! E lurched sideways into the crowd
! =1 that swarmed around the window.

" i3o6ked around. A heavy hand fell on

iwoica commanded. ‘D’yer want me |Skin of a snake. Dimly he saw, as if
)q,o in perspective, a diminishing pros-

i way into her path. She gave a gasp
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Why he did it he could not have
ld. The people in his immediate neigh-
hood gave place readily and -women
rank from his breath. Only one. man;
ugh and bearded as himself, remonstra-

| ‘““Take it easy, sport. Yer got

ts o’ time.’’ i / , 5
FoHe mumbfed a reply half defiant.In
those days he kiiew only the law of

he wilderness, and the unknown

ere enemies.

The window belonged to a drug

tore, but he did not notice that at

rst. It was the girl that had at-
racted his attention—his attention
and the attention of the restless
roadway crowd, ever ready to
pause in its- hurried. passage for a
ilook at the unusual. She sat in the
iwindow on a little stool, with a
reat pink -plaster of paris foot in
{her lap. Her task was to place tiny
/Aplasters on it,. removing and replac-
Eng them deftly while the crowd loc:k-

d on, breathlessly interested.

There was a dull, listless-look in
[ﬁer eyes. She kept them lowered
/before the curious stare of the crowd
‘and her fingers moved with a certain
igullen dexterity. Every fold of her
fplain wrinkled black skirt and white
'shirt waist, with its whisp of lace at
ithe neck, stood witness to bitter
jpoverty. But neither~ he nor the
crowd noted that. They simply
stood and watched the flying fingers
iand glanced curiously at the dead
white face. There was no red in it.
Mt lacked the healthy color one com-
gmonly attributes to young woman-
*hood. Even once when she looked up
from her labor at the crowd outside
the plate glass partition she did not
#ush or wince.

She gazed back at the staring
serowd, dully, hopelessly. There was
that in her eyes that was hardly hu-
jman in its dumb patience. Immed-
fiately she lowered them again, but

in doing so _she happened to loov |yer might like to have some one *to

straight into his face, Her glance
mwas expressionless, but far down in
this besotted heart something twitch-
ed. He turned and began to force
his way out, lurching unsteadily
along.

‘““Aw, cheap show, Bill,”” he heard
® clerk beside him say to a. friend.
“‘Seen der hairdressin’ goil in Fisk &
Fitzjurl’s winder? Ain’'t she a lulu?
IGot dis scarecrow skinned a mile.
Hey, look out! Where d’yer think yer

doin’? Dam’ drudk, he oughter”— - | brought up in the midst of poverty

The voice died away as its owner

.she had stopped crying and was look-

he Had done something wrong, that
he had bothered her. 1t troubled
him. He wished but by an effort she
had recovered her self-possession and

started' to walk past him. This did
not suit him. He had waited so long
for—for—what was it he had been
waiting. for? For her to come out,
surely, but then? He could not re-
member. She stepped sideways into
the shadow and he lurched after her.

“S-say, Miss’ '—

She stepped buckward, quickly,gaz-
ing at him with wide, staring eyes.
An aching sob: rattled in her throat,
sQ that it hurt.

**‘Oh!’’ she cried. ‘Oh.” She
could think of nothing eise.

. She put both her hands to her fure
and sobbed brokenly. We stared at
her abashed. For some resscn fre
could not fathom he felt siri-gely
guilty.: "She continued sobbing,there
in the shadow, save when the rerv-
ous beams of the great lamp shot
stabbing streaks .into the darkness.
He wished he could ‘10 something—
say something. He tried to cicar his
throat, but the 'noise scarzd him.S1il]
she sobbed, the - breast -of her dirty
old jacket rising and falling tempest-
uously.

Slowly he became aware that bis
head was clearing, that the wmind
which he had not heen uble to call
his for weeks was awaking to its’
claims. He pagsed a f.and asross Fis
forehead and tried to think. For so
long and so long and. from tkere snd
—but here was she. \What cculd be
do? His old irresponsibility descend-
ed upon him with redoubled torre;
Why was it .all? What wes the
cause? The night and the j.auipitat-
ing electric light and the scbbing
girl? He started to move toward her !
and for the first time noticed a sud-
den inclination on the, part of khis
legs to refuse to obey his will. He
stopped and hesitated.

