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Mrs., Clevaland does not ride a bicycle,
but she does what is perhaps better—she
walis, sShe walks well, too, and al-
most any bright moriping she may be
scen on her snromenade, usuaily en route
for a morrmier ecall at some  friend's
bFouse. or taking a corstitutional pure
aml simple. Her costume on such oe-
cazions is a short walking skirt, clearing
the zround by twe inches, a close-fitting

Jacket and a ehinehiila collar. O her bead
she wears a close roumd hat garnished
with 2 farcey feather amnd a dotted veil tied
c.o=ely aver her face.

She walks along with a free step and an
alr of thorough enjoymont, and her brignt
eves and glowing checks ineate the pleas-
s in her faverite exercize. Dur-
sor-inl season she found these morn-

the best stimulant after a te-

ption in crowdsd rooms and an
overieaied atmosphere, amd after a brisk
walk through the Whilte House grounds,
along ¥ street to Miss Herberl's, or across
the park for a chat with Mrs. Lamont, she
was able to continue her socizl round with
1enewe | vigor. .

Mrs. (Cleveland's constant good spirits
and heath are a source of continued won-
der to her friends, and (o inguirizs as to
the fountain of youth whence she draws
her supplic=, she answers Lhat she finds it

in the diiiv exercise in the gpen air which
she kas made a point of taking for the past
five yeqars, aml that she regards walking
as more heaithful and natural than any
other form of open-air sport.
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A short time ago an auctioneer had on
hand undclaimed express packages for the
past six months, and his rooms were
crowded with individoals prepared to gratl-
fy their strongest instinci. One man was
there who had evidently determined to
wait until something really good should
be put up and then have it at any cost.
As the parcels were sold unopened, of
course theres was a large amount of faith
required te be sure of what was worthy of
his effcris. At last he saw his chance. A
neatly-fastened package about the size of
& two-pound starch box cuaught his fancy,
and he recklessly started the bids at ten
cernis. Other candidates entered the con-
test, and Lefore he victoriously claimed the
prize the sum eof sixty-three cents was
reached. With his previous parcel, he hur-
ried off ro fimd what fate had in store for
bim, and dizcovered the ceontents to be six
botties of home-made melicine, with exact
directions for the intervals of takinz, but

no mention of the particular ailments for

which they were to be the eure-alls, so,

lest he should take fit remedies for a sore

ti roat, or use bunion letion for headache,

he gave the box and contents to tne office

bey and wished he had sixty-three cents’
worth of cigars.

* % * %
i« Mellba and the Dz Reszke's wera
the Ogpera Flouse in thrail last

¢ nignt, ouse music

lover was having
time, avpparenily, he had experi-
Attired in coriect evening

$, he sat well back in
his head thrown back,
ernded with coasy grace to thelr
. one hand holding hiz opera
lintetio of the per-

r aest.

-like simplicity he
r enz-half the evening.
& Enal burst of applause disturb-
E er he rose wiih the rest of the
audierce and zave the artists their ovation
as though he for one hkad enjoyed his
money’'s worth.
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The spring openings are always supposed
to be a season of delight to the milliners,
even il they bring dismay to the breasts
of indulgent husbands. One milliner pour-
€d ont her tzie of woe to a customer the
other day ar follows: “You see my lovely
creations? rome direct from Paris, soma
made in my éstablishment equally as at-
tractive. 1 gc abroad to go! new ldeas, I
employ the best chapezu artisia I ean gel

ardd then when 1 have n opening, half
tke w «n come in, los!l over my stoek,
try on a dozen hats and bonnets, handle
them, examine and see just how they are
constriucted and go Yeme and copy them
without further ade. There is one lady in
Farticular whom 1 dread, she can do as

well as ar ¥ of my hanls, if not botter, and
f£=t I don’t dare say 2 word, for she is one
of the high-fivers, and I should not like to

offend her. She is a tall woman, vary sty-
Iish, and really I wish she woill either
COPY S0 one else’s hats or open an es-
tablishmert of ker own, so that 1 might

copy hers™
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“The Supreme Court of the United States
Is much more active in the matter of get-
ting its decisions into print now than in
former times,” said an oid practitioner to
& Star reporter recently. “In olden times
the court frequently ailowed months to
pass from the time opinions were handed
down to when they were issued, but it
is different now. At the opening day of the
present term. March 3, the court handed
down opinions in a large number of cases,
With the exception of one or two, every
one of these decisions has been revised,
put into type and officially issued, for the
information of all concerned.”
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“Thanks tu severe laws and the newspa-
pers,” remarked a leading bank teller,
“counterfeit money is a rare thing these
days. I do not know of one counterfeit
Bmote coming inlo our bank during the past
five years. The reason of this is that coun-
terfeiting is a lost art. Should a bad note
make Its appearance tne newspapers give
it such prominence that every one Is on tha
look out for it, and its elrculation Is stopped
immediately. There are some nickels in
eirculation which are counterfeit, mostly
molded by Italians and by school boys for
fun, but they cut no fignure at all. Counter-
felting has died simply because it did not
pay. It cost thousands of dollars to get
up a good counterfeit, and then ten to
thirty years' penalty for so doing stared
the makers constantly in the face. The
risk was too great and they quit. A busi-
mess firm here, which handies a great deal
of mcney, tells me they have not seen a
eounterfeit note for ten years. Put it to
Yourself, as an average man, have you
Been one?”
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“The crematories have not yet affected
the coffin or casket trade much,” observed
& traveling agent for an undertakers' sup-
ply firm, “but they undoubtedly will in the
fature. I have visited about forty-five cre-
matories n various parts of this country,
and as I am In the business I take consid-
erable interest in them. The theory was
that most of these crematories would use
the stock casket, that is, the crematory
would furnish the same casket for a num-
ber of funerals, but that practice has not
Fet obtained to much extent, and Individ-
wual caskets are used the same as for inter-
ments. One of the arguments in favor of
eremation was that it would do away with
the necessity and expense of caskets or
eoffins, and thus reduce funeral expenses,

s0 far people have declined the use of
Bscond-hand coffins. I think, however, as
the crematories iIncrease this will pass
&way, and the coffin trade will lose by it.”
* &* %k & =

