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CHAPTER I
A Supper Party at the "Milan.”

“To all such meetings as these!”
orled Densham, liftinz his champagne
glass from under the soft halo of the
rose-shaded -electric lights. “Let us
drink to them, Wolfenden—Mr. Felix!”

“To all such. meetings!” echoad his
vis-a-vis, also fingering the delicate
stem of his glass. “An  excellent
toast !” .

“To all such meetings as these!”
murmured the third man, who made
up the little party. “A capital toast
indeed.”

They sat at a little round table in
the brilliantly-lit supper room of one
of London’s most fashionable restaur-
ants. Around them were the usual
throng of well-dressed men, of wo-
men with bare shoulders and flash-
fugg diamonds, of dark-visaged wait-
ers, deft, silent, swilt-footed. The
pleasant hum of conversation, louder
and more unrestrained as the hour
grew towards midnight, was varied
by .the popping of corks and many
little trills of feminine lauzhter. Of
discordant sounds there were: none.
The waiter’s feot fell no‘selessly upon
the thick carpet, the clatter of plates
was a thing unheard of. From the bal-
cony outcide came the low, sweet
music of a German orchestra played
by master hands. .

As usual the place was. filled. Sev-
eral late comers, who had neglected
to order their table beforehand, had
already, after a disconsolate tour of
the room, been led to one of the
smaller apartments, or had driven
off amain to where the lights from
the larcer but less smart  Altone
flashed out upon the smooth, dark
waters of the Thames. Only ono ta-
ble was as yet unoccupicd, and that
was within a yvard or two of the
three younz men who were celebrat-
ing a chance meeting in Pall Mall so
pleasantly. It was lald for ro only,
and a magnificent bunch of white
roses had, a few minutes before, been
brought in and laid in front of one of
the places by the director of the
rooms himself. A man’s small visiting
card was leaning against a wineglass.
The table was evidently reserved by
someone of importance, for several
late-comers had pointed to it only to
be met by a decided shake of the head
on the part of the waiter to whom
they had appealed. As time went on
this empty table became the object of
some speculation to the three men.

“Qur neighbors,” remarked Wolfen-
den, “‘are ruming it pretty [ine. Can

| end where doas he hail

you see whose name is upon the card, , 2 2
] ¥ I ’ | pointed. Charlie Meynell gave him a

Densham ?”

The man addressed raised an eye-
glass to his left eyve and leaned for-
ward. Then he shook his head, he was
a little too far away.

“No! It is a short name. Seems to
begin with 8. Drobably a son of Is-
rael !” \

“His taste in flowers is at any rate
frreproachable,” Wolfenden remarked.
“Y wish they would cope. T am in a
genial mood, and I do not like to think
of anyone having to hurry over such
an excellent supper.”

“The Iady,” Deficham suggested, “is
probably theatrical, and has to dress
after the show. Hall-past twelve is a
barbarous hour to turn us out. I won-
der—-""

“Sh-sh 1"

The €lizht exclamation and a mean-
ing frown from Wolfenden checked his
specch. He broke off in the middle of
hie sentence, and looked around. There
was the soft swish of silk passing his
chair, and the faint supgzestion of a
delicate and perfectly. strange per-
fume. At Iast the table was being
taken possession of. A girl, in o won-
derful white dre-s, was standing there,
leaning over to admire the great
bunch of creamy-white blossoms,
whilst a waiter respectfully held a
chair for her. A few steps behind came
her companion, an elderly man who
walked with a slight limp, leaning
heavily upon a stick. She turned to
him and made come remark in Frefieh,
pointing to the flowers. He smiled,
and, passing her, stood for a moment
leaning slightly upon the back of his
chair, waiting, with a courtesy which
was obviously instinctive, until she
should have seated hersclf. During the
few seconds which elapsed -before they

them knew ! Harcutt, a journalist of
some note and a man who prided him-
self upon knowing absolutely every-
body, was as helpless as the rest. To
his humiliation he was obliged to con-
fess ita

“I never saw either of them before
in my life,” he said. *‘I cannot imagine
who they can be. They are certainly
foreigners.”

“Very likely,” Wolfenden
quietly. “In fact, I never doubte® it.
An English girl of that age—she is
very young, by the bye—would never
be so perfectly turned out.”

