
AT A FOOTBALL FAIR. 
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diarity Sale in Princeton in March. 
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; -,i ,y Found .1 Much-Needed Football Hospital to 

Be Located at Old Nassau. 

< D BY HINKEY AND SWEATER WORN BY MURPHY. 

: January lo.—There is a 

r under way here. The 
^ are busy making the 

.rating the table covers, 
all boys are busy bless- 
n:rs that is what the 

rs call it when they touch 
<i ball or hand over an 

ater to an admirer. 
<>tball tea w as such a suc- 

jlv that the scheme of a 

i immediately suggested it- 

way for the football team 
rheir philanthropy to the 

u-ld. The charities of the 
Mi. ; pproai h of the Lenten 

good opportunity to put 
operation. 
(i to pospone the fair un- 

,f Mrs. Cleveland, who is 
■ m about eight weeks. 

».e fair now and repeat it 

•OTBALL Cl PS. 
< to t>e all football. Even 

,e the heads of the players 
Qd when you lift the par- 

,ir bps vou may be kiss- 
., n locks*of Baird or com- 

\ communion with the 

r oi Hinkey. 

ne of Vale 

g. ami black of Princeton and 

n,i white of Columbia- The 

of college prejudice®, and 

-•tor can buy a Vale ball, stand- 
m co "f Vale, or buy a 

t at r It the midst of a 

01 EVEl- VXDS IN' 1 1 ATION. 
f» preside is to be 

in y ;eland: 
Grover C **velanu 

p; You are urgently re- 

mess at a 

fair to bo koW m 

h __ \ booth, 
f Wells College. 

reeled for 
e ft lied with twe- 

it requested that 

r you ev.-ry 
: i! in >oui 

t of any 

1 

Immittee 
ot tne rair 

Mrs. Cleveland otl. r promi- 
u will be inv.ted to become 

will lie presided over by 
■ 

ding colleges. As many as can 

\ ill be cordially welcomed. These 
I -dors of their favorite 

and < orat their ends of the 
as they see fit. 
UCFLKSS v GOT BALLS. 

*ttraction of the fair will lie in 
'ms that are for sale. These are 

r§» that it is expected all the 
inning into Princeton will be 

« overflowing. The Cleveland 
h will leave tor New York 

■ < k after March 4. will need 
> carry all the visitors to 

tide there will be footballs, 
tho igh new balls and unlnter- 

1 ikiiu; n fact no different from 
n the shop windows, will 
history. Some of them 

Kicked by Fincke." 
at the celebrated Yale 

is driven the ball smart- 
mot. thus making it a toot- 

\ ball like this ought 
C. Others will be marked 

Smith.* the quarterback 
acetous. Balls marked 

h Fincke and Smith 
ble price. 

will be in great demand by 
I organizations, who rc- 

itball as a mascot, and 
s final wearing out. But 

r surn will be realized bv 
to the fair admirers of 
vs. The girls who stand 

s in the rain and yell thein- 
■ to encourage the hardy 

I 
to \ Ictorr or death. 
f Chur* h. Princeton’s star 

.king one of his famous 
1 t <> s« Id at $1 ea* h. 
iter? worn by Murray, 
phy. Chamberlain and Mc- 
good knights of the plg- 

* ui secured and will prove 
action. The football dev- 

f late taken up a new fad. 
sh one corner of her room 

trophies, and in the midst 

| Mil ns to pose in football 
1 Her dress is a east-off 
i n’l renovated, btit made 

verv attractive by certain feminine 
ribbons. If the sweater is for a “Beet 

Wheeler she wears it just the same, 

though she he as small as Marie Tem- 

pest. If lor an Arthur Foe she 

squeezes into it though she be as huge 
as Lillian Russell. It looks queer, but 

it is all right if you know she is a 

football faddist. 
THE CHOICEST TABLE. 

The choicest table of all will he pre- 
sided over by matrons of stern Roman 

type. This will be absolutely neces- 

sary from the rush that will take place 
to secure the articles upon the table, 
yet they are not such great things to 

look at. 
In the autumn game such trophies 

were secured as the big yellow chrys- 
anthemums worn by those Princeto- 
r.ians. Johnny Baird. Ad. Kelly. Church 
and Foe. and the blue violets or hand- 
kerchiefs carried by Murphy. Murray 
and Chamberlain, of Yale. Both the 
flowers and the handkerchiefs were 

supposed to have touched the lips of 
those much-worshipped heroes, and 
they are worth their weight in gold. 
A chrysanthemum kissed by Hinkey 
should bring several dollars. A hand- 
kerchief upon which Gaily has rubbed 
his prophetic nose ought to be worth 
as much. 

The proceeds of the fair may be de- 
voted to tKe New York Kindergarten 
Association, an institution in which 
Mrs. Cleveland is much interested and 
for which she does a great deal of per- 
sonal work every winter. 

