
claimed, "will you not present
me to that young lady with the
beautiful hair?"

A woman sseated near by tit-
tered loudly. She could not help
it; this was the funniest thing
that Herr Krissel had done. But
Mrs. Tuckerman, perceiving the
young performer, frowned an-

grily.
"O, my dear Herr Krissel," she

said, "you are mistaken. That is
the cloak room maid. She has no
business in here at all. I am very
angry."

"But the violin?" faltered Herr
Krissel.

"Well I thoughrperhaps that
as the young woman had some
skill on that instrument she
might possibly play us some-
thing later. But now I shall send
her home at once."

She walked hurriedly toward
the girl, but before she could
whisper to her to leave the room
she found that Herr Krissel was
at her side. And the . famous
pianist did a still funnier, thing
than ever before. He put forth
his hand and tugged at a locket
on a slender chain of gold around
the girl's pretty throat.

"Where did you get that?' he
exclaimed tragically.

"It's is my mother's," faltered
the girl, recoiling from the pianist
in something approaching terror.

"Your mother! You are a
German? Who is your father?"

"He is dead," whispered the
girl. "He was killed in the wars,,
years and years ago."

Everybody was hushed now,
dimly conscious of some impend- -

ing denouement to this strange
scene. Herr Krissel wrenched
apart the half shells of gold,
carved with the arms of Laufort.
Inside was a faded portrait his
own, taken in Germany 20 years
ago. j

The girl saw the likeness now,
as she had rec-

ognized it before. Herr Krissel
placed one arm 'round her, with
a look of infinite tenderness and,
without speaking a word, he led
her from the room.

And that was the funniest
thing he did that evening.
(Copyright by W. G. Chapma'n.)
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PENOTCHIE

Three cups of brown sugar
(light color preferred) and a cup
of milk are the chief necessaries
for this popular candy. Boil them
together until a little dropped in
water makes a soft, firm ball in
the fingers. Before taking from
the fire add a teaspoon of butter
and afterward flavor with a tea-
spoon of vanilla. Next stir in
about a cup of any sort of nuts
broken into small pieces. Turn
the mixture out on a shallow pan
which is well buttered and mark
into desired shapes.

He Was Qualified.
"What makes you think the

baby is going to be a great poli-
tician ?" asked the young mother,
anxiously. "I'll tell you," an-

swered the young father, confi-

dently. "He can say more things
that sound well and mean noth-
ing at all than any kid I ever
saw."


