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A TRAGEDY FOR EVERY MOTHER'S LIFE.

~ THE SEASIDE.

He Gives Mrs. Gnagg a Lesson in
Swimming.

Because His Wife Is

1 Timid In the Water.

B | Mr. Gnagg, having taken Mrs.
Gnagg for a dip in the sea, instructs
her in the art of swimming in the
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following persuasive and encouraging

Well, you're coming into the water,
Aren’t vou? How’s that? Do you call
that water that you're standing in?
Do I? No, I don’t. From where 1
stand it looks as if you're about up
to your ankles in a mixture of foam,
geaweed and canataloupe rind

Y’ don’t expect to learn how to
swim standing on the beach and look-
ing the game over, do you? If that
was your idea what did you drag me
down here for on this hot day? Why
didn’t you hit up terms with one of

ese correspondence schools and
" Jearn how to swim by mail?

Come on out here. You don’t have
fo be afraid to get your feet a little
gdamp. They’re not going to melt.
And you're not worrving about moist-
ening that funny valentine bathing
Buit, are you?

Say, where did you cop out that set
of Mardi Gras bathing togs, anyhow?
It that wouldn’t take prize number
one at a Larry Mulligan ball, then
the judges ud need operations on
Aheir eyes for complete eclipse, that’s
all I've got to say

Oh, no, I haven’t said you were a
®ight. I haven't said a word except
%o invite you to stroll out here into
about four and a quarter inches of
water so’s to get at least that much
of that joke bathing suit out of the
public ‘view. That’s all I've said
* Well, come on.-Don’t stand there
frying to look coy and all that stuff.
Just walk out here to where I'm
standing. Water’s almost up to my
knees here, as you can see, and that
doesn’t mean that you're going to be
swept to a watery grave before you
get & chance to find if your puffs are
on straight, does it?

Nothing’s going to bite you. There
are no crocodiles or hippipotamuses
mooching around at this exact spot,
4nd if any thirty foot over all woman
eating sharks show up where I'm
standing before you get here—and
that’ll be next Tuesday week—I'll
hand them a kick in the teeth and
¢hase them back to their deep water
Iair.

Well, I'm waiting out here for yon,
ou know. I didn’t come down to this

ch, you understand, to be made a
#pectacle of. Everybody on the beach
Y8 kidding us already; can’t you see
that? There's a gang of snapshottists
tback of you getting ready to blaze
away, and I don’t blame ’em at that.
That bathing suit you’ve got on would
be a knockout on one of those sea-
gide picture postals.
¢ Now, look a-here, d’ve want me to
‘trudge in there and get you? Is that
your idea? How’s that? You're
‘afraid? Afraid of what? Huh? Ob,
wou want time to think it over, eh?
= That’s it, is it? What d’'ye expect

me to do—squat down here and write

@ few letters and crochet a couple
re fabg to a tidy while you're mak-

Sing up your mind whether you want

o get the toes of your stockings wet
not?

Huh? O0-0-oh, the water’s co-0-0-0ld,

it? It's nothing of the sort cold.

On the contrary, it’s positively tepid.
dt's too warm for comfort. Maybe
ou’d like me to order ’em to have it

ted for you? A little salt water a

of degrees below blood heat
enheit isn't going to kill you,

'8 it, come on out here and I’ll
and see what I can do toward giv-
you a little tip or two about the

’"zi mming thing. Huh? Want me to
‘eon in and take a hold of you so’s
3 won’t be swept off your feet,
3 Ha, ha! Behave that fooling,

on’t you? You don’t call these little
imp wavelets sure enough surf,

? You're got as nruch chance
“of being swept off your feet as you
\ave of being cast away on a chicken
oop in the Indian Ocean from the
deck of a Canarsie Bay cata-
what are you digging your fin-
into me that way for? Stop
What ails you, anyhow? Have
that you're standing on

Gala turtle, or what?
yow're afraid in, eh? Well,
n't let that afraid stuff cause

inches beneath the surface of brackish
water, anyhow,

You want to learn how to swim, don’t
you? That’s what you've been dighing
out all this long time, isn't it?—that you
just loved to see a woman swim, and
thiit it must be perfectly grand for a
woman to know how to conduct herself
in the water, and all that fluff! Eh?
Well, then, just keep still for half a
second. and tuke that half nelson away
from my neck and stop clutching at my
ribs with your finger nails, and quit
glaring around that way as if somebody
was trying to tomahawk you, and ju:t
keep your feet on the ground instead -of
trying to climb up me—I'm not a flag-
pole, ¥ou know—and Il try to start
vou along., anyhow, on this swimming
thing.