A hr lliant suggestion was made by a 
member of the Yale team, which was 
that the funds he used towards the es- 
tablishment of a football hospital, to 
be located in Princeton. Here wound- 
ed players laid up like Fincke for a 
long time with a bad leg. could go to re- 
cuperate. and desperate cases could he 
carefully treated. The expense at- 
tending its foundation would be more 
than the Football Association would 
care to undertake alone, but aided with 
funds from the fair it would be quickly 
done. It might be run in connection 
with the Isal> 11a Me Cosh Hospital, long 
under discussion. 

The young ladies of the town have 
taken up the project very enthusias- 
t-ally. and will spare no efforts to 
make it a grand success. The college 
boys have been impressed with the idea 
and can be relied upon to second every 
move of the Fair Committee. If 
Mrs. Cleveland lends her favor a grand 
carnival will do honor to the finest 
fo- 'ball teams ever turned out by 
American colleges, the teams of ‘96. 

HARRY GERMAINE. 
-o- 

FISHING IN I'NALASKA. 

If you want to fish go to Unalaska. One 
evening we walked along the beech and 
tame upon a little half-breed boy lying on 

1 < b.o k on the sand, with his hands clasp- 
ed innbr his head. He was fishing. A 
qu irt< r inch rope was tied to a stake, with 
a little of the slack of it looped around his 
f \ and it ran out into the water. Al- 

t immediately after wc came there was 
bit*-. The boy looked indifferent .but sat 

half-way up and pulled In the line, which 
was about sixty feet long, and made tq> 
of as many pieces as the tale of a kite. He 

d this time a halibut that would weigh 
rhaps twenty pounds. Drawing it well 

icon the bank he released the hook and 
st it out again. In two minutes more 

was pulling out a codfish nearly as big 
the halibut. Then he caught a couple of 

Cunders and another cod, and so on. 

W!i> n he arose after a while to go the boy 
.nd in his line, said a >\v words in 

.v at about the weather or something else 

d. picking out one of the l.sh. that suit- 
ed his fancy, went home.— Chic.ig3 Ltctrd. 
-o- 

In the Red Gulch Wayfarer’s Rest.— 
L.istern Guest— Look here, waiter. I can't 
drink this coffee. 

Waiter iwith a brace of revolvers in his 

p, it)—Well, you can't eat it. that's dead 
re; >o 1 guess you'll have to go with- 

out.—Somerville Journal. 

Old Gentleman—S< riously. I don't rc- 

r i• mber ever to have told a lie in all my 
I life. 

\ g Gentl* man—So? Well, do you 
krew. I'm getting a little forgetful myself? 
—Boston Transcript. 

Mr. Snarl-* (savagely)—I've given up 

drinking. I've given up smoking, and I've 
given up the club. Sarcastically) Is there 

anything else you would like me to give 
up? 

Mrs. Snarl* (promptly)—Yes. 1 should 

| i;ke you to “give up the ghost."—London 
Fun. 

“Small? Why. If you'll believe It. T felt 
small that 1 actually went and tried 

to put on that suit of unsnrlnkable under- 

wear I bought last winter.” 
Truth, it had ov r to be borne In mind. 

w is s ranger than fiction by the usual 
verwhelming majority.—Detroit Journal. 

THE RULING PASSION. 
Pick-Me-Up. 

“And you refuse absolutely?” 
"I refuse absolutely!” said Mrs. Jack 

Rostrevor. 
“But—” 
“There is no question of but.” 
“If—” 
"Or ‘if.’ I positively refuse. 
“Then I shall have to get another 

model.” 
“You will.” She looked at her watch. 

“Heavens! I must he off. I’ve got 
some shopping tb do in Bond street 
before I get home, and we’re going out 
to dinner at Hemstead. Why people 
want to live at such an unget-at-able 
place 1 can't imagine. It will take us 

three-quarters of an hour to drive there 
at least and with the frost on the road 
up that hill, it's as likely as not we 
shall have one of the horses down.” 

She put down the d&inty little Sevres 
teacup she had been holding on the 
bamboo table and began drawing on her 
long black gloves. 

"It’s a great pity,” Claud Sefton mut- 
tered to himself, "a great pity. I could 
have made a capital picture of you—a 
really excellent picture.” 

Mrs. Rostrevor held out a dainty 
arm. 

“You can button that for me,” she 
said. 

