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NOWHERE, perhaps, in this cosmo-

politan country is the nation
within a nation, the city within a city,
the wheel within a wheel, so complete
as in the little Italy of San Francisco.
Here not only are the people, the lan-
guage, the religion, the manners and
customs, but even the trades, with the
tricks thereof, as essentially Italian as
if the intervening seas were but a
dream. A wall might be built around
this quarter and the denizens of the
district be no more effectively cut off
from their neighbors than they now
are by their Interests and sympa-
thies. In this far-away country there
.seems to exist among them a sort of
climatic kinship amounting almost to
the strength of a blood-tie, so that they
live among themselves and to them-
selves. It is probably for this reason
that the Italian girls seldom marry
out of their class or even out of their
district, for she who would marry a
foreigner, especially an American,
would run the risk of losing caste and
being edged out of the quarter.

The one invasion that cannot be
beaten back by racial prejudice is the
effect of the new-world climate and
civilization upon the Italian type of
beauty. The Californian winds and
suns add to the langorous eye a bril-
liancy, the languid grace an energy,
that while the dreamy beauty of the
Raphel Madonna type is lost, the glow-
ing grace of a Botticelli Singing Angel
is gained in its stead.

‘Whon the Signore Alvaradi was sent
to this coast to represent his country,
he did not count on the effect of the
American influence upon his own
household. So when his litlle Na-
talia grew from a shy Italian child in-
to a lovely Latin-American girlhood,
he ascribed her divergence from the
accepted type to every cause but the
right one, nature. The mother of Na-
talia detected a still more insidious
change in her daughter's character, a
certain impatience of parental control,
which was always climatic, because of
the energy the bracing winds put into
her spirit. Neither parent, however,
realized the dangerous charm of their
daughter until a duel was narrowly
averted in their own house.

Then, collapsing into a fit of hys-
terics, the signora charged up the
whole matter to Providence, and be-
wailed the injustice of its workings.

“Why, oh, why,” she wailed, ‘“should
Providence have afflicted me with such
a wicked, willful, undutiful daughter?”
And the sympathizing friends, who
stood around with fans and restora-
tives, cchoed, ‘“Why, indeed?”’ Then
seeing her distress made her the cen-
ter of attraction, the aflicted mother
went off again into sobs and shrieks
il the nerves of the bystanders were
wrought up to almost as high a state
as her own.

“It's a wonder the shock did not kill
you,” purred one of the comforters;
“right in vour own house, a duel—
Santa Maria!” Whereupon the whole
sisterhood of comforters fell to weep-
Ing with sympathy.

When the heavy step of the signore
crunched the gravel walk, the women
ran out breathlessly to hear the result
of his interference. DBut pushing
brusquely past the gossiping group
he made his way into the darkened
room. and guided by the sound of
panting sobs, went straight to the
couch.

“Its all right,” he said, “at least un-
til tkis evening. Caspar is under
guard with two men sitting on his
chest, and the American is cooling off
in his own quarters. I have pledged
them my word that Natalia shall set-
tle the affair to-night. Where is she?”

On the instant a chorus of eager
_ voices called, “Oh Natalia, Natalia,
your father wants you!” while a rush
was made to the hall to see how she
would take it.

“Are they dead?” a shaken voice
faltered from the landing. No one
had thought of following the girl when,
at the shot, the mother had fainted.

“No, they are not dead,” came the
reluctant answer, “but your mother is
—almost.”

Upon reachng the library the girl
stood like a prisoner at the bar of her
father’s wrath and her mother's de-
spair.

“Do you realize, my daughter, that
you narrowly escaped being the cause
of the death of hoth these men?” be-
gan the signore in thundering tones.
“If T had not been here to come be-
tween them, and thereby imperil my
own life, their blood would have been
upon your head.” % )

“And all because of your wicked dis-
obedience in wasting your time on that
terrible American when you knew Cas-
par was in love with you,” interposed
the mother, tearfully.

“And encouraging both of them at
the same time,"” interrupted the father,
while the mother stopped to take a
iong breath.

“And engaging yourself to them
both, as I am led to believe,” the sig-
nora began with a fresh start.

“Knowlng the consequences could
be nothing but disastrous to all con-
cerned,” finished the indignant sig-
nore.

The girl made a deprecalory gesture,
and {urned as if to leave the room, but
ber father's stern tones arrested her.