“Cake walkers.” observed a leading artist
im that F'ne, who recently performed in this
eity. “are very much in cvidence just now,
and have heen this winter. Over a dozen
Big theatrical attractions this season have
d@spended on their cake walkers to draw
erowds and bhave found it to pay. Jig,
Buck and wing dancers have been In such
@emand that all the big citles have not
= able ™ gupply all that could have

employed. Strangely enough, most of

]
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the cake walkers have come -from New
York, where cake walks have been quite
1 feature for some years.: People who look
4t these contests often go away w_ith the
itea that they are nct real. Now, the fact
2 they are conducted In dead earnest, and
while the performers, of course, rece‘ve a
szalary, as agreed upon, they*make all kinds
of efTorts to win the cakes and other prizes.
There are today at least thirty attractions
on the road in which cake walkers are the
atars, that is, the drawing carda.”
* ¥ & %

“The circus printing for the coming cir-
cus season,” remarked a clerk of the Con-
gressional Library, “will be specially fine.
The corporation which owns the two big
shows has sp®nt § Ereat deal of money in
getting out their show bills for fences and
windows. Like all the other show and
theatrical people, they copyright all the
printing, and as it comes in day after day
now for copyright, we have a chance to see
it in advance of its posting. Most of this
printing for the entire season has already
Leen done, and is beirg prepared for ship-
ping to the sections where it is to be posted.
There has been such an advance made in
show printing that the most elaborate dis-
plays do not cost over cne-half what the
same character of work did only a few
¥Years ago. The competition in the printing
business in thfs work is enormous. Buf-
falo stili has the most of it, notwithstand-
ing all the efforts of other cities to cap-
ture it
* k k ¥ %

“I have learned ioday that there is some-
thing new undar the sun, after all,”" sald
the wife of a leading representative in
Congress. 'It is what the owner calls a
funeral dress. The novelty i3 not the dress
itself, but what composes it. Apparently
it is an ordinary black =ilk dress. 1t is
made up of funeral sashes such as are
furnished pallbearers at congressional
furerals, and consists of sashes that were

worn by prominent men at the funerals of
Vice President Wilson. and Senators Sum-
ner, Carpenter and Logan. The lady who
owns it keeps our hoarding house, aned she
got (e sashes from tnose who wore them,
after the funerils. A groat portion of the
dress consists of silk that once was used
in the gown of a justice of the United
States Supreme Court. The purple velvet
collar was given by the wife of a well-
krown diplomat,and the lace by the widow
of the most prominent Senator who has
Jdied in the past s!x years. The lady who
owns it aitends many funerals and always
wears the dress on such occasions.”
xR &k E

Judge Harkness,. from one of the south-
ern states, has been in Washington for
several weeks, assisting in a contested elec-
tion case. Tae judge prides himself on his
ahility to do most of his errands on foot.
He ouly takes a carriage or a car when
forced to do so. On Wednesday night he
started from the Capitol for his rooms, ac-
companied by a well-known Texas repre-
sertative. They had walked some squares,
but the snow and rain made walking any-
thing but pleasant. Finally, when the cou-
ple got to 41% stroet, the Texas representa-
tive stopped and said: “Juidge, it is a
rough night, and T think we had better
take a hLerdie.” “I am with youn,” inno-
cently replizd the judge, “for it is one of
my bad habits to take something in the
way of a warm drink before cating dinner.”

* % k *= %

Senater Tillman’s enthusiastic constit-
uents in South Carolina have sent him a
small silver pitchfork as a token' of their
appreciation of his speech in the Senate,
when he wielded the “pitchfork’” so vigor-
ously.

““The best joke ever gotten off on Senator
Tillman,” sa:d one of his admirers, “was by
a mewspaper man. Six years ago, when
the Serator was a plain farmer in Edge-
field, he suffered very thuch from indizes-
tion. He didn’t weigh over 115 pounds, and
kad a sallow comple<ion and a broken-
down lock. His various successes in the
sState seemed to have done him good, and he
rapidiy grew stouter. A year or more azgo
he weighed 175 pounds. The Newspaper
reporter secured a picture of Tillman in his
sallow-looking days and one taken in his
prosperous days. He published them side
by side, with no other remark than ‘Before
and after taking—publie pap.' "
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THE BUCKET SHOP.

A Woman Who Wanted Large Lots of
Bucketn, but No Grain.

A w:ll-known citizen who resides in
Northwest Washington is a patron of a
certain bucket shop. His wife was inform-
ed of the fact and accused him of it with
€0 much directness that he could not de-
ny it.

“You made $200 on buckets in some shep,
-didn't you?" she demanded io know.

“Certainly, dear. You see the war in
Cuba creates a great demand for buckels
and there is a place where yeu can give
your orders and sell them again at a
profit’”

Nothing more was sald, Lut the wife
concluded to make some money on buck-

i ets and not let her hushand know it. In

some way she learned the location of the
bucket shop. ard going down down told
who she was and said:

“I want $100 worth of buckets. The same
kind my hkusband bought.”

“It is a little risky today, madam,” said
the proprietor, who did not want to ex-
plain the operations of the place.

“I don’t care,” she urged. “Here's the
money. I'll come after the buckets tomor-
row."”

The next day she appeared and was in-
formed that the buckets had been bought
and sold at $100 advance, but that the sup-
ply was exhausted and they were going
into the wheat and corn business until
more could be manufactured.

“I don’t want any wheat or corn,” she
sald, “but ain’t it mean, I can’t buy any
more buckets?' And the husband con-
gratulates himself on how he succeeded in
getting the bucket shop proprietor to sto0p
his wife's dealings without revealing their
nature, while she is a spring hat and a
dress ahzad.

—
ALL-WINTER RACING.

Public Sentiment in Mexico is Sald
to Be Aganinst It.

“The all-the-ycar-round horse-racing peo-
ple,” observed Mr. T. E. Camp, who has
just retuined from Mexico, In talking to a
Star reporter, “won’t find much more ‘en-
eouragement in Mexico than they did in
this country. They had some evidence of it
lately in the prize fighting business. The
sports thought that anything would go in
Mexico, but they found out they were mis-
taken. So also did the lottery people, who,
when they were driven out of Louisiana
and elsewhere, thought they woull have no
trouble in securing governmental conces-
sions from Mexico. The averaze Mexican
is fond of sport, but he wants it orly at
times, and when he found out that all the
crooked horse race business was to be
transferred to that country, he put in as
violent an objection as :ld the people of
this section. Midwinter horsa races will
rot be permitted there. The Mexican en-
joys sport for sport’s sake, but he won't
stand sport that is run for pool sellers else-
where.” .

g .
The Hicycle Bobby.
From St. Paul’s.
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The only way to stop that rew horror, “The
= Female Scorcher.” .

