
the Incarcerated signora. "We stoppa abases
and streetcars. De Americano one great fool.
To maka his education wo sbowa him short cut
to happiness. You know whatta de Italian*
say when hs meet bear in de woods? He wmf
so bear: "You scratcha da me,Iscratcha da yon,
You k;!!a da me, Ikilla da you. ""ome onl*
Dat a whatta you call motto of da ladies' so*
c!ety. He Americano aay, like one coward*
'You scratcha da me, Ibuy court piaster front
you. You killa <la me. Ileava my real estate
to you.' Now you know whya de Americano

SENATOR FORAKER'S BOOM IS GAINING GROUND FAST.
Duluth News-Tribunf.

ODD CHARGES . . . . By W. W. JACOBS
Kopyriyht. 1908. by W. W. .Tarnbe.)

IKu^tratlons byWillO»«n Bill, who was siill giving little juimis, tl"<y led
lm up Into a corner ami coaxed 'lm into dressing
imself again. He wanted to light the conjurer,

but 'c v. is tl at tired 'c could scarcely stand, andby-and-by Smith, who 'ad Bald '<• wouldn't haveanything to do with it. gave way i.n.l sai.i he'd
risk it.

Thr taproom was crowded that tiipht. but w«
nil 'ad to pay threepence each— coining money,
1 oali n. Son;., o' the thlnga wol he done -uas

but a'most from the fust startoff
there waa unpleasantness. When \.f asked
body to lead 'irn a pocket 'andkerchlef to tvirn' \u25a0 white rabbit Henry Walker rushed up
and lent Mm 'is, but Instead of a white rabbitit turned Into a black one with two whlto spots
on it, and arter Henry Walker 'ad sat for • me
rim puzzling over ii '*• M>t up and went off'on;.- without saying good-night to a soul.

Then the conjurer borrowed Sani Jones's bat.nnd artcr Vu.kiiiK Into it for some time v was
thr.t F-.srprisf.i nnd astonlsh< .1 that Pa.ni Jonea

Further inquiries revealed that the Italian
Ladle*' Society proposes to drag up th* poor
American public from the sloagh of swindledotaby encouraging the carrying of unconcealed
weapons, particularly several patent kinds, pe-
culiarly adapted to local needs. Persons cross-
Ing th© 'Brooklyn bridge may obtain from the
society's bureau, at less than cost price, a
strong: snugly fitting Iron belt with slx-lachprods projecting in every outward, direction: by
bucklinsr this about his waist the Brooklynlte
will solve the bridge crush problem

—
far as

he is concerned. As soon as everybody wears
such belts the problem will therefore be solvedto everybody's satisfaction. For stopping streetcars th© society recommends either a plain re-
volver or. if that weapon is too heavy, a smalldynamite pellet about th© size of a New Jersey
quinine capsule: the would-be passenger aosaalonly place tho pellet on the rail and point omi-nously toward] itIn order gain his end. As apreventive against the ruffians who blow cigarsmoke Into people's faces, the society has hatj
manufactured some dainty pocket atomizerswhich even the most fastidious woman mich:carry with pleasure: the atomizers are filled withth- best grade of vitriol and warranted t»overcome both the offensive odor of second-hand cigar smoke and th. offender as well Th»society hopes to put many other similar Im-
provements on the market before long-, ••\u25a0> aidthe stupid public in "returning to first princi-ples The only difficulty thus far encounteredby the reformers is the stubborn prejudice ofAmerican law. But fhis may be overcome intime, perhaps, if the Peace Conference wUI help.

get beat and push and swindle. De Italiano al-
ways happy because he maka da people do
right thins;. De Americano spenda mucha da
money for policemen an getta da nothing anal
horse laugh. Spend mucha da dollars for street*
cars an Retta da same. "Why? 'Cause he al-
ways tink someboda els~ must maka da city
run right. lie got fool idea about Justice. De
Italiano don't wanta da Justice; he wanta a
streetcar ride or something else.

"Da socleta maka da great reform some day.
Teacha da Americano carry a gun when he
crossa da Brooklyn bridge. Den nobody shove;
everytlng go smootha like glass. Den motormaa
stoppa da car polit\ nobody have to stand aa
hour. Den men cleana da streets quick, don't
maka da racket, don't letta da Black Hani man
off on two dollar ball, don't giva da alter two
dollar tip foe twenty-cent lunch

—
everyting: go

so lovely de Americano tink New York "ne
other Naples."