‘““Wh-what’s the matter, miss? I
—I didn’t mean no harm.”” He stut-
tered awkwardly.  ‘‘H-hope there
ain’t no offence, miss? I thought

3¢

talk with. Yer—yer looked kind o’
lonesome. It’s dark and—and cold,’”’
he added vaguely. He was so em-
barrassed that he did not notice that

ing at him. .

He hung his ‘head like a naughty
child caught ih a jam closet. She
looked curiously at the battered,
ragged figure, itself -pathetic in its
sodden disreputability. He looked
harmless enough. To the eye of one

and degradation the cause of his con-

passed on up the street. He quiver- dition required no explanation. She |

ed. Again, he did not know why,

but he quivered, with some feeling |Seen so many like him—young like |

saw that he was young. She had i

that must have been akin to rage, al- | him—ending like him. Strange. to |

though how so noble a sentiment
could find lodging in his depraved in-
tellect he could not have accounted
for himself. Yet at that moment he
was in the grip of the blood lust. A
red film danced across his eyes. -

. As the rage passéd from him it left

say, all feeling of repulsion vanished. |
One cannot hold the sins of one’s
own father agains the rest of the !
world. | i

‘““Sure, 'it’s cold, mister’’— She |

| hesitated suggestively. - I

‘“Hedges,”” he supplied with af

#him weakened past endurance. Pas- |pPromptness that:ssurprised himself.

sion had drained his vitality of well
nigh its last remaining drop. He
Jeaned against a lamp post and

clutched it tightly for support. As|g0?” .

his panting gasps came easier he

‘“Hedges,’’ she 'continued with the !
polite smile called  for by the ethical
code of her class. -~ “How far do yer

Y

He raised his ‘head “quickly “and |
then dropped it. He was not will- |

|his shoulder and a grim, broad face |ing to believe that he had heard |

‘under a helmet frowned into his.

aright, but already the old feeling |

““Come, git a move on,’ a Harsh|Was dropping off, ‘sloughing like the’

run yer in? Beat it!"”’

| He took up his progress toward | Pect, of the past. He was not quite

y halted. There was something he

the nearest corner. Then he sudden- |himself yet. He was still whirling

on the borderland of that dank, mys-

tad intended to do. Oh, yes, he |terious world formed for the souls of

twould wait for her. She must come | those who live the living death. Her

Boon. He did not’ calculate it in so
many words becausé his mind was in-
‘capable, then, of thinking in'sét per-
Yods, but ' he ' reasoned dumbly - like
ithe beast that knows when to expect
'its ‘master. She would come. Oof
icourse, she would come. And he
!would wait. He did not know why.
yThere was just that odd little twitch
|ing of frayed and besotted heart
'strings.
! But where? Where could he wait?
Jt was not ~ cold, but the spirit of
temptation. -perceiving -its chance,
sent a fugitive =shiver down _his
spine. ‘Ahead; only -'a -few  doors
away, glimmered a cluster of electric
ights. They promised shelter—and
" mething else. He dove into his
et and fished out a few coins.
Ye had something left, enough
'ittle while. Then he lurched
1t he stopped a second time.
»anted to go, yet he did not. He
st wait for her. Ah, that was it.
»uld he wait for her if he went on |
on to where the lights beckoned en-
*ingly? He was not sure, and he
inted to go on: He was almost
ready to ery in vexation. It was
unll so hard. He wanted to go on
and he did not. He did not know
what to do. ¥e took a few hesita-
ting steps in the direction of the
lights and stopped. for .the third
time. - It was wvery hard and. he

while the crowd went swirling by,
tense and self-centred, jangling now
and then, but for the most part
moving with the unified precision of
purpose of a great machine. Gradu-
ally its flow decreased. Instead of
a continuous stream there were only

less. frequent. . Now he knew.  she
must come. =
"‘At last he saw her. She stepped
out of the entrance of the drug store
into the white blaze of a huge arc
light. It seemed merciless—the cold
white blaze against which she stood
forth like a figure on a curtain. She
wore a short, faded jacket over her

at the neck with blue white hands.
In the glare of the arc light her skirt
looked pitifully scant. He felt a
sort of surprise when he saw, as she
turned and started to walk toward
him, that there was a half smile
struggling on her lips.

