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CHAPTER Xv.--(Continued.)
- ', t; :Are the village Hales really
ibo,.teh'" asked his nephew, with a

Qok of the.- greatest' interest.
"What did they tell youT'
"That you were in a haunted -house

-with not one or two, but a perfect'
legion 'of ghoa J around you!"

Mr. Cowley groaned.
"They ar• •n the right: I have been

. , introduced to tour since,my arrival;
and if you. had net come tonight, I
should have struck my tent and run
away in sheer terror and desperation."

.Pour ghosts! You must be joking,
uncle. You never used to believe in
such things, you know!"

"Ah, but I do now! It is no joke,
"I can assure you, to see three such

ho : rrs as-I have seen. And there is
a.beast of a cradle that will go on
rocking in the butler's pantry. You
cap't see it, but you hear it directly
under your feet."

"Ah! the girls were telling me some-
thing of that. But I confess I thought
-It -was only some of their nonsense."

"I wish it was! However, now that
you have come, I don't care so much
for anything of the kind as I did be-
fore. You'll see me through it, won't
you, my boy?"

"Through what?"
"Why, 'I'll dig the old place up by

the roots but what I'll come to the
bottom of that cradle business. I fancy
that all the other disturbances arise
from that."

"And I am very willing to help you."
"I knew you would be. And now

just look around this chamber,
-Charles."

"Well, it is a very pretty room."
"We must sound these walls and

take up this floor. There's something
wrong here, too."

"Indeed."
"Why, I was sitting over my cigar

the other night, as innocent as a lamb,
when the door opened, and a great
hulking nigger came in, leading a
bleeding nun by the hand- You
young villain, what are you lasghing
at?"

"My dear uncle, it is too absurd to
think of such things happening in
this matter-of-fact century!"

"Why, you puppy! do you mean to
say I am inventing the story?"

"Oh, no; but you might have fallen
asleep---"

"A likely thing for me to do! I tell
you I saw them as plainly as I see
you now. And the nun's hands were
tied; and, by George! they came so
close to me that I could have touched
them if I liked."

"Why didn't you?"
"Well, if you must know, they tried

to touch me, and I bolted."
Charles nodded his head and showed

his teeth.
"The wisest thing you could possibly

do, under the circumstances."
"I see you don't half believe the

story. But I swear I was not asleep.
And that was not the end of it-for
last night I saw another!"
"Ghoet?"
"Yes, sir; and in this very room."
His nephew looked incredulous.
"In this room, sir-a woman dressed

in red, with a black mask. And she
held a confounded lock of hair in her
hand that I had seen before; and her
face--- You are laughing again, you
unfeeling wretch! I'll say no more.
I'll give no orders to have your room
changed! You shall sleep here to-
night; and I hope with all my heart
she will appear to you. and make you
sing -out of the other side of your
motith. Laughing, indeed, at such a
story! I am quite ashamed of you:"

And the worthy gentleman trott.ed
indignantly back to the drawing-room,
and never spoke to his nephew again
that evening-not even when he took
his candle and bade them good-night.

C'HIAPTER X1VI.
A day or two pas:ed lbefore M r. ('),w-

ley and his nephew could put their
valiant project into executi:on. l::ion-
while the ladies found 1th1 house ex-
ceedingly dull. The two g';,lt.l'.nlil
were always closct'-d together Th.,
weather was inclem(1"n: t he box o:

-books from Mudie's failed to come:
and, to crown the whole. Christnruis
was fast applroaching. and they knew
well that they ought to be in town.
On the evening of the ecrond day

they were sitting together after .tea,
Sin Marjorie's little turret-room. -Mr.
Cowley and Charles were in the ptarlor.
hatching some plot against the ghosts
together, and Mrs. Cowley gave a t:re-
mendous yawn.

"So dull!" she exclaimed. "Rose.
child, do read something."