*Is It true, @3 Thompson tells me,
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that you promised to marry him?” he
questioned.

The girl's eyes dropped before his
charge, but she nodded assent.

“And isn’t it equally true that you
promised Caspar last weck that you
would marry him?” chimed in the
mother with a volley of tears.

The drooping little target of these
accusations suggested at the moment
anything but a wicked, willful, unduti-
ful daughter. With no attémpt at
self-justification, she meekly acquiesed
to all they said, casting furtive glances
toward the door.

*“This, then, is the last of your tri-
fling.” The signcre's tones were as
measured and formal as if he were pro-
nouncing a death sentence. “Both
Caspar and Thompson have promised
to keep their hands off each other's
throat to-night, but only on condition
that they have your decision before
ten o'clock.”

“And you will wear Signore Caspar's
camellias to-night, won't you, daugh-
ter?” Dpleaded the little signora,
changing her tactics.

Under cover of this temporary truce
the culprit made her escape. Alone
again in her room, the cause of all
this trouble sank into a limp little
heap upon the floor, and waited for the
sarth to open at her feet and swallow
her. But after an hour or “two of pa-
tient waiting, the clock on the mantel
ticked off eight hours and admonished
her that, since the earth showed no
sign of coming to her rescue, she had
only two hours in which to decide this
imomentous question and make herself
ready for the ordeal of meeting her
parents’ usual Thursday evening guest.

This was the first crisis she\had ever
had to face with her own judgment.
Heretofore blind impulse had swept her
along well enough, but it was this blind
impulse that had at last brought all
this trouble upon her. .

‘When Thompson, who was so fine
looking after his blond American type,
had asked her under the soft mellow
moonlight to be his wife, her impulse
at that moment had been that life
could offer no finer thing, so she had
told him so promptly and heartily. And
when a few days later she had met
Caspar on her way from vespers, when
the autumn sunset glow tinged all the

world with a tender rosy hue,
and, after telllng her how lone~
some this life was to him away
from his own people, he had

asked her to be his wife, following a
swift impulse of sympathy and forget-
ting for the moment everything but
the compelling earnestness of his eyes,
she had told him “yes.”

And now she was reaping the reward
of her lack of stability of character.
These two men had almost killed each
other for Ler sake, and her mother
had almost died of the shock. It would
have been a just retribution, she told
herself, if she had lost them all and
every other friend she had ever had.
Great waves of contrition surged over
her soul till she was ready to do
anything, make any sacrifice, to undo
as far as possible the harm she had
done.

“Povero padre!” she sighed, recall-
ing her father's anxiety to hush up the
affair and meet his guests as if noth-
ing had happened. She lighted the
candles that flanked her mirror ,and
began slowly taking the pins out of her
hair, thinking the while, more earn-
estly an seriously than she had
ever done in her life. As the
dusky shower fell over her should-
ers, the little mirror returned
her a miserable, sad-eyed pic-
ture that, with an upward glance of
the eyes and a more resigned expres-
sion, might have done for a Mater
Dolorosa.

But it was always diverting to deft
fingers to fashion puffs and ringlets,
especially when the result is so emi-
nently satisfactory. By the time the
last hair-pin was tucked out of sight,
and the last artful curl allowed to
stray at just the right angle, the eyes
in the mirror had fost much of their
saaness. The camellias—stiff, pale,
scentless things—were not easy to ar-
rarge, and required much coaxing to
induce them to nestle contentedly in
her locks. The foliage was stiff and
the stems woody, and somewkere there
was an uncoemfortable pull in her hair.
She did not care, however.

She held her head a trifle higher
and her shoulders just a wee bit
straighter as the mearing of the ca-
mellias grew upon her. Of course she
loved Caspar, and would never dream
of marrying anyone else. Her mother,
she knew, would be happy when she
saw his flowers in her hair. She was
happy, too, because she was doing her
duty. It was so nice to be good. She
wondered how she ever could have
been so headstrong and fickle. Since
the horror of this afternoon’'s barely
averted tragedy, her other self—the
obstinate, fickle girl—seemed centuries
behind her. She nodded almost gayly
to the pale-faced reflection in her mir-
ror with its crown of white camellias.

It was almost ten o'clock. A tap
came at her door. *“The signore says
you will have some notes to be sent,”
came the voice of old Alfredo.

