
BUT FUNERAL PREFERRED.
The Successful Comsdiart

—
Cheer up, eld rnaaa

VM ail nave our trials.
The Disappointed Tragec'ian

—
It's a comforV

ing reflection. IsHaM certainly attend yours.
-T-eAND THERE'S ONLY ONE CURE FOR THIS FORM OF DAY DREAMING-

—CI«-«lan<J Pla.'n Dealei

DAVY JONES'S LOCKER.
The Golfer (to the clergyman he has just

beaten at golf)
—

Never mind, old chap; you vvill
get even v.i*h me when you read my birial
service.

The Clergyman
—

That will still be your hole,
sir. —

Th» Sketch.

SHARP PRACTICE AT A BAZAAR.
Lady Grace

—
Come along, he won't buy any.

Lady Beatrice
—

He'il have to as scon as bj moves. He's bound to break them! —
Punoi.

By Joacpb C. liseols

- . cCop> light by A. 6. B*nie» &Co.]

•'But." says Cap'n Joaadab anil me together. Jest
v If we -was "reading In concert" same as the
yoenssters do hi school "'but," wo Bays, "will it
work? Win anybody pay for Jt?"

••Work?" says Peter T., with his fingers in th»
ersiheues of the double-breasted danger signal that
be called a veer, and with his cigar tated up till
yoa'fl think 'twould set his hat brim afire, "Work?"
etys he.

-
"Well, roaybe "twonldnt work If the or-

dinary brand cf .canned lobster was running- It.but
•wlti*me to Jerk the lever and sound the loud tim-
"brel—.way. sayIIt's IQsc stealing money from a
*hEad cripple that's hard of hearic^."

"Yes, IStne*r.~ says Cap'n Jesadab. "But this
ain't like etartlns tie 014 Home Bouse- That was
opening* tip a brand new jatod of hotel that nobody
ever beard of before. This Is peddling weather
prophecies when there's the OorTsent Weather Bu-
reau running cppesltica— not to mention the Old

no. vr

THE WEATHER BUREAU

HE -SEES A SANER FOURTH ALREADY.
Deaf Old Gentleman

—
There doesn't seem to

be the same enthusiasm about the Fourth that
tHere was in try young days.

<CepjTl£2jt. 1909. by Biw^iag's ileyaslne.)

HIS REVENGE.
Despondent Lover«

—
Ishall never marry new.

The Cruel One—Oh, yes, you will.
Despondent Lover

—
Oh, no, Ieha'n't. If you

won't have me, no one will. —illustrated Bits
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THEY ALSO SERVED.
A story from Berne say- that a referendum me

approaching its completion; the votes had t«s
given, and the chairman was ready to declare tEa*
figures. In this moment of anxJotxs expectatlea
when the fortunes of the country '"ere at »ta!-:s,j
voice from the public gallery was heard crrtaß
"Waiter:

"
The result was instantaneous. Ti»

WHY THEY DIDN'T LIKE IT.
A story is told of a aseD lenown a'rtor-tnaaagai

when on tour last year. On the first -./.g^z of tlj
stay la a certain border town there

-
-?re cries far

\u25a0 sp»«^h, and at last the genial actor stepped Js*.
fore the curtain. He thanked the audience for
auatlfjliifdemonstration, and le; fallin conctoalrt
some pleasant remarks about the b«a-a:!es of t*»
town, but th* speech was received In frozen sUeaea
Wlxen h<? got bind the curtain he remarked to tS»
local sjaaagß that the cood people of

—
sees*"

singularly unresponsive.
"Ye- replied the manager, "you sec. yo':rsp«ec!t

was all right except in one particular. Too test
mentioning the name c' the town where jog w«rt
playirrs: t;m week."— T"n* Tatter.

said that her reputation would be ruined, out bat
war with a man that want her hnsband. ifther
was married now. sh* said— and even a i-itmny
could take that hint.
Ifound Beriah at the weather shanty about' «•

hour afterwards with his head on his arms. h»
looked up when Icome In.