He staggered out from the door-

and clutched the side pocket of her
dingy coat convulsively. There was
a hint of fear in the motion. The
cruel light playing over her features

spared nothing. Tt showed the sal-

low skin, the gaunt lines that should
have been prettily rounded, the smile
frozen into a grimace of awful fear,
the hair that untidily strove to be
tidy. Tt only lasted for an instant,

He looked at her sideways with in-
creasing wonderment. Could it be
possible? Could it be belicved? Was
there some one making actual advan-
ces to him? A light sprang into his
eyves, but, over-whelmed by the rush

of emotion, rendered additionally !

powerful by its strangeness, his head
sank lower and he plodded along,
even more dejectedly. = She looked at
him covertly, knowing that he was
unaware of her scrutiny, and as she
looked a gleam of sentiment that

was maternal lighted her pallid face. !

They swung east into Duane street
and she broke the silence.

‘“How come yer to be waitin’, Mis-
ter Hedges?’' She asked the question
with the shyness of a child in whose
work interest had been taken. He
was surprised to find that words
came to his tongue much easier. So
he ventured to raise his head and
look her squarely in the eyes.

‘“It—it was the winder, Miss—Miss
Silsbee,”” he muttered, still unable to
avoid a slight stammer. ‘“I—I seen
yer.”’

He paused and she could see that
underneath the rags his fingers were
twitching and his face, too, grew dis-
torted. He stopued at the corner of
a dark alleyway and turned to her,
his arms thrown wide, in a gesture
that was eloquent in its appeal. His
mind was free now. He could think.
The tentacles of the 1nonster that
had enwrapt him had dropped away
one by one. He stood there while the
moon peered down the gloomy little
alley behind him, and for the first
time in years his face shone with the
divine light of interest in another.

“Why do yer do it? Why do yer
do it?”’ The words came in a wild,
impetuous rush. ‘““Ain’t there no
other way? Ain’t there’”’——He stop-
ped, frightened by his boldness. She
looked at him, clear cut in the soft,
silver moonlight, which shaded the
ragged patches of his soiled clothes
and gave to the battered figure an
air of God-like protection. And the
light maternal in her face flickered
and died and gave place to another
in her eyes—the light of a soul. He
stood dumbly, head bent on his
breast, and his hands mechanically
sought for his pockets.

‘“No, there ain’t no other way,Mis-
ter Uedges,’”’ she said gently. I
wisht there was, but there ain’t.
There’s Ma, and she’s got a broke
back. She’—her face flushed strange-
ly—‘‘she fell down stairs. Pa, he
wuz a motorman. He got drunk and
lost his job. I—I don’t know where
he is, A storm of vindictive hate
swept over her and he shrank back,
instinctively. ‘‘I wisht he was dead!
Oh, I wisht he was dead!’’ she moan-
ed shrilly. But her manner changed
instantly.

‘““Tain’t right to think such tkings,
Mister Hedges. Sometimes, though,
I gets to feelin’ life ain’t treated me
right. An’ it's kind o' hard. Will
yer come home with me? It’s just
up the alley.”’ i

He looked at her and saw she
meant it.. They said nothing more
and walked up the.alley in silence. In
a dark vestibule she directed him in
a whisper  to put his shoulder
against a door.

‘“Yer’ll have to rush it.”’ she said.
‘““Shove hard.’”’ Behind her, with cone
hand feeling his’ way along a greasy
railing, he climbed flight after flight

of stairs until his legs ached benrath |-

him, Then they emerged on a land-
ing under a skylight, through which
the stars shone like silver specks
crusted on'a dome of blue. ““Come
on,”’ she muttered, fumbling at a key
hole. The door opened and he saw a
miserable apartment tucked away un-

o\

L
¥

sobbed from sheer self-pity as he |question had slipped from him. He
huddled- himself .in a dark doorway, | neglected to answer.