The first idea you've got to drill into
yeur head, you know, if you ever expect
to learn to keep still in the water, much
less to swim, is confidence. C-on-[-i-
d-e-n-c-e, confidence.

You're not lacking in that when you're
at home. That goes as a matter of
course. But this isn't at home. This is
in all of eight inches of brackish water,
and what you peed when you're in any
kind of water is confidence. Get that?
Well, if you get it, what are you claw-
ing at my neck for like a monkey in a
cage?

Now, take the idea of floating. That's
what I'm going to teach you first—how
to float. You lie on your back in the
water—say, let go of me for @ second,
will you, till I show you? How'm I
going to illustrate the floating idea fo
you if you hang on to me that way?

Just turn me loose for an eighth of a
wcond, won’t you—take your hands
completely away from me, that's what I
mean—and I'll show you how absolutely
impossible it is for a human being to go
down in the water if he only keeps per-
fectly still ahd—

Now, see here, how many times have I
got to ask you to stop clawing me
around the neck that way? Huh? You're
afraid to let me go out of here in this
deep water? Why, you poor simpleton,
the water hasn’t swashed up as high a3
your belt line yet, and—

How's that? Youwl let go of me so's
I can show you how to float if we get
iu closer to the shore? Oh, that's it,
hey? Maybe you'd like me to teach you
how to float on the hotel porch? Or
perhaps you've got the idea that I ought
to take you up to the top of the Singer
building and teach you how to float up
there?

You've got to have a little water io
float in, you know. You never saw any-
body floating in a dishpan, did you?
Weil, then. All you've got to do 18 to
release me from that death grip for
just a half a minute and I'll show you
" Oh, vou want to be shown some other
time, hey? Great. Fine. This isn’t the
time to teach you how to float at all.

This is the Titting time to teach you
how to keep books and to take an an-
nual inventory? Maybe you'd like to
have me pounce upon the present mo-
ment to instruct you in the art of read-
ing the globes and of making paper
flowers?

Well, if vou're not going to let go of
me so's I can show you how the floating
thing is done, why, Il just float you
and show you how it's managed. How’s
that? Now, stop that squealing, for
heavens’ sake, and I'll have you floating
on top of the water before you can say
Jack Robinson.

No, I'm not going to let go of you.
That's what I ought to do, but l know
perfectly well that the minute I'd take
my hand away from supporting your
back you'd let out a squawk that "ud
cause the both of us to be pinched for
disturbing the peace.’ So Vil kfep my
hand under you all the time, see?

Now, here, just lie back in the water,
and—— What's that? You don’t want
to get your hait wet? Ha, ha! Great
again, Fine once more. :

Say, what d’ye expect is going to hap-
pen to your hair when you get into the-
ocean? D'ye suppose it's going to be
burnt off? Or do you think Neptune i8
going to marcel wave it, or something
like that? And how the dickens are you
going to get your hair wet, anyhow,
with that red cap pulled down over your
ears that way? And if your hair does
get a drop or two of water on it, what's
the § ;

Huh? Salt water makes the hair
sticky? Oh, that's it, is it? Well, say,
if salt water is going to make your hair
stick the way your hands are sticking
around my neck, I'm: 3

Say, wait a minute. Can you imagine
how anybody can float in the water or
in the air or anywhere else if she’s going
to insist upon keeping her feet nailed to

the sand? Hey? Or are you tl?hg. ‘1o
hand me one in an indirect way That

is to say, are you trying t te that

at all, just for the purpose of staking
me to a slap like that, why I'm going to
have something to say in rebuttal, you
know. I'm not going to stand around
light a stoughton bottle in ankle deep
water and permit you to get away with
i

Well, then, if you had no such idea,
and really want to learn how to swim,
what in the dickens is your idea in per-
sistently refusing to let me——