"M. Wlngate." ho sara. "I'm a fool bat for tS»
lands sake don't think I'm such a fool as not m
know that this here storm was bound to strike to-
day. Ilied." he says; "Ilied about the weather
for the first time In my life: Bed right up as!
down so as to get her mad with him. My reperta-
tion's gone forever. There's a feller hi th* BMa
that sold his— his birthday, Ithink 'twas— for a
mess of porridge. I'm him. .only." and he groaasi
awful, "they've cheated me out of the porridge."*

But you ought la have read the. Batten Peter att
next day from subscribers that had trusted to t!»
prophecy and had gone on picnics and snob. Eli
The South Shore weather bureau went ©at of lras!»
ness right then.

GALLANT.
She—Now that Ihave taken my doctor's de-

gree* do you think Iwillsucceed as a physician?
He—You are already an ornament to the pro-

fession.
' . —

FUefende Blatter.

"Conf«oafi It. man'" he says. "You can throw
twrt cold \u25a0water Than a fire erglzje. Old Fanner's
Almanfcri This Isn't any 'About this time look
cot for suoW business. Ard" It ain't any Waah-
tuatton cold slaw like 'Weather for New England
and *Bac"fcy Moußt«.ins, Tuesday to Friday; cold to
wera; well done on the edges with a rare streak
In the middle, preceded or followed by rain, enow
or ciearjns. Wind, north to south, varying east to
west.' No slree! this fs to-day weather for Cape
God. Bjatvsjl right off the griddle on a. hot plate, aad
oeokec by the chef at tiat. Toa don't realize what

FarsaerV Almsnaq and Iflont know how many
more," he cays.

'Brown took his patent leathers down off the rail
of the piazza, give the ashes of hie cigar a flip

—
be icnocteed 'em Into my hat that was on the floor
aide of his chair, but he 'was too excited to tnlnd

—
cad be csys: i

watch them two old coots squinting through a tel-
escope at the sky or ecribbllng rubbish on paper.
And Beriah was right 'most every time. Idon't
know why—my notion is that he was born that
way, same as some folks are born lightning cal-
culators—but I'llnever forget the Bra* time Peter
asked him how bo done it.

"Wall," drawls Berlah, "now to-day looks fine-
and dear, don't it? but last night my left elbo-v
had rheuir.atiz In it, and this morning my bones
ache, and my right toe J'int is sore, so Iknow
we'll have an easterly wind and rain this evening.

Ifit had been my left toe, now, why"

Peter held up both hands.
'That'll do. 1

' he says "Iain't asking any more
| questions. Or.iy, If the boarders or outsiders ask
Iyou how you work it, you cut out the bones and
j toe business and talk science and temperature to

beat the cars. Understand, do you? It's science of
no eight-fifty in the pay envelop*. Left toe Joint"'
and he goes off grinning

Wa bad to have Eben. though he wasn't wuth a
green hand's wag*-s as a prophet. But him sad
Eeriah stock by each other like two file* In the
glue pot, and you couldn't hire one without t'other.'
Peter said 'twas all right— prophets looked bet-
ter'n one, anyhow; end, as subscriptions kept up
pretty well and the bureau paid a fair profit, Jon-
adab and me didn't kick.

In July 2lrs. Freeman— she had charge Of the
I upper decks in the Old Home and was rated bead
i chambermaid —up and quit, and belr.g as we

couldn't get another capable Cape odder just
then, Peter fetched down a woman from New

j York; one that a end of old Dll'avray's recom-
imended. She was able seaman bo fax's as the
i work was concerned, but she'd bean good looking

once and couldn't forget it. an 4she was one of
them clippers that ain't happy less they've got
a man In tow. You know the kind: pretty nigh

i old enough to be a coal barge, but sll rigged up
Iwith bunting and frills like a yacht.
'

Her name was Kelly,Emma Kelly,and sh<? was
a widow whether from choice or act of Pro1 i-

dence Idon't know. The. other women wryanta
was all down on her, of course, 'cause she had city

-ways and a style of wearing her toga that mail"
their Sunday gowns and bonnets look like dis-
tress signals. But they couldn't deny that ah? was
a driver so far's her work was concerned. She'd
whoop through the hotel like a no'theaster and
have everything done, and' done well, by :o'clock
in the afternoon. Then she be ready to sea up
and go on parade to astonish 'he natives.