“What a very horrid thing to say,
Lord Wolfenden,” exclaimed the wom-
an on whose chair his hand was rest-
ing. “Don’t you know that dressing-is
altogether a matter of one’s mald?
You may rely upon it that that girl
has fonnd a treasnre.”

“Well, T don’t know,” Wollenden said
smiling. “Young Lnglish girls always
seem to me to look so dishevelled in
evening dress. Now this girl is dressed
with the art of a Frenchwomnn of
mature years, and yet with the sim-
plicity of a child.”

The woman l2id down her lorgnettie:
and shrugged her shoulders. %

“I agree with you,” she said, “that

aggeed,

she Is probably not English. ‘Il she |

were she would not wear such dia-
monds at her ace.” .

“By the bye,” Harcutt remarked,
with sudden cheerfulness, ‘“‘we shall be
able to find out who the man is when
we leave. The table was reserved, so
the name will be on the list at the
door,.”

His friends rose to leave, and Har-
cutt, makin> his ndieux, crossed the
room with Wolfenden.

“We may as well have our coffee to-
gether,” he said, “T ordered Turkish,
and I've been waiting for it ten min-
utes. We got. here early. Hullo !
where’s your other guest ?”

Densham was sitting alone. Wolfen-
den looked at him inquiringly.

“Your friend Felix has gone,” he an-
nounced. “Suddenly remembered, an
engagement with his chiof and beg-
ood you to excuse him. Said he'd look
von up to-morrow.”

“Well, he’s an odd fellow,” Wolfen-
den remarked, motioning Harecutt to
the vacant place. “His looks certain-
ly belie hi® name.” .

‘“He’s not exactly a cheerful com-
panion for a supper party,” Densham
admitted, “but I like his face. How
did you come across him, Wollenden,
from ?”

“He’s a junior attache at the Rus-
sinn Embassy,” Wolfenden said, stir-
ring his coffee. “Ounly just been ap-

introduction
decent rsort,

line of
was . a

to me; said he
but mopish ! |

| looked him up last week, met him in

i Pall
! and astzed you hoth to supper.

were seitled in their places he glanced ;

round the room with a smile, slightly
ecynical. but still good-natured, parting
hig thin, well shaped lips. Wolienden
and Densham, who were looking at
him with frank curiosity, he glauced
at carelessly. The third young man of
the party, Felix. was ben‘line low over
his plate, and his face was hidden.

The buzz of conversation in their
munediate vieinivy had been  tempo-
rarily suspended. Everyone who had
seen them enter had been interested
in these Iate-comers, and many cur-
fous eyes followed them to their seats.
Briefly, the girl was beautiful and the
man distinguished. When they had
taken their places, however, the hum
of conversation recommenced. Dens-
ham and Wolfenden leaned over to one
another, and their questions, were al-
most simultaneous.

“Who are they 2

“Who is she ?”

Alas ! neither of them knew ; neither
of them had the least Feiix,
Wolfenden’s guest, it seemed useless to
ask. He had only just arrived in Eng-
land, and he w complete stranger
to Iondon. Besides, he did not éeem
to be interested. He was proceeding
calmly with his supper, with his back
directly turned upon the netv-comers.
Beyond one rapid, upward glance at
their entrance he seemed almost to
have avoided looking at them. Wollgn-
den thought of this afterwards.

“I see Hareutt in the corner.” he
said. “ITe will know who they are for
certain, I fhall ge and ask him»

Hpe erossed the room and chatted for
a few minutes with a noisy little
gm’ty in an adjacent recess. Presently

irlan

e put his question. Alas! Not one of *

t w.th the little dishes

Mall just as you came along,
What
liaueurs, Harcutt ?”

t'he conversation drifted into ordi-
nary channels and flowed on steadily.
At the same time it was maintained
with a certain amount of diffienlty.
The advent of these two people at
the next table had produced an ex-
traordinary effect upon the three men.
Harcutt was perhaps the least af-
fected. He was a young man of for-
tune and natural gifts, who had em-
braced journalism as a career, and
was really in love with his profes-
sion. Partly on account of his soclal
position, which was unquestioned, and
partly because his tastes tended in
that direction he had become the
recognized seribe and chronicale of
smartl society. His pen way easy and
fluent. He was an in‘mit:”étlc- maker
ol short paragraphs. He prided him-
rell upon knowing everrboly and all
about them. He conld have  told
how much a year Densham, a rising
younz portrait painter, was mbking
from his profession, and exactly what
Wailenden’s allowanee from his father
was. A strange face w an annoyance
to him, too, a humiliation. He had
been pigued that he could not an-
swer the eaxer questions of his own
party as to these two people, and
subsequently  Wolfenden’s  inquliri-s.
The thourht that very soom, at any
rite, their name would bs known to
him was, in a sense, a consolation. The
rest would be easy. Until he knew all
about them, he meant to coneceal,
80 far as possible, his own interest.

