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look,” replied he. The twinkle fn his
& oye told wme why, and alsp that he,
“Hke cvery one else in the country ex-

[ .
CHAPTER XXIX.—Continusd,

The first news I got was that DIl
Van Nest had disappeared. As soon
a8 the Stick Exchange opened, Na-
tional Coal bezamie the feature. But,
fnsiead of “wash sales” Roebuok,

sdon and Melville were thom-
selves, through varlous brokers, buy-
ing Lhe stocks In large quantities to
keep the prices up. My next letter
was a8 brief as my first philippiec:

“Bill Van Nest Iz at the Hotel
Frankfort, Newark, under the name of
Thomas Lowry. He was in telephonle
communication with President Mel-
ville, of the National Industrial bank,
twice yesterday.

"The underwriters of the National
Coal company’s new Issues, fright-
ened By yesterday's exposure, have
compelled Mr. Roebuck, Mr. Mow-
bray Langdon and Mr. Melyille them-
selves to buy. 8o, yesterday, those
three gontlemen bought with real
meney, with their own money, large
quantities of slocks which are worth
less than half what they pald for
them.

“They will contlnue to buy these
stocks so long as the public holds
aloof. They dare not let the prices
glump. Thoy hope that this storm
will blow over, and that then the in-
vesting public will forget and will
relicve them of thelr load"

I had added: “But this storm won't
blow over. It will become a cyclone.”
I struck that out. “No prophecy,”
sald [ to mysell. “Your rule, {ron-
clad, must be—facts, always facta;
only facts.”

The gambling section of the publie
took my hint and rushed into the
market; the burden of protecting the
underwriters was doubled, and more
and more of the hoarded loot was
diszorged, That must hava been a
costly day—for, 10 miuutes after the
Stock Exchange closed, Roebuck sont
for me, g

"My complments to him,” sald I to
his messenger, "but [ am too busy.
I'll be glad to see him here, however,

“You know he dares not come to
you," sald the messenger, Schilling,
president of the Natlonsl Manufac-
tured Food company, sometimes called
the Polson Trust., “If he did, and it
were to get out, there'd be & panic”

“Probably,” replied I with a shrug.
“That's no afalr of mine. I'm not re-
sponsible for the rotten conditions
which these so-called finaneclers have
produced, and 1 ghall not be disturbed
by the crash which must come.”

Schilling gave me a genulne look of
mingled pity and admiration, “I #up-
pose you know what you're about,'”
sald he, "but I think you're making
& mistake"

“Thanks, Ned," said I—he hind been
my head clerk a few years before,
and I had got him the chance with
Roebuck which he had improved so
well, “I'm going to have some [un.
Can't live but once.”

My “dally letters” had now ceased
to be advertlsements, had bscome
news, sought by all the newspapers
of thias country and of the big citles in
Great Britain, 1 could have made a
large saving by no longer paying my
gixty.cdd regular papers for inserting
them. But I was looking too iar
ahead to blunder Into that fatal mis-
take, Instead, I signed a year's con-
tract with each ol my papers;, they
guaranteeing to print my advertise.
ments, 1 guaranteeing to protect them
againat Joss on libel sults. 1 organ-
fzed a dummy news buteau, and
througlh it got contracts with the tele. |
graphle companies. Thus Insured
against the cutting of my communiea-
tions with the publie, I was ready for
the real campaign.

It Legan with my “History of the
Natlonal Coal company.” I need not
repent that famous history here. |1
need recall only the maln polnts—how
I proved that the common stock was
actually worth less than two dollnrs a
ghave, that the bonds were worth less
than twenty-five dollars in the hun-
dred, that both gtock and bonds were
fllegal; my detnlled recital of the
crimes of Roobuck, Melville and Lang.
don in wrecking mining properties, In
wrecking coal rallways, In electing
American labor and  substituting
helots from eastern Europe; how they
had swindled and licd and bribed;
how they had twisted the books of
the companies, how they were plan.
ning. to unlond the mass of almost
worthless securitlos at high prices,
then to got from under the murket
and let the bhonds and stoeks drop
down to where they could buy them in
on terms that would yleld them more
than 280 per cent on the actunl capi-
tal invested. Less and dearer coal;
lower wages and imore lgnorant labot
ors; enormous profits absorbed with:
out mercy into & few pockets.

