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" CHAPTER XXIX.
CONTINUED.

“Mamma has often enough de
scribed the place—s little dista
from & clump of sycamore t
twelve trees growing out of a
root, she said, and on one
trunks is carved the rud
lined figure of an Indian
don't know if that fizure jmeans any-
thing, but mamma and X have often
thought that perhaps it wajs assc ~iated
in some way with oar Indian ancestor,
and as papa was searching for the
treasure at that tiine, he/begged to be
buried in that spot. Poor dear father!
His mind bad brokem down, and
mamma could never mnderstand his
wild ravings about the buried treasure
and its hidiag-place.”

“Ané you have ubgolutely no clue?”
asked Mrs, Travers, in & disappointed
teae. !

‘“‘None at, a’lf; papa had a paper or
parchment or something of the sort,
containing the whole secret, but he

.

“ could not follow it out, and he had

either lost the paper or else had so
carefully hidden it that ibwas worse
than lost. Mamma used to have wild
hopes of finding if years ago, andeven
to the last she clung to the thought
that I should yet be a great heiress.
But I take no interest in it, Mrs.
Travers, none at all! Though I have
indeed sought for the sycamore trees,
it has been to find my father’s grave;
it was my mother’s last earthly wish
to be buried beside the husband she
loved and who had adored her.”

“Oh, Dolores, dear childl Why
did you mot tell me sooner,” said Mrs.
Travers, in a voice tremulous with
sympathetic feeling. I could have
done much to further your desire; I
will immediately take steps to do so.
Did you find the place?”

“Not yet, but I shall surely do so;
those long rambles which you have
seen me take in company with Henri
have been in search of that cluwp of
trees. I have at times almost de-
spaired, and have wondered if they
could have been a fancy of mamma, or
if some accident might not, in all
these years, bave deptroyed‘ the
trees——""

“No, po, the trees exist!"” inter-
rupted Mrs. Trevers, eagerly, they
are known as the haunted sycamores;
it is said that once every year, for
ages past, on the 12th of October, a
shadowy ghost is seen flittering about
there; it is a mere legerd, of course,
and no such thing occurs. Some ef-
fect of the moonlight, probably, but
the ghost-story has served to locate
the spot, and it can easily be found.”

“On the 12th of October,” repeated
Dolores, ‘‘oh, why did I not tell you
pooner! I haeve lost so much time.”

““Don’t be troubled about that, Dol-
ores—the right time always comes—
even when we think we have lost it,
And I hope it has come now,” she
gdded irrelevantly, rising and taking
1, hasty step or two towarda gentlemdn
who was rapidly opproaching her
across the lawn,

So much engaged had they been in
their conversation that neither had
heard the appronch of the carriage on
the road at some distance; and for the
moment both had forgotten the ex-
pected arrival of a guest.

Dolores also arose, and with a
vagzne, delighted flutter of anticipa-
tion, lher gaze was fixed ‘on the ap-
proaching stranger—she gpuld not be
mistaken! There was:ndt in all the
world such another,-80 gracious,
sgrazeful, distingnished in bearing, so
refined, elegant and absolutely perfect,
in the elevated and the spiritual bean-
ty of his countenance; and now he
too, had recognized her, and once
more two lovely and kindred souls
seemed looking at each other out of
their eyes, end recognizing some
close aud eternal relationship in that
long, deep gaze.

“My dear Dolores,” said Mrs,
Travers, ‘‘this is my friend, Lord
Harold Moray—Lord Harold, the
Senorita Mendoza.” o

Dolores put out her hand—her love-
ly white, trembling hand; and Lord
Harold, claspingit in his, felt himself
thrilled to the heart by that first touch
of the warm, pink, sensitive palm,

He bowed low over her hand, and
with difficulty refrained from raising
it tohislips;and Mrs, Travers thonght:

““Well, certainly, they have made
an impression on each other. I could
not reasonably hope for more, on &
first acquaintance. But is itthe first?
Can it be possible that they Lave met
before?”

CHAPTER XXX,
“LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM."

“Well, T never believed it, and
conldn’t now if T hadn’t seen 1t,” ex-
claimed Mrs, Travers, ‘‘but this is
certeinly convineing evidence that it
really doey sometimes happen.”

““IWhat are you talking about, Nell?”
asked her husband. *“What is it that
sometimes happens? Perhaps you
don’t know that you zre just a little
more incoherent than usual. What is
the particular thing you never be-
lieved in before?”