‘““Well,”” she said, smiling wanly;
‘“has a goil got to ast twict?”’

Still he was dazed, unable to catch
the drift of her questions. Within
him was going on a tremendous ele-
mental change. Her words came to
him faintly, as if borne from a dis-

hurrying groups and these became |tance. He made shift to answer,

trembling in his nervousness.
“I—I—I'm goin’ anywhere, miss.
Any place’d suit me, Can I see yer
home, not meanin’ any- offence
miss?’’ He was desperately afraid
that she would reconsider her friend-
ly attitude. But she nodded kindly.
‘““Salright, come on, Mister Hedges.
‘Je better skiddoo er the cops’ll pinch

shirt waijst and she held it together fus. Sure you wasn’t goin’ anywhere

particular?’”’ This was said with a
mantfest jocularity that was meant
to encourage him. He mumbled a
negative answer and shambled along
beside her. Somehow his legs mind-
ed better now and - His head was
clearer. They walked briskly up
Broadway together. As they came
opposite City Hall Park another arc
light picked him . out remorselessly,
revealing his slightly staggering gait
the young face, sodden with excess,
and his tattered clothing. His hands
were in his pockets and his shoulders
rounded dejectedly, but for all that
there was a manifest spirit in the
man that had been lacking a few
blocks back.

“M’ name’s Silsbee,’”’ she announc-

but he realized subconsciously that | ed abruptly.
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der the low lying eaves, so low that
a person could barely stand upright
in the middle. The plaster was fad-
ed and stained with moisture. In one
corner, on a pile of old rugs, blan-
kets, anu u mattress or two lay a
gaunt, shapeless figure. Once or
twice it groaned. The hands opened
and shut feebly: Beside it lay a
glass of water, full. The girl gasp-
ed. : |

‘“I. bet Mis’ Schustzen ain’t been
here all day, and she promised, she
promised.” Her voice, still vitched
in a whisper, died away in a smoth-
ered shriek. She stepped across the
room and lifted the glass to the lips
of the huddled figure. = She whisper-
ed to it in endearing terms, #s one
talks to a baby. But the figure orly
groaned, dully, a discordant, contin-
uous repetition of the same note.7he
beaded sweat broke out upon his
forehead and he softly drew from his
pocket the little collection of coins
and placed them out of sight behind
the open door. She .came over to
him.

‘“Yer see now,’’ she said. “It won’t
last long; but I tried other things
and the winder was the only one I
could get. . And I oughtn’'t to leave
her. I oughtn’t to. But where’s the
food and the medicine comin’ from?
Ther ain’'t no other way, Mister
Hedges. I was scairt when I eee yer
foist to-night, ’cause I had this in
m’ pocket.”” She pulled out a cou-
ple of folded bills.

“It’s all we got for next week,ard
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—and—well, I Knows ye}‘ now.Thanks
for comin’. Tain’t every gent’’

‘“Oh, that’s all right,”’ he interpos-
ed. His voice choked. “I--T ain’t
much. I know it. Yer can see what
I am. But it wuzn’'t all my fault. I

couldn’t help it “The’' wuz another | over again.”””

feller and they said he wuz smarter’'n
me, so they fired me. What could I
do, Miss Silshee? ‘He'd has his
schoolin’ ‘and me—I ain’t never had
no folks. I played craps and fooled.
It didn’t seem all fdir, but now—now

- I’'m this. And I'd; hate to see yer

like me!”’

She stopped him gently.

“Yer don‘t need: Lo -be- liker—- like
this, Mister Hedges. . It ain’t never
too_ late to start again. Why can’t
yer do it?”’ 2 £

B
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“WHY DO YFER DO IT, WHY D0 YER DoIr ?”