He buttoned the glove mechanically. 
"You know perfectly well,” she said 

as she rose, and, standing opposite the 
long glass, adjusted her big hat, cor- 
rected the “set” of her sealskin “sack 
back” jacket and pushed away from 
her forehead a recalcitrant brown curl 
—“you know perfectly well that you 
can get a dozen women to-morrow for 

your picture. Why. any of the chorus 
girls from the ambiguity would bo only 
too delighted to sit for you, and they 
could bring ‘boys’ costumes with 

I them.” 
“Very likely.” he said, “but that’s 

not the same thing. 1 want you.” 
“?t's a very great deal better thing, 

and you can’t have me,’ she answered. 
“But you didn't mind silting to me 

! for ‘Cassandra.’ he replied. His eyes 
turned instinctively to the corner of 
the room where, in a plain white frame, 
hung the original chalk sketch for the 

; picture which had been the sensation 

j of the aristocratic season. 

‘Cassandra’ was classical,’’ she an- 

swered with dignity. “Besides, she 
didn’t wear any tights. Between sit- 

ting for Cassandra.’ who. after all, was 

a most respectable young woman— 

i even if all her ’tips’ didn’t come off, 
[ at least none of her clothes did—and 
sitting for, what do you want to call 
the thing. ‘The Principal Boy?’—is all 
the difference in the world." 

"But the dress of ‘The Principal Boy’ 
is eminently proper.” he pleaded. 

! “Why, in a week or two, when the pan- 
tomimes begin, there will be. I should 
think, about 10.000 women in England 
wearing the costume that you have 
such objections to. And. besides, 
tights have the sanction of the gov- 
ernment: you surely do not mean to 

impugn the discretion of the Lord 
Chamberlain?” 

“Tights don't have the sanction of the 
government in this case,” she said, 

I turning round with a shake of her 
! skirts that was accompanied by the 
rustling of an obviously expensive silk 

petticoat. “My husband—Mr. Rostre- 
vor—has strong objections to them.” 

“But I have seen him time after time 
at the Ambiguity—” 

"If you would let me finish my sen- 

| fences before you start interrupting 
them.” she said. "I was going to add 
in the case of his wife. If I sat for 

I ’The Principal Boy' he would never for- 
I give me. But. after all,” she continued, 
! holding out her hand, “all this is really 

] quite beside the point. I am not going 
to do it. and there’s an end of it.” 

“Good-bye, then,” he said, holding the 
! hand at least five seconds longer than 

was necessary. 
‘•Good-bye! she echoed. Mian we 

see you on Sunday?” 
“I don’t know,” he said. “I have a 

lot to get through if this picture is to 

be done in time for the spring exhibi- 
tion. You see. I was relying on you. 
I really ought to have begun before.” 

1 “Captain Harrington is coming.” she 
said, not taking her hand away. 

"I will certainly try to come,” he 
said eagerly. 

"And little Jack Yassour!” 
“You may depend on me.” 
“Till Sunday, then.” she said, smiling. 
“Yes, till Sunday,” he echoed. 
He went to the door of his studio, 

hailed a cab. saw her into it. and then 
came back and lit his largest pipe. 

For half an hour he puffed away fero- 

ciously. He really was exceedingly 
annoyed. He had counted on her sit- 

ting for this picture and it was quite 
true that by the time he had got an- 

other model he would be hard put to 

it to get the canvas through in time for 

the spring show. And. besides, he 

hated the professional models. Their 
talk wearied hint; their presence, in- 

stead of inspiring, seemed to kill his 

ideas. Something must be done, but 
how was he to do it? He knocked out 

the ashes of his pipe and filled another. 
When that was finished he knocked the 

ashes out again and once more refilled 

The more he thought over the matter 

the more he realized what a nuisance it 

was. Though Mrs. Rostervor had never 

been on the stage in her life, her friends 

were never tired of telling her that hei 

figure alone would have made her for- 

tune in burlesque, if she had but chosen 

to trv her hand at it. The manager of 

the Ambiguity had been heard to ex- 

press on more than one occasion the 

opinion that, as far as physical «gifts 
went. Mrs. Rostervor was the ideal 

principal boy; he was even understood 
to have offered her. through the medi- 

um of that energetic patron of the 

lighter forms of theatrical art. Lord 

Westminster, an engagement at his 

theatre at a salary only inferior to that 

which he paid his principal comedian, 
with the special provision thrown In 

that he would not trouble her to attend 
matinee. The opinion of the manager 
of the Ambiguity in the matter of form 
admits, as everyone knows, of no ap- 
peal, and though Mrs. Rostervor de- 
clined the offer, ostensibly with scorn, 
she was careful to mention its terms to 
all her friends, thus becoming at once 
the admiration more than ever of the 
men and the hopeless envy of the wo- 
men. 

Of all this Claude was aware, and to 
lose a chance so unique as that of se- 

curing such a peculiarly suitable sitter 
for the picture he had been contemplat- 
ing for some time was excessively irri- 
tating. It was true she had never given 
him to understand that she would con- i 
sent to sit. but. on the other hand, vari- 
ous—and as he thought obvious—infer- 
ences that he had drawn from time to 
time from chance remarks she had let 
drop had established in his mind the 
conviction that her consent, though 
not likely to be volunteered, was pretty 
sure, if he went discreetly enough about 
it, to be eventually procurable. Now 
to the annoyance caused by her refusal 
was added the additional annoyance of 
having to confess that he had made a 
miscalculation—a thing which he 
prided himself he never did. 