On the day the seventh chapter of
'mnm:!'ﬁu we ght:t’ih'w ot
g e M‘ ‘m", mm“
‘transmit m0 more of my matter. They
fearad the consequences in libel suits
spliined Moseby, general manager of

wpne of the companies,

“Hut I guardntee to protect you,"
gald L. “I will give bond In any
amonnt you ask.”

“We can't take the risk, Mr. Dlack-

“cept the clique, was i sympathy with
me.

My lawyers found an bonest judge,
and I got am injunction that compelled
the companiai fo tranamit under my
contracts. | #uspended the "History
for ono day, ind sant out in place of
1t an account ¢f this atlempt to shut

me off frors the public, “Hereafter,”|s
‘gald L In the lant paragraph In my |’
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chapter js to be. If Tor any reasomn it
fails to appear, the public will know
that somebody has been coerced by
Roebuck, Melvilie & Co."”

XXX
ANITA'S SECRET.

That afternooni—or, was i1 18e next?
—1 happensd to go home early. 1
have never been able to keep alive
pnger against any one. My anger
against Anita had long azo died away,
had been sucoeedod by regret and
remorse that I had let my nerves, or
whatever the accursed cause was,
whirl me Into such an outburst. Not
that 1 regretted having rejected
what I still felt was insulting to me
und degrading to her; slmply that my
mtunner should have been different.
Thern was no necessity or excuse for
violence In showing her that 1 would
not, could not, accept from gratitude
what only love has the right to give.
And [ had long been casting about for
some way to apologlze—not easy 1o
do, when her distant manner toward
me made it diMeult for me to fud
even the necossary commonplaces to
“keep up appearances” before the
servants on the few occasions on
which we accldentally met,

But, as I was saying, T came up
from the office and stretched myselt
on the lounge in my private room ad-
Jolning the ibrary. I had road myseif
into a doze, when a gervant brought
me a card. I glanced at It as it lay
upon his extended tray., “General

b

B S i) AR . Mamite el

ile bzt not been goce a
of an hour befors [ went tn
fia in her sitting room. Always,
toufant I entered the onter door
of ker part of our hinuse, that power-
rul, intoxicating fascination that she
hsd for me began to takte possession
of my seasdsa ‘It was jn every gar
me:t she wore. It ssemed to linger
{a asy place whore she had beean, for
o long tme =fter sne left It she
was at a snell deak by the window,
was writing letters,

“May I Interrupt?” sald 1. “Monson
was hers a few minutes ago—{rom
Mrs, Langdon. She wants to see me.
I told him 1 would see ber here. Then
it necurred to ma that pcrhaps | had
been too good-natured. What do you
think?"

| could not sew heor face, but only
the back of her head, and the looss
colls of maygnetic hair and the white

(i

! nape of her graceful neck. As 1 be-
. gan to speak, she stopped writing, her

pen suspended over the shest of
paper. After | etded there woe &
long sHlence,

“I'll ot see her, said 1. “I don*t
quite understand why I ylelded” And
I turned to go.

“Walt—please,” came frop her ab
ruptly.

Another long silence. Then I: "It
she comes here, I think the only per-
son who can properly receive ler is
vou" ’

“No—yon must see ker,” sald Anitn
at Iast. And she turned round in her
chair until she was facing me. Her
expression—I ean not deseribe 1t, |
can only say that it gave me a senge
of impending calamity.

“I'd rather not—much rather not,”
said L

“I particularly wish you to gee her™
she replied, and she turned back to
her writing. T gaw her pen polsed as
It she were about to begin: but she
did not begin—and [ felt that she
would not. With my mind shadowad
with vague dread, I left that mysteri-
ois stillness, and went back to the
Wbrary.

it was not long befora Mrs. Lang
don was announced. Thore are some
women to whom a hageard look is be-
coming; she s one of them, She was
mueh thinner than when [ last saw

*‘FOOL!" BHE FLARED AT 313.

Menson,"” I read aloud. “What dose!
the damned raseal want?” [ askel,

The servant smiled. He Knew as
well as [ how Monson, after I dis-
misged him with a present of six
months' pay, had given the news-
papers the story—or, rather, his ver
sion of the story—of my efforts to
educate myself in the “arts and graces
of a gentleman."