"1oud better g< I 'old of Bob
Dicky." :\u25a0'\u25a0> Hill t'haml \u25a0

1Hrky W eed didn't anawei 'im
running along to Bob Prei. take 'im, with most ot v \u25a0 toll iIng behind to
Hie wot 'ap|

The door waa fastened \u25a0.•:.\u25a0 i we got to It, t"it
Dlckj Weed banged away :.' It aa "a d as h< i

and nt last the bedroom v. .: .|» and
Mrs. Pretty Btuck her. *cad out.

"H'shl" she ses, In n « hispei
"1 wanl to see Bob," \u25a0• < Dicky WVed.
"Tou •\u25a0 m't \u25a0 • c "I'm c(c (i.-. to t"-'i. ![< 'a been I ; deal . I". :. i

you 'ear Mm
We 'adn'i up to then, hut n'mosl dirrck!

si... "ad Bpol \u25a0 Bob's | -..m* a
.aj Idreadful, thej i

'"There, ti..re, pore d< ar." uea M
"Shall I 'ova \u25a0 In nnd 'elp \u25a0 bed?"

i.\ Weed, 'arf crying.
"No, >v. Mr. W< •!

"
sea Mr :

"It'a very kind ol \u25a0
• to off< r. .i '•• woul In't like

:mds but mine to t";;- h lm. I'llBend In and

I imebody else 'aye n tarn. The only one
that didn't flinch was Bob Pretty, the biggest
poacher and the ( I iscal in Claybury. He'd
been making fun o' the tricks all al
out loud that he'd Been 'em all I done

"Go on," he ses; "I ain't afraid of you; you
can't nl>o,,t Btraiglit."

Tlib conjurer pointed the pistol at 'lm. Then 'c
pulled the trigger and the pistol wei I
ami the same moment o1o1 time Bob Prt'tt> Jumped
up with a 'orrible scream, and holding hi
over 'is eyes danced about as thou** he'd koii>>
mad.

Everybody started til I
- "

'im, and asked "im \u25a0 oi waa the n •• r;

didn't answer 'em He kept on making a dreadful
noise, and a(

'
ist '\u25a0• broki out ol t1 \u25a0

holding "is 'andkerehei to "Is face, ran off 'ome
as 'ard aa ho could run.

"You've done it now. mate." ues Fill ' m •
th" conjurer. "1 thought you wou
tillyou'd done some 'arm I'ou've been i
pore Bob Pretty."

"Nonsense," sea the con ci "!!• » frig' ' \u25a0

thnt's all."
"Frightened!1 sea Peter Gi \u25a0" "red

Dicky VVe< d c wat< Ii Btraighi In •
"Rubbish!" Bea th< r. "Iidr<ipped Into 'la

I find it thi re «Ik n 'c \u25a0 om< a to •\u25a0»
•

"Do you mean to t I tty aa
gone oir with my watch In ' ;
Dicky Weed.
"I do." sea \u25a0!••* o

Seated at his rase in the warm taproom of the
Cauliflower, the ranger bad been eating and
drinking for some time, apparently unconscious of
the presence of the withered ancient who. huddled
up In that corner of the Bottle which was nearer to
th« fire, fidgeted restlessly with an empty mug

and blew with pathetic insistence through a
churchwarden pipe which nad longbeen cold. The
stranger finished Ir.s meal v. ith a sigh of content
end then, rising from his chair, crossed over to

das art11*. and. placing his mug on the tlmeworn
table before him, began to fill his pipe.

Th» old man took a spill from the table and.
holding it with trembling fingers to the blaze, pave
him a light. The other thanked him. and then,
leaning bark In his corner of the settle, watched
the emoke of his pipe through half closed eyes and
assented drowsily to the old man's remarks upon
the weather.

"Bad time o' the year for going about," said the
latter, "though Is'pose ifyou can eat and drink
as much as you want itdon't matter. Is'pose you
mightn't be a conjurer from London, sir?". The traveller shook his head.

