. wandering hither and

o periences in

. bozer.

The gatherlng at the Hawkins'
hofue that night was, I supposs, in
the pature of a house-warming.

The Blossoms, the Ridgeways, the
FEldriiges, the Gordons were there, in
addition to perbaps a dozen and a half
other people whom I had never met.
Also, Mr., Blodgett was there.

0ld Mr. Blodgeit Is Hawkins' fa-
ther-in-law. There is a Mrs. Dlodgett,
too, but she iz really too sweet an old
lady to be placed in the mother-in-law
category.

Blodgett, however, m.s,‘]fes up for a‘ﬂ?:

deficiencies on his wife's part in the
traditional traits, Hs seems to have
analyzed Hawkins with expert care
and precision—to have appraised and
clagslfie® his character and  attain-
ments to a nicety.

Consequently, Hawkins and Mr
Biodzett are rarely to be observed
thither
their arms about each other’s waisia

Finaily, T was there myself with my
wife,

It seems almost superfluous io men-
tion my presence. Whenever Hawkins
is on the verge of trouble with one of
his eontrivances, some esoteric force
seems fo sweep me along in his di-
rection with resiztless energy. .

Qometimes 1 wonder what Hawking
did fér s victim before we met—but
Iet that be,

Dinner had heen lvely, for the
guests were mainly voung, and the
wines ‘such as Hawkins can afford;
but when we had assembled In the
drawing-room, conversation seemed to
slow down somewhat, and to pass oyer
to a lanenid disenssion of the house a5
a sort of relaxation,

THen it was that a pert miss from
one of the Oranges remarked:

“Yes, the frescoing is lovely—almost
all of it. But—whosver could have
deslgned that frieze, Mr. Hawkins?

“Fr__that frieze?! repeated the ia-
ventor, a liftle nneomfortably, indi-
cating the insans-loolking strip; of
painting a foot or sd wide which rzn
along under the ceiling.

“Yes it's go funny. Nothing but
dots and dots and  dots Whesvear
could have coneeived such ﬂ.l'l. idea?!’

“wWell, 1 did, Miss Mather,” Hawkins
replied,  ©I deslzned that myself”

“On, did you?' murmured the in-
‘quisitive ome, going red.

Hawkins turned to me, and the girl
gnbsided; but old Mir. Blodgett lad
overheard. He felt constrained ta put
in, with his nsual tactful thought and
grating, nasal volee:

“It's hideous—simply hideous. _I
don't gee—1 can't see the sense in
gpending that amount of money in
plastering painted roses and undressed
young ones all over the ceiling, Her-
bert."

“No?" said Hawkinsg,
teeth.

“Tolly—pure folly,” erunted the old

between his

gentleman, “No redsop for it—no
reason under the sun.” :
Hawkins at least reserves family

dissensions for family occasions. 1
held his peace and his tongue.
“Yes, sir,” persisted Blodgetit,

“pverything else out of the guestion,
the house mizhi catch fire to-night.
and vour entire swck of peinted ba-
bies zo up In smoke. Then where'd
they he® Eh?”

“Qeg here” sald Hawkins, goaded
tntp speech, “you just keep your mind
easy on that score at least, will you,
papa, dear?”

“yhat's that? What's that?”! :

“ihis house dsn't. geing wp o In
emoke,” went on ihe inventor, tarily.
“You ecan take my word for it

“Ysn’t, éh?” jeered the elderly Blod-
gett with his nasty sneering Htile
chuckle. “And how do you know it's
not? Eh? Smarter men than yon,
my hoy, and in better huilt housea
have—"

“T.ock here! This particular place
isn't zoing to barm, because—" Haw-
kins rapped out,

“What isn't going to burn, Her-
bert?? inauired Mrs. Hawkins, with &
cold, warning glance at her hushand
as she perceived that hostilities were
in pragrcss.  “Is he teasing you again,
rapa®™ J

“Tegsing me!” sniffed Blodgeit with
an nnpleasant leer at Hawkins.

opensing that antiguity!” Hawkins
growled in my ear. "Say, isn’t that
enough to—"

“Tion't whisper, Herbert—it isn’t po-
Hte,” continved Mrs. Hawkins, the
playfulness of her manner somewhat
belied by the glitter in her eye. “Let
s all into the secret.”

"[th, there's no serrel,
wentor, shortly.