ART AND ARTISTS

The annual exhibition of paintings by Ed-

{ murd Clarence Messer has been the at-

traction at Fischer’'s pallery this week. Mr.
Messer's pictures have a cerlain poetic
quality which cannot be thoroughly appre-
ciated at the first glance, but on a longer
acquaintance they disclose new beauties
-hidden to the careless observer. In furnish-
ing material for his landscapes, Maine and
Virginia pretty evenly divide the honors.
“A New England Pasture,” his largest and
most important picture, gives a view of rdll-
ing pasture land, crossed here and there
with the picturesque stone walls of that lo-
cality, with a threatening sky overhanging
the scene. Not Inferlor to this are his
“Twilight at the Gap,”" “A Valley Road,”
“Grape Island, Mass."—a glowing sunseét
effect—and “Showers,” cne of those strange
Hleating effects of light in which the artist
dellghts. “September’” is a small picture,
shewing a couple of tall trees, with delicate
gray green foliage, standing on a grassy
sicpe, and is very true to nature. “The
Young Batyr” Is an illustration of the ar-
tist’s fondness for peopling his quiet wood-
land scenes with fauns, satyrs, dryads and
all the mythical creatures of the early
Greek days. One of the less pretentious
pleces of work is his “Palette Knlfe Study,”
which, though of necessity broadly treated,
is full of feeling, and is as delightful a little
sketch as one could wish for.
*
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Mr. J. H. Moser is to follow Mr. Messer
at Fischer's, and his exhibition bids falr to
be the best that he has yet held here. It
wlill be as large as the space in the gallery
will easily permit, but will be withal the
cream of kis work for a yvear or more. Most
of the pletures are in water color, and are
landscapes taken to a considerable exteat
around about West Corawall, Conn., where
the artist has made his home for several
years, though he still holds himself to be
one of the Washington fraternity. He spent
over two months in the White mountains
last summer, part of the time at Lake Win-
nipesaukee, where the magnificent scenery
supplied him with an unlimited amount of
material. One of his best things fs—Mount
Washington at sunrise, showing the early
September snow on the mountain top red-
dened by the first shaft of sunlight. In ad-
dition to his landscapes, several figure
pieces are to be shown, among which will
be cne of Mr. Moser’'s inimitable darkies.

E [ ]
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Those who had the financlal part of the
sixth annual exhibition of the Society of
Washington Artists in charge are much
gratified with the result. ‘The receipts
from the sale of catalogues covered the
entire outlay and left a neat little sum in
the treasury. It is to be regretted, how-
ever, that more sales of pictures were not
made.

- &
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Mr. H. J. Ellicott has just returned from
a trip to Providence, where he examined
the bronze casting of his statue of General
Hancock, which is_now completed. He
corsiders the bronze one of the best casts
that he has ever seen, on account of its
fidelity to the original and the excellent
finish in general. Colonel Wilson also in-
spected it a short time ago, and found
it entirely satisfactory. Mr. Ellicott has
been invited to compete for an equestrian
statue of Major General John F. Rey-
rnolds, to be placed on the field of Get-
tysburg, and has a model already pre-
pared in his studio. His bust of Com-
modore Melville 1s now at the foundry.
Mr. Noel, who has been working under
Mr. Ellicott's direction for ahout a year, is

busy constructing a large anatomical fig-
ure.

*
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A novel decorative scheme in the shape
of a frieze for a drug store has been oc-
cupying the better part of Mr. Jules Dieu-
donne's time during the winter, but is
now about finished. There are thirty-
six little cherubs in the frieze, each one
showing forth something pertaining to
pharmacy and medicine. For instaneo,
the first figure is the medical student with
his books, and the next two show the stu-
dert’'s experimental practice. Graduation
is portrayed by a head crowned with
laurel and surrounded with flowers, while
near it a wise old owl perches, showing
the artist’s aptness in expressing his mean-
ing by the use of symhols. Further on a
little fellow is studying a preseription, and
next to him several cherubs are carrying
on investigations with the apparatus of a
laboratory, while still further along one of
them i3 pulverizing something with the
time-honored mortar and pestle. This
part of the decoration is very approprialely
plsced over that part of the store where
the prescriptions are compounded. Bo
the frieze runs along, in one place the
fizures gathering medicinal herbs, and in
another a winged messenger summoning
the doctor. One youngster with a purse
in his hand is being besieged by two little
maids, who wish him to buy them some
perfume that Cupid holds in one hand, art-
fully concealing his weapons behind his
back with the other. As one nears the
soda fountain scenes pertaining to drink-
ing predominate; the cherubs of one group
ccme bringing vases, two little fellows are
drirking from a fountain, which s sym-
b bolical of the mineral waters, and a bevy
of them are quarreling good-naturedly cver
some grape julee. Mr. Dieudonne deco-
rated the. ball room of the Chinese lega-
ticn last year, and is at his best in deco-
rative work, though he has painted a num-
ber of good portraits, such as the full
lergth entitled “En Passant,” which many
remember. .

*
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Mr. T. 8. J. Dunbar has started a bust of
Robert Stockwell Hatcher, and has also be-
gun work on a life-size figure which he
calls “Young America.” Not long ago Mr.
Dunbar took a cast from life of the ‘face
of Carl Hunterbroeken, a model who Is
well known in most of the Washington stu-
dios. He s a young fellow who has posed
for Bouguereau, Alma Tadema and other
Breat artists abroad, and has Leen in many
of the larger cities in this country,

* % <

At Heltmailer’s the exhibition of water
colors by Luclen Powell has proved a
drawing card during the week, and as it s
to remain open another week, those who
have been unable to attend will have still
an opportunity. The collection Is a strik-
Ing ome, as Mr. Powell, unlike most work-
ers In that medium, paints in a bold, free
manner, and handles a large picture as
easily as a small one. This is shown in his
large “Mountaln Trout Stream,” a very
effective combination of follage and sky,
and in the “Rescue Party” and the “En-
trange to the Grand Canal.” The artist is
particularly successful in his atorms, and
glves admirably the effect of movement
caused by a high wind, whether in a land-
scapg or in a;marine. This Is not'ceable in
his ‘‘Coming Shower” and “Driving Storm."
His fondness for brilliant color Is strongly
brought out jin his Venetian scenes, one of
the best of which is the “Canal St. Mar-
tino.” Mr. Powell exhibits a number of
views of the streets of this city, and has
no trouble in dealing with the architectu-
ral features of his street scenes, and in
subordinating the harsh lines to the effect
of the whole. Of the many landscapes,
!The Ford,” “The Old Lane” and *“The
Pool” seem to be special favorites.

