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And it looked like there was nothin’
doin’, too. Say, it ain’'t often I can
work ,'p a feelin' like that in New
York either. But you take a pay day
afternoon in the bow-wow days, when
the asphalt gets to softenin’ up and
the excursion trains are bein’ sent out
double lieaded, and it's then Broadway
comes nearest to givin® an imitation
'of Main-st. in Skowhegan.

I was just thinkin' about chasin’ my-
self out to Primrose Park and treatin’
the mosquitoes, when up to the curb
rolls a big gasolene parlor car with
the windows all open and one lonesome

gent gittin® np stiff and straight in the |
Even before he opens the |

middie seat.
Sate I feels the cool rushin” out,
and if I'd had my shut I could
have guessed it was either Vice Pres-
ident Fairbanks or Cuyler Hartshorn.
Which was it? Ah, say, you don't
think I'm handin’ the North Pole
didate, do you? It was Cuyler, of
course. Mayb: he ain't such a big
block off the berg as the Indiana gent,
byt in his way Cuyler is a good deal
of a himan frappe. But I don't mind
a little thing like that, specially this
kind of weather. When he
the studio, there ain’'t any
nin' tke electric fans
He's been one of my
quite seme time now, and got
well acquainted that he can almost tell
me from Swifty Joe. That's a
deal for a man whose father-in-l
the main shaft of a trust. E
of that kind? Two or three years
Cuyler was livin’ on the cheap at a cel
lege club, and his whole assets was one
trunk, three shares Standard Oil
common, and the fam'ly coat arms
done in colored ink. Now he
latch key to a double-breasted
on'Riverside drive, sets in at
meetin's, and makes a noise like a
loon when papa-in-law
be around the office.
see him chillin® tre
ten-dollar clerks.
Never had a
He's one of these
not the Palestine
straight front. torpedo bow, fo:
ter—a nose what am. Xolds it
in the alr, Cuyler does, and
past it at you like he wa
gpess what excuse
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: forget that you're third vice president

of 2 trust by marriage and that your

. great-grandfather had his name cut on

28 monument So I near loses my bal-
ance when Cuyler gives
to butt _ito the*limousine.

“Me?"" says I, lookin' around to
if he didn't mean one else
nods his head

“l expect vou'd like to take a
run with me down to Coney Island and
back, wouldn't you?”’ says he.

If it had been John D
wouldn't have gasped harder,
grabbed it gquicker. *“You cou
have picked a more pa
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I might
of Cuyvler's dear
tell you how
their bun
about Cuyler’'s
but iuside of
what the p
practical d

First off,
has all the
was just a swell
st2amboats out
er-in-law bein
was made free
that Mr Cuyler away with
old folks, too, and that's a whole
cheaper than payin’ the passage money
vourselr. A

Mavbe Cuyvler wa'n't achin’
up all these peoints; but I was tryin’
be sociable, so they come
way, hz didn't balk none about
in®” up how much he was savin’.
is. he seemed to enjoy it.

“And by crossing Rrooklyn bridge
stead of taking ti ferry,” says h
can make the
spendin’ a cent.”

“You're a wi
But say, 1
him. ;
loose of some coin
island. Ever know
clear of Coney without
quarter=s? Well 1 ne
until Cuyler showe- e
he stow the
out where the
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way.
garage and
barkers and pullers
can have a fair ? Not him!
don't even unbelt the door We just
rolls up and down Surf-ave. a (‘-)\Jpl;- of
strewin’ pangs of envy like
eprinklin’ sheds w and
we heads for the city again
much as crackin’
nuts.

“Ever tap one
B>:ach
CONUrse,

*“No,” says he: “T always
Juncheon hamper with me.”

Think of a man that has oodles of it
within reach eatin’ cold sandwiches
over a fifteen-mile course just lined
with cafes and road houses' 1 begun
wonderin’ if T shouldn't offer to pay
for half of the gasoiene,

We'd gone a couple of
boulevard from the beach when some-
thin’ happens to the spark, and
Frenchy has to haul up to one side of
the road and crawl underneath with
the monkey wrench. Cuyler and I had
climbed out to stretch our legs In the
parkway; when we most steps on the
queerest lookin’ freak T ever see at
large.