“No dance, either,” pouted the girl
from Jersey, who was an intimate of
the family.

It was the siznal for the light fan-
tastic business to begin. Hawkins ia
notorionsly out of  sympathy = with
dancing. He took my arm and guided
me stealthily from the drawing-room.

“pPhew!™ remarked the inventor
when we had settled ourselves up-
stairs with & couple of cigars. “Say,

Griggs, da you stil] wonider at crime?”

“Meaning?” i

“Meaninz dear Papa Blodgett'”
spapped Hawkins. “Henestly, do you
believe it would be really wicked to
lure that old human pussy-cat down
cellar and sort of lose him through
the furnace-door?”

“Ton’t talk nensepse, Hawking™ I
laughed.

“It isn’t nonzense. It's the way I
feel. But I'll get squars on that spite-
ful tomgue of his some day—and when

Wwith ' conldn’t burn up this house i ¥ou

" said the in-|
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I do! Thers isn't anything sweeter
wailing for me in Heaven than to feel
mysell emptyving a pesa of dishwater
on that old reprobate from ope of the
Jpper windows.

“Why, Griggs, sometimwes In  the
aight I dream I have him on tie foor,
that I'm just getiing even for some
of the thines he's szaid to me and
about me, and I wake up in'a drip-
ping perspiration and—"

“Btop, Hawkins!” I gulfawed.

“Sirikes you funny, too, does L3771
“1 sup-:

the inventer crled angrily.
pose you think it's all right for him
to talk az he does?
ratlons, tell me theyll
gome day, and all that?”

“Well, but they might.”

“They might not!” shouted Haw-
kinzs in a fury. ‘‘You deon’t know any
more about it than he does Yon

soaked every carpet la it with eill”

“Why not?”
“Ahg! Why not? That's just the
polnt.  Why not, to be gure? Be-

cause it's all prepared for ahead of
time”
“Private
1 queried.
“Private wire to Halifax! There's
o private’ wire about it. See hers,
Grlgzs, do yon supposs that poor lit-
tle brain of yours coulldl comprehend a
truly great igea?”’
¥It could try,” I sail, meekly.
“Then listen. You remember those
dots en the frieze all through the
house?  Yon do? All right. Just |
close your eves and concelve a littl

wire to the engine-house?™

metal {ube ranning back into the wall. |

: { —carbonate of lime, you know.
Criticise my deco- |
all burn up

THE CHEMICO-SPRINKLER SYSTEM.

4 wooden affair, lined with lead.

Over the top, and some two feel
Ebove the tank proper, the heavy
cover was suspended by & weird sys-
tem of pulleys and electric wires. To
‘ithe under side of the cover was fas-
tened a big glass sphere filled with
white stuff.

Tt was a remarkable contrivance.

“There—that’s simple, isn't it?"
said Hawkins, with a happy smile

It may be If you understand it

“Why, just look here. See that big
glass ball? That's full of marble dust
The
tank is filled with weak sulpburic
#cid, When the bzll drops into the
acld—what happens?”’

“¥ou have a nasty job fishing it out
again?” :

“Not at all. It smashes’ Into fiin-
ders, the marble dust combines with
the sulphurie acid, and forms a nen-
tral liguid, bubbling with earbonic
acid. DEven vou, Griges, must koow
that earbonie acid gas will put out
any fire, without damaging anything
There you are.”

“[ see. You smell fire, rush up here
and knock that ball into the tank, and
the house is flonded through the dots
in vour frieze. Remarkable!”

“Oh, 1 don’t even have to come up
here,” smiled Hawiking. ‘“See that?

“That"” was a little atrand of plati-
num wire in a niche in the wall.

“That's just a test fuse, "so that 1
can ses that she's all in working or-
{der,” pursued the inventor, leaning
his cizar against it. "“There’s half a
'dozen of them in ‘every room in the
e, AS soon a5 the heat touches

Immagine the litile tube opening into | them, they melt and set off my electric

a large supply pipe in the wall.
“Ig that clear?