I "Iwas 'oping you mightbe." said the old man.
Th« other manifested no curiosity.
"Ifyou 'ad been," said the old man, with a sigh,

"Ishould ha' asked you to ha* done something use-
ful. Gin'rally speaking, conjurers do things that
are of no use to any one; wot Ishould like to see a
conjurer do would be to make this 'ere empty mug
full o' beer and this empty pipe full o" shag to-

bacco. That's wot IEbouid ha* made bold to ask
you to do If you'd been one."

The traveller sighed and, taking his short briar
pipe from his mouth by the bowl, rapped three
times upon the table -with it. Ina very short time
a mug of ale and a paper cylinder ofshag appeared
on the table before the old man.

"Wot put me in mind o" your being a conjurer."
raid the latter, fillinghis pipe after a satisfying
draft from the

'
mug, "Is that you're uncommon

The Italian Ladies' Society Begins

Work in Brooklyn.
The average American holds the Italian visitor

to our shores In slight regard, but unjustly.

Th* son of Caesar wonlea the Yankee simply

because the latter does not understand his
ways. The Italian has a knack of rising to an
emergency la a fashion which strikes others a*

not according to Hoyle. In disapproving of
this Irregularity, though, the American assumes
that he lias a corner on this standard Hoyle,

never surpoctlng for a moment that there may

be other standards quite as good, Ifone only

knows how to use them.
Naturally, then, citizens were shocked by -he

Romanesque methods employed the other day

by Slgnora Maria Serento In stopping a Brook-
lyn trolley car. The slgnora was standing at
Nostrand avenue- and Lincoln Road watting for

a car. She waited, but the cars didn't; they

didn't even hesitate In her vicinity, in spite of
her gesticulations. Finally, after three motor-
men had whined their can past her with as
many fiendish grins, the blood of Brutus be-
gan to stir In the slgnora's veins. Not that she

loved the Brooklyn Rapid Transit Company less,
but travel more. Bystanders narrate that the
slgnora muttered an Inch or two under her
breath, 'I stop].a dn next car •\u25a0 they be some-
thing doing, you kin l>«tta." Whereupon she
took -up .i position in the middle of the track.
In the dim distance a car appeared. Thrw
hours later it reached the signora'a corner, and
ns It thundred onward like a glacier Maria
hiiiil'-l a long revolver from

'
somewhere and

directed It toward the demoniac Juice handler
on the front platform.

"Stoppa da car, you,*' the lady sighed. Ami
the car stopped so gently that an iron crowbar
In the hands of a passenger fell to the floor
without breaking.

The suite occupied by Maria In the Flatbush
police station had been sumptuously furnished
by the Italian Ladles' Society for Civic Reform
long before even the reporters appeared on the
scene. In planning their campaign of education
the members of this great organization were
naturally first concerned with the welfare of Its
own propagandists who were destined to suffer^
grievously at the hands of the unenlightened

masses.
"Wo teacha da people good government," said

[•Oil CIVIC KEFOM.

"Don't be silly,"ses Ocorjre. "Nobody's going to
hurt you."

"It's no worse for you than it was for me." .\u25a0="»
Bob.

"Put It down." screams the roniurer: "put It
down. You'll kill 'arf the men in th« room if it
goes off."

"Be careful where you aim. George." ws Sam
Jones. "Praps he'd better 'aye a chair all by
hlsself In the middle of the room."

It wan all very well for .lames Jon«>s to talk, but
the conjurer wouldn't sit on a chair by 'Imsenr. He

wouldn't sit on it at all. Ha seemed to be all legs
and arms, and the way 'c struggled it took four or
five men to 'old Mm.

"
_.

"Why don't you keep still?" sps John Bless.
"Gtorgo Kettle'll shoot it Inyour pocket a:! right.
He's tho best shot in Claybury." „

"Help! Murder!" says the conjurer, drugging.
"llo'llkillme. Nobody can do the trick but me.

"But you say you won't do It." ses John Biggs.
"Not now," sea the conjurer; "I can't."
"Well, I'm not gotasj to 'are my watch lost

through want of. trylnK."6es John Biggs. Tie lm

to the chair, mates."
"All right, then." sos the conjurer, very pale.