How’s that? Strong current here?
Tush! Stuff and balderdash! ‘I'here’s
no cacrent here at all. It’s like some
little ereek. Now all you've got to dois
to relax. Just relax every muscle and
trust to me and lie flat on your back on
top of the water and U'll have hold of
you eyer minute of the time, see? 1 just
want to show you that—-—

Huh? Getting out further all the
time? Nothing of the sort? I can’t sup-
port yoy in a floating position if there’s
not water enough to

At this point a comber slapped Mr.
Gnagg in the back and turned him over
a Couple of times. Mrs. Gnagg having
seen the water coming was dble to dis-
entangle herself from Mr. Gnagg and to
hold her feet and then to wade out to
the sand. Picking himself up and joining
Mrs, Gnagg on the beach, Mr. Gnagg re-
garding her with a baleful glare, con-
cluded his swimming lesson as follows:

All right. That settles it,

Get your clothes on. It's back to the
city for you, and when we get there
we'll go over this little affair, you and
1. 1 can see now that you brought me
down here for the deliberate purpose of
showing me up, and you deliberately
(riplwd me when you saw that breaker
coming too, didn’t you?

Deliberately tripped me so’s to get
me the laugh from all of these ratheads
and rummies around here. All right. 1
know when I've got enough. You can’t
get your tlothes on any too quick to
suit me.

I'll think out a course of action on our
way to the city, and when I've thought
it out you want to stand by to watch
my smoke, that's all I've got to say!—
New York Sun.
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A CARP HAUL IN ENGLAND.

How the Fish Were Moved From One
Stream to Another.

There was quite an exciting carp hau!
on Thursday last at Stoneham Pond,
which is close to the high road betw:en
Lewes and Uckfield. It is a muddy, un-
interesting bit of water but holds some
big fish, and the Ouse Angling Preser-
vation Society, wanting to replenish
their river with carp, set about dragging
it

The owner of the pond, R. Bannister,
and others threw a leaded cork topped
net across the pond on one side. The
weighted net stuck several times in the
mud at the bottom of the pond. The
waders released it, but at last it_got so
firmly embedded and its weight so in-
creased by the fish it enclosed that it
was impossiblé to move it, and like the
Biblical fishers of old the net, or rather
the pulling rope, broke.

Another was soon fastened on, but
the net was so heavily laden with mud
and a seething mass of fish in the mid-
dle that nothing moved it, so the bhig
fish had to be captured and brought to
the bank by the men wading. Then
somewhat lightened it was finally, amid
a scene of much excitement and noise,
drawn in to the bank, filled with carp,
:mnll and big, old veterans and young
ry.

Between two and three hundred of the
finest from about four to six pounds in
weight were picked out, place in a wag-
on, the bottom of which was thickly lay-
ered in wet straw and driven off to Bar-
combe, where they were emptied into the
Quse. Plenty of carp were put back in
the pond for a'reserve.—From the Pall
Mall Gazette.
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AS SMUGGLER_'S CAVE.

Put to That Use When There Was No
Religious Service.

Owing to the presence of the fleet in
the Thames, Canvey Island has had a
great influx of good class visitors. Kvery-
body visits the one little church with
its many stained glass windows, which
is famous for some amazing smuggling
exploits. :

The present vicar, the Rev. Watson
Hagger, M. A, relates how within the
Jast half century, before he was ap-
pointed, the ehurch was served from the
mainland village of Benfleet. ‘'he bishop
of the diocese had arranged for twenty-
six services to be conducted during the
year, intending of course that they
should be held fortnightly.

Instead, however, they were held con-

T'm not capable of taking care of youin
the water, or anywhere else, When it
comes to that? Are you trying to put it
over that 'm such'a booby and mutt in
the water that I wouldn’t know how to
take care of you in case

secutively, so for six months of the year
the church was never opened.. laking
advantage of this extraordinary state of
‘things a band of smugglers used the
building as a very safe hiding place for

SHE 1S A FICKLE BUT FASCINAT-
ING MISTRESS.
Something About Her Pedigree—De-

ded From an In ble Rem-
edy for Chapped Noses—Her Alias-
o, Her Many Uses and Her Vary-
_ing Humors.

My Lady Gasolene bears mo resemb-
lance to My Lady Nicotine. The latter
is faithful; the former is fickle.