Then conceive that
the supply pipe in each toom copnescts |

!release-—-zmd down drops the cover of

the tank—ball and sl The  bail
breaks, the wvalve at the hottom opcns

e
“T'm gure I don't know."
“Put I had it up-stairs. We were
both smoking.™®
“So you did”

1 :said. "The last I

saw of it you leaned it against that|

fuse thing—" i

“fireat Seott! Thal’s what T didr™
gasped the invenfor, turning white,

“Well, what of ft7"

“Why, suppose the infernal thing
has burned down to the fusc!” cried
Hawkins, hearsely. “Suppose it melts
through the wire and sends down that
tap!*

“RViIl it start the siuff running?™

“Sari 1tf 0Of course i£'11 start it
Gee whizz! TI'm going up there now,
Griggst"”

Hawkins made for the  stairs. I
smiled after him, for he seemed rath-
er worked up.

I turned back to the dancers. It
was a pretty sceme. To ithe rhythm
of a particularly seductive waltz, the
gueats were gliding about the floor.
I noted the gay colora of the ladles’
zowns, the flowers, the sparkling dia-
monds.

And then—then I noted the frieze!

My eyes seemed instinctively 1o
travel to that stretch of ugliness—
they fastened upon the dois with a
kind of fascination. And ncne oo
S00M.

From one of the dots spurted forth
what locked like 2 tiny stream of
water. Ancther followed and anether
and vet ancther. The whole multitude
of dots were ralning lignid upon the
dancers from all sides of the room!

The streams came from north, esst
south and west. They came from the
Eallway behind me—a hundred of
them seemed to converge upon my
devoted back. I was fairly soaled
through in a second.

The Streams Came from Neorth, East, South and Wes:..

with a supgply in the rear of the house,
and that the big pipe terminatezs—or
rather begins—in = big tank on the
top flogor?™

“But what aon earth is it all?”

“It's the Hawkins Chemieo-3prink-
ler System!” annowvrnced the inventor.
“For the Lord's sake!' 1 gasped,
“Yeas, gir!  It's something like the
sprinklinz syatem yon see in factories.
Lut all concealed-—perfectly adapted
to private house purposes. Every one

of thoss dofs is simply a lttle hole|

iz the wall fhrough which, in case of
fire, will flovr quart afier quart of my

chemieal fire-extinguisher? How's
that?"” ;
“Er—i=z the tank full? I asked,

glding hurriedly away from the wall

“0f conrse it is. Oh, sit where you
were, (-lggs, don't drag in  that
asinine clownishmess of yours. Or,
better still, eome up with me and see
the business end of the thing—ihe
tank and all that

“The stuff isn't inflammable, iz it?
We're smoking, yon know.™”

“an  inflammable fire-extinguishing
Hguid!” eried Hawkins. “Why, can't
you understand that—bah!”

He laid a conrse to the upper re-
gions and I followed.

“Out here in the extension,” he ex-
plained, when we reached the tiop
fioer. “Therel™

We stood in a bare roomm, whose

emptiness was aceentuated by the eold,
electric light.

Furnishings it had none, save for
the big tank in the center. This was

automatically—and down goes  the
tank, full of extinguisher.”

“Well, 1 must say it
tieal.”

“It-1s'" asserted Hawkins. "“Some
night—if the night ever comes—when
¥ou see a roarving blaze in one of {hese
rooms subdued n ten seconds by the
gentle drizzle that comes out of that
frieze, you will—"

“Mr, Hawking, sir”  interrupted
Hawkins’ butler at the door.

“Well, Wilifam?"

“Mrs. Hawkins, sir, she says as how
your presence is desired down-stalrs”

“On, ell right” said the inventor,
wearily. “I'll he down directly.”

“No rest for tne wicked,” he com-
mgnied to me. “Come on, Griggs,
we'll have to dance.”

The festivity was in full swing when
we desesnded.

Mrs. Hawking came over to ua and
réemarked in low tones to her spouse:

“Now just try to make yourseif
agreeable, Herbert. It's not niee for
you to steal away and smoke”

“T'm not smoking.'

“Mr, Griges ia”

“Sa I am,” I said, suddenly realiz-
ing the fact. “William, will you dis-
pose of this, please?”

“Now go right in, both of you,'" Mrs.
Hawkins began. Then she was called
away.

“Grizgs!” muttered Hawkinz,
thoughtfully tapping hig forehead.

“Yeg?"

“What—what the deunce did I do

looks prace

with my cigar?”

The pasnic can bardly be fancled.
Men and women shrieked together in
the utter amazement of the thing
They laughed aloud, some of them,
Others cried out in terror.

They leaped and sprang back and
forth, io this side and that, in the
vain endeavor te dodge the innumer-
able streame. Some siipped and al-
moest fell, earrying down others with
them. And all were doused.