“Why, love at first sight, of course;
and there is a case of it, enough to
convince the most skeptical.” And,
with asweeping wave of Ler hand, she
indicated Dolores and Lord Harold
Moray, who were just disappearing in
the distance tkrough an avenue of
rose trees and odoronus flowering
shrubs, all in full bloom, though it
was aiready the first week in October.
“It is certainly not more than a fort-
nizht since I presented those two to
each other, although, as Dolores has
since told me, they had met before for
one fleeting moment, and in that mo-
ment they evidently iost their hearts
to each other., The very instant they
met here, I saw in the first glauce
that they were already deep in love
with eack other.”

‘‘How provoking!” laughed Travers.
“And yon had set your heart ou wmak-
ing them fall in love with each other;
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ifts at match-making. I really fear,
my dear, you will have so keep all
your talents for home use; fortunately,
we have daughters. But, I'm afraid
you'll have to be looking for another
governess,”
¢«Just what I have been thinking!
However, I shall wait till the pregent
one gives warning. Dolores has not
yet told me of her engagementto Lord
Harold.”
«And he seems to have quite for-
gotten his object in coming to Cali-
fornia. Has he any news yet of Lord
Clarence Stanley?”
“Qh, don'tspeak of him! He never
will, that’s all a fearful mystery. Eut
I can't explain—I dare not—it isn’t
my secret, Travers, therefore I must
keep it to myself.”
“For goodness sake do, then!” said
her husband, with devout earnestness,
“‘thongh, if you do, it will be the first
time." ~

Mrs. Travers sighed deeply, and
turned away with closely compressed
lips. Dolores had esplained agreat
many things to her, and theyhad boih
concluded that for the sake of Polly
Hamilton, neither of them could speak
to Lord Harbld of the man who called
himself Clarence Stanley, ‘‘though,
even if he hasmarried Miss Hamilton,
the ,secret will be out {as soon as
he claims his title in England.
How I wish Dolores would let me
take Travers into our confidence. I
wonla like to 150k at the whole mat-
ter from & man’s point of view.”

She walked to the other side of the
wide piazza snd stood looking over
the prospect of distant mountains and
andulating valleys, now sere and yel-
low from the dry heat of summer, al-
though flowers, both wild and enlti-
vated, were in full bloom in every
direction.

“It is too early yet to hope for
rain,” she said, aloud; fearing if she
kept silence that her secret—which
ghe was quite frantic to share with
her husband—would, by the very
pressure of that desire, escape from
her keeping. ‘‘How fine the young
orange trees on that level slope near
the base of Old Saddleback are look-
ing; I can feel the odor of the blos-
soms aa far off a8 where I am now.”

Mr. Travers emiled at thistranspar-
ent effort on the part of his wife to
keep from talking on a more congen-
ial subject.

““Well,” he said, ‘‘orange blossoms
will be guite in order, according to
your present surmise; and I am glad
the bridegroom is notlikely to be that
rather luny protege of yours, Van
Tassel, though I must admit that the
fellow more than earns his ‘keep.’
He has excellent abilities, and since I
have put him on as akind of overseer,
the workmen, both white and yellow,
in every department of our ranch, at-
tend to their business in a most sat-
isfactory manner,”

“Do they really, now, Travers
exclaimed his wife.  *‘Iam very glad
to hearit! Butit was quite absurd
in both of us—you and me—to imag-
ine any such nonsense in regard to
Van Tassel. Poor fellow! He wasa
complete wreck when Dolores took
him in-charge. He had been in the
poewer of a horrid man who bad hyp-
nctized him, and by meaus of his un-
caanyinfluence over him could make
him do almost as he pleased. Oh, it
was horrible! The very thought of
such a thing frightens me; and the
pocr fellow is now as completely un-
der the influence ol Dolores; but hers
is all for good. She makes everyone
better and nobler.”

Mrs. Travers turned, and saw the
professor approaching them, quickly,
but without any appearance of excite-
ment; and the few months during
which he hed been engaged in regu-
lar and interesting work, and under
thie soothing and elevating influence
of Dolores Mendoza, had, in-
deed, make a new man of him,
Mrs, Travers observed that he was
growing good looking; and thongh it
was ridiculous to think of him as a
possible Jover for Dolores, there was
no reason in the world why some wom-
an would not yet fall in love with the
amiable little Professor Van Tassel.

