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THEY'D HAD OTHER VISITORS.

H -E visitor front llIawcrcek
had been invited toaddress
thec Sunday school.

IlI arn reminded, chul-4Jdren," he said, "lof the ca-
- reer -of a by who was

once no larger than some
of the littie feflows 1 sec
here before me. Heplayed

~ truant when heL was sent
tshowent fishing

every Sunday, rail away
i,~(< jfront home before he was

ten years old, Iearned to
- >~< ~ drink, smoke, chew to-

-~j ~ bacco, ply cards and slip
ini under t he canvas when
the circus came around.

He went into bad compsny, frequented livery stables and low bar
rooms, finally became a pickpocket, then a forger, then a horse thief,
and ne day in a fit of drunken madness he committed a cowardly
murder. Cildren," he continuedl, impressivcly, Ilwhere do you
think that boy la now?"I

"He stands before us 1 " guessed the children, with one voice.

LOOK HARD AT JAFFREY.

"TS the editor in ?" asked a seriaus-looking persan, step-
'ping up ta the counter of the World office,
"Not at this moment," answered the book-keeper. I

expect hlm in shortly, however, as he went three hours
ago ta one of the city merchants ta see if be couldn't; beg
an advertisement on the score of patriotism. You see,
sir, the city merchants advertise in the Globe, GRIP, and
other largely circulated jaurnals and the Weir!dgeis rather
left. The editor bas becn doing bis level best ta set the
merchants against his esteemed contempararies by giving
then guif about the Word being tbeir only friend, and
the other papers ail being the friends of the farmer and
consequently the enemies of the merchant. He ought ta
be back by this time, as -it doesn't generally take more
than three hours for him ta find out that he can't gel: the
ad. Will you take a seat in the rooni there, sir?"

IlYes, 1 think l'Il watt. I want ta sec Mr. Maclean
particularly," said the seriaus persan, maving slowly ta
the sanctum and sitting down He drew a weIl thumbed
copy of the World from bis pocket, and was soon

CORRECT!l
Ti&AcHER-" Freddy, how is thse eartis divided?"
FagnmtY-" Detween them that's got it and the'n that wants it."l

rox'r HOPR'S FI.YING TAILOIt.

im-mersed, in a profound study of some paragraphis on tlie
first page.

Meanwhile the front door opened and the editor
sbambled in. "'Any luck ?' asked the book keeper.
IlNaw! Il responded the editor, Ilthe racket don't seeni
to catch on witb the blained chumps !"I

IlThere's a serions persan waiting ta see yau," said the
baok-keeper, and the editor proceeded ta the sanctuni.
He regarded the visitor with suspicion, as though he
might possibly be an emissary from the sheriff's office, but
he was at once undecieved. "lAre you the editar of the
Worla ? I asked the stranger, rising. -

"I have that honor," said Mr. Maclean.
"Then perhaps you1I eicplaint ihat you inean by t)is.

L'ie read it, or something like it day after day iii thc
Worl. This: 'Let the public laak hard at Mr. Jaffrey
as they passliim on.th.estreet.' -Now, I've-done it. I've
stared right inta bis :face fifty or sixty times, and what
good has it done me? 1 want to know what you -niean
by giving this advice?"I

I want ta crush Jaffrey and 1 think his fade is enaugbi
ta condemn him if people only look at hini carefully."

IlOh, that's it, eh ? WelI, .tastes differ. about façes, 1
suppose, but for my part I think Jaffrey's is about as
pleasant, intelligent and hanést a face as I've met ta day.
Do yau really think there's mrtrch in physiognomy P I

IlEverything, sir," said Mr.- Maclean, earnestly. IlA
man's face is a sure index ta bis. character, and Jaffrey's
is bad, sir, bad 1Il- ."-.

"lTastes diffef,"1 said the. serious persan, "as I've
already reffarked. I don'tgo very much on pliysiognafllv
myself, but if 1 had your views, and your çauritenance, 1
would neyer advise the readers of my paper ta look hord
at anybody ta draw hasty conclusions. Good day, sir."

And hç foldod up bis paper and -departed.
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