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for me,
wife,

** Only pleasantly cool,” I made
answer, as [ threw on my robe to
go home with them.

‘‘ Ah,” said the wife, ‘it isnot
good to go out there on the night
of the ‘Bon’ !"

‘I did not go far,” I replied. *'I
only wanted to look at the lan-
terns.”

‘* Even a Kappa gets drowned
sometime,” protested Otokichi,
‘** There was a man of this wvillage
who swam home a distance of
seven ‘ri,’ in bad weather, after
his foot had been broken. But he
was drowned afterward.”

‘‘Seven *'ri” means a trifle less
than eighteen miles. I asked if
any of the young men now in the
settlement could do as much.

‘‘Probably some might,” the old
man replied. ** There are many
strong swimmers. All swim lhere
—even the little children. But
when fisherfolk swim like that itis
only to save their lives.”

‘“Or to make love,” the wife
added, ‘“‘like the Hashima girl.”
*“ Who ?* queried 1.

accompanied by his

** A fisherman’s daunghter,” said ~

Otokichi. *‘She had a lover in
Ajiro, several ‘ri" distant, and
she used to swim to him at night,
and swim back in the morning.
He kept a light burning to guide
her. But one dark night the light
was neglected—or blown out—and
she lost her way and was drowned
* * « * Thestory is famous
in Idzu.”
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A HAPPY ISSUE.—At arecent
dinuer given by a prominent club
man who is unusually young for
the prominence he has won in his
chosen field rose to respond for the
first time in this city to atoast,
His beardless face was flushed and
his mauner embarrassed. In hesi-
tating tones he began: *' Gentle-
men: Before I entered this room I
had an excellent speech prepared.
Only God and myself knew what
1 was going to say. Now God alone
knows.” And he sat down,

FOLLOWED INSTRUCTIONS
—** I left my husband's death no-.
tice here this morning," said the
widow. **Yes,"said the bright clerk
in the publication office of theDaily
Squib, “Now,” continuued the
widow, *'I want you to add to the
notice ‘Gone to Rest’ in an appro-
priate place.” ** Yes, madam,”
replied the bright clerk, and the
next morning she read: ** Gone to
rest in an appropriate place.”

A QUIET RETORT.—To a
young man who stood on the street
corner in Chicago, peaceably
smokinyg a cigar, approached the
elderly and impertinent reformer
of immemorial legend. ** How
many cigars a day do you smoke?"”
inquired the meddler in other
people’s affairs. ** Three,” pati-
ently replied the yonth. ‘‘ How
much do you pay for them ?"' con-
tinued the inquisitor. “*Ten cents
each,” confessed the youthful sin-
ner. *Don’t you know, sir,” con-
tinued the sage, °*that if you
would stop smoking and save up
that money, by the time you are
as old as I am you might own that
big building on the corner?” *“Do
you own it?' answered the smoker
* No, I don‘t,** replied the old
man. “Well, I do,** said the
young man,

AN IRISH OFFICER, address-
ing his men, who had just return-
ed from a somewhat fruitless ex-
pedition said: ‘You were no doubt
disappointed because this cam-
paign gave you o opportunity to
fight ; but if there had been any
fighting there would have been
many absent faces here to-day.