My Lady Nicotine is always the same;
My Lady Gasolene is frequently differ-
ent. Which is the more entitled to be
persotiified as My Lady depends upon
the point of view. He who thus personi-
fies his gasolene is certainly frank al-
most to the point of being ungallant.
Yet there are those who boldly say that
gasol is istakably ini

Half a century ago the up to date
family medicine closet contained a
small flat phial in which was a sub-
stance highly recommended as a substi-
tute for gcose oil in relieving that feel-
ing of tightness that comes with a bron-
chial cold and also as an infallible rem-
edy for chapped noses and lips. Its com-
mon name was rock oil, but pharmacists
had Latinized it as petroleum.

In those days the usual illuminant,

except in the larger eities, was the home-

made tallow dip or the more symmetrical
moulded candle, with here and there a
lamp that burned whale oil or some
other similarly heavy substance. In a
few reckless households fluid lamps were
used. They burned a more volatile sub-
stance and to have one in the house was
regarded as little short of suicidal.

After a while petroleum began to
come into use as an illuminating oil.
It was at first thought to be very dan-
gerous stuff to use, but experience show-
ed that 1t didn’t blow up very often
if the lamp was carefully managed.

A refiner of petroleum put his pro-
duct on the market under the name of
kerosene oil, which designation some-
body had contrived for him by modify-
ing a Greek word so that it was sup-
posed to mean waxlike or derived from
wax. Later this proprietary designation

ran out and kerosene oil became the
common name for the product.

In the early days of oil refinery the
volatile by-product was thrown away.

There seemed to be but one use for the
accumulations of it; workmen in the
small refineries before the days of Mr.
Rockefeller’s activity used to wash their
soiled clothing in it, and it had the
advantage of quickly returning the
cleansed articles to them for use.

A shirt washed in this substance and
hung up in the sun could be worn in
twenty minutes. A suit of clothes simi-
larly cleansed during the dinner hour
could’be worn home at night. The virtue
of the stuff as a cleanser, especially of
garments soiled with grease, became
known and the substance was put on the
market under the name of benzine.

Later came two other names for prac-
tically the same substance—naphtha and
gasolene. There was supposed to be a
difference between the substances thus
designated sufficient to warrant the use
of the different names, but the designa-
tions naptha and gasolene have come
to be used indiscriminately, and whether
you call for naphtha or gasolene by the
ounce in a drug store or for naphtha or

|

gasolene by the barrel elsewhere the |
difference is in name only.
The bare outlines of the pedigree of

My Lady Gasolene from the bedrock up
give but small hint of her vicissitudes,
which bear an interesting relation to the
world’s greatest romance of industry.
In her present environment what she is
depends upon how she is treated.

She can be as dull as the heavy yellow
flame of a fat pine knot, as v
as the steel blue scintillations between
the fingers of her handmaid the electric
jump current, and—if abused—as dyna-
mic as a gypsy woman scorned. When
treated just right she is a delight and
so faithful that one is apt to take her
fidelity as a matter of course and to
neglect her.

Then in the making up she is tanta-
lizing, now almost promising to be nice
and good again, now giving but spiteful

responses to all overtures, and at times |

maintaining a sullen silence and inert-
ness. No wonder there are those who
insist that she is unmistakably feminine.

Nearly a generation ago the chief pro
ducer of kerosene paid a man a fair sal
ary to experiment in the direction of
utilizing the worthless by-product for
producing power. He was a skilful in
ventor and machinist and he devised the
naphtha engine.

1t was the first good motor using a
product of rock oil for producing power.
It obtained power in much the same way
that power is geunerated in a steam en
gine—by the expansion of liquid by heat.
Tn the naphtba motor naphtha was ex
panded instead of water.

Tt was a trustworthy motor and fairly
safe if properly handled. It is a good
motor yet, so far as it goes, but it has
been almost superseded by a naphtha en-
gine of an entirely different principle.
Explosion takes the place of expansion
by heat.

Explosion motors using gasolene were
first known as electric vapor engines, be-
cause the gasolene vapor was fired by
an electric spark. The same principle is
employed in all the gasolene motors of
to-day, but there have been great im-
provements in utilizing it. To speak of
them would require a volume on the var-
jous methods of mixing, compression, ig-
nition and so forth.