"

holding up a letter as he reached the
veranda; and coming .toward . Mrs.
Travers, he extended the letter toward
her. ‘‘See, Madam, the post-mark
shows that it is from New York, and
the handwriting is that of a lady; and
I am sure there is gnly one lady in
New York who would be writing to
Dolores Mendoza.” .

“Oh, Mr, Van Tassel! Yes, indeed,
you are right!” exclaimed Mrs. Trav-
ers, sharing his thoughts immediate-
ly. “‘And she will be so glad to get
that letter! So very glad! Can't you
take it to her at once? She is out
welking with Lord Harold. They
have gone toward the trees. Yom
know where. The haunted syca-
mores!” And she pointed toward the
avenue of roses and flowering ‘shrubs
throngh which she had seen the lovers
disappear in the direction of the up-
per end of the long, wide canyon. “‘I
am sura you could overtake them, for
they were walking very slowly.”

Van Tascel needed no urging, and
bowing hastily to Mrs. Travers, he
turned in the direction she had indi-
cated and walked rapidly away, nor
did Le moderate his pace until Le saw
before him the two persons of whom
he was in quest. Lord Harold Moray
had drawn the ungloved little hand of
his companion close within his arm;
and in the slender, undulating figure
of Dolores, insensibly inelined toward
him till her graceful head almost
tonched his shoulder, there was an
eloquent confession, stronger than
words, of the sentiment that drew
them tozether,

Van Tassel's gaze rested on that ex-
qaisite form, to unn the loveliest and
noblest in the world, and insensibly
his rapid pace grew slower. The in-
stant he had approached sufficiently
near {c Liear the low, whispered tones
of the lovers, he spoke at once, be-

ot a bit of practice for your brilliant
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fore Lie could have time to overhear

“It is for the senorita,” he said, [

the least word that passed between !
them: |

“T have brought you tlis letter,
senorita, because I kuew you would
wish to have it immediat.ly."

Dolores turned instrntly at ths
sound of his voice.

“Qh, thank you, Henri; thank yon
somuch!” shesaid, pressingherlipsto
the dear, familiar handwriting whose
exercises in Spanish she had so oiten
corrected.

“Dear, darling Polly! But how in |
the world has she found me out? It is |
from Polly Hamilton, Harold,” she
said, ‘‘and oh——"

She stopped suddenly, with a dis-
tressing feeling that, whether she
spoke or remained silent, she must be
guilty of seeming treachery either to
the one man or the one woman in the
world whom she loved best; and then,
with a deep sigh, she tore open the
letter.

*‘At least I must read what shesays,V
she thought, ‘‘and then——" -

She read hurriedly, wildly, de-
lightedly, hardly daring to believe in
the good news; and again more calm-
ly, but with a thrilling sense of free-
dom and joy. Then, with & long-
drawn breath of relief from'pent-up
suspense and anxiety, she placed the
letter in her lover’s hands.

“Read, dear Harold,” she said, '

¢gand then I will explain, and rid my
mind forever of a painful secret—tha.
only one that can ever come between
you and me.”

Wondering very much, but with
perfect confidence that whatever Dol-
ores bade bim do must be the right

thing to be done, Lord Harold Moray

read Polly Hamilton’s letter: =~
At last, my darling Rita, have I found

you? |
sought yon—from New York to Ban Fran-

eisco—nll over Callfornia, ds I theughty'|’ .

then, on n false clue, bnck again to 'New:

York, to find here that I ought'to have’ i

stayed where I was—but no matterl For
here I find what, I em. qu._lzﬁue now, s’
the right clue. I hearthat a Mrs, Travers,
of Santiago Canyon, near Banta Ana, hag &
Spanish governess for her little girls; that
the governess comes {rom the East (all
pearls of price comes from the Bast, dear),
that her name is Dolores, and my heart
tells me she Is my own dear Rital Am.I
right—am I right? Ob, I ean't bear any
more disappointments and I am comizg to,
see for myself, so that you may expect me:
almost ns soon as my le:ter; for As soon'as,
papa can settle his business affairs here,,
we are returning to our own dear home’
to stay there, and I shall see you onc
again—you, dearsr than all other girls in
the world! Write to me, dear, at the en-
closed address, San Francisco, for there is
pow no further excuse for hiding yoursell
from me. .
“That man, Rital Oh, ean I ever write
bis name without trembling? But Ishall
—~Idol Believe me, dear, it {s ooly mem-
ory, a memory of what never existed, that
maakes me tremble; for I tell you truly
from my beart, Rita, that Clarénce Stan-
ley is less than nothing to me now—not
even a memory, not even a nume! You
dear girl! It was not worth breaking my
heart and your own, too (for I know you
Lave suffered equally in our separation),
by running away from me, that hemight
not see you no more. Rita, denrest, he
never returned, neither to protest, excuse,
meke love to meagain or attemyt to win
you from me! Gone at once he was, and
forever; and, though it nearly killed me at
the moment, I bave since learned to kneel
in gratitude to Heaven for saving me from
such o man. He bas married Quive Gaye,
aud together they must now he some-
where in England; though, strange to say,
I hear nothing from Lady Clarence Stan- |
ley; perhaps she is waiting to send me her |
cards ns the Countess of Windermere, And |
pow, dearest, this will surely prove to you