Don't tie me: 111 Kit still all right if you like, but
you'd better bring the chair outside in case of acci-
dents. Bring it in the front."

George K<rtl" said it was all nonsense, but the
conjurer said the trick was always better done In
the open air, and at last they gave way and took
Mm «nd the chair outside.

"Now." «.->s th" conjurer, as '*» sat down, all or
you go arid stand near the man wot's going to
a] a\u25a0• When Isay 'Throe.' fire. Why! there's the
watch on the ground there!"

He pointed with is finger, and an they all looked

down he lumped up out ©' that chair and set off on
the road to Wlckham as 'ard as '« could run. It
was bo sudden thai nobody know wot 'ad appen»-cl
for a moment, and then George Kettle, wot ad
been looking with the rest, turned round and DUIMM
ti'•*' triKK**!"

There was a bang that pretty nigh deafened U3.

nnd the back o' the chair was Mown nearly out.
By the time we'd s«»t our senses agin the conjurer
wns a'tnost out o sight, and Bob Pretty was ex-
plaining to John Biggs wot a good job it was Is
watch 'adn't boon a gold one . . mmm

"That's wot comes o' trusting a foreigner ar^re

a man wot you've known all your life." he ses.
shaking ht-s 'cad. "I'ope the next man wot tries
to take my good name away won t gel oft so eas>.
Ifelt all atone the trick couldn't be done: it stand 3
to reason it couldn't. Iclone my best. too.

'

HE WAS RUNNING ALONG TO 808 PRET-
TY'B AS FAST AS HIS LEGS WOULD TAKE
HIM.

THE SCREAM HE GAVE AS GEORGE KET-
TLE POINTED THE PISTOL AT HIM WAS
AWFUL.

lost 'is temper and asked Mm whether ho 'tuin't
seen a hat afore.

"Not like this," Res the conjurer. And '© pulled
out a woman's dress and jacket and a pair o'
boots. Then 'c took out a pound or two <>' taters
and some crusts o' bread and other things, and
at last '•\u25a0 gave It back to Bam Jones and shook
Ms head at Mm, and told MmIfhe wasn't very care-
ful he'd spoil the shape of it.

Then 'c asked somebody to lend Mm a watch,
and, arter be 'ad promised to take the greatest
care of it. Dicky Weed, the tailor, lent Mm a gold
watch wot 'ad been -left Mm by 'la great-aunt
when she died. Dicky Weed thought a great deal
o' that watch, and when the conjurer took a fiat-
iron and began to smash it up Into little bits It
took three men to bold Mm down in Ms seat.

"This is the most difficult trick o' the lot," sea
the conjuror, picking off a wheel wot 'ad stuck
to the fiatiron. "Sometimes Ican do It and some-
time* Ican't. Last time Itried it it was a fail-ure, and It cost mo elghteenpence and a pint o*
beer afore tho s;ontlc-man the watch "ad belonged
to was satisfied. Ipave Mm the bits, too."

"Ifyou don't Rive me my watch back safe nnd
sound." ses Dicky Weod, in a trembling voice,
"it'llcost you twenty pounds."" 'Ow much?" sea tin- conjurer, with a start.
"Well, Iwish you'd told mo that afore you lent
It to m«. Elghteenpenco 1h my price."

He stirred the broken bits up with 'Is finger
and shook his 'cad.

"I've never tried one o' these old-fashioned
watches afore," he ees.

"
'Owever, if Ifall, gen-

tlemen. It'llbe the fust nnd only trick I've failed
In to-night. You can't expect everything to turn
out right, but IfIdo fail this time, gentlemen,

Rlll.Nrn Patent FlogerTipp«

V guarantee ticket in f%| IIP fl
rvery pair. Thexenu- ]\u25a0 IIIifk\
ne :\u25a0. -

the n-inie in |<| 1 11 \u25a0 Laj

l!k» one that com© to Claybury «om« time back
ar.d give a performance In this very room where
we're now a-etttlng. Bo far as looks go, you
might be his brother."