Still even now he was loath to admit 
that he had failed. He set his brains 
strenuously to work to consider if there 
was no possible card that he could yet 
play. 

And as he sat there trying to puzzle 
it out, gradually, amid the curling 
clouds of smoke, there came to him an 
idea. He smiled. 
**•***#♦* 

A week passed. One afternoon Mrs. 
Rostervor, meeting him in Bond street 
on one of her inevitable shopping ex- 

peditions. asked him how the picture 
was getting on. 

To her surprise, and, be it said, an- 

noyance—for, womanlike, she wished 
to imagine that her place could not 

easily be lilled—he answered: ••Splen- 
didly!'’ 

"Then you have found a model?” she 
asked. 

"Oh, yes.” he answered carelessly. 
“By the way, you can get a pretty good 
idea of what the picture will be like 
now, though, of course, it isn't finished. 
I have been working terribly hard at 

it to make up for lost time. Will you 
come around to tea and have a look at 
it?” 

She was interested, still wondering 
how he had managed to do without her, 
and came. 

He turned up the light as they wont 
into the studio. The canvas was at the 
other end, facing her. For a moment 

she was silent, staring. 
“Then, why—you—how dare you?” 

she said. “Yes. how dare you!” 
The artist smiled. “The Principal 

Boy” was obviously no other than Mrs. 
Rostrevor—It was impossible to get 
away from the likeness. 

“You have not used a model at all,” 
she gasped. 

“I found one in my memory,” he 

said, “and—my imagination.” 
She went over to the other end of the 

studio. He held a lamp behind her 

while .she examined the canvas, stand- 

ing a little way off to gauge the general 
effect. 

He stole a glance at her sideways, 
and smiled, the victory was half won; 
it was obvious that she admired her- 

self in this new, strange attire. 

"After all,” she murmured, “why not 

—why—” 
She went closer to the picture, bend- 

ing down over it, and scrutinizing it in 

j detail. 
I Suddenly she started back, her face 

flushing. 
“But it’s not tdue,” she exclaimed,' 

somewhat incoherently, "it s not true. 

“What isn’t true?” he ventured. It 

was the first time since she had seen 

the picture that he had spoken. 
“Why that.” she said, indignanuj 

She pointed to “The Principal Boy’s” 
knees. The violet tights seemed to 

accentuate Hie very obvious “knock. 

“[ am very sorry,” he said, humbly. 
"You see. i' did not know. So many 

women are like that I—■ 

"Have you a pair of lights hero, 

she said. 'The words were low, but he 

caught them. 
“In the dressing room there arc sev- 

eral he said. "As a matter of fact, 
I have the exact costume of ’The Prin- 

cipal Boy.’ I had it made at one of the 

theatrical shops on purpose to be sure 

that 1 got the details right.” 
i “Then—” 

Without another word slie went into 

the dressing-room. The door closed 

behind her with a bang. Ten minutes 

later she emerged. It was a living pie- 
ure of ‘The Principal Bov’ that ad- 

duced proudly toward him. a living 

picture— that is. with one exception. 
There was not a suspicion of imperfec- 
tion about the knees. 

“You sec!” said Mrs. Rostrevor tri- 
umphantly. 

“I humbly apologize.” he said. Af- 

ter all, I was uot wholly to blame for 

the error. If one has not the original 
before one, one can never be quite sure 

about these details.” 
“It would be a pity not to put them 

right,” said Mrs. Rostrevor thought- 
fully. 

He crossed the Rubicon. 

“Could you come for a sitting to- 
morrow at 11?" he said. 

••I—i—say 1:30," said Mrs. Rostre- 

vor. 

“I,” he shouted passionately from 

the rostrum—"I shall begin at once in 
the noble work of crushing tyrants.” 

Then after the storm of applause ceas- 

ed. he went home and tried to mash 
the hired girl.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 

“If there’s anythin’ Oi disloike,” said 
Mr. Dolan, "it’s shuperstition." 

“Who’s got it?” asked his wife. 
“Rofferty, the conthractor. He owes 

me $13, an’ lie's thot shuperstitious he 

won’t pay me for fear Oi’ll have bad 

luck! ”—Washing: on Stan_ 

DASHING PRIVATE SECRETARY. 

I was rather gratified on sauntering 
into my club in Piccadily to find my- 
self buttonholed by one of the party 
organizers, with the request that I 
should go down to Lancashire without 
delay and put in a good word for Col- 
onel Spriggs, who was a loyal member, 
but a little irascible and no orator. 