3jen
—

except the boarders, of course— scar; e

around Wellmouth Port. First the Kellylady be-
gun to flag Cap'n Jonadab and me, but we sheered
off and took to the offing. Jonadab, being a wid-
ower, bad had his experience, and Inever "had the
marrying disease and wasn't hankering to catch :t.
So Emrr.a had to look for other victims, and th»
prophet shop looked to her like th* mod likelyi
feeding ground.

And, would you b iieve it, them two old rriuer*. |
Beriah and Eben, gobbled the bait like sculpt] \u25a0

Ifshe'd been a woman Ilk 5 the kind they was used
to—the Cape kind. Imean—ldon't s'pose they'd

have paid any attention to her; but fhe wail
different from anything they'd ever run up against,

and the first thing you know she had 'em both
poke hooked. 'Twu all In fun on her part first :

along, Ical'late. but pretty soon some idiot let ;
out that both of 'em was wuth money, and then j
the race was on in earnest, •

She'd drop In at the weather factory 'long In the
afternoon and pretend to be terrible interested In
the goings on there.

"Idon't see how you two gentlemen can t<?ll j
\u25a0whether it is going to rain or not. Ithink you
are the moat wonderful %men! Do tell me, Mr.
Crocker, will it oe good weather to-mcrrer? I.
wanted •to take a little walk up to the village j
about 4 o'clock ifit -was."

And then "B'Tlah'd swell out like a puffing rig !
and put on air? and look out of th» winder, aid j
crow; ;

"Tes*m. IJedga that we'll have a southerly
'

breeze in the morning, with some tog, but nothing !

to last, nothing to last. The afternoon, Ical'late. j
•11 be fair. I—l— Is to say, Iwas flggerlng on ]
goia' to the village myself to-morrer."

Then Emma would pump up a blush, and smile, I
and purr that she was1so glad, 'cause then sh<j'd |

have comp'ny. And Eben would glower at Beriah
'

and Berlah'd grin sort of superior like, and the
mutual barometer, so's to speak, would fall about ,
a foot during the next hour. The brotherly bust-

'

ness between the two prophets was coming to an
end fast, ajid alj on account of Mrs. Kelly.

She played 'em «v«n for almost a month; didn't
show no preference one way or the other. First
'twas Eben that *e«med to be eating up to wlnd-
'ard. and then Berlah'd catch a. puff and gain for
a spell. Cap's Jonadab and me was uneasy, for
w« was afraid th* Weather Bureau would suffer
•fore the thing was done with; but Peter was
away, and we didn't like to Interfere till h» cr>me
home.

And then, all at once, Emma seemed to make
up h»r mind, and 'twas all Ehen from that time
on. The fact Is, the wldder had learned, somehow
or 'nether, that he had the most money of the
two. Berlali didn't give up; he stuck to It like a
good one, but he was falllnj?behind and he knew
It. Ac for Eben, he couldn't help showing: a. little
Joyful pity, so'a to speak, for his partner, and the
atmosphere* ln that rain laboratory got no frigid
that Ididn't know but we'd have to put up a
stove. The two wizards wa* hardly on freaking
twins.

The last of August came and the Old Horns
House was going to close up on the day after
Labor Day. Peter was down again, and so was
Ebenezer and Belle, and there was to be high Jinks
to celebrate the. season's wind-up. There was to

"be a grand excursion and clambake at Betucklt
Beach, and all hands was going— four oatboats
full.

Of course, the weather must be good cr It's no
Joy Job taking females to Setucklt in a catboat.
The night before the big day Pater came out to tha
Weather Bureau, and Jonadab and ms dropped in
likewise. Beriati was .there all alonf;; Eb?n was
out walking with Emma.

"Well. Jeremiah," says Brown, chipper as n
'mack'rel gullon a spar buoy, "what's the outlook
for to-morrer? The gov'ment sharp says there"? a
big storm en the way up from Florida. 1.- b*right., or only an 'also ran,' as usual?"