Then, a2 suddenly as it had started,
the flood ceased.

“yyell, God bless my soull!” ejacu-

*!lated Mr. Blodgett, putting up 2 hand

ip wring his collar. “What in Heav-
en’s name hagpened?”

“YGreat Caesar's ghost!” gald Haw-
kins’® voice behind me.

He hmad returned from his frip to
ihe top floor extension.

“T’s all right,” he called with
cheery indifference to the contrary
sentiments of two dozen = people.
‘“There’'s no danger. It won't haort
you."”

“But it does. It bites!” cried the
zirl from Jersey. “What - i5 §7
Where did it come from?"

“Yes, it does bite! It smartz awful-
1y! By Jove! The stuff's eating me!
What Iz it, Hawkins? Ok, Mr. Haw-
kins, wherever did it eome from?
Why, It ran out of these dots—I saw
it! What iz 1£?" echoed from different
parts of the room. ;

“It’s only my sprinkler—my  fire-
extinguisher,”” Hawking  explained.
“It went off by aceident, you see:

There's nothing In it to hurt you. It's

perfectly neuntral, 300l
imagination.”

“Bat it dees!” cried Mr3, Gordon.
“It stings Tike acid. It actually scems
to He eating my skin!”

“Bite! I should  say it (hc!!"
growled 'Mr. Blodgetf. “It's chewing
my hands offi--I believe it's carbolie
acid. I'do—F1l swear 1 do. No smell
—but it’s been deodorized. That's It
~—earbolic aeid!”. :

“Carbolic fiddlesticks!” sasid Haw-
Lins, -

Then'a puzzled exprossion came into
bis eyes. He ralsed one of his wet
hands and fasted it—and spat vic-
lently.

“Bayl
he eried.

Hawklns darted off up-stairs. I
could hear him bounding along, two
:ten\s at a time, until he reached the

op.

Bilence ensued for a few seconds,
save for an exclamation here and
there, a8 cne or another of the guesis
disegvered that his or her neck or ear
OF AT Was smarting.

Then the servants piled up from hes
low. They, too, were wet and frizht-
ened. They, too, had discovered that
‘the liquid emitted by the Hawkins
Chemico-Sprinkler Systermn  bit  Into
the human epidermuis like fire,

“Phat Is #t? Phat {3 {t?" the cool
wag drearily Intorming, when hurrying
footsteps turned my attemtion once
more to the stairs.

Hawhins was coming down at =
gallop.  In his arms he ciqrried a Eeg,
which dribbled while powder over the
heantiful carpet,

“Bay,” he shouled te me.
ball didn’t bust!™

“It dide't?" I cried.

“No! There's po marble dust in
the stuff!” said the inventor, landing
on the floor with a final jump and
tearing into the parlor. *“It's pure,
diluted sulphuric acid!”™

“Acid!™ shrieked a dozen ladies,

“Yes!” groaned Hawkins, depositing
his kez on the floor. "“But we'll get
the hest of it. Wlillam, bring op a
wash-tnb full of water! Mary, g0 zet
all the washrazs in the hguse!
Quick!"”

The homely household articles ar-
rived within a minute or two.

“Now,” continned Hawkins, dump-
ing half the keg into the tub. “That's
haking soda. It'll neutralize the acid.
Here, everybody,  Dip a rag in here
and wash off the acid.

“Oh, hang propriety and decency
and conventiomality and all the rest
of it!” he vociferated as some of the
ladies, guite warrantably hung baeck.
“Giet at the acid before It gets at yeu!
Don't you—can’t you undarstand?
1t’il barn inte your skiu in = little
while! Come oni’

There was no hesitation after that.
Men and women alike made frantical-

It can’t blte—&h

Hold on! Wait a minute!”

“That

iy for the tub, dipped ecloths In the |

liquid, and laved industriously hands
and arms and cheeks that were al-
ready sore and burning.

Pieture the scene: A dozéen women
in evening dress, a dozen men in
swallow-tails,” eclustered around a
washiub there in  Hawking' « parlor,
working for dear life with the spak-
ing cloths.

Ludicrous, impossible, it was Just
the sort of thing that eould happen

under Hawlkins' roof and nowhere clse’
—barring perhzps A retreat for the

insane:

Later the exmterr‘ent gubsided. The
iadies, disheveled a3 to hair, carry-
ing costumes whose glory had depart-
ed forever, retired to the chambers
above for such further repairs as
mizht be possible, The men, too, un-
der William’s guidance, went fo draw
upon Hawkins' wardrobe for clothes
in which to return home,

The inventor, Mr. Elodzett, and my-
self were left together in the drawing
TOOIm.