CHAPTER IIL
A Drama of the Pavement.

The piteh of conversation had risen
higher, still mingled with the inter;
mittent popping of corks and the
striking of matches. Blue wreathes of
clzarette smoke were curling
upwards — a delicate feeling of
** abandon "’ was making itself
felt amongst the roomful of
prople. “'ie music grew solter asthe
babe! of talk grew in volume. The
whole environm nt b_came tinged wi h
a faint but genial voluptuousness.
Densham was laugh'ng over the foi-
bles of some mutual acquiantance;
Wolfenden leaned back in his cRair,
smoking a cigarette and sipping his
Turkish coffee. His eyes searcely left
for a moment the girl who sat only a
few yards away from him, trifling
wth a certain dalaty indifference
which one after

{ the other had been piaced before her

and removed. He had taken pains to
withdraw himself from the discus:ion
in which his friends were interested.
He wanted to be quite free to watch
her. . To him she was certainly the
mot3 wonderful cremiure he hnd ever
seen. In every one of her most trifling
act'ons she ed posscssed of an
original and curihpus grace, even the
way she held hgr silver fork, toyed
with her eervietyp, raised her glass ‘to
her lips and sefl It down again—all
these little thinffs she secemed to him
to aegcomplish

wonderful dair
t’on between he

Iness. Ol conversa-

companion and heps

self there was {pvidently very i $ i
nor did she app§ar to expect it, 'g

was enjoying h

K supperi with. [t
moderation and njn .

tecam(or,'

th a peculiar and"

which denote the epicure, and he only
spoke to her between the courses. She,
on the other hand, appeared to be
eating scarcely anything. At last,
however, the waiter set before her a
dish in which she was evidently In-
terested. Wolfenden recognized the
pink frilled paper and smiled. 8he was
human enough then to care for ices.
She bent over it and shrugged her
shoulders—turning to the waiter, who
was hovering near, she asked a ques-
t'on. He bowed and removed the plate.
In a moment or two he reappeared
with another. This time the paper
and its contents were brown, She
smiled as she helped herself—such 2
smile that Wolfenden wondered that
the waiter did not lose his head, and
hand her pepper and salt, instead of
gravely filling her glass. She took
up her spoon and deliberately tasted
the contents of her plate. ‘Then she
looked across the table and bpoke the
first words in English which he had

‘heard from her lips:

*“ Coffee ice. So much nicer than
strawberry "

The man nodded back.

* Jees after supper are an abomina-
tion,” he said. * They spoil the flavor
of your wine, and many other things.
But, after all, I suppose it Is a waste
of time to tell you so! A woman ngver
understands how. to eat until shie is
fifty.” *

She laughed, and deliberately -fin-
ished her ice. Just as’she laid down
the spoon, she raised her eyes quietly
and encountered Wolfenden’s. He
looked away at once with an Indiffer-
ence which he felt to be badly assumed.
Did she know, he wondered, that
he had been watching her like an
owl all the time ? He felt hot and un-
comfortable—a veritable schoolboy at
‘the thought. He plunged into the con-
versation between Harcutt and Dens-
ham—a conversation which they had
been sustaining with an effort. They
too were still as interested in their
neighbors, although their position at
tha table made it difficult for either
to observe them closely.

When three men are each thinking
intently of something else, it is not
easy to maintain an intelligent dis-
cussion. Wolfenden, to create a di-
version, called for the bill When
he had paid it, and they were ready
to depart, Densham looked up with
a little burst, of candor—

“ She's wonderful!” he exclaimed,
softly.

“Marvellous!” Wolfenden echoed.