I "Wall." ears BerlaJh, goln' to the door, "Idon't
1know, Mr. Brown. It don't look just right; I

swan it don't! ican tell you better in th«? morn-
ing-.Ihope 'twill he fair, too. 'cause Iwas cal-
lating to get a day off and bom r your rse and
buggy and go ever to the Ostable campmertlng.
li'a the big day over there," he says. k

Now, Iknew, of course, .that ho meant hi was
going to take the widd«r withhim. b<it refer spuka
up and says he:

"Sorry. Beriali. but you're too late. Eb«ii asfcej
me. for the horse and buggy this morning. I
told him ho could ha^ th« open buggy; th*
other one's being repaired, and Iwouldn't I^-n.i th*
new surrei to iho Grand Panjandrum MraseJfc
Eben's going to.tako the fairVEmma for a rid"."
he says., "Beriah. pm afraid our beloved Cobb is,
in the inno<-<-n<-*> of bis youth', being roped In by
the sophisticated dams?) in the shoo-fly hat."
fays he. . . ._«..'

Me mxl Jonadab hadn't had time •\u25a0\u25a0 tell Peter
'

how matters stood betwixt ifb« prophets, or most'
likely he wouldn't have said that, it hit Beriah
like a Bnowslide off a barn roof, i found out after-
ward that the wldder had more half promt to
go with him. He clumped down In his chair as if
his mainmast was carried away, -and he didn't
even rise to blow for the res* of th i time we was
in the shanty. Fust let than tool Ing fishy-eyed
at the floor. ;

Xext morning I met Sbaa prancing around in
his Sunday clothes and with a necktie en that
would make a rainbow look liJ^t a mourning badge.

"Hello!" says I- "You seem to be pretty chipper.
You ain't going to start for that fifteen-mile ride
through the woods to Ostable, bo you? Looks to
me as if 'twas going to rain."

"The predictions for this day," says he. "is i
cloudy In the forenoon, but clearing later on. j
Wind, sou'eait, changing to south and sou'west."

"Did Beriah' send that out?" says I. looking
doubtful, for if ever It looked like, dirty weather. I
thought It did right then.

"Me and Beriah sent it out," he says, jealous-
like. But Iknew 'twas Beriah's forecast or h»
wouldn't have been bo sure of it.

Pretty coon out comes Peter, looking dubious at

the sky.
•'If Itwas anybody else but Beriab." he says,

"I'd say this morning's prophecy ought to be sent

to "Puck." Where Is the seventh son of the sev-
enth son— the- only original American seer'"

He wasn't in the weather shanty, and we finally
found him on one of the seats 'way up on the edge

of the bluff. He didn't look 'round when we come
up. but Just stared at the water.

"Hey, Elijah!" says Brown. was always call-

Ing Bexiah "Elijah" or "Isaiah" or "Jeremiah" o:
eonft other prophet name out of Scripture. "Do*!
this go?" And he held out the telegraph blanl

\u25a0with the morning's prediction on it.
Beriah looked around just for a second. H<

looked to me sort of sick and pale— that Is. as pal«
as his sun burned rhinoceros hide would ever turn

"The forecast for to-day," says he. looking a'

the water aiain. "Is cloudy In tlio forenoon, bm
clearing lat°r on. Win*! sou'east. rhanzinz U

south' and sou'west."I
"The forecast for to-day," say« he.

''We starl

it water a 'rain. "Is cloudy In '

earing tat
>uth*and son'i
"Right you are!" sa>s Pet*, joyful "W«

for Betnddt, then. And here's where the Soutr
lore weather bureau hands another swift jolt t<

your Uncle Sam."
60, after break! 1 I th» ''athoais loaded up. the

firis gigglingand screaming, and the mm boarder;

dressed in what they hoped wa sea. togs. The}

sailed away 'round the lighthouse and heaJed up
the shore, and the wind was eoa'eaat sure and
sartln. bat the "deartnar part wasn't In sight yet.

Beriah didn't watch 'era go. He ftayed In the
shinty. But by and fcj\ when Eben drov* fhe
buggy out of the barn and Dnma com-* skipping

down the [\u25a0''\u25a0•'•zz* steps. Iset him peeking out ©(

the littlewinder.
Toe Kelly critter had all sail «=ot and colors fly-

Ing.' Her drers was some sort of mosquito netting
with" -wallpaper posies on It a:-.-. there was more
ribbons flapping than there la reef-p'lnts on a main-
sail. And he r hat: Great gun.-: IIlooked like one
of then pictures you see In a flower seed catalogue.