"Very well, mamma: here is the
new - book papa brought the other
night;" and the girl's eyes twinkled
mischievously as she began:

THE DOCTOR'S STORY.
On my eighteenth birthday I com-

menced the study of medicine, and.
with a proud heart, placed my name
Upon the books of - College. I had
heard much of the vagaries and mad-
mp escapades of medical students.
but, to my surprise, I found myself
among a quiet and. intelligent set of
young men, who seemed much more in-
tent -upon mastering the mysteries of
the lvine art of healing than upon
wrenching off itnockers, ad who
ee more inclined to mend bones

. tln Sto break them. As I was studi-
"•spcpedf alas we got on well to-

(h ad anoriginal cbarauto

ammong us-a demonstrator of anato-
-my, who was on' the -most friendly
6terms with many of his class. He was
a dark, silent, unhappy looking man,-
who seemed to have a most singular
and unaccountable repugnance for all
the. details of the profession he had
chosen. He would shiver if by chance
he touched the skeleton in the lecture-r hall; he would turn pale over opera-

tions, and often faint in the dissecting-
"oom, scalpel in hand. No one could
Imagine why he had chosen to study
vmedicine. We often discussed the
question among ourselves; and one
night, when he entered the hall soon
after we had been exhausting conject-
.ares, an inquisitive student asked him
point-blank the very question we all
'onged to hear answered.

"Dr. Lee, why do you dislike these
'hings so?"

He was smoking; but he laid down
his cigar, looking very pale, yet seem-
'ng willing to answer.

"I will tell you why." he observed.
"Long after I had mastered the sci-
ence of anatomy, I received an invita-
'ton one evening to attend a private
meeting at the rooms of a classmate
-- a meeting where a fine 'subject'
would be dissected by the students

alone. I went gladly. The corpse lay
face downward on the floor, and they
were trying to lift it on the frame I
had placed in readiness. I assisted
:hem; and, as I did so, I fancied I felt
a slight pulsation of the heart be-
neath my hand. But when we laid it
on the board, I saw only a cold, pale
face and a stiff and rigid form. It
was the face of a man some thirty-five
years of age--dark and cold and proud.
':ven the heavy hand of death could
not erase the haughty curl of the lip
or the settled frown upon the brow.
His hair was long and dark, but slight-
ly sprinkled with gray; so were the
thick mustache and beard. His eyes
were hdlf-unclosed. and through the
long lashes I could see that they had
been black as night. The careless
:hough rigid attitude in which he lay
-the strong hand clenched. as if in

some spasm after death, and those
large eyes half revealed, filled me with
a. nameless terror. It seemed as if.
though dead. he yet had the power to
Watch and understand our motions. I
had never seen a corpse that gave mle
such a feeling before. Upon his breast
and face was the stain of blood. I
pointed it out to my companions.

"'Buried alive, most probably,' said
one of them. carelessly, as he handled
the scalpel. 'He must have struggled
hard, for he is a powerful fellow.'

"'Look at his hand,' said another,
lifting it from the bench. 'It is
clenched go that the ring cut into the
palnm below. Buried alive! It is as-
tonishing how people can be so care-
less now, when they have not even
ignorance for an excuse. There Is
something in this face that unnerves.
Mr. - , can you not close those eyes?'

" 'Nonsense! let the eyes alone-he
can see the better that we do every-
thing right!' exclaimed the third. 'Are
you all turning cowards over a dead
body? Give me the sponge. Who be-
gins?'

"He sponged the blood away. I
stood near, still looking at the face of
the corpse. The sponge, by some
strange chance, had been filled with
amnmonia instead of water. The oper-
ator flung it carelessly upon the board
c.lose to to the face of the corpse. In an
instant. as the subtle vapor found its
way upward, I saw a quick shudder
pass through the limbs. The" op-ratv•
startted away in terror.

"'God hi(aven' h•. is alive"' he ex-
cIlnimed. in a low. hoars:' tone.

"I trent .over him. I ,.'ti-,d hibi pa-r.
face witlh water, and iponur"d a cordi::l
Ietwcen hia shot :ta! . Ifie n *
i•acl, but slowly andt painifully.

"il, wa.i quiet itn ty armi.Is fr( a tea
tIon•eint,; th'.n, with a di'p, r' ter
,11"r hl e lftme, d h 'i t tl,, , !l, d it ,'
. oll .'e scne at a glt ll, .n T . i-l
-lu l t- '" s' iiig is ,t •-ttr d. si:i,

tie c 1ar'elss fal t 's h •p•b'osi:;! .i ! ." i
!i ".• l: tla i tl t r'h1•1 Tl i , !' .:,II :t.r .,

with thit., ,y ..--'n,! l th, , .:" • :( b •'i
'il! cif ulerrdr :% (t (le-n!lir.