“I wonder who on earth they can
possibly be,” Harvcutt said almost
peevishly. Already he was being rob-
bed of some part of his contemplated
satisfaction. It was true that he would
probably find the man’s name on the
tabl--list at the door, but he had a
sort of presentiment that the girl's
personality would elude him. The
question of relationship between the
man and the girl puzzled him. He
propounded the problem, and they
discussed it with bated breath. There
wa& no likeness at all! Was there
any relationship ? It was significant
that although Harcutt was a scand-
almongzr and Wolfenden somewhat
of a cynic, they discussed it with the
most profound respect. Relationship
after all of some sort there must be.
What was it ? [t was Harcutt who
alone suggested what to Woldenden
seemed an abominable possibility.

“Scarcely husband and wife, I
should thimk,” he said, thoughtfully,
“yet one never can tell!”

Involuntarily they all three glanced
towards tho man. He was well preserv-
ed, and h's little imperial and short
grey moustache were trimmed with
military precision, yvet his hair was
almost white, and his age could
scarcely be less than sixty. In his way
he was quite as interesting as the
girl. His oyes, underneath his thick
brows, were dark and clear, and his
features were strong and delivately
shaped. His hands were whiie and
very shapely, the fingers were rather
long, and he wore two singularly
handsome rings, both set with strange
stones.. By the side of the table rest-
ed the stick upon which he had been
leaning during his passge through the
room. It was of smooth. dark wood,
polished like a malacca eane, and set
at the top with a curious, green, opale-
ecent stone, as large as a  spar-
row’s egg: The eyes of the three men
had each in turn been arrested by it.
In the electric light which fell softly
upon the upper puri of it, the stone
seemed to burn and glow with a pe-
culiar, iridescent radiance. Evidently
it was a precious possession, for once
when a waiter had offered to remove
it to a stand at the other end of the
room, the man had stopped him sharp-
Iy and drawn it a little closer to-
wards him.

‘Wolfenden It a fresh cigarette,
and gazed thoughifully into the lit-
tle cloud of blue smoke.

“Husband and wife,”” he repeated
slowly. “What an absurd idea! More
likely father and daughter!”

“How about the roses ¢’ Harcutt re-
marked. “A father-does not as a rule
show such excellent taste in flowers!”

They had finished supper. Suddenly
the girl stretched out her left hand
and took a glove from the table. Wol-
fenden smiled triumphanitly.

“She has no wedding ring,” he ex-
claimed.

Then Harcutt, for the f

made a remark, £ 5

never altogeiher Em:x-}.

which both the othex ‘me

in chilling silence. g

“That may or ‘may nof ba

for congratwldtion,” he &

his moustache. *“One ‘ge
mg i
Btedly ig

Wolfenden stood:
back upon Haj &

at the same moment as these two
g:ople. in whom manjifestly they had

ew taking 8o great an interest. But
by the time they had sent for their
coats and hats from the cloakroom,
and Harcutt had coolly scrutinized the
table-list, they found themselves all
together isl @ little group at the head
of the stajrs.

(Wolfenden, who was a few steps
in front, drew back to allow them
to pass. The man, leaning upon his

stick, laid his hand upon the.glrl'sq

sleeve. Then he looked up at the men,
and addressed Wollenden directly.

“You had better precede us, sir,”
he said ; “my progress is, unfortunate-
1y, somewhat slow.” 5

Wolfenden drew back courteously.

“We are in no hurry,” he said.
“Please go on.”

The man thanked him, and, with
one hand upon the girl's shoulder,
and with the other on his stick, com-
menced to descend. The girl had passed
on without even glancing
them. She hnd twisted a white lace
mantilla around her head, and her
features were scarcely visible—only
as she passed, Wolfenden received a
general impreesion of rustling white
silk and lace and foaming tulle as
she gathered her skirts together at
the head of the stairs. It seemed to
him, too, that the somewhat close
atmosphere of the vestibule had be-
come faintly sweet with the delicate
fragrance of the white roses which
hung by a loop of eatin from her
wrist. ;

The three men waited until they
had reached the bend of the stairs
before they began to descend. Har-
cutt then leaned forward.

** His name,” he whispered, “is dls-
enchanting. It is Mr. Sabin! Whoever
heard of a Mr. Sabin? Yet he looks
like a personage!”