“Mr. Monson says he wishes to see
you particularly, sir,” sald he,

“Well=T'1l see him,” sald I. [ de-
spised him too much to dislike him,
and I thought he might possibly be in
want, But that notion yvanished the
Ingtant T set eyes upon him, He was
obviously at the very top of the wave,
“Hello, Monson." was my greeting, in
it no reminder of his treachery,

“Howdy, Blacklock,” suld he. “I've
come on a little errand for Mrs., Lang-
don.”  Then, with that nasty grin of
his: “You know, I'm looking after
things for her since the bhust-up."”

“No, 1 didn’t koow,” sald I eurtly,
suppressing my Instant  curlohity.
“What does Mrs. Langdon want?”

*To gea yon—for just a few minutes
—whenever it Is convenlent.”

“If Mrs. Langdon bas buliness, with
me, I'll see hor st my offce” sald L
She was one of the fashionables that
had got herself into my black books
by her treatment of Anlta since the
‘break with the Eilerslys.

_"She wishés 1o come to you here—
this afternoon, if you are to be at

business is {mportant—and veky pri-
vate" »

good exouse for refusing. “I'll be
here an hour," sald 1. “Good day,”
. He gave me no time ;;lgmn
his curious expresion as b took him-

lettor, “I sholl end oach day’s chapter | the Jed

4 wity » torscaat of what the next day's | say

M

home. Sko asked me to say that her |
1 hesitated, but I could think of no | It |

OH, THE FOOLS WOMEN MAKE
EN,'"

uer; instead of her former restlesas,
petulant, susplclous expression, she
now looked tragically sad. “May 1
trouble you to close the door?" said
she, when the servant had withdrawn.

I closed the door.

“I've come,” *she Degan, without
senting hersell, "to make you &% un-
happy, I fear, as I am. [Iyve hesitated
long before coming. But I am desper-
ate. The one hope I have left is that
you and I between us may be ablle
to—to—that you and I may be able to
help each other."

I walted.

“l suppose there are people,” she
went on, “who have never known what
It was to—really to care for some une

. Lamyf Wice. Susplas e e
cliagiag & a mar after he has sbowr
mo that—that his Jove has coased ™

“Pardon me, Mrs. Langdon,” [ t»
leirapied.  “You eEpparentl- think
your husband and | are intasie
frionds. Defore you go any lurtbee,
I muss disabuse you of that idea.”

She looked ot me in open astoplans
ment “You do not know why mr
seuelizad has left me™

"Oril a fow minutes ago, | 4id oot
krow that he had Jeft youw" 1 sald
“And | do not wish 1o know why.”

Her expression’ of astonlshment
chgnged to moskery. “OL!™ she
saeared. “Your wile has (ooled you
Into thinkinz It & oneslded affalr.
Well, T tell you, ghé s as much to
biame ns he—more. For he did love
me when he married me; did love me
until she got him under her spell
agaln.”

1 thought 1 understood. “You have
been misled, Mrs. Langdon,” sald |
gently, pitying her as the victim ot
Ler fnsane fealousy. “You lfave—"

“Ask yeur wife,"” ¥k iaterrupted
angrily. “Hereafter, yon can't pre-
tend ignorance. For I'll at least he
revenged. 8he falled utterly to trap
him' Into marrlage when she was &
poor girl, and —"

“Defora you go any further,” sald
[ coldly, "let me set you vight. My
wife war at one time engaged to your
busband's brother, but—"

"Tom?" she Interfupted. And her
laugh maie me bite my Hp, "So she
told you that! 1 don't sce how ghe
dared. Why, everybody kuows that
she and Mowbray were engaged, soc
that he brcke it off to marry me.”

All In an Instant evorything that
had been confused in my affairs at
home and down town became clear.
1 understond why I had been pursued
relentlessly fn Wall street: why [ had
been unable tp make the least Im-
pression ©on the barrlers between
Anita and mysuvlf, You will Imaglne
that some terrible emotion at once
dominnted me, But this 13 not &
romance; only the veracions chronl
cle of ecertain husman beings, « My
first ‘omotion was—rellef that it was
not Tom Langdon. “l ought to have
known she couldn't care for him,”
sald 1 to myself. I, contending with
Tom Langdon for & woman's love had
always muads me shrink, But Mow-
bray—that wna vastly different. My
respect for mysell and for Anita rossa.