"Oh!" she squeals, when she sees the buggy.
"Oh: Mr. Cobb. Ain't you afraid to |« In that
open carriage? IIlooks to me like rain

"

But Eben waved his nipper, scornful M- fore-
cast this morning." says h«\ "is cloudy now, hut
clearing by Bad by. You trust to me. Mis' Kelly.
\u25a0Weather's my business."

"Of course. Itrust you. Mr. CoMl" she says.

"Of course, Itrust you. but 1should hate to sufle
my gown, that's all."

They droye out of the yard, fine as fiddlers, and
Iwatched "em go. When Iturned around, there
was Beri»h watching 'em too and he was smiling
for the first time that morning: But it was one of
them kind of smiles that makes you wish he'd cry.

At ha'f-past ten it begun to sprinkle; at eleven
'twas raining hard; at noon 'twas a pouring, roar-
Ing sou'easter, and looked good for the next twelve
hours at least.

"Good Lord: Berl :
"

pays Cap'n Jonadab. run-
ning Into the weather bureau, "you've missed
stays this time, for sure. Has your prophecy

works got indigestion?" he says.
But Eeriah wasn't there. The shanty was closed.

and we found out afterward that he spent that
\u25a0whole day In the store down at the port.

By two o'clock 'twas M bad that 1 put on my
Ueskins and went over to Wellmouth and tele-
phoned to the Setucklt Beach lifesavlng station,

to find out If the clambakers had got there right
side up. They'd cot there; fact Is, they was In
the station then, and the language Peter hove
through that telephone was enough to melt the
wires. 'Twas all in the shar»e of compliments to

the prophet, and Iheard Centra! Tell him she'd
report It to the head office. Brown raid 'twas

blowing so they'd have to come back by the Inside
channel, and that meant landing way up Harnlss
way, and hiring t?ams to come to the port with
from there.

'Twas nearly S o'clock »her. they drove into the
yard arid come slopping up the steps. And such a
pafcsel of drowned rats you never see. The women-
folks made for their rooms, but the men hopped
around the parlor, shedding puddles with every
hop, and hollt-.r!:. for us to trot out the head of
the weather bureau -•

"Bring him to m*." orders* Pet^r. stopping; to pick
h!s pants loose from his less; "Iyearn to cares*

him."
And what old Dillaway said was worsen that.
But Serial! didn't come to b^ caressed. Twl \u25a0

quarter p*.«t nine wh*>n we heard wheels m tha
yard.

"By mfgbtyi'' yells Cap'n Jor.adab; "It's th*
camp-meeting pilgrims. Iforgot them. Here's \u25a0

show."
lie jumped to •pen the door, but it opened afore?

he got there and Beriah come In He didn't pay
no attention to the welcome he got from the gang.

but just stood on the sill. pale, but grinning the
grin that a terrier dog has on just as you're going
to let the rat cut of th© trap.

Somebody outside fays: "Whoa, cortsarn you!
'

Then th**re was a thump and 1 stoahy stamping
on the steps, and in comes Eben and the widder.
Ihad one of them long-haired, foreign cats mare

that a British skipper save inc. 'Twas a yelier
and black one and it fell overboard. When we.
fished it but it looked lust like the Kelly woman
dona then. Everybody but Beriah just screeched—
we couldn't help it. But th? prophet didn't laugh.
h^ only kept or grinning.

Emma looked once around the room and her eyes,
as well as you could see "em through snarl of
dripping hair and hat-trimming, (airly snapped.
Then she went up the stairs three steps at a time.

Eben didn't "say a word. He just stood there and
leaked. Leaked and smiled.- Yes. sir' his face, every
the mess that had been that rainbow necktie, had
the funniest look of Idiotic joy on it that ever 1
see. In a minute everybody els* sh*it up. We
didn't know v.-hat to make of it.

'Twas Beriah that spoke first.
\u25a0 "He! he! he." he chuckled. "He! he: he! "Wasn't

itkind or wet coming through the woods. Mr. Cobo?
What does Mrs. Kelly think of the day her beau
picked out to go to camp meeting in?"

Then Eben came' out of his trance.
"Beriah." says he, holding oat a dripping; flipper.