'"You will liw,!: f wr a. ped." :

this-it will rev'it' you.'
"' snatched a bottle from the slib

beside me. and held it to his lips. I
thought it was a cordial it was a
deadly poison!

"1-e drank, and fell back--dead tvhi
time beyond all hope of revival. Bua,
as he died, he gasped out. 'You harve
murdered me. anti to the day of your
own death I will haunt you!' "

There was a long pause.
"Gentlemen." said Dr. laee, solemnly,

"he has kept his word. Heaven is my
witness that I would not have harmed
him intentionally-but I killed him!
and night after night he comes to me.
I can hear him speak, and those dread-
ful eyes look lato mine wherever I
may go. My .bltter repentance avails
me nothing. He will always be beside
me. This is the reason why my pro.
fession terrifies me. And yet some
strange spell Ibinds me here; I could
not go if I would. I know well what
the end-will be. Some day he will ap-
pear to me--to a.2L-Of you-as I saw
him -that unhappy night. AMd then it
will be my time to go."

He ceased 'to speak, and it was a
relief when, a few moments after, some
one started a conversation of the most

imaginaute kina. Dr. tee listened as
we talked, smoked his pipe,., but said
nothing.

We heard rno more from that day
of .the vision. that haunted him. His
.fits of silence and gloom grew less fre-
quent; he mingled more with the Stu-
dents, and seemed in a measure to
lose his dread of the deathly objects
by which he was surrounded.

One day, at the college, on my way
to the dissecting-room. I opened the
door of the great hall and looked in.Y It was empty and silent. The rows of
s circular benches were deserted, but a

1. stray glove lay upon one of them; a

r faint and sickening smell of chloro-I1 form pervaded th~ place; and the foot

3 of the suspended skeleton, whose grin-
e. ning face was turned toward me, dan-

gled to and fro, as if he was kicking
it for his own amusement. I shut the
door, and left him to the solitude over
d which he seemed to chuckle.

Y. The air of the dissecting-room was
e never pure, but on that day it was pe-
e culiarly fetid and nauseating. The min-

gled odor of burnt flesh and musc!es,
stagnant blood. and a certain inde-
scribable dead smell, such as any one

II may notice on entering a room that
contains a corpse, greeted me as I went
C in.

Upon the table, lay a headless body.
the corpse of a man in the ?rime of
life. I looked at it carelessly, wonder-
ing why the head had been removed.
Suddenly I saw somthing that made
my blood run cold.

The right hand was clenched closely.
e Upon the little finger was a heavy

e signet ring, and the strong pressure
had caused the stone to cut deep into

s the palm beneath. It was a little
Y thing, but it brought the murdered
Y man before my eyes as plainly as if he

had been lying there instead of thatd unknown corpse.

Hurrying from the room. I met a
classmate on the stairs. lie looked
pale and excited.

e "Have you seen it?" he asked eager-

t ly.
e ,T "b.t?"

"The .body?"d "Yes."

P "And the head?"

"No."
"It is the most singular thing-per-

fectly unaccountable. It gave n~a
quite a shock, in fact."

e "But why?"
S"'My dear fellow, it is the very '--c.

feature for feature, of the manl whose
s:ory Lee told us: and thl p:'ofessor.
fearing some bad. if not fatal i on.:,-
quences fromn this sr'ang rcecrnlh.l:, .
removed the head. It is lucky .
did not see it."

"'Lucky. indeed! I will ki ep hii:c
away today'" I replied.

I hurried to his rooms. Much to my
relief lihe was theire, smokinrg arid read-

ing. I pretended a sever.i headachte.
and asked him to accompan? y me on a
1 long ramble in the country. lie con-
d sented, and we spent a long, happy

day among the green fields and lanes.
(To be continued.)

