
Freddy Film
COopjright, 1913, International New. Service)

The Derelict Martyr

Tomorrow:
A Great Sensational Film

COULDN'T RESIST

Examining Magistrate?Madam, you

persistently deny that you committed
this act, though the description of

the culprit fits you exactly?beautlftfl
face and figure; extremely youthful

appearance, most attractive ?

The Defendant ?Your honor, I con-
fess all?yeo, it was I! .
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Our Bishop
WE had dined with the Berkley-

Smiths, and I could see at
a glance as we went home

that something had gone wrong. Yet
so far as the eye of man could Judge
my wife was better dressed and bet-
ter looking than Mrs. Berkley-Smith.

The dinner had been nothing out of
the way, their silver was but ordi-
nary, they only had three servants
(we beat them by a scullery maid),

and our front garden was at least
two strides longer. I admit that Mrs.
Berkley-Smith's complexion was a
much more expensive one to keep
up than my wife's. So to check any

unnecessary and expensive resort to
beauty doctors, I diplomatically re-
marked, "Awfully made up, wasn't
?her'

"Oh, it was painful," said my wife
with a sigh.

I did not like the sigh. I knew
there was something coming.

"Did you see those old family por-
traits of Admiral Berkley and his
wife?'.'

"Spoilt the dining room," I replied
promptly.

"I do wish we had some ancestral
portraits," said my wife sadly.

"I'm sorry my ancestors were so
beastly neglectful," I answered. "Still,

there is a photograph of a great aunt
of mine in a crinoline, which would
look superb if enlarged."

"She rubbed the admiral into me
till I could have boxed her ears," con-
tin,led my wife, ignoring my great

aunt suggestion, "and they are com-
ing to dinner with us in a fortnight."

"My dear," I said, "I can't call back
my ancestors from another and (I
hope) a better world to have them
painted for the annihilation of Mrs.
Berkley-Smith."

"But we could buy some portraits,
surely. Who would know?"

VERY SAD

I put the matter aside, but for some
days my wife walked the house with
a melancholy air. She would look up
at our pictures and sigh, and I knew
that sooner or later ancestral por-
traits would have to come.

One day Itcommenced to rain heav-
ily Just as I was outside an antique
shop. I dived in, intending to use the
shop as an umbrella.

"What can I haf the pleazure of
showing you?" said an elderly gentle-

man with a fine Teutonic accent.
I remembered at once. "Got any

old portraits?" I asked.

A HUMOROUS SHORT STORY COMPLETE

"This way, sir, if you will haf the
gootness."

He took me into a back shop and
showed me a score of portraits.

"Something cheap," I said, sternly.
"There?the cheapest line I haf,"

said the dealer.
Two hundred dollars the pair?at-

tributed to Sir Joshua Reynolds?the
frames alone are worth the money.

I looked at the picture approvingly.
One was a plump bishop with a huge
wig on his head and the volume of
sermens under his arm. In the dis-
tance a figure which represented
either infidelity or delirium tremens
was shrinking away?obviously from
the sermons. The other was a plump
lady of ferocious aspect. I thought

that the bishop would suit my wife,

who is a great church worker.
"Give you $150," I said, half jok-

ingly. .
"Done," said the dealer, with won-

derful alacrity.

He took my cheque without demur.
Evidently he thought that a man
fool enough to buy the portraits
could not be rogue enough to work

off a bogus cheque on him. I took the
pictures home in a taxi and said to
my wife, "Allow me to Introduce you

to your great-grandfather and great-
grandmother. They are yours, mind,
not mine. I'll repudiate them as my

ancestors."
The melancholy passed away. In

an Incredibly short time my wife
would relate anecdotes about her
great-grandfather.

THE DINNER
lAnd then the Berkley-Smiths cajne

to dinner.
Mrs. Berkley-Smith admired the

pictures at once and said she would
have known them anywhere as my

wife's relations. There was a some-
thing about the bishop's nose. This
was a little cruel, as the Episcopal
nose, being red and a trifle bulbous,
was not the bishop's strong point.

Still, my wife seemed satisfied, and
explained that If tho poor bishop had
lived a little longer he would cer-
tainly have been an archbishop.

However, Berkley-Smith seemed to
be in highly Jovial spirits all through
dinner. "We were scarcely left alone
to smoke when he turned to the
bishop and said: "Old man, what
did that rascal Myers charge you for
him?"

"My dear fellow." I protested,
"those portraits have been Mn my

wife's family 150 years."
"Old man," ho responded, "I've sat

opposite that old conk at dinner till I
got sick of the sight of him and
banged an orange at him. I'ou can

see the dent it made Just below his
sermons. Now, as a pal, what did
Myers charge you for the pair?"

"One hundred and fifty dollars," I
admitted.

"The old thief?he charged me $200
and only allowed me $50 when I
swapped them for the admiral and
his wife. I couldn't stick the bishop

in our house any longer. So when
we moved to Chicklewood we made a
fresh start with the navy."

"Will your wife talk?" I said in
agony.

"Talk?l'm a sport. I'll tell her
you know about the admiral?that
will stop her tongue."

So the bishop still looks benevolent-
ly down on me when I dine. But I
do wish that when I want to go golf-

ing on Sunday my wife would not look
sorrowfully up at the bishop and
shake her head. As a free American
I cannot allow my wife's great-
grandfather by adoption to interfere
with my habits.

A special preacher, about to ascend
tho pulpit in a country church, was
asked If he would like any particular
hymn to be sung to agree with his
sermon.

"No, no," he replied. 'YAs a matter
of fact, I hardly ever know what I
am going to say until I arrive in
the pulpit."

"Oh, well, in that case," said the
vicar, "we had better have the hymn
'for those at se.*.' "

JOKES
Two physicians, who met for the

first time at a reception, were already
well known to each other by reputa-
tion, although each advocated a spe-
cial treatment of which the other dis-
approved. Said one loftily, as he
shook the other by the hand, "I am
glad to meet you as a gentleman, sir,
though I car.'t admit that you are a
physician."

"And I," said the other, smiling,
"am glad to meet you as a physician,
though I can't admit that you aro a
gentleman!"

* *
Sportsman?Did you ever see such

atrocious luck? That's the fifteenth
bird I've missed today.

Old Gamekeeper?No, sir; I think
you're wrong. It's tho same bird
you've been firing at all along. The
artful old beggar's been banging

around you for safety's sake.

? # ?
"My young man's a real gent." nald

Liza, of Shoreditch; "he never blows
! his soup like a common person; he

Ialways fans It with his hat.

I HOW TO REGUATE IT

Knlcker ?Think the Stock exchange
should be regulated?

Bocker?Yes, it should be arranged
for stocks to go up when you buy and
go down when you sell.
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