bow upnecessary is further concealment |

on your part. Let me hear from you at
onee. The loss of yuu is an insupportable
grief, Rita, for you ure dearer than apy
mnn ean ever be to the longing. loving
heart of T’oi Ly HaMinTox,"”

“And this man, then—this Clarence
Stanley?” asked Moray, in utter be-
wilderment, *‘This is all so unlike
our dear Clarence! Engaged to this
young lady, false to her, false to Con-
stance, and basely marrying a third?
Oh, it cannot be!"”

“Nor is it true, Harold,” said
Dolores, sadly and gravely. “Your
sistey’s lover ia dead; but she is more
fortunate than my dear Polly, for she
can mourn a true and honest lover
and cherish his memory "

“Dead! Clarence Stanley dead!”
said Lord Harold. ‘‘Oh, poor Con-
stance! It is cold comfort I must
Lring back to you, miy sister! But
who then is this men who has been
masquerading as Clarence Stanley?”

Dolores turned an appealing look
toward Van Tassel, and it was he who
answered:

“‘His name is Carlos Mendoza, Lord
Harold, and be is the man who killed
your kinsman, Clarence Stanley.”

“His murderer? Stanley mur-
dered!” ecried Moray, recoiling in
horror.

“Tt was a fair fight—{air enough,”
gaid Van Tassel, gravely. ‘‘I wasthe
sole witness, and I can tell you the
story truly as it bappened.”

TO BE CONTINUED,

Nutritious Birds.

The flesh of birds differs in quality
according to the food on which they
live. Such as fged upon grain and
berries afford in general good nour-
jshment, if we except geese and,
ducks, whose flesh is hard of diges- |
tion. A young chicken is tender and
delicate food and extremely well
adapted for nese when the digestive |
powers are weak. Of all tame fowls
the ocapon is the most nutritious. |
Turkey and guinea fowls afford eub-
stantial aliment, but are not as wel- !
come to the stomach as to the palate.
In a!l birds those parts are most firm .
which are most exercised; therefore, !
the wings and in the larger birds the
legs are commonly the toughest. The |
flesh of wild birds in general, though '
more. digestible, is less nourishing i
than that of quadrupeds, being dryer
on account of the constant exercise
which birds take. Those birds which |
subsist upon worms, insects or fishes |
do not furnish wholesome food.— j

Lippincott's.

A Spider’s Musical Ear. !
During the entire summer until |
late in the autumn a Jarge Dlack |
hunting spider (Lycosa) dweltin my
piano. When I played andante more- |
ments eoftly she would come out on |
the music rack and seem to listen, |
Her palpi would vibrate with almost !
inconceivable rapidity, while every
now and then she would lift her an- ‘
terior pair 8f legs and wave them to
nnd fro and up and down. Just as |
soon, however, as I commenced a :
march or galop she would take to he?
beels and flee away to her den sowig-}
where in the interior of the pisno,
where she would sulk until I enticed
her forth with ‘‘Tranmerei” or'-‘.g'jn-,
del's  “Largo.”"—Fron Dr, Wier's
‘Dawn of Reason.” |

Tha strength of two herses equals
that of fifteen men, !

For weeks and months I have |-
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| the most skillful cultivation.

}._’fmz_ttura )
“The prevailing winds in @enth |
2e¥ are: from. the west. Though origin- |

" copted by the lofty peaks of four
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Death Valley is probably the most
anique natural feature in California.
It is located in the southeast corner ¢f
Ineyn County, and is inclosed by the
‘Panamint Mountains vn the west and
the Funeral Range on the east. It s
geventy-five miles long, and at its nar-
rowest point but eigh* miles wide.