“Well, it's a good thing that was
dllnted aeid instead of strong, isn’t
it, Grizgs?” remarked Hawlkins, “Orig-
ingily I had intended using the strong
acid, you know, for the reason—"

“Aanah!” eried Mr. Blodgeit. “So
that was more of your imbecile in-
véniing, was it? Fire-extinguisher!
Bah! ‘I thought nobedy but you could
have conceived the idea like that!
What vnder the san did you let off
your infernal contrivance for??’

“On, I just did It to spite yon,
papa,’” said Hawkins, with weary sar-
casm,

“By George, sir, I believe you alars
snapped the old gentleman. “It's like
sau!. Lock at my coat, sir! Look
at—

I was edging away when Mrs. Hawk-
ins entered. She was clad In somber
black now, and her cheeks flamed scar-
let; wnith mortification,

“Well!” she exclaimed.

“Well, my dear?’ said Ha.wkms
bracinz himself,

YA pretly mess you've made of qur
house-warming, haven't you? You and
your idiotic fire-extingnisher!”
"Madam, my Chemleo-Sprinkler sys-
tem i3 one—"

“And pot only the evening spoiled,

and half our friends so enraged at you
that they'll never enter the house
again, but do you know what you'll
have to pay for? DMiss Mather's dress
‘zlone, I happen to know, cost 32000
And Mrs, Gorden’s gown came from
Pariz lust week—$450! And I was with
Neille Ridgeway thes day she bought
that white satin dress she had om.
It eost—""
- "Glad of it!” interposed BElodgett,
with a fiendish chuckle. “Serves him
jolly well right! If you'd listened to
me 15 years ago, Edith, when I told
Fou not to marry that fool—"

“Griggs! W-w-w-where are you go=-
inz?’ Hawking called, weakly.

“Home!” I aaid, decidedly, making
for tte hall, “I think my wifa's ready.
And I'm afraid my hair’s loosening up,
too, where your fire-extinguished wet
it. Good night.

{Copyright, 1906, by W. G. Chapman.)

U. S. SOLDIERS ON A BEE HUNT

C. Childs, c:o:ﬁpamr I, Tweniy-sev
enth Massachusetts, teils the follow-
ing amusing incident of his war €x-
the Natignal Tribune:
“Omne hot day at Newbern, N. G, in
1362 when our regiment was doing
picket duty at Deep Gully, about eight
miles up the railread from Newbern,
two of my comrades came up and
proposed that we gZo and zet some

We took two pails ani Teft

pamp for a plantaiion aboni one mile
out. We arrived safely and found ten
swarms ©of Dees, but as luck would
have it the owner of the insects, his
wife, danghier and a bloodhonnd were
watching them. Though we tried, we
could make no headway with the
vigilant watchers. and finaily resolved

to move on and try our luck at an-

other plenfation where I knew there
were two zwarms of bees. The hives

were located on either side of the
door of the House, a small one-story
building containing two rooms. We
decided that one of the boys should
engage the old man in conversation
and keep him to fhe rear. 1 was fo
stop up the holez in the hives and
lieep a lookeut for the lady of the

with our operations. and the third
oian, Morgan, was to take the Dbees,

Everything  worked well, and soon'I
saw Morgan running across. the fleld
with ene bea hive. In those days
hives were made of hollow logs, with
hoards naifled on the ends and holes
cut in them to let the bees go in and
out. I followeid him as soon as pos-
sibile, first notifying our other com-
panion that we had the bees. When

I caught up to Morgan I discovered!
that one end of the bee hive had |
honse, In case she tried to interfere { come off and he was having a hot,nothmg suspicions abont camn.

time. 1 threw my coat over the hive |

excliement we had entirely forzotien
them, and Morgan offered to go back
after them. I guess he was glad
enough io get away from those pesky
little bees. By the time he pot back
I had killed all the bees, and we
bastily filied our pails and hurried
off to camp. The old man came to seg
the colonel next day, but we had cove
ered our tracks well, and he found
As
isoun 85 nie went we boys took fthe

and asked tor the pmie quzek In our icalonel some of tha ‘best hone;r 2

‘years after the baby came Mra. Oz

for the famine striciren of those conn-

“IGIRL KEEPS VOW
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HAS NOT SPUKEﬁ TO ONE FOR
TWENTY-FIVE YEARS.