The traveller said that ha never had a brother.
"We didn't know 'c was a conjurer at fust, said

the old man. He 'ad com© down for WlckhamFair, end, being a day or two before'and, > was
r"lrigto different villages round about to give per-
formances. He came into the bar 'ere and ordered* mug o' beer, and while '« was a-drinklng of it
stood talking about the weather. Then 'c asked
BillChambers to excuse Mm for taking the. liberty,
\u25a0ad, putting his 'and to Bill's mug, took out a
live frog. Bill was a.very partlkler man about wot
"c drunk, and Ithought he'd ha' had a fit. He
\u25a0west on at Smith, the landlord, something shock-
ing, and at last, for the sake o peace and quiet-
ness, Smith gave Mm another pint to make up for It.

"It must ha' been asleep In the mug-," he ees.
Bill eald that 'c thought 'c knew who must iia1

been asleep, and was Just going to take a drink
when the conjurer asked Mm to excuse Mm agin.
Billput down th» mug In a 'urry, and the conjurer
put his 'and to the mug and took out a dead mouse.
It would ha' been a *ard thing to say which was
the most upset. BillChambers or Smith, the land-
lord, and Bill, who was in a terrible state, asked
why It was everything seemed to get Into his mug.

"P'r'apa you're fond o' dumb animals, sir," ses
the conjurer. "Do you *appen to notice your coat
pocket la all of a wriggle?"

He put his 'and to Bill's pocket and took outa little green snake; then he put his 'and to
Bill's trouser pocket and took out a froff whilepore Bill's eyes looked aa if they was coming
out or their sockets.

"'*"*
"Keep still." sea the .conjurer; "there's a lotmore to come out yet." , -. -
Bill Chambers gave a 'owl that v.as dreadful tolisten to, and then 'c pushed the conjurer away

and started undressing 'imuelf as fast as he couldmove Ms flnpers. Ibelieve he'd a token offMb ahirt If he'd 'ad pockets in It, and then 'c
etuck 'is feet close together and '«. kept Jumping
Into the air mid coming down on to 'is own
clothes In his hobnail boots. • *n

"He ain't fond o* dumb animals, then "
*««the conjurer. Then he put his 'and on his 'art

and bowed.
"Gentlemen all." he aes.

"
'aving given you

this specimen of wot Ican do, Ibeg- to give
notice that with the landlord's kind permission Ishall give my celebrated conjuring -entertainmentin the taproom this evening cut eeven o'clock- ad-mission, threepence each."

They didn't understand 'im at fust, but at lastth«y net wot '• meant, and arter explaining to

watch/
aßin

"
anybod y «Ise>ll lend me another

Dicky Weed tried to apeak, but couldn't and
pieces of 'Is watch oi. the oonjuror', tlbl<> Til
a charge o' powder, picked up the pieces?o' watchand rammed them in arter It. We could hear [hi,
broken bits grating agin the ramrod and arter

ft'to^.'^lSk'at." 8 Walk *d rr°Und *^I-SSS
"It's all right." he ses to Dicky Weed- «m»'«going to be a success; Icould ten In th« load!

*$*£*&?&£*°th
'
er end of th« "•» and

doing^nd^^e^t^ &T^oV0l\?&0l\?&J^der makes the hits o' glass Join together alln 7nflying through the air the wheels go
"

round kndround collecting all the other parts, and the tai has good as now and ticking a«.iv'itsi'ardesT wi1shoo TatV11 th° C
°at °' theVmleSaS'l

He pointed the pistol fust at one and thon „
another as if 'c couldn't, make up 'is mind «ndnone of 'em seemed to 'kve much likini *'\u0084 ?.dPeter Gubblns told Mm not to .hoot at Mm £cause he 'ad a '010 in his pocket, and Bill Cham'tera. when Itminted at 'im. up and told lm to

PUTTING HIS HAND TO BILL'S MUG HE
TOOK OUT A LIVE FROG.

let you know 'ow he la fust thing in the morning."
"Try and get 'old of the coat. Dicky," aea Mill

Chambers, In a whisper, "Offer to mend It for Mm.
It's Kin to want it."

"Well, I'm sorry Ican't be no elp to you," aea
Dicky weed, "but 1 noticed a rent In Bob's coat
end, as 'e*a likely to be laid up a bit, It ud bo agood opportunity for me to mend it for Mm. I
won't charge Mm nothing. Ifyou drop it down I'll
do It now.