Gasolene will not explode, but it is far
from reluctant as a combustible. 1f you
owned a lake of gasolene somewhere off
in a desert an easy and safe way to
drain it would be to stroll down to the
windward shore, scratch a match and
apply it to the wavelets.

It would pot be of any use to .tom-h
the lighted end of your cigar to it, for
the only result would be to put out and
spoil the cigar. A gasolene soaked butt
is even legs fragrant after it has been
dried out than a five cent Coney Island
Tmmaduro. If, however, the cigar had
aksumed somewhat the shape of a broom
in the process of smoking it, as cigars
sometimes do, and if in puffing up the
cigar to get a better light one of the
loose folds of the wrapper should de-
velop a flame the flame would ignite the
gasolene, Also if you happened to have
such a thing about you as a point of in-
candescent metal or a battery that
would make a six volt spark that would
answer the purpose of setting fire to
the lake.

After it had been fired the lake would
burn briskly with a yellow flame, giving
off clouds of heavy black smoke until it
was_drained.

bales of tob

of my pelt off with your

happened to you in six

storing kegs of rum,

While_ gasolene is not explosive a mix-
ture of gasolené and air in the right pro-

/ fﬂw.vnwn‘thuh
ynamite. in exple ‘e energy. mtu:

and ting a
S § St 5 sigmhdenile B
“for an expert at it to secure, even with
the best carbureter, a mixture that will
explode. On the other hand in acciden-
tal ways the proper mixture is obtained
when least expected and the results are
u'll"ll:u.' f lene boat th t

e owner of a gasolene 0/
that the fluid in his tank had been Er-
1y used up. So he anchored his craft and
went ashore for more gasolene.

While he was away his companion in
the launch took off the cap in the inlet
of the gasolene tank and tried to look
in and see how much of the fluid re-
mained. It was dark down there and he
scratched a match and attempted to
look down by the light of it. On the way
back to the launch the owner saw her
blow up, and the headless body of his
companion was found in the water a
few days later.

Two men who were going away on a
short cruise filled their gasolene tank
and set an uncorked five-ballon can of
the fluid in the cabin of the boat. They
ran to a point in the upper bay off Bay
Ridge, anchored the boat, locked the
cubin and went away to return late in
the following evening and begin their
cruise,

The intervening day was warm and
the sun shone hot on the cabin top. The
meén were seen to row out to the boat
at about 11 o'clock in the evening.
Shortly after they had Boarded it there
was a pop that was heard all over South
Prooklyn, the boat was burned and the
bodies of the two men were afterward
found in the bay, badly mangled. It was
supposed that the heat of the sun on
the eabin top- during the day had evap-
orated just enough of the gasolene from
the uncorked can into the cabin to pro
duce an explosive mixture and that
when one of the men opened the door
and scratched a match to light the cabin
lamp the mixture let go.

Gasoline can now be bought almost
everywhere and at various prices. The
statement was made not long ago that
gasolene production was becoming the |
big end of the petroleum refining busi
ness because of the great demand for it
for automobile motors, for marine mot- |
ors, for stationary engines and, in pros-
pect, for aerial mators

The vial of invalnable remedy for
chapped noses of half a century ago has
made it possible for Count von Zeppe-
lin’s cruise for nearly a thousand miles
over Europe in his mammoth airship
and for Bleriot to fly from France to
Ergland with mechanical wings. There
i3 no power but the gasolene motor and
no percertible promise of any other
motor timt could be used with hope of
succecss in air navigation.

Gasolene can be bought at a drug
store for $4.80 a gallon, in small vials at
10 cents a vial. A barrel of it can be

bought for less than that sum else
where.
At most gasolene stations alongshore |

in this part of the country the stuff is
sold in quantities from one gallon up
for use in marine motors for 12 cents a
gallon. At some of the stations where
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they have an automobile trade the same
stuff costs the devil wagons 25 cents a
gallon. The boats buy launch “naptha”
and the millionaires on wheels buy
“automobile gasolene”—all out of the
same tanks.

A GOOD SHORT &
STORIES

THE STRIKER.

Samuel Gompers at a dinner in
cago talked about odd strikes.