AIR SHIP IS PROMISING.
;- Flying Machine Test in England Si.t.-

factory to Inventors.a Mechanics have not yet despaired of

s constructing a ship that will navigate
the air, but are constantly at work de-
Sveloping new ideas or improving upon

e old ones. A new type of such craft has
been tried with some success at the

e Crystal palace, London, the design be-
d ing the invention of Auguste Gaudron

and Cecil Barth. The contrivance is
rather an air ship than a flying' ma-
chine proper. from the fact that it de-
pends for its support upon a cigar-
shaped balloon seventeen feet in length
Sby three feet in diameter, holding
about 100 cubic feet of hydrogen. The
ideal flying machine, of course, is to
i isupport itself by mechanical power

a apart frotl any halloon. Beneath the
balloon in iqu'tiion are fixed platforms.
t erltin of these contaiiniilg a lmotor

and fun to upply the piropulsive povw-
"i, the t:lnt,,r platfol 'iim beillng r1'ev'-i,.s,/l

for the ii' ( ii iatt witI there ontiroa t. i

. l g ;'1 :tI'. "l- ii gi thei trial ti
•
'

:. .nliing ; n It" 11'-.'cnding t :lily ,'•'.In
n linv l hl•l tl 'i. i rioiulty to tiie

rI 'r . 0:I a winidlte day the, iil ' i't-
o's hope to attain a 1.lrc""i of thirty.

o n t 1 c1 .ll :\, ii n ci onti l
.

-

I l ',i p "our clljidr.n bIuxls ii u"i,

ixould hie them happy ill . 11 hen the'

occupation is some daily labor which
Shas been wisely allotted, see that it is
. complished as well as it is possible
I for tie child to accomplish it und.rr existing circumstances. But whether

it be in work or play. let him under-
Sstand tha no matter how well he may
Shave done today-and do not be chary
of your praise-he has within himself
I that which will make it possible for
him to do still bettter tomorrow. This
treatment, instead of discouraging.
will encourage, by inciting the child
toward even better work, ahd will
early implant that spirit of divine dis-

content which allows of no alsolute
satisfaction in that which has been ac-
complished until the achieVemen-
I reaches perfection. This is the dis-
t content whicth -emerson preaches and

which is holy i'rdoubt is not allowed
r to creep in to mat the aspiration.-

SWoman's Home' dondpanion.

f ,I dasl.L•, when a maiden waitee

Sto make a match she set her knigi cap.

Judge Blackenham's Heroic Moment
BY JAMES NOEL JOHNSON.

(Copyright, 102, by Daily Story Pub C

I have been spending a bit of the
torrid season with my friend Judge
Thomas Marshall Blackenham of Ty-
gart Creek, Kentucky.

After dinner to-day the Judge led the
way to the broad veranda. The Judge
ponderously seated himself in a shriek-
ing rustic rocking-chair, threw his
fat right leg across the left, pushed
backward and rested a chunky fist
(that held the handle of a palm leaf)
on the center of his protuberant girth.

Soon through the heated silence
came the imperious voice of Mrs.
Blackenham:

"Do all that over again, my lady! I
saw you souse a plate in the water,
turn it over a time or two, give it a
slap and a swipe with the drying rag
and dismiss it.. Do it all over again."

"That's tough on LHlie, hot as it is,
but there is no help for it." spoke the
Judge in smiling sympathy; "her
mother would never abate one jot or
tittle of her stringent housewifery ex-
actions."

"What a wonderfully lucky man you
are, Judge," I said, with the frank
freedom of intimacy. "In your wife
the beautiful and practical have met in
harmonious union. How could you,
with your careless habits, ever win a
woman of such punctilious precise-
ness?"

The Judge rolled his sunset face over
toward me. He affected indignation.
"What do you mean, suh? While prob-
ably I am no prize beauty now, I was
the Lochinvar of this state. I was the
glass of gallantry, the beau ideal, the
tossing blossom of Kentucky chilvalry,
suh! 'Twas her was a lucky woman,
suh; yes, suh, though at one time, suh,
she didn't have the propah apprecia-
tion of it, probably."