“No,” sald I to Mrs. Langdon, "my
wife dld not tell me, never gpoke of it.
What I sald to you was purely a guess
of my own. [ had no Interest in the
matter—and haven't. 1 have ahsolute
confidence in my wile, [ fes]l ashamed
that you have provoked me luto say-
ing s0." I opened the door.

“l am not going yet,” snid she ans
grily. “Yesterday morning Mowhray
and she were riding together In the
Riverside drive. Ask her groom.”

*“What of it?" said I. Then, as she
did not rise, 1 rang the bLell When
the servant came, ! sald: “Please
toll Mrs. Blacklock that Mrs. Langdon
Is in the library—and that [ am here,
and gave you the messagoe."

A8 soon ag the servant was gone,
she sald: “No doubt she'll lie to you.
These women that steal other wom-
en's properiy are usually clever at
fooling thelr own silly husbands."

“I do pot Intend to ask her, I re-
plied. "“To msk her would be an In-
sulL

She made no comment beyond &
scornful toss of the head. We both
had our gaze fixed upon the door
through which Anlta would enter.
When she finally did appear, I, after
one glance at her, turned—Iit must
have been triumphantly—upon her
accuser, 1 had not doubted, but
where I8 the falth that I8 not the
gtronger for confirmation? And con-
firmation there was In the very at
mosphere round that stately, still
flgure. She looked calmly, frst at
Mrs. Langdon, then at me,

“I sont for you,” sald I, “because [
thought that you, rather than [, should
request Mra, Langdon (o leave your
house,”

At that Mrs, Langdon was on ner
feot, and blazing. "Fool!” she flared
at me, "Oh, the fools women make of
men!" Then to Anita: “You—you
—— But no, | must not permit you
to drag me down to your level. Tell
your husband—tell lim that you were
tiding with my husband in the River-
side drive yesterday.

I stepped between her and Anita
"My wife will not answer you," sald
I. "I hope, Madam, you will apare
us the necessity of a painful scens,
But leave you must—at onee."”

She looked wildly round, clasped
her hands, suddenly bust Into tears.
If she had but known, slw could have
| had her own way after that, without
any attempt from me to oppose her.
For she was evidently unutterably
wretched—and no one knew bhetter
than I the snfferings of unreturned
love. But she had given me up;
slowly, sobbing, she left the room |
opening the door for her and closing
It behind her,

"I almost broke down mysell,” sald
I to Anita. "Poor woman! How can
you be so erlm? You women in your
relations with each other are—a mys
tBT}'.”

(To be Continued.)

Necklace From Thames

Lost for Year, Recovared by Work-
man Who Didn’t Know Its Value,

A valuable pear] necklace lost In the
Thames over a year ago by a lady
of title has just been recovered by
ita owner, says the London Tribune.

fome manths ago & Henloy-on-
Tham s workman walking by the side
of the river, near Shiplake Ferry, saw
something glistening In the water,
‘and getting the object out, ha found

| he had been an excellent first base-

sald - - us he clossd

tady of the police, and In due courss
were advertised by them as found.

A few days ago the necklace was
fdentified and claimed by a lady well
known In fashlonnble efreles, who
hdd dropped it into the river whilo
staying at a Thamesside manslon nenr:
Henley.

The pearls are valued at £40 or
£50, and the man who found them
has recelved a check for five pounds
sterling,

Thoughts Were Elsawhere.
Jomes R. Day, of Syra-
‘cune university, in a diseyssion of the
craze for athletios that sometimes be-
comed too rampant in the univer
sitlen of Amerioa, said with a smile;
“Why, T know & young clergyman-

man at college in his time—who, after
reading a portlon of the seriptures,
nnl the Bible
Sundsy moriog lu the baseball

for something else.

| by, “But I'm sure it will be all right

BLING SOME. STRANGE. PERSPECTIVES SCLEIN
THAOUGH THE SMALL END OF THE GLASS —
WITH A CHLARY AT THL BOTTOM
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MRS, WEEDS---81.25

“Does that eclock say nloe o'clock?™
demanded Mrs. Weed, reproachiully,
a5 if the deceitfulness of clocks Was
past ber upderstanding. “Why, 1 left
the house Just as It was striking eight,
which would allow me enough time to
get here in plenty of time—though I
did miss one car. Maybe my clock was
wrong—1'll see ahout getting It fixed.