At one time, most probably, it.was
the bed of an ancient river. The low-
est depression 18 200 feet below, sea-
level, but above this rises Telescope
Peak, 11,000 feet high, of the Pana-
mint Range, and dir ctely opposite the
Funeral Peak, which reaches an alti-
tude of 8000 feet, During the winter
these peaks are covered with snow.

CoOOOoCO000

of their moisture, so that by the time
they reach the valley all humidity has
disappeared, and no living thing ciu

are most deadly. Then rage with in-
tense fury, obliterating the landscape
and dimming the light of the sun,
withering the seanty vegetation and
covering the trails deep in powdered
dust. At all times the aspect of the
valley is superlatively desolate. No
gnot on earth surpasses it in aridity or
tophet-like heat. ’
During the beated term

without water meaus deati.
comes putrid, In an hour.

cooked in the blistering sand. Water
is only palatable by means of large po-
rous earthenware jars, common to all
hot countries, suspended in drafts and
reduced in temperaiure by means of
the rapid evaporation of the moisture
from the outside.

an hour
Meat be-

e

“history traditions of gold an
deposits of ywonderful richness
its boundaries persuaded many a
turous persons to underiake the haz-
ardous jexperiment of its exploration.
The namber who Lave lost their lives

!in this desolate field is undoubtedly

great. Pursuing'the mirage of rich de-
posits of precious metals these adven-

turous prospectors succumbed at last |

to the intolerable heat and the agonics
of thirst.

The range of the thermometer is
probably greater in Death Valley than
elsewhere in the Woestern Hemisphere.
In - inter the temperarcre is way be-
low zero, while in July and August
the thermometér ranges for weeks at
137 degrees above, frequently rising
several degrees higher. Ior weeks at
a time the lowest level temperature ob-
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WATER COOLER TSED IN DEATH VALLEY,

served excoeded 100 degrees. The
deadly heat burnms every vestige of
vegetation. The Spanish bayenet, a
plant that flourishes under the ost
arid conditions, liere barely survives,
while tlie mesquite, with its long roots
penetrating deep into the earth in
search of scanty moisture, just man-
ages to exist.

A party of enterprising agricultur-
ists once experimented with growing
fruit and vegetables in this region, an-
ticipating large profits in the early
marketing of their crops. The attempt
was a complete failure, the inten:
heat witberipg the plants. notwith-
standing copious supplies of water and
In the
higher altitudes of the Panmmints
there are numerons valleys with low-
ing streams. In these fruits are culti-
vated, and reach the wmarket two

dven:
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The belief that the borax.marshe:
are the remains of the vast jake which
nee filled the valley is supported by
ces of water-lice found -G00 fee!
ahdve, on the mbuntain sides. £
iIn general appearance - all
harshes are alike. They are lo

el
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SPANISH DAYONET PLANT. DEATH VALLEY

at the point of greatest depression and
from n distance lock like deposits of
salt or snow.
common wet clay or water of varying
depths. These deposits arve generally
cireular in form and appear as though
once they were crat s, Dorax was
created by contact of boracic acld in
gaseous forw, with the lime and soda
of the surface. A% 'l'eels Marsh, Ne-

vada, horate of lime appears in the

form of balls imbedded in c¢lay along
with soda, €alt, ete., but at Colnmbus
these are found in sandy soil.  Some-
times these Lolls are  ecomposed, un-
derlying the =oil which is removed,
and the berate shoveled out, Deposits
of erude borate of soda are found in
Nevada aund in Death Valley, at the
Monte Blanco inines. These mines are

i

THE CRYSTALLIZED BORAX ON THE RODS.

located in a region the most forbid-
ding, remote 1rom the railroad and of-
fering almost unsurmountable difficul-
ties in the reduction and marketing of
their produet, but their richness and
extent, compared to ail other fields,
soon c.used them to bLe regarded as
the principal scuree of supply for the
future production of borax iu the Uni-
ted States.

Tha works employ from 400 to 1600
wen, The erude bhorate of e is first
passed through rock breakers and is

ORATE MINES 1N DEATH VALLEY.