WAS DISAPPOINTED IN LOVE

Father Crdered Her Flance from the
Housge, and Daughter Has Not
Spoken to Him ar Other
Man Since.

New York.—The vow taken by the
beauliful Caroline Osborne 25 years
g0, when a stern father forbade her
marriaze to her betrotbed, that she
would never look upon or speak to
2 man again, has been kept so re-
liglously all these years that the few
remaining  people of the onece pros..
perous viliaze of Bakerville, in the
Litehfleld ~ hills, near = Waterbury,
Conn, no longer regard her with cu-
riosily.  ‘They have come to respect
the sad consisteney of the recluse,
whaose beanty has  slowly  withered
under the blighting infiuence of her
greal disgppointment.

They say in Bﬂherﬁville that “Cal-
He” Oseborne, as she is known, will
go to the grave without taking the
slightest notlee of the exisience of
the father whose opposition to her
marriage seared her soul and caused
her to remcunee the world. He passed
from her life that fateful Christmas
eve a guarter of a century ago, when,
fn terrible anger he ordered her
sweetheart, Arthur Lampsins, from
his deor, and told him never to seek
his davghter agzain, ;

Albert Osborne, the father, is now
76 years old, and If he has ever re-:
gretted the act he has not given !
sign of it to his neighbors. The
daughter lives with the father, but
in separate apartments. When she
anpears on the strteet she is always
veiled and hooded. She never looks
a4t a man, and the times she has
spoken to her girlhood women friends !
cap be numbered,

More than 50 years ago Albert Os-
borne married Caroline Baker, the
second daughter of Asathony Balker,
then the richest man in Bakersville,
and the son of Scot Baker, whoabout
100 years ago founded the hamlet
which bears his name. Tpon the
death of Anthony Baker his daughter !
inherited most of his wealth.

To the Osbornes was born a daugh-
ter, who was christened with her
mother's given name, Caroline. Three

borne died. The mother left her for-
tune in trust for the daueghter.
Thus it was that Caroline Osborne
became in later years the heiress
whose hand and heart were souzht

by the elizible swains of the neighbor- |

hood. Iarly she gave promise of
beauty, and as she blossomed into

slisdiseiedisisieietiaietioie st
ROOSTER AS MIGE CATCHER

MISSOURI MAN RAISES FOWLS
WHICH ARE USEFUL.
A Brood of About Fifty Have All Be-
come Expert at the Eusmess.

Jefferson. C:fy, Mo.—Frank Ramsey,
of this eity, has made a diseovery that

Ramssy’s Sagacioo Hooaters are
the Terror of Mice,
will interest chicken fanclers and

sronae the envy of some writers of
snake stories. It is to the effect that
zame chickens can be faoght +tfo
eateh mice, and that when one of a
brood once acquires this koowledge,
all the others readily take it up. Mr.
Ramsey =ays that no mlice can Iive
arpund premises when game chickens
nave once learned to kill and devour
them,
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YEAR FULL OF CALAMITIES.

Disastrouz Record of 1906 Mot Likely
to Be Broken Scon.

This vear will pass into history
with a black record of calamifies un-
excelled in length. We hope it will
be many 4 vear before the record of
1906 shall be broken. HRussfz and
Japan have been famine stricken, but
as that was at least in part the re
gult of war it ecannot wholly = be
charged to the account of nature. But
while we were taking up collections

tries there occurred the terrible erup-
tion of Vesuvius. The sufferersfrom
that had been only partially relieved
when the San Francisco earthquake

l'alled.

lasts.”

JORE

womanhood the promise was @ ful-
Caroline was of a vivaclons
temperament; with rosy cheeks and
fair halr. BSome said in those days
that such a bhlithe, care-free girl was
boind to have some great trouble im
her life. Caroline Jaughed at these.
“Fm going to erxjoy youth while it
she had been heard to =ay.
“There will be time for serious trou-
ble later.”