He was squattin’ on the
his back up against a tree, rollin’
cigarctte. And say, I've seen some
fancy regalia worn in place of clothes,
but I never got real close to such a
dippy costume as that! Mostly it was
unbleached cotton, with a couple of
careless folds makin’ the high water
pants. and some more of it draped over
the shoulders and tucked into a red
and green sash. He has a bonnet
made of th: same stuff, a dinky little
vest with si.ver buttons and gold braid
on it. and a pair of shingles tied on his
feet for shoes. Sandals? Mayvbe. But,
parrin’ the bonnet, it was a hot wave
get up for fair.
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“Is it a new deal In bathin’ suits, or
what?” says I to Cuyler.

“An Oriental costume of some sort,”
says he.

“Oh, one of them rug peddlers, eh?”
jsays 1. “He must have strayed from
the island., Wait till I try him with the
Elks’ distress signal.”

With that I puts my thumbs to my
ears and wiggles my fingers, just for a
josh. Ever have them funny fits, when
you feei like you'd got to do some thin’
t+ batty or bust? I guess it must have
| been the effect of bein’ so long with
f(‘uylor. He's always as serious as if
{he was buryin' his grandmeother, and
%a:_a stiff as if his*spine was a zinc rain
| pipe.

Course, I wa'n't lookin’ for any an-
swerin’ move from the mummy. Them
folks never seem real human to me
I've watched 'em squattin’ cross-legged
| in show windows, and you couldn’t tell
| whether they was alive or just wound
up. But some way this fool play of
mine seems to make a hit with this
one. He jerks his chin up, and them
big black eyes of his come open wide.
| So I does it again. I hadn’'t more'n
| started before he wuntangles himself
;and stands up. And say, when he
| straightens out his joints he's a good
deal of a boy—six foot two he was
an inch, and built as lean and stringy

old Fitz.

“Ay vah!” says
deep. “Ayv yah!
goes through motions a good
mwine, only stickin’ fingers
| straight, instead of up.
| “Gee!” says I, “that’'s no great stunt.
{ How’'s thi '
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he, gruntin’ it out
Ay wvah!” Then he
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must have made
thing T knows he bendin’
double, spreadin’ his arms
was goin’ to dive, and
in” the swiftest
heard. It sounded smooth and kind of
| singsongy; but there wasn't a word 1
get next to.

vou catch any of that?” says I
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s edged off to a
watchin® the performance in
fish-eyed way of his. Never a
though. He just shakes his head.
you'll have to slip on another
sayvs I to the stray. “Give it to
s in English. -

He loo mighty puzzled at that:; but
he makes out that he's wastin' breath
talkin’. so he
First he hits himself on the chest, next
{ he points back toward Coney, then he
leans forward. runs his long neck out,

his head from to and
“Oosh! Qecsh!”
“Why

as

safe

is

3116<

t record,”

by

{ bobs side cide
| 2oes
v, sure!” sayvs I. “That’s as plain
print, old leather face. foot
to one of them streets of
camels. Yes, T've
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You're

oachman
Cairo
‘Oosh
next?

heard
y

That's as far as he could go
=0 we stands there #okin’ foolish

other. And, say, come to
close viey

though:
24
each take a
there
‘uss besides just
| siderabl¢ the
| terra from
as f from
as I 1 from
10se like an
that 1

dark. ‘hen the

was somethin’
height. He was
brunette, bein’ a ni
his feet up;
the Rufus Rastus
bein’ an Albino. He
and
like a cat’s do

way he carries

Why, standin
outfit, with

to
con-
on
cotita

eagle
N\ up
the

head and <shoulders!
in that elrcu
legs, he looks imposin’
floor walker you
anybody that ecan
that a s gets

o
Lnere
bare as
s as any

me inter-
Just

the

{ what we’
“Hey,

frian
friend

from

up

Jules backs out
1wachine and strolis

struck.
Frenchy!”

mine taat

then un-
to see

says I. *“Here's a
ain’t had his
naturalized, but has thoughts he
wanis to unload. S’'pose vou try
of your poilyvoo lingo on him.”
Would you believe it? Then two
| norant foreigners goes to chini
|away slick though they'd been
brougzht up on the same block, both of
'em hunchin’ their shoulders, and liftin’
- evebrows, and sawin’ the "air with
r arms, until vou'd think they was
workin’ up for a rough and tumble.
“Ah, don't call him that again,
{ Frenchy,” says I. “What's all the de-
about, anvway?"”
“He s his name
| Boom.”
“Sounds like

of voice

1 got

some
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in’
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! bate
yvsS is Hassen el
it might be so0,” says 1.
“Did he #y anvthing else?”