The next morning, with my leather 
bag packed full of political literature 
(which included the handbook of can- 

didates) I was on my way to Sprigg’s 
place. 

After several attempts to break 

through the taciturnity of my fellow 

passengers, 1 got into conversation with 
a stolid agriculturist. Thinking I had 

gained his confidence. I gave him a leaf- 
let which indicated the measures our 

party had brought forward. He pro- 
duced his spectacles, leisurely wiped 
them with a red (white-spotted) hand- 
kerchief. perused the leaflet and read 
for a quarter of an hour. His face 
meanwhile was immovable as if cut in 

gritstone. 
"Thats a rare lot of gammon,” he said 

quietly, handing back the paper, and 

taking the spectacles off his nose. "It 
won't do down here, with wheat at 20 

shillings a quarter.” 
Nor could I get another word out 

of him. Throughout the journey I 

found the same disinclination to talk. 
I was quite disheartened as the 

groom, who had awaited my arrival at 

Deepborough, drove me to his master s 

house. I felt that my eloquence would 
be of no avail against the stony 

strength of local connection; that my 

impassioned words would lie hurled 
against the granite minds in vain. 

Colonel Spriggs gave me a hearty 
welcome in the hall, apologizing, with 
a whimsical glance at his gouty foot, 
for his alienee at the station. He was 

a tall, broad-shouldered, ruddy man, 

apparently about HO. 
"I have given instructions for early 

dinner,” lie said, limping and wheezing 
before me to the door of my room. 

“You have traveled a long distance— 
neither soldier or politician can work 

on an empty stomach.” 
The dinner was excellent in appoint- 

ment, but to my surprise it was not 

served in the dining room. It was plac- 
ed on a round table in the colonel s 

study. 
The study had the appearance of a 

candidate's committee room. The long 
tables beneath the windows were heap- 
ed with election literature, and with 

vividly colored cards bearing my host's 

portrait and the words: “Vote for the 

Colonel. Good trade and prosperity. 
1 was admiring one of these florid 

pictures and wondering how the odor 
of printing ink would blond with the 

flavor of soup, when 1 hoard tho rustle 
of a woman’s dress and a voice like a 

man's saying: “I have sent out the 

circulars and arranged the meetings, 

Oh. here's my secretary,” remarked 
Spriggs. “Let me introduce you. Miss 

Flint, Mr. Whitworth.’ 
I bowed. So did the lady. 

(i 

“You’d bettor dine with us. Dorothy." 
said the colonel. “This gentleman has 

com', down from headquarters to help 
me. 'You can tell him what you have 

done, and what you think of my pros- 

pects.” 
“Wi b the deepest pleasure, she re- 

plied it. a deep, gutteral tone. 

My gaze wandered to the right-hand cor- 

ner of the blotting pad. It is one of my 

accomplishments that I can, like any 

printer, read type or handwriting upside 
down, and as I lazily, then eagerly, de- 

ciphered topsy-tut vey caligraphy on the 

blotting paper i gave a low whistle of 

surprise. There was no doubt about it. 

I took tho top sheet of the blotting paper 

pad. turned it over and held it to the light. 

Dorothy had given another proof of her 

resource. 
i.i fit-A minute boxer was saddled and 

I was on his hack. The roadster covered 

three miles with a sweeping stride, and 

there was not a llcok of foam on his bit 

when ho carried me over the smooth 

stones of Decpboro market place. 
I drew rein at the piazza that kept the 

afternoon sun out of tho old-fashioned 
bank—the house of Handforth, Rutt & Co. 

‘‘Is the manager within?" I asked, try- 
ing to speak calmly. 

••No. sir. I am In charge the remainder 
of the day." replied the clerk. 

"You have had one of Colonel Spriggs’ 
checks presented this afternoon?" 

"Yes.” 
"Did you pay It?" 
"Oh, yes; fortunately it wa« market day, 

or I could not have met it." 
•Tnfortunately, you mean. Because It 

was a forgery.” 
"Never!” exclaimed the middle-aged 

gentleman, disturbed from his official 

quietude and speaking with dry lips and a 

tremor of frame. 
lie thrust his hand into the drawer and 

spread the check before me for inspection. 
It looked genuine enough. 

"It’s all right, sir. I could swear to the 
colonel's signature anywhere," said the 
clerk. 

"Nonsense," I retorted. “The signature 
has no flourish. The ‘s' is altogether dif- 

ferent and the ’g's’ arc not the colonel’s. 
I’m sure I’m right." 1 continued. "The 

chock is dated to-day. Tho colonel could 
not possibly have written it. He is at 

Tupton bridge, miles away." 
"Mv God, I’m ruined!" moaned the clerk, 

great drops of sweat breaking out and 

gleaming on his forehead as if in mockery 
of his trouble. 