To be sure. Seizing her pen she be-
gan to write. Her hands trembled so
from the recent shock she could not
do it. Resides she had not time to
say what she wanted to say. “Alfredo
shall take my message,” she said to
herself. Still, Alfredo was old and for-
getful; he might make a mistake.

“In a minute, Alfredo,” she called,
seizing on of the reses that stood in
ths window. “This,” she said, “will
tell better than a message or a note.
He will know when he sees this red
rose that my answer is ‘ves,’ and that
I love him.”

Selecting from the bunch a great
rich velvety beauty that lay against
her cheek like a glowing, beating heart,
and almost seemed to throb with the
intensity of its life, she kissed it, and
turned to give it to her messenger.
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But, as she turned, the card that
had been sent with them fluttered to
the floor. “Mr. John Harrison Thomp-
son” it read, as if in silent appeal for
the discarded one. Something in the
Injustice of sending Thompson’s rose
as an answer to Caspar arrested her,
They had been meant to convey the
same message of undying love to her.
“Poor Jack,” she whispered. Then rais-
Ing her eyes to the window where the
soft moonlight streamed over the floor,
“It was just such a night that [—that he
—"" She did not dare to -finish the
thought for fear the memory of that
night would break down her dutiful
resolve. Stiil, just for the sake of the
argument, she mused, suppose that she
had chosen Jack. Her parents, she
linew, would never hear to such a
thing, but suppose that, as Jack had
planned, they had run away. Little
rills and thrills of excitement quive
ered through her frame at the mere
fancy. It had all been so delicious to
plan! Then, as the wife of an Ameri-
can signore, she would live in the
American part of the town, meet Amer-
ican people, travel, perhaps, over the
great American continant, and come in
time to be herself almost American.
That had been her dearest dream.

HAD AN EXCUSE.

(1) Guss was going to meet his best
girl, thinking how well his new high
hat looked.

Turning to light another gas jet, she
struck a match on the sole of her
slipper--a thing no well-conducted
Italian girl would ever think of do-f
ing, but having once seen it done on |
the stage, she deemed it a national |
habit. I

Another tap at the door. “Is tho!
signorina’s note ready?” asked Al- |
fredo.

She had forgotten all about her an-
swer in her reverie.

“In a minute, Alfredo,” she an-
swerd again, as she cast about fm'l
some token for Thompson. She could |
not bring herself to pen the cruel |
words, for he had believed so confi-
dently in her. She might take one of
the stiff, scentless white things she
had in her hair to send him. Sho
laughed a hard little laugh at the
mockery of exchangingz their flowers.
He could not fail to understand its
meaning. It would be the admission
of the white feather, and the cold,
scentless thing would tell him as well
as any words that her love for him was
dead. Well, she would choose as small a
one as she could to make the hurt as
small as possible. Poor Jack! She
would probably never see him again,
he would some day férget her and
marry some one else, but she would
always go on loving him because she
could not help it.

“Natalia, Natalia!” came the signo-
ra’s voice from the hall.

“In a minute,” she answered ner-
vously. ‘It must be ten o'clock.”

“Run every step of the way, Alfre-
do!” she commanded the stiff old serv-
ant, as if it were through his fault that
she was late, “it is almost ten now, and
you must not be late.”

“Oh, my dear daughter,” the little
signora murmured, weeping anew at
the sight of Caspar's camellias, this
time for joy, “I knew all the time that
you would make the right choice. You
are too much your mother's own
daughter not to see the right course
at last.” And drawing her tall daugh-
ter’s face down to a level with her own,
she kissed her tenderly.

The old signore also drew her aside,
and whispered: ‘I am glad to forglve
all the past anxiety your foolishness
has given us, in my content at knowing
you have at last decided, and so wise-
ly.”

The girl's eyes beamed with happi-
ness all evening. Not a trace of the
storm-clouds that had darkened her
eyes a few hours before was left. The
guests that came anticipating new rev-
clations of the rumored scene were
amazed to receive the amnouncement
of the betrothal of Natalia to her fa-
ther's friend, Caspar.

“it nrust have been a mistake,” they
begam to whisper in disappointed tones.