5

months before the Californis

‘atiddnithe Pacific Oceafifang fitu-
rated Wjth bumidityin traveling the in-
‘fermsdite ‘distance, they are inter-

rapges of wonataing, which absorh all

then ground to the finegess of flour Ly
% |'means of rolls and‘burr stones. It Is
< | then, with o small proportion of cai-

bonate of soda, thrown Into a dizesier,
where under heat. pressure and azita-
tion the existipg affinities are coin-
pietely divorced,  The earbonic acid
unites with the lime, which yichls bo.

survive the intense heat,  Even birds
jpdigenous to the resion, die.

1t is in the monibs of greatest beat |
inat the sand storms of Death Valloy

Eggs are

TUnder the surface is|’

tion of soda’and tke result is borax in
solution. The liquor is then drawn off
into tanks, where the borax in erystal-
lizing attaches itself to small steel
rods and hooks altogether like great
sticks of rock chndy, The sediment
contained in the wixing tanks is com-
posed largely of sand and dirt with
copsiderable borax mixed. The de-
posit is passed through a filter press,
which presses the dirt and allows the
borax liquor to pass away to be util-
ized again. Repeated over and over,
again, the last remnant of Lorax is
finally secured by this process.

MACHINE FOR' HANDLING EGCS.

Interesting Device For Packing Them in
' Crates.

Egg crates, with their pasteboard
partitions for each egg, are usually
packed’ by expert hand-packers, and
tie device here pictured is intended to
facilitate this operation. - It consists
of a wooden tray to which ar: at-
‘|tached paral.el wooden strips of semi-
cireular section, running in the direc-

| tion of its length, the whole being cov-
i ,Iere_d..w_rlth cloth, This tra, is placed

ith wooden
any height.
tray, which
¥, causing
the corruga-

d by tilting
gently from

Pung men to be
s have been pro-
ey will occupy

rangement 1€
cared for, but]
vided for the
these, five tod

The kitchen offle palace is large
enough to prepare food for 2500 per'
gons, who ca= sit down at one time in
the dining hall and be served. All Ea-
deavorers not provided for in the pal-
ace will have accommodations secured

hotels. It has been settled thgt all vis-
itors will pay their own expenses.

Itemarkable Quurtet.

The tallest man in Europe is Oscar
Balling, who is only twenty-three
yvears old apd measures cight feet two
inches. Fraulein See-hen, the second
curiosity, is the oldest daughter of a

CUROTE'S TALLEST AND SIIORTEST PEO-

T'LE.
—— el —

warrimd a German
She i= owell pro-

Chinaman, who

woman in Berlin.
portioned. and is only an inel shorier
than Osear. A lwdicro & contrast is
the Norweginn dwarl, Owe Olsen, w oy

4 North American.
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D form appendix s

for thew in near-by private houses and | 1

THE' STRAWBERRY FETE.

Where the oyster of late
. Was the star of the fete
Gotten up by the ladies in churches,
Now the strawherries reu
('er the saucers are spread,
And the spoon on the lip ofter. perchess

)

On the side there's ice cream,

Always held in esteem 4
In all seasons and all sorts of weather; :

And it long has been known o4

Cream or berries alone -
Can be eaten or mixed up together.

\ There.the strawberry girl
Sets male hearts in a whirl!
By the way she accepts invita.ons;
Promptly forward she goes |
When she's asked to dispose
Of a share of the damty collations.

When one saucer is gon2
There's another broughi on. |

Tor she says she i “so fond of berries;
She may take three or {our,
And perhaps a few more,

-

*

Will‘she try some ice cream?
. Then her eyes fairly beam
With delight and she’s quickly consenting

And his follyr

Then ¢ g man so rash
Quickly: ds out the cash,
And a%‘%nc? exit he searches.

% sadly repenting.

at's money goes,
. .But, ¢ ne knows,
It is all for f the churches.

—Pittshu hronicle-Teiegraph,

JESTS,

The sponge, unliké men, generally
swells with pride
water.—Norristown I
Willie Roadster—De
like about fishin'—it’ ;
same t'ing as dofn’ notl
Bobbs—"Clothes do#

Little Cupid sh
That pierced my -and

Sad, indeed! but,"What is worse,

That same dart 1t pierced my purse!