“Not quite.” T blurted out. "You paid 
the money to a masculine kind of wo- 

man?" 
••Yes. sir, you have accurately described 

her. She came'In the colonel s dog cart, 
and was certainly imperious. 

"Get a police .officer and follow me to the 

station." 
Tho train ran into the station as I pull- 

ed up on the gravel. Spriggs’ groom was 

there with the dogcart. In reply to m\ 

swift inquiry he said Miss Flint was go- 

ing away—to hunt up doubtful voters. I 

hurried upon the platform, and saw to 

| my annoyance that that the train was on 
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the move. I leaped Into the guard's van, 

telling the railway servant just enough of 
my errand to make him raise his eyebrows 
in astonishment. 

We had a crawl of five miles to Heath- 
ercllffe. the first stopping place. There 

only four passengers alighted—a hawker, 
a farmer, the village constable and a gen- 
tleman. The latter, who carried a port- 
manteau, was very tall and straight. He 
wore navy blue trousers, a gray checked 
traveling cap, and cape to match. His 
hair was jet black, so was his moustache, 
ar.d it seemed to have quite a sardonic curl, 
contrasting strangely with the pallor of 

his face. 
The train started. As the guard's van 

slowly rattled past the distinguished look- 
ing stranger 1 gave him a searching 
glance. Our eyes met. He started, hush- 
ed and turned sharply away. I sprang 
from the van and shouted to the consta- 
ble: "Arrest this person!'' 

The officer, though surprised and a little 
bewildered, obeyed my sharp command, 
placing his big hand on the gentleman's 
arm and detaining him. 

Then the station master, a stout, pom- 
pous individual, bustled up and aggress- 
ively asked: "What is the charge?" 

“Forgery," was my laconic reply. “Take 
the prisoner Into the waiting room,’’ I 

said to the constable. He did so. I fol- 
lowed with tho station master at my 
heels. 

“Now. sir. where is your warrant?” ask- 
ed the officer. 

"I have no warrant.” I said shortly. 
"What proof have you that the man has 

committed forgery?” 
"He Is not a man—he's a woman! A 

man does net usually wear ladles’ kid- 
topped boots.” 

In an instant their eyes focused on the 

prisoner’s feet. Theyi were undoubtedly , 

encased in a pair of Tashlonnble boots— 

broad sevens. It is true—but still lady's. 
"I should not attempt to escape if I 

were you.” 1 said, standing with my 
back to the door. "Perhaps you will re- 

move your wig and moustache. You will 
have no further use for them, and they 
must be uncomfortable." 

With a dogged, hunted movement the 

prisoner ungloved. The hands revealed 
were a woman's. They touched the mus- 

tache and the false thing was filing irri- 
tably to the ground. They removed the 

traveling cap and wig and disclosed Miss 
Flint's brown hair. 
*•*•*»••* 

Miss Flint was a sharp woman, but even 

a sharp woman Is liable to forget some- 

thing. She was careful to get into a 

compartment alone nnd to adopt a clever 
disguise, hut It was a pity for her own 

sake, though not for the sake of justice, 
that she forgot to change her boots. No 

doubt in the monotony of penal servitude 
this lapse of mind caused her some self- 
reproach. 

The colonel's faith in dashing lady secre- 

taries was rudely shaken, but he won his 

election. 
As for myself. I have no reason to re- 

gret the part 1 took In the detection nnd 
capture of a notorious woman whose tal- 
ents had always Inclined to crime, for 

my own success sprang from her convic- 
tion, and I am not only a Q. C., but a 

member of Parliament. 

CURRENT FUN. 
“How did you happen to discharge 

that last girl. Mrs. Meekly?” 
“I just had to. She only allowed me 

two afternoons a week.”—Detroit Free 
Press. 

"The mon that makes the mosht noise 
wit ’is worruk,” remarked Mr. Dolan, 
“ain’t always the wan thot’s givin’ it 
the besht attention. Snorin niver yit 
betokened a sound shlaper.”—Wash- 
ington Star. 

"How' do you know that editor is a 

short man? 
“Because his paper prints so many 

articles against theatre hats.” 
"They say you have bought the 

Duke.” 
The gorgeous creature laughed scorn- 

fully. 
"Why,” she exclaimed. "I have bare- 

ly taken any interest in him.”—New 
York Town Topics. 

"I am going down town, my dear, to 
get the latest returns.” remarked Mr. 
Biidad when he had finished his sup- 
per. 

"Well, he sure you are not it,” an- 

swered Mrs. Biidad. 
“Sure I'm not what?” queried Mr. 