"Thankee," sea Mrs. Pretty; "Ifyou Just wait a
moment I'llclear the pockets out and drop it down
to you."

She turned back Into the bedroom, and Dicky
Weed ground Ms teeth together .-.nd told HillCham-
bers that the next time he took Ms advice he'd re-
member It. He. stood there trembling all over with
temper, and when Mrs. Pretty came to the winder
agin and dropped the coat on his "cad and said
that Bob felt his kindness very much and he 'oped
Dicky ud make a good Job of it, because It was 'la
fay-rite coat, he couldn't speak. He stood there
Staking all over tillMrs. Pretty 'nd shut the win-
der down agin, and then '<• turned to the. conjurer,
as 'ad come up with the rest of us, and asked Mm
wot ho was going to do about itnow.
"Itell you he's got the watch," aea the conjurer,

pointing up at the winder, "It wont Into 'la pocket.
1caw It go. He was no more shot than you were.
If'c was. why doesn't he send for the doctor?"
"Ican't 'elp that." Ben Dicky Weed. "I want my

watch or else twenty pounds." ,
"We'll talk Itover In a day or two." ses the con-

jurer. "I'm giving my celebrated entertainment at
Wlckham Fair on Monday, but I'llcome back 'ere
to the Cauliflower the Saturday before and klv«
another entertainment, and then we'll see wot's to
be done, lcan't run away, because in any case 1
can't afford to miss the fair."

Dicky Weed gave way at last and went off 'omo
to bed and told 'la wife about It. and, listening to
"ft- advice, he KOt up at- 6 o'clock in tho morning
and went round to see 'ow Bob Pretty. was.

Mrs. Pretty was up when •\u25a0 got there, and arter
callingup the stairs to Bob told Dicky Weed to go
upstairs. \u25a0 Bob Pretty was sitting up In bed, with
'is (ace covered In bandages, and be seemed quite
pleased to see Mm.

"Itain't everybody that ud get up at six o'clock
to see 'ow I'm.getting on," he ses. "You've wot a
reeling 'art. Dicky." . . . .

Dicky -Weed coughed and looked round, wonder-
Ins whether, the watch was in the room, and. Ifso, where It was hidden.

"Now I'm 'ere Imay as well tidy up the room
for you a bit," ho sea, getting up. "Idon't like
sitting Idle." • :.<.,.

"Thankee, mate," sos Bob; and 'c lay still andwatched Dicky Weed out of th^ corner of the eye
that wasn't covered with the bandages.
Idon't suppose that room -'ad ever been tidiedup so thoroughly since th«» Prettys "ad lived therebut Dicky Weed couldn't see anything o' the watch

and wot made Mm more angry than anything elsewm Mrs. Pretty setting down In a chair with >

'an.lH folded in hrr lap and pointing out places
that he 'adn't done

"You leave 'lrn riiniii-." sos I!ob. "He knows wot
\u25a0••>\u25a0 arter. Wot did yon do with those little bits o'
watch you f< md when you was bandaging nu> up.
missis?"

"Don't usl mo." *es Mrs. Pretty. "I was In such
ii stntn I don't know wot Iwas doing 'urdly."

'-Well. they must be about somewhere." sos Hob.
"You 'ays a look for 'era. Dicky, and If you findem. keep 'em. Tiny belong to on •\u25a0

Dicky Weed tried to be civil and thank Mm. and
then ho wont off -(.m.- and talked it over with 'is
wiw agin. Peot>le couldn't make up their minds
whether Bob Pretty "ad and the watch in 'Ispocket .i";was shamming, or whether '•• was really
Shot, but they whs all oulto tain that, which-ever way it was, Dlrky Weed would never lee 'is
watch agin.""

th" Saturday ovenins this 'ere Cauliflowerpuhlic- ouse wnx crowded, everybody j.-!i.Kanxiousto see !\u25a0'\u25a0•• watch trick done over »u;in. We had
eard'thnt it 'ad been done all right at Cudford

'•\u25a0 I Monkshum; tut Bob Pretty Bald ns 'ow he'd'"
[i«*ve 11 when 'c \u25a0••\u25a0 If. and not afore.