Hoax—"The world is sure to hear
from that young man”
gening, eh?" Joax—"No; he plays the
trombone."”

practicing medicine. I suppose he's
doing well.” Slobhs—"No; 1 helieve

be's doing the sick.” ,
Merchant—"Do you speak German??

a job."—Indianapolis Jo urnal.’
Ars. Muggins—"Does your hrusband

Buggins—"No; it's quite the other
way. 1 appeal to him to stop.” |g
Dolly—"Did that famg 1

d go 'round,

1 do not cate; :
It's cash, I've aiways found,
That mak!s tuings square.

e —Philade!phia Record. X
“Epave!” said the autocrat, “how

sponded the jester, I began Rte
song the wise men''—FLiladelphin

.~ Newkid—"Tnecle Thomas has
his cotire fortune in Wall street!”
(Newkid—'0h, the ungrateful
eh' Right after we had naumed
aby. for him."—TPuck

Slfc." remarked an unsympatbetie
ftor.—Philadelplin Ameriggd.
ell—"1 believe that people S&
ays marry their opnosites.” Belle—
T thought you seemed very myicl in-

" terested in the young man that lives

across the stroct from yvou,”
gillicus—"You say nothing is super-
[ finous.  Of what use is the vermi-
Cynicus—"It keeps
Jots  of ddociors
death.”— Philadelphia Record. ;
For the round monn he proudly cried
A vear or two from wurth;
Ther in his haughty manhood’s pride
He clamored for the eartn.
—hicaga, eeord.
“Did you see Dumley’s lalest phi
to
looks cross-eyed?” *“Yes; how on earth
did it happen?' Well, the photogra-
pher was cross-cyed, you see, and just
as he made the exposure he turned to
Dumpley and said:

L oar

lease.

"

-,

, Whew! What a Yarn.
Terhaps the mest remavkable story
of imitation i1 moukeys iz told by
Doctor E, Percival Wrighi, the profes-
sor of Dbotany in Dublin University.

raltar, the monkeys were much wore

so tame that they alowed the soldiers
to approach them without fedr.

One day a number of the men went
out fishing, anclioring their bogt guite
near the shore, but in the midst of
their sport the roll was beara.

The anchor wis hauled up, and hast-
ily rowing ashore, they left the boat
upon the beacl, and hurried 1o the
fort.

No soomer iad they gone than sev-
eral large monkeys that had been
watching the proceadings with great
interest ran to rhe boat and shoved it
off, and begen throwing over the tish-
ing lines, bauling them in as they had
seen the men do,

This they kepr up until, becoming
tived, they pulled the boat in shore,
where the seldiers found her, wonder-
ing at their distarbed lines, until the
aets were explained to them by an
officer 6f the guards who had been
an anmsed witness of the entire pro-
ceeding.—YWaverioy Mazazine.

Tired Wires.
Metals get tired as well as things
that Bave life. Bu-y all week earrying
1ram _eltfr ‘to eity messages of sadness

i} and happimess, business and even non-

‘sepge, and dealings in figures extend-
jng into otillions and Dbillions. stock
‘and market reports, heing especially
trying, the wire can be said to wait for
sunday to come. Unusnady heavy is
gaturday's work, and wnen the day
is ut an end the wives may be classed
as worn out, The resta forded by the
abbath dar. when business of tele-
grapling is almost at 2 standstill ex-
eept for e sewspaper work. docs the
wires good, Tor they ave far better
comdietors wil Momday than on Satur-

tenderly mueses o full beard and s
forty wom: old and not quite three |
Fotin befght, The fourth member of |
the troupe i linde Willie Wendt, six-
i
|

teen years ohl, 2 ap, who is 1Wo |
feet vixht i Lo quartet

racie acid, the latter with a swall por-

S iahmii de b o s T

exhilit 1y

duy. It is sometimes rfound necessary
to wive wires a rest, espeelally after
extended  wse. 1t lias been found
that when letr for theee weeks with-

out wse ten per cent. is adided to the
conguetivity v a wire.=Xhiladelpbia
Tivcord. "
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For her yearning at times slightly vurics.\

Five’ times she'll indulge, + .
Whﬂm'clinppie's eves bulge, « &

\

Joax—"'A .

Blobbs—"I understand Skinnum I8

Needy Applicant—"1 never have, Dut, - !
gracious, I'll tackie it if you giver m2 7

appeal to you as a voealist?”  Mrs.

you bis autograph, E . TLy S
“No; but be Eept imean, ime="
ecord

‘camest thou to be a fool?" “Sire, re-S

¥ sold . newspapers when I was @' 8
declared the statesman, proud- 8
Sand now you are selling the” g

from starving to

“You mean the one in which Le -

‘Look this way, 4

According 1o him, when Lord Howe .
was in comand of the Rock of Gib- &

common than at present, and wete ;
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