“Why, sinee you insist, 1 might take
a cup of coffee, Mrs. Rogers. That's
one reason I always enjoy sewing here
—more than plenty to eat. It's not
that way everywhere I go. You'd be
surprised at things 1 could tell about
seople who hold thelr heads 'way up
nigher than I do—or you, either.

“Still, 1 can keep my mouth shut
and say nothingz, as I always say to

Mrs. Weed in the gown she will make
for herself pretty gquick.
L

Mrs. Judge Gillsley., Poor Mrs. Gills
ley—that's ‘a woman I feel sorry for.
Poor as | am 1 wouldn't swap places
with her. Do you know the Jmh:u'."
Ye-04, he seems nloe enough. That's
what folks always used to say when 1
was having my trouble with Jim Weed
—he geemed the salt of the earth.
Butter wouldn't melt in Jim's mouth
when there was anyone around,

“Say, I stopped several places to get
that skirt pattern—you might send
Mabel out to try somewheres else. And
while gshe’'s out she can get some more
of that gseam binding, some machine
needies—and whatever you're going to
trim your waist with. 1 woke up in
the night and thought of a sweet way
to make your polka dot silk.

“Dear me, some day I'm going to
stop fAxing other poeople up long
enough to make something for mysell.
If T had the time I'd show folks what
clothes really arel!”

“That's a pretty little skirt you have
om'" sald Mrs., Rogers: I do hope
we'll be able to accomplish a lot to-
day—there’'s 80 much to be done and
g0 little time."”

“This? Why this i1s an old thing
I've had three years, T've worn it to
work so long it's all gone up. DBuat
Sundny T had on a dress you'd llke.
Little check. Bimple, vet stylish. 1
could glve you Tuesday of next week
and Friday and Saturday of the week
following—If that'll help you out any,
I had to cut one of my best custom-

ers to come here today. 1 always
like to be accommodatin', even I it
Isn"t alwnys appreclited. Oh, cer-

talnly I know vou do, Mrs. Rogers, 1

haven't any fault to find with the
treatment I get in this house. Now,
if you'll get ready to try on this

walsi—"
.

“If there's anything I do love to do, |
it's to work on a weddlng outfit. 1!
think you're golng to liave some real
pretty clothes, Mlss Congtanes, Well,
this [s the time to get 'em—if you
nover have 'em again. I'm sure I hope
youre doing well—satill, that's what
we all think, OR, 1 know you're hap-
py. Well, this only happens once in
a lifetime, and you might as well look
on the bright side. Of course you're
only an Inexperienced glel—but 1
Niow what I'm talking about. You
haven't had your troubles yet—but
we all have to go through just abont
so much. I'm saure I've had more
than my share, And when 1 first knew
Jim Weed he was as fine appearing a |
young man as your intended. Have
you a pieture of your gentleman? 1
would like to see what he's like,

“I'm sure ' hope he's all you think
he is, Misa Constance. Bul these
men—you never can tell. Yes, I hope
you'll be very happy. I know you'll
make a lovely bride. This goods {s so
goft and clingy.”

“Isn’t one of my shoulders higher
than the other? asked Miss Con-
stance Higsby, brideelect, anxiously.

“Oh, you haven't got a very bad
figare. Why, [ sewod for & woman
last week and she wasn't any shape
whatever, Hope you will heve nlee
wenther. You know, ‘happy s the
bride the sun shines on.' And there's
no time lke June for a wedding 1
was a June bride, Good land! have 1
gone dnd cut two lefts? Well the
goods won't be wasted—I ean use ft
Yes, Jim thought
the sun rose and set in me those days,
I suppose that's the way your ftiend |
talks now?"

“Yes, he does” admitted Miss Higs-

in my came." .
\"Maybe 80" sighed Mrs Weed,
“Jim left me three thoes. And yet 1
helieved him every time he came baok
with u hard luck story and a lot of

PER DAY---TRY HER

Jim Weed hack aguin if he was the
last man on eartt And why shonld 17
Here 1 am getting along well, and
even getting ahead a lttle—free to
come -and go as [ pleage, Now,
wouldn't 1 be & fool to make It up
with him and start to slaving for two
fnstead of just myself? "Deed 1
would. It may sound hard-hearted o
vou, Miss Constunce, but If he came
back and offered to cover me with
di'mon’s 1 wouldn't look at him!™

“Do you still love him, Mrs. Weed?™
asked Constance, romantically.