He had. He'd been givin’ Frenchy
la thumb-nail sketch of his life. Seems
| that Hassan was a sure enough Ayrab
| that had been brought over by the
Some way or other
'd hurt his feelin’s and he’'d up and
{ chucked the job, just walkin’ out
| without sayin’ a ward to nobody. All
{ the wardrobe had was what he has
| on, his capital was a few copper
| pieces that looked like trunk checks,
and didn’'t have any more idea
{ where he was goin’ than a pup in an
| express crate.

“Comfortable way to travel.” says 1.
“Tell him I wish him luck, Jules,” and
I follows Cuyler into the machine.
{ Frenchy has delivered the message
and was gettin’ into his seat, ready to
turn her loose, when Hassan rushes
| over and starts to pile in with us. Cuy-
ler most has & fit at that, and waves
him off with both hands.

“Tell him to clear out, Jules!” says
! he.

But

he

cash

he

Hassan don't act like he was
| takin®' orders from any one. He throws
out a few offhand remarks in French,
gets a grip on the door handle.
| Jules turns to me, grinnin’.

“He says that where you
| goes,” says Frenchy.

“He does, eh?” says I. “Well,
tell Mr. E1 Boom he's got
| guess comin’ to him. I ain't
| any sideshow.”

{ Jules puts that into frog
fireg it at leather face.
has the answer.

“He says yvou are the son of a sheik,
and that he will serve you ,forever!”
savs Frenchy. |

“Gwan!” says . “You tell him from
me that he's a son of a gun and that
he'd better rool his hoop.”

But say, all the impression Frenchy
could make on that lengthy Ayrab was
to set him to bowin’ and scrapin’ and
savin’ over and over that he'd picked
me for his boss. Cuyler seems to think
there’'s somethin® funny about that,
and he comes as near snickerin’ as I
ever see him.

“Gee!” says I, “this is touckin’ if
true. Ask him what kind of work he
can do.”

“He says he can only drive camels,”
says Jules.

“Camels:” says I. “Here, le' me talk
to him. Say, yvou bloomin' long-legged
Ayrab. do 1 look like T owned a me-
lnagerie': Nix! Can’'t use you in my
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never saw any one look
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Ayrab. |

He hangs his head down and acts like |

a dog that has been kicked under the
bed. Even Cuyler, that seldom gets his
mind off him for more'n a minute,
geems to think it's too bad.

“Frenchy,” says 1, “vou teil him to
cheer up. Tell him I'll put his name
on file and next time I need a camel
driver I'll send for him.”

“Gee!” says 1.

But

e

that it dr
hé

ind speak to the beasts,’
“He is sad that the son
find him so un-

) any good.
says
in s e
hy

should

you

vs Fren
f a
worth

“Now wouldn't that crust dou!”’
I to Cuyier. *“I thought E was
shuntin’ a butt-in; but accogdin’
description I've handed a raw deal
a poor relation.”

“These Arabs are sensitive beggars.”

Cuyler, “and he has

taken a fancy to vou.”

sheik

just
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spoken to him as | :
'lagainst it, ain't he?
i Lo

{ to

evidently |

“That'’s no great stunt.

says |

to his |

How’s this?”’

“It's
nin’

thing to have such win-
says 1. "“But he up
What do you say
cartin” him up to town and tryin’
find some of his friends?”

I was lookin® for Cuyler to go up in
the air at that proposition; but he
don't. Havin' figured out that it won't
cost him anything, and that maybe

a great

wWaj is

| he'll have more or less fun with me, he

| says it's the only thing to do.

L ]

So 1 mo-
tions to Hassan to jump in.

“Come on, vou smoked second cou-
™ “Get aboard, and we'll

says 1.

the
spiked

of
camel

, show you
ground that’s
to the track.”