"She was the reverse of practical,
too, when she was young, sub. She
had gone to school at Lexington a few
terms, and when she returned her lit-
tle brown head fairly swarmed with
romantic ideas. A dishrag in her
white hands then would have seemed
defilement. Though rich in all the al-
luring grace of manner and physical
attributes of perfect femininity, she
seemed to possess no inclination for
the sterner sex. We young fellows in
the community who aspired to hold
hea_., on a level with hers were great-
ly nonplused at her frigid bearing. We
couldn't believe she was a born man-
hater. Her glowing lips. her pink-
mantled cheeks, her sparkling blue
eyes. her form filling all the rules of
perfect symmetry. her step light as if
she trod an unpalpable substance, all
conspired to resent such a charge.
But she gave scant attention to us. I
tell you.

"Tom Baker bought a span of fine
bay horses and a bt.ggy to macth.
Every day he would dash by her house.
his grand steeds smiting the hard road
with rapid, ringing hoofs, his buggy
wheels richly humming, the black top
catching and throwing sunlight at
every motion. 'Twas all vanity and
vexation. She scarcely gave his showy
equipage a glance, or ,f she did deign
a look it was to wonder why a young
man of his lean means should incur so
much expense to advertise himself a
fool. He soon sold his rig at half
price and left for Frankfort, where he
is now a popular saloonkeeper.

"Milt Turner bought a suit of clothes
on a credit-worth seventy-five dol-
lars. The next Sunday when he
thought she was badly in need of his
company b me, she told him her pa
was all tlk. company she required. He
is now a restaurant keeper in Chicago.

"John De Laney, knowing her to be
a church member, thought the short
cut to her heart was the ministerial
path. Accordingly he went to Cincin-
nati. and for six months gorged his
mind on theology. He returned with
a smooth face. an affectedly meek, but
withal. superior clerlcal smile, a long-
tailed, black coat and a nicely gotten
up parson voice. lie made an appoint-
ment to preach, iut lo! though the
house was jammed by a curiois
throng, the only one he would have

"What do you wear, suh?"
given a cuss to exhort, was promi-
nently absent. He is now a highly
esteemed gamblier of New York.

"Jim Stevens, more practical than
the rest, pooled his little stock of
money with t*11 he could borrow, and
set up a stors. Alas! 'twas a bootless
venture, for flossie Blake not only
never entered the store, lint Indig-
nantly sent back a dress pattern
bought there bg her father (and which
Stevens had santd) with the dispig-
itWng mesage , thst there was no ne-
greas in the family who could aD-
propriately wear it."

"During this ridiculous contest of
would-be .lovers, I, Judge-• Blackenhams,
to be, mintained a judicious ailence.
But I was actively nelug the tcaulties
that subeequetily pat the juditafJwebe

on my shoulders. I was analyzing the
situation-drawing intelligent deduc-
tions from the failures of others. I
made noiseless, but exhaustive inquir-
ies into the habits and secret tastes of
tans anomalous beauty. I finally learn-
ed she was an unquenchable reader of
heroic literature. I went to town and
secretly learned from the woman who
kept the book store, the titles of all
those high-spiced novels tnat consti-
tuted her daill mental and emotional
feed, and I bought them. Day and
night I would lie cn my couch and
read novels. Dark, handsome chaps
rushed through the pages, scattering
heroic deeds at every turn and cor-
ner.

"I now had the key that I was sure
would unlock the door of her indiffer-

"There, now!" she exclaimed, knit-
ting her brow. "No more romance

for me!"
once. I would be a novel hero, and
wouldn't be long about it.

"I had a cousin living in Kansas
City, and thither I went on a two
months' visit.

"While there I contrived, on paper.
to become a hero of the first water. I
went to a job printer with a piece of
newspaper. blank on one side.

"I next day mailed a clipping to the
local paper of my home county. I
didn't forget to inclose a crisp ten
dollar bill. and a request that the edi-
tor should publish the clipping and
say nothing about how he had come
by it. Heroes must be modest. you
know. He was a personal friend of
mine, and I knew I could trust him.
W\ell. the next issue of the East Ken-
tucky Deadshot had the following ar-
ticle, topped with fireworks headlines:

DARING DEED

Of That Gallant Knight of Modern Chiv-
alry,

THOS. MARSHALL BLACKENHAM.

A Lewis County Youth Becomes the
Hero of the Hour in Kansas

City. Mo.
[From the Kansas City Journal.]