“Love Jim Weed alter the way he's
treated me? [ should rather guess
not! [ wouldn't take him back, even
it T could live lke a lady. That's
where I stand on that question, I
made a dress for Mrs. Preston last
week and it cost three dollars a yard,
without a sciasors in ft. It was a
lovely plum color and”—Mrs. Weed
ghifted the pins from one side of her
mouth to the other—‘1 wouldn't be
surprised if she was thinkin’ some of
steppin’ off herself. Mrs. Preston ad-
vises me to save up and get a divorce
—muaybe [ will, Though, goodness
knows, I'd hate to waste the money
on Jim Weed. He's cost me enough

§oe

already!

"I guess you'll hove to sit up nights,
Miss Wheaton, to wear all the clothes
you're |having made,” commented
Mrs. Weed. *I don't think I'd want
to have quite so muty all to once—
things go out of style so quick. Still
—I suppose you'll have to dress often
at that fashionable place vou're golng
to. Now, that's where we're differeut
If T was golng away on a vacation I'd
prefer a qulet place, where | didn't
have to keep fixed up all  the
like & wax doll in a show case.

"1 suppose you'll come back en-
gaged to a doke or a milllonaire—
land Knows there won't bhe anyone
dressed any better, If 1 did make your
clothes. But, whatever you do, don't
just take a man becauge he appears
to be all you'd have him. You never
can tell about these strangers. ['ve
had all 1 want of handsome faces and
palaverin®  speeches.: You'll hear
plenty off at one of those summer re-
sorts. When 1 first met Jim Weed he
was o dandy lookin’ feller, if I do say
It He'd a turned any girl's head.
And such ways as he had with him!
Heigho!

“Do you want this organdy made up
with val. lace? Deéar me, Isn't it per-
I'd like to see you

ishable material?

“This is the happlest time In a girl's
life, 1 hope he will think as much
of you 10 years from now.”

time |

] have some tea. If it won't be too mash

extra trouble. Too much coffee is bad!
for me, | find, though I'm crasy about
ft. Jim Weed was s great basd for)
coffee—"

“Now, how would you like this,
collar finished off? You might have a!
little parrow edge of hisck wvélvet
Black—even a tonch—gives such char-
acter 1o a costume. | see they are
wearing a dish on most of the French
creations. I make it a point to keep,
posted—'course that's part of my busl-
ness, Did you know that Mr, and Mrs,
Judge Gillgley aren't getting along
very well together? Yes, 1 know quite
& lot about ‘em. Mrs. Gillsler's an
awful nice little woman., Makes guite
one of the family of me. The Judge,
though, never has much to say. He's
a queer sort of a8 man. Why, If you
want to bave it tucked, I guess we've
gol pgoods enongh. Of course | never
gosslp from house to house—but 1
know you ean be trusted with any-
thing. Did I tell you about Kittie Ty-

¥

o St

Jim's back., See “Cherry™
son? ON, T guess I better not! Well,
if you promise not to ever breathe it
that I told you—"

"You look well In black, Mrs, Wil
lis. He was such a well meaning man,
I never was so surprised in my 1ife,
Did Miss Thomas make that black
silk vou had on Sunday? She iz a
terrible  boteher — of  course I
don't know only what other cus-
tomers who used to employ her tell
me, I wigh you eould a' saw ‘what
she mide Mis. Joseph Rogers, Never
seen such a fitting thing in my life—
wasn't any fit to it If there's one
thing 1 do llke to see it's a well fil-
ting garment, Yes, he was a grand
man—always a pleasant word for
ewrybody—even me"

“You konow that black walst I had
to get in a hurry 7' asked Mrs, Willis,
“Couldn’t you do some litle thing to
it? I hate boughten things,”

“Try It on and I'll see sald Mrs.
Weed, trying to reconcile a neeldle'd

eye with a plece of thread. "You
must look on the bright side, Mis.
Wilils, 'eause it might be a sight

worse, Look at my case! You koow
whore John Willls is—which [s more
than 1 do. Mr. Willis was a nlee man
as lar as we know, and he might a'
gone on belng nlee—and then azain—
you can't never tell. Some of ‘em
turn out such doubledealing rapscal-
fons. My Jim—snol-snf-snl—please ex-
cuse my glving away like this, but
when 1 think how bad that black-
hearted wretch treated me 1 can't
help it!