At the doors there was some delay.
It was raining fast, and the depar-
tures were a little congested. The
three young men still kept in the
background. Densham affected to be
I'ghting a cigarette. Wolfenden was
slowly drawing on his gloves. Hi
place was almost in a line with the
girl’s. He could gee the diamonds flash-
‘ng in her fair hair through the ddinty
tracery of the drooping white lace,
and 'in & moment, through some slight
change ' in her position, he could get
a better view of her face than he had
been able to obtain even in the supper-
room. She was beautiful! There wae
no doubt about that. But there were
many beautiful women in London,
whom Wolfenden scarcely pretended
to admire. This girl had something
better even than supreme beauty. She
was anything but a reproduction. She
was a new type. She had originality.
Her hair was dazzlingly fair : her eye-
brows, delicately arched, were high
and distinetly dark in color. Her head
was perfectly shaped—the [features
seemed to combine a delightful
piquancy with a romewhat statuesque
regularity. Wolfenden, wondering of
what she in_ some manner reminded
him, suddenly thought of some old
French miniatures, which he had
stopped to admire only a day or two
hefore, in a little curio shop near
Bond street. There was n distinct dash
of something foreign in her features
and ecarriage. It might have been
French or Austrian—it was most cer-
tainly not Anglo-Sixon.

The crush became o little less, they
all moved a step or two forward—and
Wolfenden, glancing carelessly out-
side, found his attention immediately
arrested. Just as he had been watch-
‘ng the girl, so was a man, who stood
on the pavement side by side with the
comm'ssionaire, watching her com-
pan‘on. He was tall and thin: appar-
ently dressed in evening clothes, for
though his coat was butto p to
his chin,- he wore an opera His
hande were thrust into the loose pock-
ets of his overcoat, and his face was
mostly in the shadows. Once, how-
over, he follownad some motion of Mr.
82bin’s, and moved his head a little
forward. Wolfenden started, and
'ooked at him fixedly. Was it fancy,
or was there indeed something
clenched in his right hand there, which
olenmed l'ke sllver--or wns it steel—
‘n the momentary flash of a passing:-
rarringe light ? Wolfenden was puz-
zled. There wns rometh'ng. too. which
seemed to him vaguely familiar in
the man’s figure and person.
He was certainly waliting for
somebody, and to judge from his
fxpress’on his.  miz=sion was no
pleasant one. Wollenden. who.throngh
the latter part of the evening, had
felt a curious and unwonted sense
of excitement stirring his blood, now
felt it go tingling through all his’
veins. "He had some sybile prescience
that he was or the brink eof an ad-
venture. He glanced hurriedly at his
two companions ; neither of them had
noticed this fresh (evelopment.

Just then the commissionaire, who
knew Wolfenden by sight., turned
round and saw him standing there.
Stepping back on to the pavement.
he called up the brougham, which
was waitlng a little way down the
street.

“Your carriage, my lord,” he said,
to Wolfenden. touching his cap.

Wolfenden, with ready presence of
mind shook his head.

“I am waiting for a friend,” he sald.
‘Tell my man to pass on a yard or
two."”

The man bowed. and the danger of
leaving before these two people, in
whom his interest now was becoming
positively feverish, was averted. As
if to enhance it a singular thing now
happened. The interest suddenly be-
came reciprocal. At the sound of Wolf-
enden’s voice, the man with the club
foot had distinctly started. He
changed his position. and, leaning
forward. - looked eagerly at him. His
eyes remained for a moment or two
fixedl steadily upon him. There was
no doubt about the fact. singular in
itself though it was. Wollfenden no-
ticed it himself, o did both Densham
and Harcutt. But before any re-
mark could pass between them a
little coupe brougham had drawn up,
and the man and the girl started
forward.

continued.)
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But He Lacked Dignig and
Bearirg,

AND GOT THE SHORT E

Once upon a time there wy
who would not: get Mid. H>
ing to do anything tq help o Play-
mate, s0 wh:n the Gang W« fishing
h>y took H'm alopg to carry the
Bait, and whon th2y went Swimming
'n th» D2ep Hole, ho had to stay on
‘h~ Bank and watch their Clothes.

If any of th> Urchins found a Cockle-
Burr and it came to a gquestion as
to which Boy womld be Held Down
and have the Burr put into his Hair,
th'y always decided in favor of Mel.