Natalia, although she felt a battery
of curious eyes always upon her, re-
ceived the showers of felicitation
that were bestowed upon her. and was
correspondingly light-hearted ana hap-
pPy. And when the guests had at last
departed, she kissed her parents fond-
ly and tripped gayly off to bed. Fling-
ing herself down by the window she
gave herself up to the joy of the mo-
inent—the joy of well-doing and the
wholesome, happy consciousness of
baving done what was right and being
restored to the favor of her dear par-
ents. The willful, wicked girl who had
stood at the same window only a few
hours before seemed a trivial, un-
worthy thing compared with this good,
dutifu! daughter.

“My love is like a red, red rose!”

Had she slept, and was she dream-
ing? Was she to be haunted all her
life by the echo of Jack's whistle?

Again the sound, guarded and low,
but clear, insistent, and compelling.

The window opened softly. “Oh,
Jack, go away,” a timid little voice
pleaded. “I'm going to marry Caspar.”
Her voice grew firmer as she repeated
her sclf-denunciation and her mar-
tyr-spirit arose.

But Jack was American, and inven-
tive in his way. The martyr-spirit
flagged under fire. Ten minutes be-
fore her'life had been dedicated to the
love of Caspar. But Jack would not
go away. Then another sudden im-
pulse scized her. O blessed impulse,
that saves so much tiresome thinking!

It was not-all quite simple and plain,
The window was not high, and Jack
was so athletic and strong.

“1 told them they should know my de-
cision to-night,” she murmured, sooth-
ingly, to her :onscience, *“and they
probably will ‘~San Francisco Argo-
naut,

——

Compiimentary.
She--Then you .selieve in nothing?
He—1 believe in ¢ verything I can un-

derstand.
“0, well, that amou3ts to the sama
thing."—Stray Storics,

(2) Naw we know why Guss' girl
waited in vain for an hour. Guss had
gone to get his golf cap.

OXEN BURIED BY BLIZZARD.

Memorable Incident of the Severe
Winter of 1885 on the Minn-
esota Prairies.

A clergyman vouches for the truth ot
a story which would otherwise be in-
credible. The winter of 1885 was the
coldest in the experience of Minnesota
farmers and the live stock suffered ter-
ribly, says the Chicago Chronicle.
About a mile from the clergyman's
house was a piece of timber. He kept
his oxen busy, he says, hauling wood to
his house. The snow lay three feet deep,
and the sledding was good. On Jan-
uary 1 he yoked his oxen, and, in addi-
tion to the yoke, used some heavy har-
ness, including thick leather traces. It
was one o'clock when he left home, and
in an hour or so he wasloading the wood
on the sled. He adds:

“Meanwhile a blinding blizzard blew
up, sweeping over the prairie at the rate
of 50 miles an hour, and piling up th2
snow in drifts from eight to ten feet
deep. As the winds increased both my-
self and my oxen became chilled to the
marrow, and [ knew that it was certain
death to man and beast to stay out any
longer. >

“Turning the heads of my oxen home-
ward in the very teeth of the blinding
storm I urged them on across the open
space between the timber and my house.
But oxen, however, willing, are never
rapid, and teh one mileseemed ten to me
as the heavy beasts pushed onward.
Feeling that I should surely freeze to
death in a short time, I jumped down
from my load, plunged homeward
through the snow and reached my barn’
in half an hour.

“I knew that my oxen could feel their
way home, and fully expected them to
appear at my barn by nightfall, if, per-
chance, they were not blinded by the
storm or lost by the increasing drifts.
But night came on and no oxen.

“The storm abated and I started out
with my hired man to find my missing
cattle and my load of wood. We floun-
dered through the snow toward the tim-
ber, but the oxen were nowhere to be
seen. We hunted all night long and
arrived home just in time for breakfast,
puzzled and mystified. After breakfast
out we started again, helped this time
by some of our neighbors, but after a
irnitless search we come back, van-
guished.

“No neighbor had seen the oxen and
their disappearance became the sensa-
tion of the neighborhood. They had
either been lost for good, frozen to death
in the deep snow or else had wandered
off across the prairie to some distant
farmer's barn. We advertised in the
country papers, offering a reward of
$200 for the return of the oxen and the
wood. One week, two, three, passed by,
but still no solution.

“It was January 31. There had been
a thaw for several days and much of the
snow on the prairie had disappeared,
leaving only one foot in depth, except in
the deep hollows of my ranch. I was
driving a team of heavy farm horses
over to the timber to get another load
of wood, when, on passing through a
small ravine a little to one side of the
ordinary road I noticed a movement in
the snow.