‘““What’s the use?”’ he answecred sul-
lenly. ‘“The’ ain’t no one what
cares, it’s’’——

‘““‘But the’ is,”” she broke in timid-
lv. “‘I .ain’t*an old friend, T know,
but I'd like to have yer do it—try

| .. He stood silent, for his throat hurt
hurt strangely.
" *'Do—do yer mean it?”’ he asked,
brokenly. ‘““Do. yer, honest? And
'can T come again?”’
She flushed prettily.
‘“‘Sure, come when yer feel ke it.”’
“Can I meet yer to-morrer nigkt?”’
‘“Sure.’” " She smiled at hHim wuarm-
ly,~and ' for -~the * moment noither
heard the groaning of the fgure on
 the rag pile in the corner.

He turnéd and descended a cuuple

of steps. Then he hetitated and
stopped.

‘“1—1'm awful,”” he paused, his old
shyness possessing him. She leaned
over the balustrade and smiled at
him, the stars twinkling thwronugh the
dusty skylight like a crown cf dia-
monds above her hair.

‘““Salright,”” she nodded. With the |
mellow light about her and the star-
shine in her eyes. she seemod wond-
rously beautiful against the dingy
background of the sombre ¢ld gar-
ret. Their eyes met and clung, and |
he felt the red flood surging up his
neck and could not find his tongue |
for the loud beating of his heart. It
was all so wunreal. Was 1this to-|
day? Had the day before bheen yes—‘
terday? He came to himself and sew

k2
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her smiling face alove him. With &
mighty effort he spoke.

‘““Well, good night.”

‘““Good night,”’ she said simply.

His brain whirling tempestuously,
he found his way down the rickety
stairs, Near the foot he stopped,
aware that she was calling h:m.

‘“Yes?”” he answered softly.

“Get a job to-morrow, Mister

| Hedges,’’ she called. ‘*‘Good night.™

““Good-night.”’

Ile shut the door behind him ancd
stepped out into the strest. Doewn
by the corner 'gleamed an electric
sign, but - he threw his shoulder:
back defiantly and looked upward at
the stars. He shook himself Iike a
swimmer who has iust scepped
ashore and walked eastward into the

night toward the city !..«lgir.s hcuse

- PRACTICAL JOKES AND JOKERS.

The joke, as a candidate for -cur-
rent comment, is rapidly ‘emerging
from the pent up Utica of the comig
weeklies. Numerous ' instances in
the news attest the importance of
this form of pleasantry in the his-
tory of the period. Everything is
grist that comes to the mill of the
practical jokist of to-day.

Controller Metz, of New York, on
opening bids for the $5,000,000 of
ten year assessment honds focund one
offer of 105.5 for $30,000 of the
bonds. As this figure was within one
of being the highest-received; the of-
ficial was not unnaturally elated and
opened at once a correspondence with
the bidder, one ‘“‘Dorsey Fcultz, of
Washington, D. C.”’. Some one, with
an exquisite sense of humor, had en-
tered this bid in the name of a char-
acter who for eleven years has been a

byword for the jokers of the national |-

capital.. Dorsey Foultz, a negro tdes-
perado, murdered another freeman,
and in August, 1896, when pursued
by the police, disappeared in a sew-
ed and has not since been
seen. Whenever the Washingtonians
seek to express the mysterious the
name of Dorsey Foultz is employed.
He has taken the place of the imag-
inary ‘‘Cinders’’ of a score of years
ago.

Jovial cut-ups, determined to make
the bridal trip of Mr. and ‘Mrs. Jas.
Jenkins memorable, attached to the
carriage which was to convey them
to the station a quantity of old
shoes, unfilled bottles and tin cans
that had outlived their original use-
fulness. These attentions;, it was
confidently predicted, would result in
experiences calculated to throw the
jokers into paroxysms of mirth. -The
plan did not miscarry. Everybody
saw the joke. except the horses at-
tached to. the carriage. When the
cans began to Trattle against the
wheels and the glass bottles to break
from contact with: the sides of the
vehicle the fiery, untamed steeds for-
got all about the requirements ol the
occasion and - bolted just like ordin-
ary non-bridal horses. They ran
away with such vigor and enthus-
iasm as to bring about a collision
with an Eighth avenue trolley car.
The car hit the horses knocked them
down, wrecked the carriage and the
bride and bridegroom were thrown
with much force many feet along the
roadway. A prosaic druggist did all
he could to undo the work of the
jokers.