*
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Delcrme’s “Blacksmith,” which has been
as great an object of interest here as in
other places, was to be seen at Woodward
& Lothrop’s gallery today for the last
time. It has not been fully decided to
what city it is to be sent, though it is said
numerous places wish to exhibit it.

* % .

Mr. Wm. C. McCauslen, the sculptor, has
been commissioned to execute in marble,
for the United States Senate chamber, the
bust of Vice President Wm. R. King of Ala-
bami. The model submitted to the Senate
library committee is regarded as an admir-
able likeness of the late Vice President,
who died in 1853. .

————
It Was a Compromise.
From the Winnipeg (Canada) Nog’wester.
Johnny—"I found fifty cents this morn-
m‘-u
Mamma—*"What did you do with it?”
“Jimmle Watts was wiih me, and I gave
half of It to him.”

“What made you do that?”
“You see, nelther of us licked.”

after that declsion'I was not myself, but

| bicycle exhibits at the Atlanta exposition,

A TALE OF MERE CHANCE

——ie

BY STEPHEN CORANE ‘:..

Yes, my friend, I killed the man, but I
would not have been detected in it If it
were not for some very extraordinary eir-
cumstances. I had long consldered this
deed; but I am a gelicate and sensitive per-
son, you undergiind, and I hesitated over
It as the diverflisitates on the brink of a
dark and icy mi§#htain pool. A thought of
the shock of cafict holds one back.
fifx his house one morning
Acwell, at any rate if she
411 not be for long.” And

a_sort of a machine.

I rang the bell and the servant admitted
me to the drawing room. I wailted there
while the tall old clock placidly ticked its
speech of time. The rigid and austere
chairs retained theil} singugu' . Ii:::lyper;::;
babllity, although, of course,
aware yof my pli:grpose; but the llttle white }
tiles of the floor whispered’ one Lo anotiher
and logked at me,

Presently he entered the room, and I,
drawing my revolver, shot him. He
screamed—you know that scream—mostly
amazement—and as he fell forward his
blood was upon the little white tiles. They
huddled and coyered their eyes from this
rain. It seemed to me that the old clock
gtopped ticking, as a man may gasp in the
middle of "a sentence; and a chair threw
itself in my way as I sprang toward the
door.

A moment later I was walking down the
street—tranquil, you understand—and I said
to myself: “It {s done. Long years from
thig day I will say to her that it was I who
killed him. After time has eaten the con-
science of the thing she will admire my
courage."" -

I was elated that the affair had gone off
80 smoothly; I felt like returning home and
taking a lorg, full sleep, like a tired work-
ingman. When people passed me, I con-
templated their stupidity with a sense of
satisfaction.

But those accursed little white tiles!

I heard a shrill erying and chattering be-
hind me, and looking back, 1 saw them,
blood stained and impassioned, ralsing thelr
little hands and screaming: “Murder! It
was he!” 1 have said that they had little
hands. I am not so sure of it, but they had
some means of indicating me as unerringly
as pointing fingers. As for thelr movement,
they swept alung as easily as dry, ’ghl;
leaves are carried by the wind. Always
they were shrilly plping their song of my

uilt. :;
gniy friend, may it never be your fortune
to be pursued by a crowd of little blood-
stained tiles. I used a thousand means to
be frce from the clash-clash of those tiny
feet. 1 ran through the world at my best
gpeed, but it was no better than that of an
ox; while they, my pursuers, were always
fresh, eager, relentless,

I am an Ingenious person, and I used
every trick that a desperately fertile man
can irvent. Hundreds of times I had al-
most evaded them, when some smoldering,
neglected spark would blaze up and dis-
cover me.

I felt that the eye of convliction would
have no terrors for me, but the eyes of
suspicion which I saw in city after city, on
road after road, drove me to the verge of
going forward and saying: “Yes, 1 have
murdered." )

People would see the pursuing, clamorous
troop of blood-stained tiles and give me
piercing glances, so that these swords play-
ed continually’ at fny heart. But we are a
decorous race, thank God. It is very vu]gq.r
to apprehend- murderers on the public
streets. We have learned correct manners
from the English. BPesides, who can be

sure of the meaning of clamoring tiles? It
might be merely a trick of politics.
Detectives?  What are detectives? Oh,

yes, I have read of them and their deeds,
when I come to think of it. The prehis-
toriec races must have been remarkable. .1
Lave never been able to understand how
the detectives navigated In stone boats.
Still, specimens of their poitery €xcavated
in Taumalipas show a remarkable knowl-
edge of mechanics, I remember the little
hydraulic—what's ‘that? Well, what you
say may be true, 'my friend, but I think

you dream. ¢

The litile stailned tiles. My friend, I
Stopped In an fnn At the ends of the earth, |
and in the morning they were there, {lying
like birds and pecKing at my window. -

I should have escaped. Heavens, T should
have escaped. What was more simple? I
murdered and then walked into the world,
wkich is wide and intricate,

Do yon know that my own clock assisted
In the hunt of me? They asked what time
I left my home that morning and It replied
at once: “Half after eight.” The watch of
a man I had chanced to pass mnear the
house of the crime told the people: “Seven
minutes after nine.”” And, of coure, the
tall old clock in the drawing room went
about day after day repeating: “Eighteen
minutes after nine.”

Do you say that the man who caught me
was very clever? My friend, I have lived
long, and he was the most incredible block-
head of my experience. An enslaved, dust-
eating Mexlcan vaquero wouldn't hitch his
pony to such a man. D)o you think he de-
serves credit for my capture? If he had
been as pervading as the atmosphere, he
would never have caught me. If he was a
detective as you say, I could carve a better
cne from an old table leg. But the tiles!
That is another matter. At night, I think
they flew in a long, high flock, like
pigeons. In the day, little mad things, they
murmured on my trail like frothy-mouthed
weazels,

I see that you note these great, round,
vivid orange spots on my coat. Of course,
even if the detective was really carved
from an old table leg, he could hardly fail
to apprehegd a man thus badged. As sores
come upon one In the plague, so came these
Epots upon my coat. When 1 discovered
them, I made an effort to free myself of
this coat. I tore, tugged, wrenched at it,
but around my shoulders it was like the
grip of a dead man's arms. Do you know
that I have plunged in a thousand lakes?
I have smeared this coat with a thousand
paints. But day and night the spots burn
like lights. I might walk from this jail to-
day if I could rid myself of this coat, but
it elings—clings—clings.