"shake!"
But Beriah didn't shake. Just stood still.
"I've got a s'prise fdv j;ou. shipmate." goes on

Eben. "Who did you say that lady was?"
Beriah didn't answer. Ibegun to think. that

some of the wet had soaked through the assistant
prophet's skull and had give him -water on the
brain.

"You called her Mis' Kelly,didn't you?" gurgled
Eben. "Wall, that ain't her name. Her and me
stopped at . th* Baptist parsonage over to East
Harniss when we was on the way home and got
married. She's Mis' Cobb now," he says.

"Well, the queerest part of It was that 'twas the
bad weather was really what brought things to a
bead Msudden. Eben hadn't spunked up anywhere

nigh enough courage to propose, but they stopped
at Ostable so long, waiting for the rain to let up,
that 'twas after dark when they -was half way
home. Then Emma— oh. she vat a click oae!— •

HINT TO YOUNG ANGLERS.
Inpike fishing, should the beginner be fortun-

ate enough to catch an unusually large fish, he
had 'better get the assistance of some profes-
sional fisher, or other person of experience, be-
fore weighing the fish, as there is considerable
art in this.

—
Funcb.

a regular dime museum wonder that feller is." he
says.

Well, Isuppose we didn't. You see, Jonadab
and me. like the rest of folks around Wellrnouth,
had to come to take Beriah Crocker and his weather
notions as the regular thin?. like baked beans on
a Saturday night. Beriah, he

But there: I've been sailing stern first. Let's
get her headed right. if we ever expect to turn
the first mark. You see. 'twas this way:

'Twas in the early part of May follerlng the year
that the Old Home House was opened. We'd
had the place all painted up. decks holystoned.
bunks overhauled, and one thing or "nother. and th«
Old Home was all taut and shipshape, ready for

the crew--—boarders. I mean. Passages was
booked all through the Bummer and it looked as !f
our second season would be better*n our" first.

'
Then the Dlllaway girl she was christened Lo-

belia, like her mother, but she/i painted It out and
cruised under the name of Belle since the family
grot

—
she thought 'twould be nice to have what

size called a "spring house party" for her particular
friends 'fore the regular season opened. So Peter-
he being engaged at the time and consequent tn
that condition where he'd have to put on horns and
"mooed" ifEhe'd give the order

—
he thought 'twould

be nice, too, and for a 'week It was "Allhands on
deck I"getting ready for the "house party."

Two days afore the thing was to go off the ways
Brown gets a letter from Belle, and In It says she's
Invited a who.? lot of folks from Chicago and New
York and Boston and the land knows where, and
that they've never been to the Cape and ?he wants
to show *em what a "quaint" place It Is. "Can't
you get," says she, "two or three delightful. queer,
old 'longshore characters to be at work 'round the
hotel? It'll give such a touch of local color." *he
says.

So out comes Peter with th* letter.
"Barzilla/ be says to me. "I want Rome rh^rar-

ters. Know anybody that's a character?"
"Well," says I, "there's Nate Slocum over to

Orham. He'd steal anything that wan'n't spiked

down. He's about the toughest character T can
think of. offhand, this way."

"Oh. thunder ." says Brown. "I don't want a
crook; that wouldn't be any novelty to this crowd,"
he says. "What I'm after Is an odd stick: a. Cellar
with pigeons In his loft. Not a lunatic, but jest a
queer

—
little queerer than you and the Cap'n

tiere*'
After a while we got his drift, and Ihappened

to think of B-rtah and his chum, Eben Cobb.
They lived In a little shanty over to Skakit Pint
and got their livinglobstering, and so or Both
of 'em had saved a few thousand dollars, but
you couldn't get a cent of It without giving 'em
ether, and they'd rather live like Portugees than
white men any day. unless they was paid to change.
Berlah's pet idee was foretelling what the weather
was going to be. And he could do it, too. better
anybody Iever see. He'd smell a storm further*)

a cat can smell fish, and he hardly ever made a
mistake. Prided himself on it, ycu understand,
like a boy does on his first long pants. His prophe-
cies was his idole, co's to epeak. and you couldn't
have hired him to foretell what he knew was
wrong, not for no money.-