Kentucky, the home of modern chiv-
alry. has another gem to wear in her
bristling crown of pride and glory in the
person of Thos. Marshall Blackenham
of Lewis County.

Last evening, while Mrs. E'lla Edwards.
a wealthy and beautiful young widow of
Southwerth street, was going home from
a call she was set upon by three masked
robbers. At the place where the mis-
creants came upon her there is a long
distance between the street lamps, and
is a most favorable locality for the per-
petration of villainous deeds. Mrs. Ed-
wards was within a block of her home
and never anticipated any foul play, as
she was used to traversing that part of
the street in the early evening. All at
once, when about midway between the
lamps, the three men sprang out and
seized her. One threw a cloak over her
head. but not before she had uttered a
piercing scream. Instantly. as if he had
risen from the earth, rthe bold Kentuck-
ian sprang like a lion among them. Right
and left he landed with his Herculean
lists. There was a terrible struggle as
the three footpads were powerful men.
l'ndaunted by their resistance the Ken-
tuckian fought them single-handed. never
yirlding an in'ch. Two fell as though
smitten by sledge hammers. The third
turneld in an 'nrleavor to escape, but
ernmre to a sudden halt with a bullet in
his left leg. Thelr oise of the thot
Ibroughit |p(,lic•nmen to the1 spot. AlI three,of the assal;Iant. were arrested. One of
thiIem is I"'(ribberr" Darnley. a veteran
fortlpat. wih~l has serve\,d sereral terms,
arrl is r•egacrded as a dangerous man to
tackle. Another of the benluttful trio is
"C.ross-eyed" Iltrnlt.on, wanted badly in
N,"w York and I'hiladelphlia for safe
ctra lprttg. It.e hLas murd. re, I several otn-
e.rs who have rttemnpteJ to arrest him.
'lhe. third its "Bully" Adlams. who last
, ear cleared out in ,entire i lhcrift a posse
Iry1n rt c cttrtlltr hitr.

'rht tlady lost nothing except her con-
rtlousnetr. I1cr lpocketlhook, containing

three hundred drollars, her goldl watoh
aill diamond ireckliace were joltled from
the hands of tIhe robberls when Col.
lIlakenltam's mighty fists landed. Col
1larckenhlant like lIl herores, is an ex-
ceedlingly modest man. and acts as if lihe
were not aware he had done anything
out of the ordinary. In the meantime,
his dreed is the theme of universal praise.
Col. Llacnkenham refused to aeeplt the
gold wlt-ch th "grateful larly t-etought
him to take, but,l later on--who knows?
Trhie old, old story., possibly.

"Well. sult, I staid away long enough
to let that story sink into the heart of
the beautiful Flossie, and prepare for
me a haven of welcome and favor.

"When I returned I demeaned my-
self as becomes a modest hero, unas-
suming, but with a quiet dignity that
bespeaks the importance of the man
on whom It sits.

"When I met Flossle at church there
was no ice on her, no sah. She bow-
ed to me, smiled, trembled a little.
while her eyes emitted sparks. that
flew upward from a very warm heart.
She took a proffered arm and leaned
on It with that air of deliclous dlepend-
ence so grateful to the heart of the
true hero.

"Atter we had been married aboin
two weeksI told herabout my ruse
hae glI. at me a long time, her ea

pression a eompo•iid of mirth, ato
ishintnt~ 'd ifmodlt 'ntemtpt

'Flnall,: s-e made ~a motion as it
throwing something away.

,,t~~hs, now!' she exclaimed, knit'
tUU her brow. 'No more romanc:
reading for me. As for tya, Mr.
Blahkeaham, I want yoe to study lraw

Your genibs mast *r.
for me, to the scieie o'ef",f '

'tidal housekeeping, .li "ereb '
my days.' , '-. ...

OERTAINLY DESERVED THE OHEOK.

College 'rovost Catcbee '-1•alhldphia

Broker in ills Owne4
The University of Pennsylvania has

not a large endowment, and 'that it
finds the means to pay its ctrrent ex-
penses and put up new buildings is
due in great measure to its provost.
Charles C. Harrison. His little black
subscription book is well known in
many a down-town office-too well
known, a prominent broker told him
not long ago. Mr. Harrison was plead-
ing persistently with him for a sub-
scription, but in vain. Finally the
broker said:

"See here, Mr. Harrison, I will give
you something on one condition."