A merry passenger aboard the Am-
erika, of the Hamburg-American line,
on a recent trip to this port threw
his hat  overboard and raised the
alarm that a human being was in
the grasp of the relentless seca. The
ship was behind her schedule, but the
captain promptly gave orders to
stop and a small boat and life pre-
servers were put out. For ten min-

utes the search was: kept up, and
then, feeling further effort would be
useless, the captain gave orders for

the abandoning of the hunt, and the*

entire passenger list of the liner gave
way to the sadness that must ever
be felt at so sudden a death. Later
the rejoicings of a steerage voyager
at the success of his jest drew upon
{him attentions that he had not in-
. cluded in his plan of celebration.
i, The birth cake rate as a sibject |
! for the wit of certain jokers has a |
{worthy companion in the death list, |
‘ as. shown by the recent near bereave- |
|ment in the family of William Flet- |
‘cher, of Lawrence street, New York. |
| The brother and sister-in-law of Mr. |
| Fletcher received by telephone the |
{sad - tidings that William was no |
.;more—hml in fact, dropped dead in |
ithe street. Other relatives were no- |
tified, and the repining was general. t
The aid”of the police was asked in |
order that the deceased be located |
and the last sad rites administered
with fitting ceremony. The police
discovered William so ° filled with |
amusement as to be scarcely intelli-
gible. He managed to articulate,
however,. that the announcement of
his death had been - telephoned by |
himself ‘“‘as a joke.’’

The fancy of a person styling him- |
|se,lf ‘“W. H. Clark, an Idaho horse-_|
man,’”’ lightly turned to thoughts of
|railroads, and he presented himself |
| before the agent of the Chicago and |
Northwestern at Fremont and gave |
| an order that made that official gasp i
| He spoke  of shipping a string of |
“hurses to Maine, and to carry out !
| this design gave orders for seventeen |
iof the best equipped palace stock
jcars, five box cars, a hotel Pull uun
;for himself and assistants, and a lct.
[m' arcessories. He was sent 10 Gen-
‘(m! Agent Miller at Omaha, and |
(thereafter was  in communieats sn
ivith agents of many Eastern roe.is,
all eager to take care of him in their
particular territory. After the state
of 1idinois had been scoured for cars
sufficient to meet the requiresw.nts of
“Mr_ Clark’” and the caravan had |
been assembled in Chicago, the per- |
petrator of the jest disappeared.
Ycung Mr. Barnett Barnett-Rowers |
who had newspaper ambition, sug-
gested to his friend William F. Fast- |
man that it would be a braw thingi
to figure in a runaway match at the !
Little Church Around the Corner. So ‘
Mr. Eastman and the young womsn |
to whom he was attentive appeared !
at the rectory door, hut on consider- {
ation went no further. (‘nmin;r_j
away they met Mr. Barnett Barnett- |
Powers and next morning his r»apm‘!
printed an article saying Mr. East- |
man and the young woman had in- |
tended a sudden marriage, hut that |

|
|
|
|

ducement of the part of the lady

| over the jokes that she overtaxed her

at the parsonage door Mr. East- 1(-hnrmr\r’s appearance he kissed her
man’s courage failed him and no in- |repeatedly and with fine enthusiasm,

availed. The parents of the girl
asked for an explanation' and the
young men said it was all a juke.The
pbarents couldn’t see it that way.
Neither could the big brother of the
victim of pablicity.

Michael Sanza, of Brooklyn, had a
tender heart, and so when his friend
Luigi Angeluici came to himu with a
tale of robbery and subsequent desti-
tution Sanza started a subscription
list. When he had collected $12 he
prepared to turn it over to Luigi.
First, however, he would make a
small joke, which he did in this lan-
guage:—'‘The poor are always with
us.”” Luigi held a different view as
to what. constituted a proper jest,
and in emphasizing his opinion, he
had occasion to shoot Michael twice
in the head, so that the joker died
forthwith.