, ll*' was one <> the fuM to turn ni> thnt n'cht.pecnuse o said '\u25a0\u25a0 wanted t<> know wot t!:e eon-.lur.-i- wns »,..!n,: to pay him f..r hII Ms pain and
K'lflvnri'jmul hiivlnjcthi:i..s said about 'id charac-ter. 11.- cam., in lp.ir.lnt;on a k-k, with is facetill i.mlm.-ii. and wat right up close to tho con-jurer's table, and watched htm .is 'aid as ho couldv '« went through is tricks.

"And now." sea the conjurer, nt lost. "I"cometo my celebrated watch trick. Borne of ... ,
M wos,7" l(1 ' ruMday wh«n 1 ill.jIt will remember thatthe man Inr.-.l the pistol nt pretended that •..-,!

been shot >i>id run off 'ome with it In 'ix pocket.''
\o\x re a .tHr!" sea Bob Pretty, standing up, very >.-••.«i." h«« the conjurer; "you take thatbandage off and show ua all wh< re you're hurt

"
IKhali do nothing o" the Kind." sos Bob "Iaon t take my orders from you."

<« ,T'lko. t!le n»ni:\u25a0•-•• off." sos the conjuror "and
sovere

rt^ns/"y Sh°lmark, illgive you a couple °
Prett" afrald of the air B°tttag to It." sea Bob

T
"You.don't want to be afraid o' that Bob." >..•*

nSmn»te ""^blacksmith, coming tm behind and;.'"*Ul£,ll}'i*,r" ,- lirni
* rr

K
U,n,d '""• .."-fak.. thatrag. somebody; Iye got hold o Mm.". 1,;:. . ,.• sf:irt<>ll l<> «tru3Kl» ut fust, but then,

«>\u25a0" iikIt was no Kood, kept Quito quiet while theytook ofl the bandages.
*

STiTiS^ii'SS conjurer, polnttag.
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"1 do," sen the conjuror.

..''Vl'l"h.rF"-*rF"-*\Ux''s*'"
Bes :<ob Pretty, clasping his'*\u25a0. ;rii:','' 1< Bopdneas! Iwan afraid lwa"dis-tSSSSfe l'^an •ar^y'br.M^W"1
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\u0084, )•; ""'\u25a0\u25a0 ' Dicky Weed's watch.'"1 sea John ril«K.s
>•• ''• i"'1' Pretty. That's wot you are."Prove It. sea Bob Pretty. ""You '• ird wot theconjurer said the other night, that the last time he!'•\u25a0!• f.,i,.-.i. and 'ad ,to icive etghteenpence to thoman wot the watch 'od belonged to."
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lie.looked nil round the room, but nobody offered—except other men'a watches, wot wouldn't lendpin.

"Come, come," lie s.>s; ''ain't none of you cot any
trust In me? it'll be us safe as If It was in your
t'l"'.

"''' '
Want

'"
rove to you that tl-ls man la a

He asked 'cm agin, and at last John Bigga tookout "la allver watch and offered it to Mm on theunderstanding that V was on no account to Ore it
11»11» t• •_ Hub Pretty's pocket

"Not likely." sos the conjurer. "Now, everybody
take a good look at this watch, so as to make sureno deceiving."

He \u25a0.iii.i.d it round', and art< r everybody 'ad takena look Ul it '•• look It up tO the table and hUd it

"Liet me 'avo a look at It." ses Bob Pretty. Rolnir'\u25a0'• to the table. "I'm not going to 'aye my goodname took away for nothing IfIcan "elp it.
'"

!« '': took it up and looked at It.and urt

-
r "oldln"It tw M.s ear put it down agin.

wlthV^heV - Hutiron it .s Boing to be smashed

in
It'. '.'. "s th". conjurer.' looking at Mm nastylike; -pT-apa you'd UK. to examine It."Bob Pretty took it and looked at it.