At any rate the person you call a detective
was not 8o clever to discover a man in a
coat of spotted orange, followed by shriek-
ing, blood-stained tiles.

Yes, that noise from the corridor is most
peculiar. But they are always there, mut-
tering and watching, clashing and Jostling.
It sounds as if the dishes of hades were be-
ing washed. Yet I have become used to it.
Once, indeed, in the night, I crled out to
them: “In God's name, go away, little
blood-stained tiles.” But they doggedly an-
swered: "It is the law.”

—_—

PRICE OF BICYCLES.

The Supposed $12 Bike nand When It
= Will Materinlize.

Mr. R. M. Walte, who had charge of the

in conversaticn a few evenings since with
a Star reporter said: ‘All the talk of a
reduction of the (?rlce of bleycles In the
near future i based on hopes instead of
facts. At present the price is kept up by
power of the combination or trust control-
ling them. This Utust, according to its
terms, does ngt expire until October next,
but after then yoy,can look for a tremen-
dous drop In prices. The supposed $12 bi-
cycle, which is to.come from Japan, can
not reach here, untll next year. Indeed, it
is not manufacturéd yet, though the plant
for its manufacture is about completed.
The $12 price, hotvever, will be met by
English and (American makers, and the
war of priceal and reductions will be a

merry one, amd spécially enjoyable for rid-
ers of the wheel."” :
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Extravagancek 11 Literatare, Why Not
: In Arte -
From Harper's DBazar.

“Joy was written on
gramped the icy hand

HEARD AT THE CAPITOL

Col. Green, privste secretary of Repre-
Bentative Blue of Kansas, tells a story
about the Indians who ware here recently
negotiating with their white Lrothers about
thelr lands, and giving sociely buds lessons
In harmonizing co'ors in wraps. Tie In-
dians were taken all over the city by an
Interpreter, and through all the govern-
ment bulldings, and finally rounded up in
the pension-department, where Col. Green
met them.

“Now you have seen all the buildings
that belong to the Great Father,” remark-
ed Col. Green, “which one would you like
best for your own if you could have one?"’

The Indians gave a comprehensive gaze
around the pension bullding, and then, with
one accord, sald, *“This.”

“There you get the Indian of them,” said
thg interpreter. *They like It because it is
IQ .ll

“Is that it?" asked Col. Green.
y¥ou like this building best?’

‘“Heap much nice corral!” ejaculated cne.
“High all round: keep horse in, keep ox in;
pond In middle, all drink; tepee all round,
live In! These make heap fire,” pointing to
the desks and cabinets; “play card all day
there,” indicating the marble floors. i

* %k %k

“Couldn’t somebody present the United
States with a flag for the House of Repre-
sentatives that is an Amerlcan flag?’ usk-
ed a visitor the other day. “I have been
coming here for a great many years, and
that flag, with its sparse sprirkling of
stars, has been on that rame spot over the
Speaker’s head for a decade or two.”

* Xk

“Somebody ought to copyright the
French shrug of Cannon of Illinois end
Hill of New York,” remarked a lady in the
gallery, recently. *There never was anoth-
er just like it, 1 am sure, and,” she added,

reflectively, “I don’t know that there ought
to be.”

“Why do

* x »

Senator Brice wears out one eycglass
string a day when he is in his sea:. He
has a great fashion of taking off his eye-
glasses and twisting the end of ‘he string
around his finger, then he lets the glasses
swing out full length, to the confusion of
any passing Senator, often, and with a
rotary motion sets the string to winding
round his finger. Wlken it is wound up, he
proceeds to unwind it, and that seems to
be his sole amusement.

k= ok %

A lady in the’ Senate gallery the other
day got tired of counting the medallions in
the ceiling, and she eouldn't‘_ hear a word
that was being said on the floor In the Du
Pont election case, so she opened her guide
book to read a little. Down came the
messenger with a thud. “You mustn’t read
books in here; it's against the rules,” he
warned her. She looked a little surprised,
but shut the boock and laid it down. Pres-
ently Senator Davis made a remark in that
voice of his so disproportioned to his body,
and desiring to see the man from whom it
emanated, she got up and lean~d over the
intervening seats to catch a glinipse of him.
That brought the doorkeeper again. *You
mustn’t stand in the gallery; it's against
the rules,” he muttered. She sat down
with a sude#nness that was almost discon-
certing to the doorkeeper, but said nothing,
and he went back to his perch. Presently
the lady beside her moved down two or
three scals and leaned over the stone rail-
ing on her cape, which she had thrown
over the coping. Agaln the messenger
came rattling down. *“You musin't put
things on the railing: they might fall on
the heads of the Senators,” he said. The
lady lifted the cape and laid it beside her
on the seat, looking daggers at the mes-
genger, who really is ngt to blame for en-
forcing rules that he does not make., Pres-
ently the first young lady took out her
watch, and on comparing it with the Sen-
aie clock found that it was about a minute
slow. Bhe started to chaige it, then turn-
ing, beckoned the messenger, who came
obligingly down, and she said in a stage
whisper: “Will it disturl) the Senators if
1 set my watch?' The titier that ran
aroand the gallery was certainly not caused
by the speech then in process of delivery
on the Dy Pont election contest.

*® %k =k

Madame Dupuy de Lome, wife of the
Spanish minister, has been one of the inter-
ested speciators in the House and SBenate
during the discussion of the Cuban matter,
and her small gloved hands expressed the
liveliest gratification at the speech of Sen-
ator Hale. The diplomatic gallery in the
Senate has been well filled every day dur-
ing the “morning hour.” It has been fre-
quently remarked that the ladies of the
foreign legations take far more interest in
the discussion of national questions than
the cabinet ladies do, but it has also been
quite noticeible that Miss Morton, sister of
the Secrelary of Agriculture, and Mrs. Car-
lisle have been very often up in the House
and Senate this sesslon.

* % % %k *

Reprezentative Bartlett of New York says
there shculd be no leave to print allowed
by Congress. He would carry his exclusion
to prevenling the publication in the Record
of everything that was not uttered on the
floor of Congress. He would not even al-
low tebles of statistics to be printed as an
appendix to a speech or Incorporated as a
part of the remarks of any man in Con-
gress. He suggests that there be a publi-
cation devoted to essays by members of
Congress, and thnse who wish to express
their views on certain topics be allowed to
print them as essays, but he would not al-
low anything to he labeled a speech which
was not actually delivered on the floor of
the House or Senate. It is needless to say
that the ideas of Mr. Bartlett will never be
carried out.