There was a cha‘nge however, when
Walter Lumpkins came along. He had
been used to city life, and was unlika
the men of Caroline’s acqusinianece.
He was a handsome fellow, about iwo

: years older than she, and wore clothes

that looked apd fitted better than
thoge of the young men of the vik

For Twenty-Five Years She Has Gone
Heavily Veiled.

laze. In a& faw montha’ timg sheand
Lumpkins wera zccepted lovers. =

Finally the young peopls Decama
secretly engaged: The village people
gay it was upon a Christmas eve that
Walter Lumpkins agked Albert Os
borne for the hand of his daughier.
It is sald that there was a  Beene
which ended in the father ordering
the young man from the house, de
spite the pleadings of the daughter.

“1 will never speak to you or any
other man again. Neither will I look
at or allow any man ito gee my face”
were the words that Bakersville peo-
ple say Caroline spoke to her earazed
father,

A long illness followed, znd when
she grew well the roses had fled from
her cheeks, never to return.  For
many years the girl did not bea;ve the
house.

Lumpking ia now 2 wen.!th}‘ mep
chant in. a city not far rrm:n l\uﬂr
York, and has a wife.

o;:i.ﬁoﬁoﬁ.ﬁoﬁoﬁaﬁoﬁ.ﬁinoﬁpﬁ

‘He is the owner of a game rooster
that has tanght mice killing to 2 brood
i of about 50 game chickens. Whers
the rooster acguired this know:eﬂge
Mr. Rameey does not know., He was
first apprized of it by finding the roos-
ter almost ehoked to death as the
result of trying to awallow = mouse
| that was too large for his  throat.
| Following this discovery ha watched
the ehickens more closely. - As the
FOUDE Ones grew np they a.r-quired a
taste for mice, and now they are all
wonderfully expert n catching these
itttle rodents; and hunt for them with
as much show of zeal a8 a cat exhib-
its in the same pursuit. These chick-
ens have not orly rid his father’s bara
of mice, but they engaze in hunting
expeditions in the nelghborhood.

Mr. Rgmsey is the ¢on of Cel
George . Ramsey, a well known poll
tician, and a big tie and timber coms
tractor. He resides with hig father
in: the southern part of the city, and
iz a great chicken faneler. He says
he will pit his old game rooster azainst
#ny cat in the country in the matter
of killing mice, both In number of
mice killed and in guickness in tabeh-
ing the same. : -

S
it's Differant There.

“I read gsomewhere the other day,™
‘mald the sweet young thing, “that one
of the Hikesian grand dukes grafted to
the extent of $35,000,000 in cne year.”

“Yes,” replied the ex-insurance offi-
cial, “over ‘there a man doesn’t have
to divide up with 30 manpy people-in
order to get them to keep their
muouths shut.”—Chicago -Record-Her-
gld.

Bagged =n eAngel. : ;
It was night time, and & man was
passing Crayford Parish churchyard

‘with his zun over his shoulder, when

he saw what he took for a ghost.
He leveled his piece, and fired, but
hiz alm was wild. He had failed to
wing  hiz _ anarry..  Investigation
showed that the ghost was a sculp
tured angel on a tomb, and le had
shot off one of its toes ~

PCEFPOSOISNT OO OO BEREED

king, and drowned 5000 or 106.000
people there and in adiacent waters,
and now disaster comes to our own
land again and Mobile and Pensacola
are nearly destroved by ose of those
hurricanes for which the Culf of Mex-
ico and the Wegt Indles are notori

~ous, and even New Orleans hgs anf

fered heavily.—Philadelphla Record,
MR T G T
He Was Oniy Half Shet. ]
When Harry Smith was in the em
ploy of the R. H. White company. 2ays
& writer in the Boston Herald, he was

wall known Tor hiz dry wit, and when

he went on the police force in Charles
town he was misaed by his feliow-
workers.

On the 17th of June he ha.d eccarion
to-arrest a man who was preity well

and fire appalled the world. Then
came like disasters  to  Valparaiso, !
which in proporiion o the pm:lu!a.tion
and rvesources of  that city and of !
Chili were
Ia Han Erancisco. ;

A few days agzo a typhoon destroyed ;
miftions of doliars’ worth of shipping |

and wa.;er :ront pmperty in Hoag

more terrible than those‘_.

fw t__on thels way tiae anﬂm

under the weather. As they were on
their way to the station house wsme
one threw a torpede which langed
: squarely on the man's straw hat, and
& dropped to his Knees, cryi'sg- “Tog
saot! I'm shot"'

“Come on,” said Smith, cheerflly,
“you're only  halfshot”  And thep