Maybe you think that Ayrab holds
on with both hands and presses down
hard with his feet when Jules begins
to let her out. Not much. He squats
in a corner seat lookin' as calm as
though he was settin” on a rug in front
{of a tent. And him lately landed from
a country where rapid@ transit means a
ride on a humpbacked muley cow!
They're great people, eh? Durin’ the
whole trip he hardly makes a move.

gettin’
ridin’

a way over

got

FACTS ABOUT FINGERS.

You Use Them Daily, but Your Ig-
norance of Them Is Shocking.
There is a very ancient belief,
the Boston Americar, that a blood ves-

sel extends from the base of the fourth
finger of the left hand to the heart,
whence, as alleged, the choice of that
finger for the wedding ring. In liter-
ature allusion to it is made as the
“vena amoris,” or love's vein. Unlike
most notions of the kind, this idea is
entirely correct, for a vein dces arise
directly at the root of the ring finger,
and, running over the back of the hand,
finds it way through the “royal” vein,
the “axillary,” the “subclavian” and the
“innominate’” to the heart. This ves-
sel is very conspicuous, standing out
clearly when the hand hangs limply
downward.

The reason for putting the ripg on
the fourth finger, however, is prob-
ably quite different. Its use for the
purpose goes back to prehistoric times,
and its selection is likely to have been
dée to the fact that it is the least
free in its movements of all the finger.\‘;
Accordingly, a ring engircling it wili
interfere less with the use of the hand
than if placed on any other digit.

it happens that the large tendon of
the fourth finger is attached to thost
of the third and fifth fingers by cross
bands which restrict the movements of
the ringz finger considerably. Anybody
may test this for himself by holding
the third and fifth fingers forcibly bent
and trying at the same time to extend
the ring finger.

The native Australian, who repre-
sents a very degraded and primitive
human type, has a thumb that is set
very far back on the hand, so as to
look somewhat like the toe thumb of
an anthropoid ape. This, of course,
is particularly interesting, because it
seems to represent a stage in the de-
velopment of a member to which man is
mainly indebted for his progress. It
is the “opposable” thumb which passes
over and across the palm, that makes
the hand an efficient instrument.

sayvs

The great apes, such as the gorilla,
the chimpangee and the orang-outang,
more especially the two former, have
fairly developed thumbs: but relatively
to the size to the hand, they are much
smaller than ours, and they are not
“‘opposable.” ‘wnile good-. enough for
trapeze work among the trees they are
poor tools for handling thinmgs.

With the gradual developmient of the
thumb as a too! has comé€ labout the
slow human advance whiclk finds its
ultimate triumph today in wlat we call
civilization. As the hand gadmed great-
er efficiency the brain grewlfor what-
ever the hand was able to ﬂ‘hieve had
its reflex in the mind. Thus,§it may be
sald that the human thumB and the
human brain grew together, the instru-
ment and the directing intelll:ence act-
ing and developing co-ordinately.

Save for the examples afforded by
primitive races, such as the Mustralian
blacks, we have ne typical thumbs, lat-
er than those of the apes, tn compare
with our own. No prehistoric human
thumb nor any parts of the hands of
the peoples, such as the cave dwellers
of early southern France, hgve been
preserved.

The benes of those members, being
small, have disappeared—more’s the
pity, inasmuch as a study of them
would be vastly jnstructive.

In the higher rfices of mankind the
upper bone in the arm is twisted in a
peculiar way, so as to make the hand
a better tool by bringing the thumb
into a more favorable position This
is one of the most curious of nature's
anatomical adaptations. Furthermore,
the muscles of the thumb are so ar-
ranged as to give to that member more
independent acfion than is enjoyed by
any of the other fingers. There is a
flexor and an extensor Yor each joint,
which is net the case with the other
fingers, and the thumb muscles are
extraordinarily strong.

The real wrist, as one might say, is
the elbow joint. 1t is ali hand, prac-
tically speaking, from that point to the
tips of the fingers. When you térn
yvour wrist, it is the whole forearm that
makes the twist; and every movement

|
|
|
1
|

of the fingers is controlled by the mus-
cles of the forearm.