Biidad. 
“The latest return.” 
And Mr. Biidad was back borne be- 

fore 9:30 p. m.—Omaha World-Herald. 
A sporting writer once included in 

his sporting notes an item saying that 
"the young sa-inon are beginning to 
run." It appeared in print: "The 
young salmon are beginning to swim.” 
When the writer ask*.: .*or an explan- 
ation. the proofreader cheerily remark- 
ed: “That is all right. You had that 
mixed up with your turf stuff, but I 

straightened it out for you. 
"But why didnt you let it go as I 

wrote it?” 
L COUlull l, iuc »» uw 

ever heard of a fish running?”—San 
Francisco Argonaut. 

"I must have money, Plunger.” said 

Dunley. “Can't you let me have that 

$50 you owe me?” 
"No. I cant replied Plunger; “but I’ll 

tell von what to do. My credits ex- 

hausted; you go to Cashlev and borrow 
$100 for me, and I'll pay you the 
amount.”—Philadelphia North Ameri- 
can. 

She had removed her hat temporar- 
ily, merely to adjust one of the orna- 

ments. 
“What magnificent, silky hair she 

has!” audibly observed the man in the 
rear. 

And she was so pleased that she held 

her hat in her lap until the fall of the 
final curtain. Such is th** force of di- 

plomacy.—Philadelphia Call. 

Young Man (holding up a string of 
brook trout)—Parson, we've called to 

present these trout to you. 
Parson—They are beauties. Thank 

you, boys. thank you. 
Young Man—But we should tell you 

that they were caught yesterday, Sun- 
day. ..... 

Parson—Ah. well. 1 11 take them; the 
fish are not to blame!—New York 
Herald. 

The ship pitched.” Heavens!” groan- 
ed the famous base ball man in the 
first cabin, which goes to show how 

very insoluble were her curves.—De- 

troit Journal. 
She—So. when you called the other 

evening, you suspected that papa would 

refuse to let you see me? I suppose 
you had a kick coming'’ 

He (sadly)—No; I had It going.—New 
York Press. 

Mrs. O'Rooney.” said Rev. Father 

Murphy, "why do I never see Patrick at 

church now ? 

Mrs. O Rooney shook her head sadly. 
••Is It anarchism?” 
••Warse than thot, your riverence.” 
••Is It atheism?” 
“Warse. your riverence.” 
••What Is It. then?” 

Rheumatism.” Pittsburg Chronicle 

Telegraph. 
Mrs. Newly. In her modern male attire 

for women, was addressing a select audi- 

ence. ”1 wear no man's collar,” she 

shouted. 
“You have one of mine on now,” 

squeaked her husband. 
“I said ‘no man's collar.’ she retorted, 

and Newly sneaked out the back way.— 

Detroit Free Tress. 

SOME HUNTERS 
After Good Things Are Still in 

Charleston, Although the Crowd 
is Thinning Out-LaFollette Kept 
Busy-Prospects of a Big Raid ou 
the Treasury. 

Special to the Register. 
Charleston, W. Va., January 16.—The 

hotels of C hai leston have been pretty 
well crowded during the past week 
with visitors from various portions of 
the State, and nearly all of them are 
aspirants for positions either under the 
Governor or in one or the other of tho 
houses of the Legislature. Among 
these are several prominent ex-mem- 
bers of the Legislature. Hon. A. R. 
Campbell, of Wheeling, who has served 
both in the Senate and the House of 
Delegates, has been given the position 
of assistant to the chief clerk of the 
Senate. Hon. A. B. Clark, of Upshur, 
is here after a committee clerkship. He 
may fail to get that position, however, 
because of the candidacy of a brother 
of Senator Young, who comes from the 
same county. The county of Upshur 
will probably not get but one position! 
in the Legislature, and that position 
will probably be controlled by Senator 
Young, and the clerkship given to hie 
brother. 

Hon. .1. C. Kimes. a former member 
of the House from Wood county, is af- 
ter a committee clerkship, as is also 
Hon. Walter Holle, an ex-member of 
the House from Doddridge county. 

Ex-Delegate Cook, of Summers coun- 
ty. is here and will probably be given a 
good place. 

Gordon O’Beirne. Gene Campbell and 
Wesley Gibson, of Huntington, have 
been here for a week looking for a soft 
place. The latter would be willing to 
accept a clerkship in the Auditor's of- 
fice. Mr. Gibson deserves a good posi- 
tion under this administration, lie has 
labored a long while m the ranks of tho 
Republican party, and has never re- 
ceived any recognition. 

Mr. N. B. Scott, of Wheeling, wlm 
has been here this week, is pulling for 
the position of State Librarian for hia 
9UU. 

S. W. Willy, of Summers county, is 
here getting the jnfluence of the mem-» 
hers of the legislature for the United 
States Marshaiship. 

Mr. George Bowers, of Martinsburg, 
has seen most of the members of the 
Legislature and requested their good 
offices in his behalf for the United 
States Collectorship. 