His Right Name was M-zlford Prax-
ftelas Johason, but he grinned so much
and was so good natured thit every-
body was Familiar with him and
saluted him as Mel. He got all the
Cockle-Burrs in his Hair and the Toads
down the Back of his Neck and the
Smart-Weed ruttbed on h's Bare Legs,
because he was a Good Fellow, and
th2: Tough Boys who went to school
with him knew that he would not go
and tell Teach>r and have them pro-
perly LambsSted.

Bometimes he would go out to the
Com'trngns, wh:re the Boys were play-
ng 0-Old-Cat, and th>y would have
h'm act as Back-Stop and chass the
Fligs, Somebody hud to do it, and he
was so Accommodating and Friendly
he did it rather than delay the Game.

All the little bull-headed boys, who
*hreatened to take ther Bats and go
home unless they could have their own
way! played th» Star Positions.

When he was a little older he went
to a Medical S-+hool, wh-ere he was’
promptly tossed up in @ Blanket and
then dropped down an Alr-Shaft, be+
canse th? Hazers saw that he was a
Good Fellew and would not go and
Squeal to the Faculty.

Mel was a Bright Student, and grad-
uated at the Head of the class. He
won a Set of Instruments for his
Thesls on the Osteology of the Super-
numsrary Digits, and th> Dean pre-
dicted Great Things for him.

He hung out a Shingle right across
th~ street from a Classmate who had
finished at the Tail End, and did not
know th> difference between the Duo-
denum and the Claviclee But this
Classmate grew Whiskers and wore a
Prince Albert and a Tall Hat and
Glasses with a Gold Chaiw and Coughed
into his Palm and used Latin Words,
and he got the Practice.

He was a Physician and Mel was

OF IT.
a Boy
will-

If a Man came into Mel's office,
suffering from a Combination of
Soit Shell Crabs and Neapolitan
Pudding, it would be like Mel to tell
him that he had the Stomach Acne.

Then the dissatisflied Patient would
go across to see the Physician, who
would tell him that he had Acute
Gastritis.

Anybody would rather have Gastri
titis than Stomach-Ache, so the Phy-
sician had his Waiting-Room crowded
all the Time.

The Public could not pin its Faith
to a Practitioner who wore a Sack
Suit and Kept his hat on the Back
of his Head and spoke to the Child-
ren along the Street, and never
used three Double-Jointed Words
from the Materia Medica unless he
had to. .

Still Doc managed to get some
Practice. If any Sufferer happencd
to be Broke, he went to Doc, be-
cause Doc was a Good Fellow, who
could be Stood Off. Doc got all of
the Charity Cases and the Fake
across the Street treated all the
Women who had Property and Im-
aginary Complaints.

“hortly after Doc began to Prac-
tice, he fell in Love, but no one took
it Seriously, for he was always Jok-
ing. The Girlliked Doc because he
was entertaining and liberal, up to
his Income, but when he Proposed,
his Sense of Humor prevented him
from getting down on his Knees and
giving her any of this Mrs. E. D.
N. E. SBouthworth Hanky-Pank.

She had the usual streak of the
Romantic In her Make-up, and she
vefused to consider his offhand Re-
quest. She gave herself to an opin-
ionated Willle-Boy 'who was always
having himself Photographed in a
Dress Suit, and who came at lLer
with a Ten-Minute Specch that he
had learned from a Book onHow
to Make Love,” pnbiiched hy Aun
& Co.

Then because Doe’s Philosophy and
his Gooduess Heart came to hig
Rescue and he Forgave her and did
not Drink himself to Death or start
for the Gold Fields with her Pictnes
next to his Heart, nearly e2very
one.said that he had not Cared for
her at all and was not capable of
the Grand Passion.

After Doc had struggled along in
his Profession for many Years with-
out any Velvet in front of him, he
dm-i@d to try for a Political Ap-
pointment. Every one seemed to like

of

him and he knew he could get Backe
ing. He thought very weil of his
Drag. Sure enough, wlieu he ap
plied for a Consulate, all the influen~
tial Mogul® of the Party sigoed his
Petition. Then they sat down and
wrote Private Letters to Baek-Cap

m.