The power to turn the wrist to and
fro at the elbow joint is possessed onily
by human beings and monkeyvs, and
even the higher apes are not able to do
the trick nearly as well as we can. In
this movement the great “biceps” mus-
cle in the upper arm is importantly
concerned, its powerful action in turn-
ing the forearm outward being account-
able for the fact that we are able to
put so much more strengih into the
wrist in that direction than the oppo-
site wayv. Many of our most familiar
tools, Indeed, such as the screwdriver,
are made with reference to the anat-
omical peculiarity in question. It is
for this reason, and no other, that ali
screws turn to the right.

-

AN UNEXPECTED GIFT.
(Youth's

Companion.)

As the brisk philanthropist thrust herI

fare into the cabdriver's hand she saw
that he was wet and apparently cold after
the half hour of pouring rain. ‘Do you
ever take anything when you get soaked
through?’ she asked.

“Yes. ma'am,” said the cabman, with
humility. “I generally do.”

“Wait here in the vestibule,” command-
ed the philanthropist. She inserted her
house key in the lock, opened the door,
and vanished, to reappear a moment la-
ter.

“Here,” she said, putting a2 small en-
velope in ' the man's outstretched hand.
“Phese are two-grain quinine pilis; you
take two of them now and two more in
half an hour.”

e

TWO JUDGES.

{Argonaut.)

A western judge, sitting in chambers,
seeing from the piles of papers in the
lawyvers’ hands that the first case was
likely to be hotly contested, asked: “What
is the amount in question?”’

“Two dollars,” said the plaintiff's coun-
sel.

“I'll pay it,” said the judge, handing
over the money; *“call the next case.”

He had net the patience of Sir William
Grant. who, aftep listening for two days
to the arguments of counsel as to the con-
struction of a eertain act, quietiv ob-
served when they had dome, “That act
has been repealed.”

| BARBER’S NEW WRINKLE.

!Place Where Customers’ Ciothes Are
Dusted With Vacuum Cleaner.
(New York Sun.)

There is at least one barber shop in
New York where they brush your

clothes with a vacuum cleaner.

Here. when the customer steps out
of the barber’s chair and with his check
in ome hand, and reaching in his pock-
et for the money with the other, ad-
vances toward the cashier's desk, the

rush boy—a man it is here—advances
on him, not with the usual old-time
whisk broom, but with this very latest
new-fangled dusting apparatus, a vae-
uum cleaner.

This is in appearance not unlike a
somewhat wide, thin, flat paint or var-
{nish brush with the usual handle, but
from which the bristles had all been
jpulled out. Where the bristles might
have been is the opening into which the
dust is drawn, and trailing away from
the other, what you might call the top
end of the hand¥e, is a long, small, flex-
ible rubber tube leading to a fixed con-
nection, through which the dust is
drawn away.

The brusher uses this bristleless brush
much as he might use a paint brush.
only instead of laying on paint he
draws out dust with it. He runs it
gently around the collar of vour coat
|and across your shoulders, and then
| down your back, and so on ali around.
| There is enough novelty in the opera-
| tion to make even men of mature years
{ smile.

HIS OPINION OF FIELDING.

(Detroit News-Tribune.)

A voung woman was in company with
1“ university graduate, and naturally the
italk ran upon books. By and by there
yas a Iull in the conversation, broken
presently by the young woman, who said:
“What do you think of Fielding, Mr.
Smith?"”

“Oh,”” was the answer, ‘“fielding is im-
portant, of course. but it isn't worth much
ulnless you have gooed pitching and bat-
ting."”

Mostly he keeps his lamps glued to me,
lookin” kind of sad and brotherly: but
he don’'t take any more notice of Cuy-
lelvl- than as if he hadn’t been there at
ail,

When we gets across the bridge. we
has Jules steer down to lower Wash-
ington-st. where there’s a whole colony

| of rug sellers and. such, thinking that
our

Ayrab would be
amongst that gang.
restaurant we comes
the window letterin’ him real en-
thusiastic; but it don’t get him ex-
cited a bit. Then we hauls up before
an Ayrab joint I knows of, where they
sells all kinds brass tinware, and I
goes in and drags out the boss.