Girl friends of young Josephine
Hochardel, of Lockport, N. Y., en-
tertained her during her illness with
an account of the rare jokes they had
played on some of their acquaintan-
ces. Josephine laughed so heartily

heart, and death ensued. :

Lon Wheeler, a wealthy resident ol |
Princeton, Ind., died as the result of |
a pleasantry perpetrated by a frolic-
some friend. This friend, holding a
lighted cigar near Mr. Wheeler’s face,
suddenly asked Wheelef to turn
around, and as this was done the ci-
gar lightly touched the victim'’s
cheek. Both gentlemen enjoyed huge-
ly the merry jest. In a few months
however, a cancerous growth appear-

led on the spot where the flesh had |

been burned, and, growing rapidly,
caused Mr. Wheeler’'s death.

If you will get me a drink of water
I will give you a check for $6,”’ said
Henry Keemen, of Allen street, to
hisslittle brother David, the time be-
ing the middle of the night and Hen-
ry liking his ease. David wbliged,
but on the morrow demanded his pay
so Henry made out a check for $6.
When David tried to vash it at the
shop of a neighboring butcher s ex-
planation was unsatisfactory and the
arrest of the Keemens followed. The
check is a joke on David,”” exp'ained
Henry. Then the magistrate ex-
plained that check jokes put their
perpetrators right in line for the |
house with the little door anag tiwe in-
cident was declared e¢losed.

Henry Dominyi, »f Buffalo, answer-
ed a matrimonial ‘““ad’”’ and received
a letter and a photograph of a come-
ly young woman of Caldwell, N. J.,
Sophie Elis by name. Henry’s ar-
dor waxed with startling rapidity,
and when the proper negotiations
had been continued he set out for
Caldwell and boldly knocked at the
door of Miss FEllis’ abode. On that

then bade her prepare for the minis-

ter and the trip to Buffalo. Miss Ei-
lis, averging that Mr. Dominyi was a
stranger to .her, both in the matter
of name and face, refused all his of.
fers. It developed that the photo-
graph and letters had been sent Dom-
inyi by Missg “Sophie's friend, Rose
Galasch, and Mr. Dominyi got off at
Buffalo alone.

Dr. Julius Adolphi Gottlieb, just
for the fun of the thing, prepared an
imitation infermal machine and sent
it off to his respected father-in-law,
Morris Glucksman, a wealthy resid-
ent of the Yorkville section. That
the bomb did not explode and cause
the death of the recipient abated no-
thing the wrath of that gentleman
and he had his son-in-law incarcerat-
ed with neatness and despatch. Dr
Gottlieb, languishing in durance .for
quite a while, gave voice to many
bitter reflections aimed at those in
whom the quality of humor was lack-
ing. :

Several roystering young blades
visited a Williamsburg bakery where
William Schrenk was employved and
determined to have fun if it killed
them—or him. So, while one of the
party held the baker’s attention an-
other placed a lighted candle in
Schreck’s poeket. Then they retired
to await developments. These came
when Schrenk, discovering he was on
fire, made futile attempts to put out
the blaze. He was so seriously burn-
ed his life wes despaired of for a
time.

An acquaintance of Menge 1.. Mor-
genthau, a wealthy New York candy
manufacturer, sent a letter threaten-
ing il the maker of sweets did not
close his places of business his life
would pay the forieit. Just a joke.

A volatile bartender of Rochester,
noting that a patron, Edward Bar.
rett, slept soundly in the saloon,
heated a copper -coin until it had
reached the white stage and then de-
posited it on the knee of the stum-
bering one. The joke was entirely
successful, as the coin burned the
flesh, " caused blood poisoning and
necessitated the amputatiom of Mr.
Barrett's Ieg above the knee.

Benjamin O’Connell, of Brooklyn,
had a clock that wouldn’t behave, so
he told a friend about it, and asked
what was a good thing to do to a
timepiece that refused to act proper-
ly. This friend happened to be of a
witty turn, so he advised that the
very best remedy in the world for re.
fractory ‘clocks was to boil them in
kerosene.  ‘““Just take a big pail, fill

| it with kerosene,-place the clock in-

side, set it on the stove, and let the
whole come to a boil,”” was the coun-
sel. O’Connell did so. After the ex-
plosion he and three members ol his
family had to be cared for by the
hospital staff.
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