They told the President that
was a Good Fellow, but he lack
Dignity and Bearing. They said
that he was commonly known as
Mel or Doec, that he had a Reputa-
tion as a Story-Teller, that he had
been a Fallure in his Profession,
and never accumulated any Pro-
perty, that he was Careless in his
Businegs Habits and loaned Money to,
any one who seemed to be in Trou-,
ble, and that. therefore, althongh he(
bad been an Active Worker, possibly|
the Appointment ought to go to .
some Man who had more regard for
Solemn Rosponsibilities.

S0 the Job was given to a Four-
Flush who posed in Public Places and
Frowned and kept one Hand inside
of his Coat and never said anything
because he had Nothing to say.

Even after this final Throw-Dowa
Da¢ did not become embittered or
cease trying to be a Good Fellow.*

One Day, however, as he was re-,
viewing his Career, he decided if he
had it to do over again, he would
be M. Praxiteles Johnson and wear
the Front of Jove and refuse to be
Sociable.

He realized that he had erred in re-
peating Apecdotes, lending Money,
and trying to be a Mixer. He wlshed s
that he had kept his Degree printed
on all his Cards and hung an Articu-
lated Skeleton inside of his Office
Door. Also, he began to understand
that it is advisable to crowd in on
the Plutl‘orn{ at every Public Pow-
wow and be‘played up as a Promi-
nent Citizen. Furthermore, he
wished that he had Dressed the same
as a Pall-Bearer.

It would have been a hard Job to
keep up the Monumental Bluff, but
then one must always pay a price
for True Success. A

Moral: Be Dignified and Serious, if
possible.—George Ade.

SUICIDE ON THE INCREASE.

Stress That Contribute to the Fre-
quency of Self=1Yestruction.

'

The decay of religiéus sentiment—
which is to be observed in all those
courntries which are in the foremost
rank as regards knowledge, and es-
pecially the growth of scientific
knowledge — has perhaps conduced
more to the spread of suicide than
has any other single cause. That
the decadence of orthodox belief is
an important factor in the incrcase
of self-murder is demonstrated  in
great citles like Paris, Berlin and Vi-
enna, where agnosticism is rampant
and the greatest number of suicides
oceur.

Dr. Ireland traces the greater por-
tion of the causes of suicide to severe
strain upon the nervous system,
which may bhe the ontcome of a mul-
tiplicity of causes. Among these
causes may be mentioned the increas-
ed stralp of modern life up~n the
nervous eystem. The followingz are
the mean annual rates per 1,000,000
pooulation of some of the Europeam
conntrirs—Saxony, 1861-70. su'cides,
281 : 1871-R0, suicides, 32%5: 18R1.84,
suicides, 370; 1885-88, suicides 838;
In Denmark during the same perfods,
283, 266, 219, 259. In France, 129,
161, 189, 212. In Prussia, 127, 153,
198, 204. Ir Belgium, 61, 81, 107,
116. In Sweden. 80, 86. 96. 110. “In
England and? Wales, 66, 70, 74, ¥8.
In Norway, 82, 70. 68, 68 In Italy,
27, 37, 87, 48, 48. It will be
served that, with the excentiom
Norway, the sunicide mortality rate
has increased, and in most countrie
very considerably within recent yeards
The diminution in Norwayv is attris
buted, says the Nineteenth Cenf{u
Review, to the energetic attack
which the Norwegian Government
has made on alcoholism. 'The rame
journal says that, in the case of Italy
particularly, emigration accounts to
some extent for the low nate pre-
vailing there. It is evident that
emigration provides an oatlet
for a great deal. of mirery
and constitntes a hopeful alterna-
tive to sulcide. 5

The rate of suicide mortality in. the
United States is one in 85,000. Dr. .
D. R. Dewey finds that in the New
England States since 1860 suicide
has increased ahout 35 per cent. Im
Massachusetts it has increased in
thirty years, 1860-90, from 70 to 90
to the million living. and in Connec-
ticut from 61 to 103 per million. A
steady increaso of self-destruction i
common tn the whole eclvilized world.
—Medical Tiecord. g

Modern.

“It is very disagreeable that I must
postpone my washday om account of
this fine weather.”

“But that's the kind of
one wants for a washday.”

“Not I: in nice weather I must ride
my wheel.”—Fliegende Blaetter.

weather

DR. CHASE ENDORSED
BY LEAD)

Great Sufferings Endegd
and Aggrava

.. Chase's
of ecsema on.the . .
rom which e had .