“In the town of Tin Can,” said Mr. |
Gompers, “‘a strike once occurred in |
the melodrama, ‘Pure as Snow.’ |

“The leading striker Gar-
rick iSddons. He tried vainly to get
his own and his comrades’ wz;gn rais-

\
|
Chi- |
|

Wwas one

ed $2 a week, and when his efforts |
failed, he laid his plans.

.'"l‘he play concerned a murder. The
villain slew a man in the first act,

and in the third, in a court scene,
was tried for his life.
“Garrick Siddons was the
of the jury in the court scene. In Tmn
Can, at the most thrilling moment,
when the cross-examination of the 1. |
lain was at its height, Garrick Sid-
dons rose impressively in the jury lox
and said to the villain: G
“* ‘DeCourcey Custis,
subterfuges You, and you alone, are
the murdered. I ought to know, for I
am the man you killed. But it
last time you will do it, sir,
wages I am paid at present.”

ke
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An iron hoop bounced through the
area railings of a suburban woman’s
house recently and played havoc with
the kitchen window. The woman waited,
anger in her eye, the appearance of the
hoop’s owner. Presently he came.

And, sure enough, he was followed by
a stolid-looking workman, who at once

started to work, while the small boy
took his hoop and ran off. ;
“That’ll be a dollar, ma’'am,” an-

nounced the glazier when
was whole once more.

““A dollar,” gasped the woman. “But
your little boy broke it ! The little fellow

the window

with the hoop, you knmow. You're his
father, aren't you?”
The stolid man shook his head.
“Don’t know him from Adam,” he

said. “He came around to my place and
told me his mother wanted her windar
fixed. You're his mother, aren't vou?"

And the woman shook her head also.—
Judge.

At a recent dinner in New York Jos-
eph H. Cheate, former ambassador from
the United States to Great Britain, was
speaking of the necessity for proper am-
bassadorial residences in foreign coun-
tries.

“When I first went to England,”
said Mr, Choate, “I spent weeks .nd
weeks Jooking for a house. It was most
arduous service in my country’s inter-
est. I trailed all over the available sec-
tions of London, and while I was at it
a bonflon bobby arrested a man who was
pursuing a most erratic and forlorn
course out Hyde park way.

" ‘Here, my man,’ said the bobby.
‘What are you doing? Why don’t you
home?’

"*“ ‘Home?’ replied the man bitterly. I
have no home. I am the American am-
bassador.” "’—Sakturday Evening Post.

Sure to Be Taken Then.
Reformer—*“I wish I could do some-
thing to make people take my advice.”
Friend—"Try engraving it on the
handle: of your umbrella.”—Boston
Transcript. XA

———
An Unlucky Superstition.
He—"“So poor old Monty has been
““{u over by a motor car. How did
it d B

'Jot'ukl:'l}‘"

87,89, 91,93, 95 Ashley St.
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bw;_""' should you not this Tabel gevery
o Loaf of Bread.
A.M_EWING,

MAMILTON,

—

EWING

The Paper on Which “The Times” is Printed
i{s Made by the
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Try the Little
Railway Size
Admission Tickets

For Church Concerfs and
Entertainments of All Kinds

Nothing So Handy Nothing So Cheap
Numerically Numbered Easily Kept Track Of
100 Different Patterns Can’t Be Counterfeited

ONLY $1.60 PER 1000
And in larger quanfifies cheaper sfill.
The TIMES is the only office in the city that sup-
plies this elass of tickets, and we print millions of them
during the year.

Send in your order. We print them while you
wait.

000A000U00 2

We also fill orders for Exhibition and Show

Tickets on the Reel

in quantities of 6,000 and over, at manufacturers’
prices. Prices quoted on application.

e e s 1imes Printing Co.
llxeel.:'l m&?‘ p:ltw:,“;ylnn or .m.eol::,mh.m
dress card.

T
ders to keep the grease off their jackets.
The pigtails disapepared, but the col-
lars remain to this day.—Londen Globe.

——————— —
That Was Something.
He had never ben to sed before.
“Can you keep anything on your
stomach?” the ship docto
. “No, sir,” he ret

Origin of Sailors’ Collars.

In the course of =n after dinner chat
recorded in Sir Algernon West’s “Recol-
lections,” the late Admiral Sir Harry
Keppel, who served in the navy under
The pigtails disappeared, but the col-
lars worn by sailors had their .:ﬂn in
the dressing of Sir