* % %

Senator Mantle of Montana, Senator Du-
bois of IGaho and Palsey Clark of Spokane,
Wash., were walking down the avenue the
cther day when Mantle remarked: “Patsey,
didn’t I offer you some work one time many
¥ears ago, and didn’'t you refuse it?"

*Yes,” responded Patsey, “but I did not
have to accept the offer.”

“Well, I don’t know about that,” contin-
ued Mr. Mantle, “I have it ic my mind that
you really owe me soime work.”

Then followed the stary. Mantle, who i=
a telegraph operator, Lhad a station out on
the divide. This was many years ago.
Patsey Clark and a niimber of fellows with
bim were going on farther west. They
1eached Mantle’s place, and after some pre-
liminary talk, they remained with him for
the night. They did not exactly promise to
cut up a lot of wood that Mantle had stack-
ed up for winter, but it was Mantle’'s un-
derstanding that they would do so. In the
moerning they slippel away, leaving Mantle
out their board and night’s lodging. Since
then both Mantle and Ciark have per-
ed. Mantle is United States Senafor and
Patsey has a hole In the ground Iin Idaho
which pays him $75,000 a year.

* sk %k 3

Representative Shafwoth of Colorado tells
this story of a time when he was prosecut-
ing attorney down Ift Arapahde county. It
appears that there was a maa up for forg-
ing a deed. During ghe preliminary hear-
ing it was shown that he had gone before a
notary and personatéd anothér man. The
notary was a lawyer with a not too good
reputation, and when he was put on the
stand it was found he was also counsel for
the defendant. He said It was so dark
when he made the acknowledgment that he
could not tell distinctly who the man was
or whether his client was the same man.
At all events the fellow was bound over,
and securing a straw bond, he skipped out.
Some time afterward the attorney who was
the notary came to Shafroth and said he
bad found the runaway and suggested that
Shafroth get out a requisition for him. He
also remarked: “He never paid me my fee
for defending him.” The man was brought
back on a requisition and in a few days the
attorney came to Shafroth again and said:
“John, I have been over talking with that
fellow in jail, and do you know he offered
me $100 to defend him.” “Oh, you can't
afford to do that,” said Shafroth. “That's
what I told him,” responded the attorney.
“]I =aid I ought to have $200."

—_——
\ Clasnifying Him.

i From the Cinclonati Enquirer.

“What sort of looking man was it you
held the conversation with?” asked the law-
yer. -

“He was one of those solemn-faced fel-
lers,” sald the witness, slowly, gazing
thoughtfully at the ceiling, *“that you can't
slze very well—one of those fellers that you
dassen't oﬂ’er: botttlninot :hlt;b ltan because
you ain't right cer whether he will
insulted or take it all at cne swig.” .

ALKAL! IKE AND HIS' TOWN

The shadows of the Oklahoma afternoon
were beginning to grow long on the east
side of the Rough House restaurant, where
lounged a group of Hawville's prominent
citizens, when old man Cusack, a worthy
claim-holder, who lived about four miles
from the settlement, drove up and jerked
his horses to a sudden stop.

“You men know whur the Hon. Plunk
Bkee is at?"' he demanded.

“Nope,” replied one presidential possibil-
ity, sheathing the bhowie with which he had
been peacefully whittling the bench where-
on he sat. “I don't reckon I do. Looks
sorter like it might rain before mornin’,
don’t it?”

“Hain’t noticed!” retorted the claim-hold-
er, sourly.

“That s0?" was the conservative reply.
“Hain’t sorter lookin* for a hoss wrade, are
vou? If g%

“'No!" interjected Cusack, with vigor.
“1'm lookin’ for the Hon. Plunk Skee!”

“Plunk Skee?” repeated Alkall Ike, com-
ing around the corner at that moment.
“Saw him start for Rocket City about fif-
teen minutes ago, to git off a political
speech thar tonight.”

The old man uttered a snort of disap-
pointment,

“Wal, you've missed him,” pursued Tke,
consolingly. “If vou want anything spe-
cial, won't his pardner do?"

“Naw! This yere business of mire Las
gol to be done in the first person.™

“What might you be wantin’ with Pluak,
if it's a fair question?"

“l might be wantin’ him to put me to
bed,” replied Cusack, grimly, “but I don’t
happen to.”

He dug down in the bottom of his wagon
and heid up a large brown shotgun and a
big green club.

“You all notice this yere gun an' tkis
yere saplin'?' he sald, ominously.

“HIi! You wasn't figgerin' on shoolin® him
up, was you?"”

“No, 1 didu’t 'low to dignify the cuss hy
lettin’ off & good an' faithful gun =2t him;
but if I'd got yere before he lit cut, I
'Icwed to entice him with this yere scat-
ter-gun to come up within club shot of me,
an’ then swarm ull over him an’ maul him
with this vere gad till the doctors could
tell at a glance that he'd met a man®”

“But you an’ Plunk have always been
friends, an"—"

“Friends—wuh!" snorted the claim-hold-
er, contemptuously. “The low-down way
that thar wolf treated me would have bust-
ed up the firm of Damon and Pythias! Me
an' Plunk used to be thick and fraternal,
similar to thieves, but now I'll be tarred
if 1'd even go swimmin’ in the same ocean
with him! The man don’'t wear ha'r that
can come around an’ treat me like a—by
gosh!—step-son an’ expect me to adore him
afierwards.”

“How did Plunk come to tear his clothes
with yvou?" inquired JTke,.

“l.emme tell you what that thar cuss
done to me!" barked the martyr, gee-huw-
ing his team around and driving up close
in front of his audience. “You all know
my ague?’

“Yep! It's been hangin’ on ycu for quite
a spell, hain't it?*

“Ever since last fall. I reckon I've tried
everything that me an' mother an’ the
neighbors knowed or could hear tell of, I've
taken quinine by the bushel, so ta speak;
I've taken roots an' yvarbs an’ barks an’
dopes an' bitters, world without end; I've
tried the water cure, the faith curs, the
old Uncle Darby Hicks cure, an’ the pack.
I've tried everything, took everything, an'
endured everything, an’ the ague kepi rignt
on pourin’ in buckwheat, as- the sayin’
goes. Nuthin® "peared to do me any good
or the ague any harm, an’ I continnered to
shake till 1 got so reduced in strength an’
gperrits that 1 wasn't good for anything
in the winter but to hold the corn Poppery
over the stove, an' when spring came 10
set on the porch an’ shake the mats. Tell
you what's a fact, I—" .