"Very well, Mr. T-," said the
provost, "name it."

"The condition is that you promise
never come into my office again until
I ask you to do so."

"Certainly, Mr. T-, I agree to
that," said the provost promptly, and
walked out smiling with a check for
$1,000.

A month or so later the broker
heard a knock at his door. "Come in,"
he called, and in walked Mr. Harr-
son. He had his black book under his
arm.

"Good morning, Mr. T- ," he said;
"I want you to help me with a little
university matter I am-"

"Look here, Mr. Harrison," the brok-
er continued, "when I gave that last
thousand dollars wasn't it on the ex-
press condition that you wouldn't
come into my office again until I in-
vited you?"

"Why, yes," returned the provost, "I
believe that was the understanding.
But didn't you say 'Come in'i just now
when I knocked?"

They say the check this:time was
for five thousand.- Philadelphia
Times.

WAS NOT WORKING WITHOUT PAY.

How One Boy Declined to Blow Glass

and Make a Bottle.

Thinking to please the visitors who
come to look rdind his works, a cer-
tain glass manufacturer allows them
all to try their skill at bottle-making,
an experiment which the majority of
them are very eager to undertake. It
is only necessary to blow through a
specially prepared pipe, and a bottle
or glass in its smooth state can be
produced by a mere child.

Some hundreds of school board boys
were in the works the other day, and
only one youngster refused to put his
mouth to the blow-pipe. He stood
there with his hands in his pockets,
watching the others with a comical
air of contempt.

"It's a rare fine dodge," he remarked
to his bosom companion, as they left
the works together, "but the old rascal
didn't take me in by it."

"Why didn't you have a go at the
pipe?" queried the other, is astonish-
ment.

"I wasn't such a fool," was the
scornful rejoinder. "Don't you see his
little game? You chaps have been
cracking your cheeks and wasting
your breath all the afternoon, and
you've blown as many bottles as a
man can turn out in a week. Talk
about saving labor! Why, he'll make
his fortune in a year ii he goes on
like this."

Put Up a good "Bluff."

The Rev. Alexander Allison, Jr.,
pastor of the Southwestern Presbyte-
rian church, in a recent sermon on the
subject of "Lying," illustrated his text
with numerous stories, and one of
these showed how, even in church, a
man's false pride sometimes leads
him to prevarication. A young man
took his best girl to church and, when
the time for "collection" came round.
rather ostentatiously displayed a $5
gold piece. Presuming upon the en-
gagement to marry that had been
made by her, the young lady placed
a restraining .rand upon the arm of
her fiance. "Why, don't be so extra-
vagant, George." she exclaimed.

"Oh, that's nothing. I always give
$5 when I go to a slrange church."

Just then the deacon came with tae
plate, and George dropped a coin.
IEvrything s'1mnti favorable, and the
yoiung !ai ,trmed with a sense of

generosity. Thtn the minister made
the annllncemenlcnts for the week. and
concluded with the wholly unexpected
annoulncemnlni of the day's collection.

"The collection to-day." said he,
'"was $3.7th."

George hadn't much to say all the
-way to his f'ancee's home.

Immense Saroophagos.

The most remarkable specimen of
Punic art which has ever come to
light was discovered recently at Car-
thage by P. Delatti'e, a well-known
archaeologist, which' is fashioned of
white marble and. beautifully orna-
'mented with engravings. That it
served at one time a .tle tomb of
some CarthagihBin i'ler• all obtain-
able evidence tends to '.ow.

M. Heron de Villeflibe gave a
graphic account of this lilscovery at
the last meeting of the French
Academy of Inscriptions and Belles-
IAtters and maintaine9 ~t it was by
far the most notaMble sliemen of ma-
gieat Carthaginian ait which has yet
be found. W\

It was while excavating In the
Punic necropolis near the hill of Skint
Monlca that'P. DelatL$. ame acros
this royal tomk . As to its future de-
tinatiom various rueoAi are aort, bet
it is most likely that t. .wll be reom
ed to spme French ilaiIb.
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