“Drawing in my reins, I alighted,
walked about ten feet from my horses,
and, lo! there were my oxen alive, yoked
together, standing in four feet of snow,
with just enough of their bodies visible
above the snow to make a movement vis-
ible.

“They had been caught between the
stumps of two trees and there they had
been for 30 days, unable to move, and
saved from freezing to death only by the
deep snow that so mercifully had cov-
ered them.

“They had eaten everything within
reach, including the leather harness,
most of the wood of the sled pole, the
bark of the tree trunks, the twigs and
sticks lying around and the roots of the
trees to a depth of three feet. There they
had stood for 30 days. They were living
skeletons. Every bone was visible. Yet
they were able to walk home, and atter
careful feeding for another 30 days they
were as strong as ever, and were faith-
ful animals on my farm for ten years
afterward.”

APPLE-TIME.

We Ist loves to go to gran'ma’s
Appie time,

When the trees ist loaded awful
An' we ciimb.

'N get ist all the beauties,
Ev'ry one;

Up 'fore day to help 'em gather—
Awful fun!

Gre't big Baldwins, yaller Midas,
Sour crabs,

'Nen when we see extry beauties,
We ist grabs!

Appie-pie, 'n' apple-dumplin’s,
Cider, too!

*Nen we have to have a dector
‘Fore we're through,

We ist loves to go to gran'ma's,
An' to climb .

Wkhen the trees ist awful leaded,
Apple-time,

—St. Nicholas,

LAPPS ARE INDEPENDENT.

Nominally They Are Subjects of the
Czar, Virtually They Are Free
as the North Wind.

In the Russian empire is a race of
people who are supposed to be under
the czar's rule, but who are practical-
ly independent, for the simple reason
that the Russian soldiers cannot get
at them. Everybody has heard of
Lapland, in northern Europe, but
there are two kinds of Lapland. One
is ¢n the very edge of the continent,
in a country so barren and desolate
that about the only living creatures in
it are the reindeer on which the
northern Lapp exists, the wolves,
which live on the reindeer, and the
Lapp himself.

In this territory, says the New York
Tribune, the ‘herder Lapps roam at
will. The country is more passable in
winter than in summer, for it is tra-
versed by numerous rivers and marsh-
es, which can be crossed only when
frozen over, unless the traveler carries
his boat on his back. But with the
coming of winter the Lapps utilize the
icebound rivers as thoroughfares in
their travels. They know the best
foraging grounds and the places where
shelter may be afforded for a week’s

THE HOME OF A LAPP,

encampment. The resting places of
these nomads within the arctic circle
depend upon the moss patches—the
food of the reindeer. When it has
been eaten off the ground they must
strike camp and go elsewhers: As a
herd of 100 deer will soon strip half a
dozen acres of the moss growth, it
does not take long for them to eat up
everything around the settlement,
even the shoots of the birch and wil-
low trees, as far up us they can reach.
So away goes the band, and the place
may be deserted for several years, as
it requires three or four seasons for
the mcss again to spread over the
ground from which it has been eaten.
This is wky the Lapp wanders
through valley and over plain, as does
the tribesman of the desert. He must
move to live, but this sort of life has
sharpened hLis wits, and he is as
shrowd at driving a bargain as the
proverbial Yankee or Scotchman.

It is not strange that the aged
women are ugly when it is remem-
bered that years of bending over the
fireside with the inevitable pipe have
smoked them within and without al-
most into living mummies. When
placed in her pulkah during the fam-
ily migration, grandmother is as bur-
ied in furs as the youngest baby, and
when the tent is put up at the new en-
campment she is the first to be car-
ried in. The fact is that the true Lapp
looks after his old better than his
Young., He may be a thief, liar and
vagabond, but this can be set down
to his credit. After the' aged come
the reindeer, then the younger women
and children.