“What's all this got to do with Plunk?"’
interrupted Ike, irreverently.

“I'm tryin’ Lo show you the condition 1
was in when that thar weifl took advantage
of me,"” answered the old man, sourly.

He proceeded to explain that, despite the
multitudinous and ingenious methods of
treatment to which the ague had been sub-
jected his malady had appas ently been in
nowise affected. Just he was about
to abandon all hope and resizn himself to
the inevitable of a death prolonge! throush
months, and, perhaps, years, of ceaseicss
shaking, a wandering purveyvor of Unware
—whose motive is to this day unknown—
explained to Mre. Cusack the workings of
the earth cure.

The earth cure for ague Is perpetrated hy
burying ail of the persoa of the paiient
save and excepting his head in an upright
position in the ground, the expactation le-
ing that the earth has virtue to draw out
the malady. Whether the possession of
faith has anylhing to do with the efficacy
of the remedy 1 know not. In due time
Mr. Cusack was made the victim of the
justly celebrated earth cure. A hole of
sufficient depth was dug by a kindiy nelzi-
bor in a sunny spot back of the barn.
Therein Mr. Cusack, denuded of his :ai-
ment, was planted, and the dit caiclully
packed around his neck, afier whizh the
kindly neighbor departed, whistling,

The children were at school. Mrs. Cusack
brought out her knitting, and all went well
for a season. DPresently there came an
urgent call for the houszewife ‘o go over
and lend her aid in the case of little Eimer
Fetersham, the small son of a neighbor
living three miles away, who had in his
childish way swallowed three-guarters of
i bhottle of Dr. Somebody's Macgic Hair
Vigor, and was thought to be alrcady in
the agony of growing a luxuriant crop ef
auburn hair in his little stomach. There
did nmot seem any harm in deserting her
husbard at the cail of distress, and so Mrs.
Cusack put out for the Pelersham claim,
promising Lo return at the earliest possible
moment,

For a time after his wife’s departure all
was serene with Mrs. Cusack. The day was
sunny, the earth pleasantly warm and his
position not uncomfortable.

“Things perseeded well enough for quite
a spell,” continued Mr. Cusack, *an’
nuthin' happered worth mentionin® ex-
cept that a dad blamed calf came muz-
zlin’ around an’, sorter mistakin’ me for his
mother, began op=rations on my necse. 1
had jest succeedad In hoorawin’ the calf
giv:ay when yere comes the Hon. Plunk

ee.

“I hain’t learned yet what he came for—
owin’ to the subseguent purseedin’s, he
forgot to state his errant an’ I forgot to
ask him about it. Me an’ the Hon. Plunk
has alweras been friendly, an’ never had no
differerces except over politics. I'm op-
posed to graspin' monoppylics an’ sump-
tuary laws, while Plunk favors 'em an’
upholds the money power. Wal, we passed
the time o’ day, an’ I told him all about my
ague, an' we get along like twins for a
spell. Directly he mentioned that he was
goln’ over to Rocket City tonight to git off
a political speech. Nacheral enough, this
started us to talkin' politics, an’ first thing
you know we was at it.

“*Now, you see how it is, Cusack,’ says
he, after he had made what he figgered
was a tellin’ p'int.

“‘I'll be tarred if T do,” savs I. ‘You're
Wrorg; it's jest like this: The plutocrats
an’ bondbolders is in a conspiracy to rob
an' enslave the workin’ classes an' hold
our gosh darned noses on the grindstone
of financial degradation forever! They've
been a-doin’ of it for years: an’ thar is
skurcely a farmer or laborin’ man left
whose nose Is more than three-sixteenths
of an inch long, figgerallvely speakin'! I
I tell you, Plunk, suthin' has got to be did,
or the covntry will be in the hands of the
money kings an’ the rest of us in chains
a great plenty!

* ‘Pshaw, Cusack” says he. “The same
old calamity howl! Tkem theories of your'n
were exploded years ago: git suthin’ new.’

*“When vou tell me suthin’' better than
what I alreadv know,” savs I, “I'll gladly
accept 1t; at present you talk like & man
with a wooden leg!

“ ‘I do har? says he. °It strikes me that
this yere ringin’ speech that I'm goin’ to git
off at Rocket City tonight Is presizely the
medicine for you. You are wallerin’ in a
slough of prejudice an' misapprehension,
Cusack, but I'm yere to pull you out!”

*‘So seyin’, he produces a big roll of man-
nyscript, drzgs up a handy barrel an’
spreads his speech out on the head.

‘‘Don’t trouble yourself,’ says I, plenty
sourcastic. ‘I'm like the man whose stum-
mick was all burnt out with whisky—I like
it that way, thank ye!

* “Oh, no trouble at all!” says he. ‘Beside
bringin’ yon to a realizin® sense of the error
of your ways, it will be a.good chance for
me to sorter notice how this yere oration
sounds.’

“Tharupon, in spite of my objections, that
thar wolf bows to me, clears his th’oat an’

L8:

“‘Ladies an' gentlemen an’ members of the
QGlee Club. As I stand in the presence of this
large outpourin "of the beauty an’ chivairy
of your boomin’ little city, I am moved to
exclalm with the poet: “Ah! It is indeed good
to be yere!"*

““He goes on for a few minutes, winds up

e
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“*You needn’t be bowin' to me; I never
sald a word," says L.

““All the same, that's the place for thes
applause,’ says he. *An’ if you can't see it
I'll purseed to make it plain to you. Now,
ladies an' gentlemen and members of the
filee Club, the crisis which is now approach-
n—2"

* ‘Confofind the cris!s which is now ap-
rroachin’,’ says I. ‘How much longer is this
yen‘e" burcussed foolishness goin' to contin-
rer?

“ ‘It hatn't much more than fairly begun
vet,' says he. ‘Thar's “thunders of ap-
plause,” “loud laughter,” cries of *good!
go0d” an’ “deafenin’ cheers” to come yet.’

* *‘Don’t want to hear 'em,” says L.