"V«s. mates."
'"'

ses. ''It's \u25a0 ordinary flatlron
watch wUh!" 'V

° ttnylhlnß bctu'r for "mashing a
He eld It up In the air. and. afore anybody could«•\u25a0? '"»' l'rTKht l} down ban* on toe face o! thewatch, riu. conjurer sprang at Mm and caught atis lim

, 1.,,!!It 7&a too late, and, in m terriblestate p mind, •• turned round to John Blggu.
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''';"k ? ere, • ,,8«a8«a John Biggs, "don't you talk tome about washing your anda of It. You nntsh your

w.'s a'rore ?' *m
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"Not now he's Men Interfering with it."m the
to c"ever" tter Uu th" trk' llow> as h^"
"I'd "",oofnf'r 'ay« you do It." aei John Blew."Wot did you let Mm interfere for-

"'Cg*
1 'Ow was Ito know wot '.- was going to do?"sea the conjurer. "You must settle it between you
••All
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nothing more to do with It."All right, John Blgga." sos Bob }»retty "If 'awon't .... It, Iwill. if it can be done. idon'tB/poae It mattara who does it. Idon't think any-body could Btnash up a watch better than that

"
John Blgga looked at It, and then 'c asked' theconjurer once more todo the trick, but 'o wouldn't
It can 1 be done now," ho h,-s: "and 1 wn™

a«**wUat.a^ MirRiM!J55
"George Kettle anal] load the pistol and firo it If\u25a0 won I, mm Bob Pretty. "'Avlmr been In themUltla, there couldn't be a better man for the
George Kettle walked up to tho table as red asBre at being praised like that aforo people" andstarted loading the pistol. He seemed to bo moreawkward about It than the conjurer 'nd been thelast timo and he 'a.l to roll the watch cms upwith the flutiron afore V could gel 'em In. But 'oloaded it at last, and stood waiting

!£.'Do1 t shoo t at me, Qeorge Kettle." ses Bob'
to V»f. aa*t V. eu a thief onro'and Idon't "want

•Put that pistol down, you fool, afore you domischief." »ps the conjurer.

tni%the,plstoi.? ch°Ot at?
"

SGS GG*Ors Kettle, rala-'
Better lire at the conjurer. Ithink." ses BobPretty, "and ifthings appea as ha says they willappon.tbe watch ought to bo found in 'Is coat
"^jlsiie

""
.\u25a0% *>«rge. looking round.Bill Chambers laid '..Id of Mm Just as he wasgoing through the door to fetch the landlord, andtheiscream 'c gave as he came back and Georgo

Kettle pointed the pistol at 'lm waa awful

THE BETTER WAY.
"A'weel, Donald, and do you still think of put-

ting Jock into the ministry?"
;Na. na f> Laird, he's been called tae higher

things; he juist been appointed groundsman
and extra professional to the Auchtermuckle-havers Gowf Clubl"

—
*l*c«and Wtiu.
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"

STTMiXY, MXV"5. 1907< -^ ~* M>

,
p . - .... . - -- -

\u25a0-
* • -

\u25a0

-
\u25a0

r\ J]*k ,-rik \^S^^ *•*\u25a0* ,1m 4\u25a0i A. n\u25a0
j *wM^s^£_S Mm m jLi\\^ aa. \u25a0a» -^-

Br
-«y

m\m̂\ \mk ft«as»» \^*"* '" \^""^^ x—^

HIS MASTER'S VOICE. : -i.&fr&iii—
Spelean* Spokesman- Rev.»»,

E PLL'RIBUS UNUM.
'Great Scott, what's the crowd?"
"That's John Smith going to Jamestown to pay his respects to the memory of his distinguished

ancestor. Captain John Smith."
"My goodness, the exposition will be a great success, won't it?"

"Surely. When the exposition was opened President Roosevelt paid a great compliment
to Captain John Smith."

"Well, well, that looks as though he intended to be a candidate again, doesn't it?"- Chicago Dally Tribune.

STRANGE.
"Were >ou in the Ark with Noah, Grand-

papa?"
"No, my child, I was not in fie Ark wltn

Noah."
"Then why weren't you drowned?"

OLD MEMORIES.
Mr. Younghusband ireading from paper)-*.

Married—Blanche do Smyth© to Walter Well-
ington Boer©. What old memories that naiM
awakens!

Mrs. Y. (blushing)
—
Inever imagined yet*

knew of my engagement to Walter. .;
Mr. Y. (chillingly)—lwas alluding to Blanch*-

—lllustrated Bit*.

AFORE ANYBODY COULD MOVE HE
BROUGHT IT DOWN BANG ON THE
FACE OF THE WATCH.
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