Hoes Hassan fall on his neck like he
should? Never a fall. He just looks
him over kind of cool and distant, and
then sticks out the back of his hand to
him. And, say, that First ward store-
keeper don't do a thing but kneel on
the bubble step and give Hassan the
past grand master salute.

“Glad he's an old friend
says I. “We'll hand Mr. ¥l
to you right here.”

he storekeeper sayvs it'll be
distinction if the Honorabie
will condescend. Hassan
any move to go, though.

“Frenchy,” says I, “give his nibs the
tip that here’'s his boardin’ house.”

Jules does his best to make .
but Hassan only shakes his heaa and
points to me. We argues the case for
ten minutes;. but all we gets
him is that I am the son of a sheik i

“Put that in a can,” says I “Tell
him me father was a section boss.’

That wa'n't any use, though. Noth-
in® was. Ve tried Hassan on three
more Ayrabs, and while they all treats
him mighty polite, he sticks to his
original proposition that I am it. C
ler is gettin’ more pleasea every n
ute.

“Professor.” =ays he,
vou have Hassan on your hands.”

“Ah, say!” says I, “what use
I got for a camel driver?”

But unless we chucked him b«
into the street there wa'n't anvthing
for me to do but keep him. And he
acts sad and meek every time I
starts to give him fire that T
couidn’t do it. So I up, and
starts for the studio. S00on as we
lands there I rings up Luna Park
people, tells 'em about Hassan,
asks if they don’'t want
him. They don’t. Theyv said if
him I was welcome, and then
rings off.
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tnis about his callin’
sheep ?”

Florrie; “that means
chieftain, the big man of the tribe. His
father one, you know, and he says
vou have the noble bearing of a leader,
too. Besides, yvou gave the signal of the
Grand Lodge the Desert. How
about that?”

When I explains to Florrie that it
was just a biuff of mine, and asks him
to beat it into Hassan's nut that I
can't have him hangin’ around, they
has another powwow

“Well?”" says I, after it's over.

“He wants to go back to Arabla”™
says Fliorrie.

“Good!™ says 1.

“But he's broke,” says Florrie. “I
can't afford to send him back:; and it
surely isn't up to you te buy his ticket.
Here is Cuyvler, though.”

“Me!” sayvs Cuyler, turnin’ pale.

“Why not?” savs Florrie. *“You have
more money than you will ever know
what to do with, haven't yvou?”

“Sure thing!” says I. “Cuyler, you
elected.”

Well, of all the squirmin’ and cryin’
poverty, Cuyler gives the prize exhi-
bition. He wants to make a breaf for
home right away.

“Wait a minute,”” says
“while I tell Hassan about it.”

At that he lines the camel driver up
in front of Cuyler and gives a lecturs
that must have- been real eloquent.
You didn't need to understand the
words to know that Florrie was tellin
how rich Cuyler was, and how it hurt
him to part with a dollar. But the best
part of the show was watchin' that
Ayrab's face. Talk about your cold
size-ups! The way he takes Cuyler’'s
measure, lookin’ him all over fréam
head to foot, was a caution. Sneer!
You could almost hear it

Cuvler tries to laugh it off at first;
but the longer them eves of Hassan's
travels over the uneasier gets.
for wantin’ to have folks think him
the top of the cream bottle is Cuyler's
weak point. And here was a dead-
broke foreigner showin’ plain that he
put him in the plugged nickel
Cuvler gets red around the
shifts in his chair. At last
enough.

“Oh, 1 say, Florrie,” says he, “let up,
will vou. I was only joking, you know.
I—I'd be delighted send this fellow
back home. Really, T would.”

“Monev talks' sayvs Florrie.

Cuyler groans; but he digs up a
couple of twenties,

“Two more,” says Florrie. “Thanks.
T'll explain to Hassan what a whole-
souled, generous chap you are. Hoing,
are you? Well, s¢ long, Cuyler.” And
as he sneaks out Florrie gives me ths
wink.

“Gee, lorrie!"”
an elegant lemon
san sure deserves

“Des2rves nothing,” says Florrie.
“He's the laziest, wmost dishonest
scoundrel that ever swindled a Cairo
tourist. But we needn’'t teil Cuyler
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