleums.
—The Sketch.

3

—Minneapolis Journak

“Never mind if you did miss the Nobel prize, Leo; take these decorationg.
I'm not in it with you.”

—Chicago Daily News

search in library for

READY TO OBLIGE.
Page (who has returned from unsuccessful
of ‘The Olynthiaco

and Phillipes” of

sir; but was it anything | could tell yer?
~—The

fimd it,

mind and keep wot I've told you dark, for all our
sakes."

He put 'Im down at the door of 'is lodgings and,
arter shaking 'ande with "Im, gave the landlady a
shilllag and told 'er to get some beefsteak and
put on ‘is face, and went home. Ginger went
straight off to bed, and the way he carried on
when the landiady fried the st afore bringing
ltlup showed 'ow upl:t ?;a '.l:;

t was over a week afore felt 'e could r
letting M!ss Tucker see '!m, and then, at 7 o'clo’:t
ong e\.':‘nlng. had J‘elt ‘e %ouldn't walt any longer,
and arter spen g an hour cleaning ‘imself
l(u}.nedt lom for the Jolﬁ; Plgus. -

‘E feit So 'appy at the idea o' seeing her
that 'e forgot all about Bill Lumm, nnd‘lt nv:‘;::
[‘],l:lliltl! Y sl':l.l‘;-kt Wiler]l ‘e Ii:lw ‘im lt‘andln‘ outside the

flots. B ook 'is 'ands out of 'is D
he xs‘aw 'tm and cin‘l;‘m toward 'Im. P -

“It's no good night, mate,” he ses, an
ger's great surprise, -hook'lndl'uh’tld' by 5

“Nos* ses
like a whelk
later.”
“Him?

or

ev

ses Bill;

“he’s In the little back
in ‘ts sheil; but we'll 'ave ‘im
- Who?" ses Ginger, more puzzled tham
“Who?" ses Bill. “W
don’'t mean to tell me
ses G

egson, the landiord.
oW ain't heard

“ith @ hed el e
=
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