“Wonld 1 take him back? Why, I'd
want Heaven to strike me dead if I
even spoke to him in passing on the
street! No, I hope I know when I'm
well off!

“Now, Miss Willis, if yon're ready
to have this Atted—"

The Cherry—Tim's back: but it
won't interfere with Mrs. Weed's
gewing for a few of her old customs
ers.

opyTight,

0T, by WL G. Ohapma.)

BALLADE OF THE RECEPTION.
Dear me, how da vou. do!

I'va longed to sen vou so,
Why, what n protty hlue!

when vou get all dressed up In some

of these and float downestairs, 11
make a sensation, T'll bet: Yes, T had
a light blue dress on the first {ime

Jim ever saw me. | couldn’t wear
coming to me, 1 little thought: then
that I'd be slaving on come one else's
light blue dress,

“If you think of It and have time,
Mise Wheaton, | wish you'd send me
a postal with a view on it of the place
you're stopping at. It's nice to be
young and goin’,

“What? Time for lunch alreads?
I was feeling rather falnt, but 1 didn't
know what was the matter with me,
Guess 1 was hungry, Shrimp salad?
I'm very fond of It., And strawberrles
and cream” That's one reagon | lke
to come here. Yon always have such
gooil things tp'eat. And it's not that
way overywhere [ go, Yes, | will

blue now, but it used to be very be. |

IU's new 'm e
My nly
But you—you'y
A bt of lice—a bow—
| (Yes, guch o plensant day!)

drons s

Thoat Smith woman!
Invited hier hore? @h,
Indecd! You ke her, too?
But she's so common, though;
Yes, roally quite de trop,
And then the hors Bny—
Of ‘vourse th torlie grows=
Yes, such o pleasant dayl)

Woll, who

Deur Mrs, Bmith, it's
Here Tve losked Meh and low
To find mome & Iknew.,....
A song! ow Beastly slow!
And May!—val Ko & crow,
I loved that Inst ope Moy,
Pt seomedl w0 apropos—
(e, siich & pleasant dny!)

yon!

LNVOY,
No. really, T must go:
ru inly Tove to star,

But—"tiest of friends"—yvon know—
(Yew, such o plensant day )
Horatio Winslow, in Puok.

Mr. Pulsifer Sugegs appeared on his
front porch just ns his neighbor came
out on hiz own steps. The nelghbor
gluneed over and saw that Mr, Suges’
cheeks were pulfed out and that his
eves seomed to be bulging. He ob

methodically the length of his poreh,
then turned. and retraced his steps,
¢heeks stlll puffed and eyes still bulg-
Ing,

“Good morning!™ ealled the meigh-
bor cheerily.

“One!” sald Mr. Suggs with a
mighty out-puffing of breath. Then his
cheeks sank In and his eyes went
back to subnormnal, while his should-
ers curved forward and his chest be-
came concave, His waist-line also be-
cnme smaller, and Mr, Suggs walked
the length of his porch and back in

on with amazement.

“Good moraing!” the neighbor sald
ngain when Mr. Suggs returted to his
end of the porch.

fioe promises, But [ wouldn't take

& tremendous Inrush of breath.

served also that Mr. Suges walked |

this shape, while the nelghbor looked |

"Two-oo00!” blgsed M2, Sugns with |

MR. SUGGS AND HIS SYSTEM

Onee more Mr. Soggs' cheoks grew
ronind and ronnd; once more his eyes
hulzed ot und his faee grew purple.
Onde miore e poced the length of hig
porch and back. Agin the neighbor
sald “Good morning” and this time
Mr. Suggs blew out hia bhreath in a
raucons "Three-ee-ee!™

Again his shoulders were curving
forward, again his cheeks were sink-
ing inward—but the neighbor ran
across the lot and demanded:

“What In the diekens do yon mean
by snubbing me;, sir? Ull give you to
understand I'm as good as you er any-
hody else, and when I say '‘Good morn:
fug’ Its up to you or anybody else to,
acknowledge it.”

Mr. Suggs gasped and replied,

“Good morning then, dedgast f?
T'm taking one of thess desp-breathing
courses, and you choked me off tlght
after the third Inspitation, and
I've got to go back and begiy all
‘agaln!"—Jufge, ! :

Two Infinitesiinal whito
the tny nest of the humming