Peter said Eerlah and Ebea was just the sort of
"cards" he was looking for, and drove right over
to see 'eta. He hooked 'em, too. Iknew he would,
he could talk a Come-Outer Into believing that a
Unitarian wasn't booked for Tophet. if be «<-t

out to.
So the special train from Boston brought the |

"house party" dowc, and our two-seated buggy I

brought Beriah and Eben over. They didn't have ,
anything to do but to look "picturesque" and say ]
"Isnum!" and "Iswan to man!" and they could
do that to the skipper's tast«. The city folks

'
thought they was "just too dear and odd for any- ,
thing," and made 'em bigger fools than e-i-er.

which want necessary.

The second day of the "party" was to be a sail- :
Ing trip dear down to the Ufesaving station on
Setucklt Beach. It certainly looked as it 'twas
going to storm, and the goVment prediction? said
it was. but Beriah said "No," and stuck out that
'twould clear up by and by. Peter wanted to j
know what Ithought about their starting, and I!
told him that 'twas my experience that where I
weather was concerned Bexiah was a good, safe j
anchorage. So they sailed away, and, sure enough,
it cleared up fine. And the cert day the gov'ment
fellers said "clear

"
fend Beriah said "rain." and

she poured a flood. And, after three or four of
such experiences. Beriah was all hunky with the
"house party,

"
% and they looked at him as a sort

of wonderful freak, like a two-headed calf or the
"snake child," or some such outrage.

Ect, when the party was over, 'round comes Pe-
ter, busting with a new notion. What he cal'lated
to do was to start a weather prophesying bureau
all on his own hook, with Beriah for prophet and
him for manager and general advertiser, and Joa-
adab and me to hel; put up the money to gat her j
going. He argued that summer foiks, from Scitu- j
ate to Provlncetown, on £>oth sides of the Cape,
would pay good prices for the real .thingIn weather
predictions. The gov'ment bureau, so h» said, cov-
ered too much ground, but Beriah -was local and
hit her right on the head. His idee was to send
Beriah's predictions by telegraph to agents In
every Cape town each morning, and the agents

was to hand 'em to subscribers. First week a
free trial; after that, so much p^r prophecy.

And Itworked— land, yes! it worked. Peter's
letters and circulars would satisfy anybody that
black was white, and the free trial was a sure
bait. Idon't know why 'tis, but if you offered the
smallpox free, there'd be a barrel of victims wait-
Ing in line to come down with it. Brown rigged
up a little eh&nty on the bluff In front of the
Old Home and filled It fun of barometers and
thermometers and chronometers . and charts, and
put Beriah and Eben inside to look wl«e and make !
b'lieve do something. That was the office of "The
South Shore Weather Bureau." and 'twas sort of
sacred and holy, and 'twould kill you to see the

boar<2*r» tiptoeing up and peeking in the winder to

WHAT HE CAME TO SEE. ;\u25a0
Alan (in clear and bell-like tones, five minute*

after the curtain has gone up on the first scs*
of "The Merchant of Venice")

—
Mother, which \u25a0

Shakespeare? , --pcssa.

\u25a0whole sovereign assembly of the Swiss people rfl»
to Its feet a? one man and anawpre-3. **Yes. rfr!"r
The Tatl<?r. ?.• '

«
THE DESERTER. \u25a0

Da yon desire to have Itunder; «tskei 6*
judge, addressing the lady who wanted i>« '\u25a0?**•" 'hat your husband desertM you?'" •

"Yes» sir."
"Please tell the court as concisely as you car to*

he deserted jo-:."
"Two months attar we had completed ere- *«*'

ding trip he scolded me becaus? he thought I•"»
extravagant In tha matter of get! a* elotJw*

'"*
Iwent home to my people.** \

Tea Proceed."
"Wei!. Iwaited and waited and waited for &3

to come and beg me to return to him. an Iha •**
did."*—Chicago Record-Herald.— _

.—.
— —-

SWITCH OFF! ! *I
Young Golightly (to pretty girl)— "• •\u25a0 I

next to you engaged, miss? . . \u25a0\u25a0-u'ftI
Miss— No; but Iam! And ha'« going

*•«£»"|
«t the next station! V < —cm** f"?' 1

1
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