The average Lapp of the north
country hates water as much as a cat
does. Such a thing as a wash is al-
most unknown. In the winter fam-
llies of a dozen or more live in their
little snow covered huts, crowded to-
gether like sardines in a can. The wa-
ter they need for cooking and drink-
ing comes from the snow, and fuel is
80 scarce that the idea of melting
snow for bathing would be considered
& crime. Consequenuy when spring
comes they leave their tents with
their skins nearer the color of leather
than a human tint—the results of
combining dirt and smoke. The Is-
quimau hog been called the dirtiest
race on earith, but it is a question if
the Lapp cannot give an Esquimau

-
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voints and beat him in this respect.
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LAZIEST PEOPLE ON EART}

They Live on the Gold Coast of Wes.
Africa and Are Known as
the Fantis. |

In most civilized countries laziness is
looked upon as a vice. If a man ccesnot
work neither shall he eat, is the rule in
such nations. But in tropical lards,
where nature is very kind, focd can al-
most always be had for the mere gather-
ing. This will explain why the Fantis,
of the west African Gold Ccast, will not
work. A penny a day will enable a Fanti
to live like a fighting cock. Why, there-
fore, should he distress himself? If ha
wants any little extra, such as tobacco
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HEADS,

or strong drink, it is even then hardly
necessary that he should work for it, for
is there not his wife? He believes in a
fair division of labor—the wife earns the
living, and he consumes it. A hundred
Fantis will do less than a dozen English
navvies, and do it badly without a white
overseer. Under a Fanti overseer, they
soon begin to shirk the work and lie
basking in the sun, and by and by the
overseer joins them. Every burden is
carried on the head, Set them to carry
stones from a heap and they will carry
them one by one on their head, walking
to and fro, no matter what the distance.
A contractor for some buildingsat Cape
Coast castle introduced wheelbarrows.
The Fantis rose to the occasion. They
carried the barrows on their heads! =

PUG DRESSED LIKE A BABY

How Teddie’s Mistress Managed‘u
Carry Him Back and Forth “
on Street Cars.. ‘

This is a real true dog story.

He is a pug, and a great pet of his mis-
tress, who is very fond of his fine pedi-
gree. One day she discovered that Ted-
die could not see as well as usual. She
felt as sad as if he were a brother or sis-
ter, and a famous oculist was consulted,
who told her to bring her petdogToTHEe”

They started, but a great obstacle pre-
sented itself. Conductor after conduc-
tor insisted that the dog should not ride
on his car; so it was only after getting
on and off about a dozen times that the
doctor's office was reached.

Teddie was as quiet as could be whila
having his eyes examined, and his mis-
tress was told she must bring him every
day for a month, and all would be done
for him that was possible. So Teddie’s
mistress went to a neighbor who had a
small baby, and borrowed an outfit that
was not too dainty. Teddie kept very
quiet while being dressed in the long
white dress; then a cloak and muslin
cap, and over the face a long white veil.

Thus they started. Immediately upon
entering a car, if it was filled, up would
jump a man to give the lady carrying a
little baby a gpod seat. Teddie never
wagged his little curled-up tail once,
neither did he even bark.

Each day the trip was taken with the
same result—a good seat and a very
quiet baby.

One day the doctor’'s office was filled
with people waiting thehir turn, when a
lady turned politely to Teddie’s mistress
and said: “My turn comes next, but I
will wait for you on account of your
baby. It is so very tiresome to wait with
a baby.”

The doctor opened his door at that mo-
ment and called them both in his pri-
vate office. He said: “I will show you
the very best patient I have,” and took
Teddie carefully in his arms. He threw
back the white veil and disclosed the
dog’s little pug nose and pert little face,
looking out cutely from under the frills
of the cap. :

Teddie can see pretty well out of one
eye now. His mistress expected a huge
bill for the expert’s service, but instead
she received a receipted bill from the
good doctor, with a note sayirg that ag
Teddie was the first patient he had ever
treated of royal dog blood, he esteemed
it a great honor to have been the meaps

of helping him.—Cincinnati Commercial
Tribune.

Japanese Village in Volcano.

A little Japanese village, 30 miles
from the town of Kumamoto, is situ-
ated in the crater of a voleano, which
may some day become active again.
The village, lying 900 feet below the
top of the volcano, the walls of which
are very steep, is quite hidden from
sight. Its 2,000 inhabitants seldom
leave the place.

Easi.r,

Rich’ but Indulgent Uncle—Harry,
my boy, give me a list of the trades-
men you owe.

Spendthrift Nephew — Ei .. uncle,
here’s a list of the fellows I don't owe.
—Chicago Tribune,

+ The Resuit.
Johnny—Papa, what does it mean
when you say a man is good at rée

partee?
g v

1 s

“It means he hasn’t any
r"""g'—,
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Cincinnati Commercial
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