All the State oftioers-elect have been 
here this week, and have suffered a 

seige of place hunters. Auditor-elect 
Lafollet seems to have had the great- 
est run of visitors with the exception 
of Governor-elect Atkinson. Mr. I.a- 
foliet says he does not expect to make 
gvolean sweep In the Auditor’s office. 
He will retain some of the old clerks at 
least for a while. He could not make 
an immediate clean sweep without iu» 
jury to the public service. 

There are indications that a tremen- 
dous raid will be made on the public 
treasury during the session of the leg- 
islature, and the finance committees of 
the two houses will find it difficult to 
keep tho appropriations down to n 

reasonable limit. In order to satisfy 
all the demands for money made to 
tin-1., gi: latire of is;>". and at the aama 
time to kee|» the appropriations from 
exceeding the amount appropriated by 
live BemocraUc-i-t ".'.'V.tH 
publicans made the mistake of cutting 
off appropriations to pay the legiti- 
mate charges upon the treasury, such, 
as criminal charges, pay of judges, etc. 
The deficit for criminal charges at the 
last session was about $.r>0.000. Instead 
of making appropriations for this deficit, 
and a sufficient amourt for criminal 
charges for the succeeding two years, 
this deficit was allowed to stand, and an 

insufficient amount appropriated for 

this purpose for the next two years. 
The consequence is that this deficit has 

grown to over $170,000. lo catch up 

on this one item of expense and provide 
for the next two years it will require 
an appropriation by the Legislature of 
nearly $400,000. 

--—o- 

NOTES OF INTEREST. 

Julia F. Williams has boon the keeper 

of the Santa Barbara (Cal.) lighthouse for 

31 years. During that period sho his 

climbed tlio tower and attended to t!i» 

light herself every night, with tho ex- 

ception of three weeks, twenty v. .us ago. 

The Poles were first called such in tho 

tentli century. Pole-land was settl'd I 

a branch of tho Slavonic family and m <j 

a, duchy in 550. Its history, as a nation, 

ceased in 1705, with Stanislas II.. the king- 
dom being divided between Russia, 1 ni.t- 

sia and Austria. 
The (Ireeks first appear In tradition, «■ 

tlio descendents of Javan, fourth -on of 

Japheth. One of their names I deriv’d 
from tiraoeus, a tradltlor d king. 1 hey 
are called Hellenes, from Ib'llas. another 

monarch, while Homer denominates them 

differently as Myrmidons, H* lh n«-s and 

Achaians. 
Tho Carthaginians became a nation In 

tho ninth century B. t'.. with the founding 
of their eity by Dido or Kllssa, as she wa 

also called. She was a princess of iv. 

and her husband being kill* I hy Pymalion, 
tho king, and her own life threatened. Jn 

fled with a number of adherents und slatt- 

ed a new colony. 
The mayor of Flint. Mich-, performs tha 

duties of his office without compensation, 
other than tlio satisfying of having 
tlone his duty. But the mayor who rotired 

last week has directed the tfinirs of tho 

town so well during his y ir of office that 

the common council ununlmou ly voted » 

make an appropriation for him, a 

pedal mark of satisfaction. I lie -sunt 1 

Professor Roentgen dislike* being lioniz- 

ed. He recently Intended to spend a f- 

days In Florence. Italy, but hardly h el h < 

arrival become known when 2" 

came to salute hltn. H»* told them hi m v 

they would have done better n 

tht lr lectures. letter on. heat mg t i-' 

| other demonstration* w« r t "u " 1 

took the first train and left the ''Ity. 

i The Rev. Miles Hratit. of K -ion, 

he has solved th*> problem of living. 

la strict vegetarian and never u-es ''“a 

pies, cakes, tea, coffee, sugar, mi "r 

I spices. His dally food Is unleavened gra- 

! ham bread, vegetables. rh>'-‘ *ltl ,n 

I and ho says that In- I!' < w* 1 * 1 '' 

87 eonts a week, th- result bung that h« 

is healthy and strong. 

Baron Hlrsch ! •« : ** 

monument ”mor<- 11 -11r.ir *!?**, 
bronze.” With the avow d <>’V 

memorutlng the great h)l1 
.... tf.,- etth-rs in ms 

baroa ■ 

of familial 

hero have d.. bled to ,v, the «mj* 
Moses Hlrsch to ev ry male child born 

until the anniversary of hi- — 

There 1* no end to the mak ng y 

or to thi ingei itj of the inventors A 

Of two tandem bu 
q 

side by side, has Just beem 
cycles arranged slot ij 

i», ri* to serve as a fire en- 
invented in I arts 

gine in cases of emergency. It is worked 

bv four men. and is fitted up with the nec- j 
saury ho- plP-s and fittings, which oo- A 

cupy the space between the rider* ̂
 ^ 