“But I might jest as well have addressel
my remarks to the wind that far around
with fragments strewed the sea, as the feller
said. Plurk informed me that it was all for
my good an' then went on with the obse-
quies. Thar I was, bound hand an’ foot,
you may sav, by the dirt In which I was
planted; I jest had to linger right whur I
was at an’ grin an’ bear it, while he be-
meaned an’ riddyveuled me an' my party an’
my political shibboleths, ag they call "em in
stories, till T was plumb wild—frequently
interruptin’ himself to remark., parentheti-
cally. as it were, ‘loud laughter,’ ‘tumultuous
applause,” an’ so

“It wasn't no use for me to try to Inter-
riupt Pim—his voice, bein' a public speaker,
was a heap stronger than mine an’ he sut-
yelled me every time. T offered a right
smart nuovmber of ohjection, but pshaw—all
the good 1 done was tn make him shoot it
Into me hotter an’ harder,

“Wal, for upward of an honr he contin-
nered to beller his insultin® an’ diobollycal
theories, frequently interruptin® himself
with applause, an’ simply talkin® me down
an’ ignorin’ me whencver I attempted to set
him right. My righteous indignation
throwed me into a ragin’ fever, but I could
not do anyvthing but stick thar in the dirt an®
suffer. Bime-bye, jest as my head was lop-
pin® over, an’ I reckon I was about to faint,
that thar demon remarked ‘uproarous ap-
piause,” thanked me for my kind attention,
bowad profoundly an' began to fold up his
cussed mannyscript.

**That thar was a middlin® good speech,’
rays he, cheerily, *an’ I hope it has done you
good, friend Cusack. At any rate—'

** ‘Hororable Plunk Skee!” sayvs I, In an
awful voice, ‘I'm a humane man an' believe
in givin® my prey fair warnin'. So my eara-
est advice Is for you to tear out of yvere while
yet the lamp holds out to burn. Me an’ you
have been friends In the past, but I am vere
to say that the pipe of peace is now Lroke.
T'll be dug out eventually, 1 hope an' trust,
an’ the first act of my life after that will ba
to smear on my war paint an’ take your
trail. I have spoken.”™

“What did he say to that?" Inquired Al-
kall Ike, who scemed to be interested.-

“He jest laughed,” 'was the wrathful re-
ply. “It’s all right. He laughed then, but
a8 soon as I git a hold of him the boot will
be on the other side of kis mouth, lemme
tell you! I'l make him think he don't live
yere.”

“H'm! How's your agnue, by now?"

“Hain't thought nothin' about it—reckon I
left it in the hole.™

“Wal, now. looky yere, Cusack.” =ald Tke,
pacifically. *I reckon that thar ragin' fever
that Plunk throwed you into, combined with
the curative properties of the dirt, drove the
ague out of you, an' instead of huntin® Plunk
with a club you ort to thank him for curin’
you."

“Huh!" growled the old man, contemptu-
ously. And, making no further reply, ha
gee-hawed his team around and drove
tuw]arll the prairie, wagging his head omine
ously.

CASCADE OF WINE.

Gigantic Fall of Ruby Claret to Ex-
hibit Californin’s Vintage.

A considerable portion of the California
midwinter exposition is at present on its
way acress the continent, en route for New
York eity. Many of the most attractive
foatures are being transplanted bodily from
the Goliden Gate to the immense floor of
the Madison Square Gardsn. This second
edition of the great exposition will be
cpened early In May and will continue
throughout the entire month. The west is
making much of this cpportunity to teach
the east something of the magnitude of its

native industries. It is safe to say it has
never betore been so well represented on
the Atlartic coast.

The principal endeavor of the exposition
authorities will be to Impress New York
with the magnilude and guality of Califor-
nia’s vintage. To tLis end the visitors to
this second exposition are to be treated to
the most remerkalble object lesson of its
kind ever soen. A gigantic cascade of
claret wine, as large as a river, is to dash
and foam over rocks of colored glass for a
whole month for the edification and re-
freshment of thousands of visitors. |

It is estimated that fally 5000 gallons of
wine will flow over these rocks every min-
ule. The stream of wine will first fall in
one solid body of wine down a distance of
twenty fect, where the cascade is to be
broken. In its fail, owing to the impetuous
flow and carved shape of the source, it will
be made to hioaden out so as to fall into
a pool of equal width. At this point the
volume of wine will be reinforced by a
fresh stream,

This tributary will flow at the rate of
2500 galions per méinute, thus Increasing
the volume of the cascade by just one-half.
The lower porticn of this remarkable water,
or rather wine fall, is 1o be broken up into
a number of smaller cascades. This, it may
be seen, will ndd greatly to the natural
cascade-like effcet of the whole, The wine
in its wild rush will foam and bubble
around a s=eries of crystal rocks, which will
serve to divide it into four distinct streams,
from each of which will rise a cloud of
spray. The entire velume of this precious
fluid vsill be gaihered In a second pool, some
twelve feet belox the first pool. From this
rapidly filling reservoir the wine will, of
course, be carried back to the source, to
begin its journey all over again, but the
machinery for carryving on this work will
be concealed behind the cataracts, A numn-
Ler of powerful force pumps will be kept
rul ring continually, in order to keep this
slrezm in motion.

—_— e

THE LOVER'S PREPARATIONS

When He Expecied to Meet His Pro-
posed Father-in-Law.

Tt was 8 o'clock in the magnificent capi-
tal of the greatest republic on earth, and
the gloaming, oh, my darling, had gone
glimmering among the things that were
two hours previousiy.

A gas light burned golden yellow on the
corner of one of the beautiful streets lead-
irg Into Dupont Circle, and an electrio
light burned silvery white two blocks down
the street, when an ambulance from the
Emergency Hospital stopped in front of a
palatial residence In that aristocratie
nelghborhood and backed up to the curb.

One minute, or perhaps less, after the
ambulance had stopped, a handsomely
dressed young man jumped out over I.n
taiiboard and started toward the steps
the house.

As he did so, a policeman, strolling lels=
urely around the corner beyond, observed
the X ambulance, and Instantly sprinted
for it.

“Say,"” exclaimed the officer, in the usual
cheste and elegant, not to say Chester-
fieldian, manner of an excited guardian of
the peace, “what's the row?”

“There isn't any—yet,”” replied the you
fellow, with a world of suggested possi-
bility In the way he closed his answer with
that word “yet.”

“What's the ambulance for?” Insisted the
policeman.

*“For future reference,” sald the young
man evasively.

“That's not what they are usually for,”
argued the officer, trying to get at the true
inwardness of the situation.

“No,” and the young man drew closer
and spoke very confidentially; *no, but it'g
different in this case. You see, I'm
to ask a young lady's father for her h
and as the old man isn't stuck on me,
thought it might come handy for me to be
prepared for emergencies."

The policeman gave vent to his admira-
tion in a low whistle, and walted until g
servant came out and lold the ambulance
driver to go back to the stable.




