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=~dulathig t0ward the entrance, "how
doyudo? Glad to set you looking sa

1 w~1 Ithink if 31'ottll S akhr
'$-with me a MonoQft "I can explain the
Swhole matter -satisfactorily. and taking

thlaring BIankensop by the arma he
~marchd himiii tot the akro n
4posed the door. For a tîrne the sound1
ofthe old GernaWis *roar in interrupted1

f -lipw was heard through the partition,
but it finally yieled ta the junior Part-t
ners oilY tones, and when they camnei
out, BIllCtnsop. *as grinnirng somewhatt
fatutôuýsly, as if the props had been
i-noced from ünder what he had re-<
garded as an Unassailabit Position. t

T was sharpeniflg the Stenographer's
pendils for her whèn Tommy came in
f ratni*luncheoit

"iSay, " whisPered he, excitedly, 've1
Iound out what's up.'

"Whiat !" we gurgled, nervously look-
ing to set if any of the rest bad re-
turned.

-Why, old Biankensap-old duffer
who looks like a goat, you know-well,
be's Iost five hundred dollars out of his
box, and îs kicking up the devil about
it with the Old Man. Going ta have a
Directots' meeting this evening."

"Rum doings," says L "'Who told
you?"

Tommy looked wist. "Wan't tel"
he said.

But I knew. Jorkins had been listen-
ing through tht register by way of the
basement. Jorkins is the janitor, and in
bis character of watchmafl thinks al
avenues which iead ta knowltdge legiti-
mate.

"How dots Blankensop account for
it?» said 1, after a pause.

"Says he Ieft his key litre with the
Company in. August when ht lef town."

"Aha, aha !" chortied 1, triumphantly.
"Tht Sytem's slipped a cog.»

For had I not most ineffectually tritd
to point out to tht Old Man tht danger
of permitting patrons of tht saftty vault
to leave keys with tht Company? And
had not tht Old Man threatened me
with dismissai. for what he ttrmed my
impertinence in presuming ta intimate
that there could bt a flaw in His Sys-
tem, evolvtd as lie fondly fancitd,
through his own astute mental processes
-but, as 1 knew, at tht subtie sugges-
tion of tht Junior Partner?

"Aha, aha !" chuckled I ta myseif.
"'Now they're in for it !"

5uha ete~IOleMiM

Il t

The Story of the Looker-On

That I who worship Beauty and huit- i
ger for tiegant seclusionshouid be cant-
pelltd ta sit at Mrs. Crunchem's, tabI.ý
twice a day only gots to confirni my1
belief in a capricious and pursuing fate. 1
And they are ail so vulgarly social,.
They regard my reserve not with cou-
tempt-mtrely jndifference. 0f caurse,' j
if 1 were young and good ta look at
they would care, but I ain eld and dei
and flatly unlinteresting-but this Is net
about me. They -are aiways talking at
tht Boarding-H1ouse. They were at It
again this evening.

"It was simply tht nerviest thing
ever heard-ofV' said tht Baclielor.

'"What wus nervy?" asktd the Book-,
keeper.
1<'Wliy, liaven't you read tht Pot?"

said the Wonian with a Histoty.
"Daring robbtry," said tht EX-,iSchooimaan.

"At three o'clocl."
"Ladies' rcetÎn.»
"In tht inngmm
"Four men."
"ITwo covered 'em with pistaIs."
"Two--basktts.»
"The silvtr."
"Diamonds!»
"Watches.»
"Purses."
"Jumïped ont of the wîndow!"
"No cIewf
Here -the Bachejor'h voice soared

above tht babitl. «lIIs,tli4 darndest
quetrest thing l' -That's shclu in amtawiy
wteks. The deteçctivesa re t no gcod.
Can't make a thing out of iL'

-1 came by the bouse at teMf,"
said tht Thli~calStuden .-o~fl n
my word I iev'hC Vd such in-

Soineway every one stope4j*st
then and tooked at the Mystr e
devoured chicken hash' with zest. Ht
was aa plenclidly built mn w ithi 8l*y
gray Cyes.

There was an un.omfoffabilen~ce.
'Wbhy. didn't you stop and £ud %out

what was going on? sai&,be,,WÎ g
bis lnDuth -w itlt is . tapin, .adloo g
at the Theological.ý Student -with ,n

enigthatical expressioxi
Sanie of thein didn't 1ike, S t P

1 understood wliy he *aed>,. ,

ological Student was a a r
young tman i ,the l clbsits
dowu town, and study tnli d fàr i t

ao eter the Univer
winter. , It needed
to sce hle was head
Nj',the tbStenographi

mury gburtihair aP
pleô. 'nthe WOM

the ço»yiandbàd
ingl ýuËé- o

ed -t atteni pn en

bluffld au oIJY r ç? ciitis amu ?ured indistinct nÈë4

iiÏ,But it ' d e'tco, 166k ff
Scia'ani s i ss l,Èë ove nt

theogicaloSun, i ando l J

makelltht .'th

detayshe. olied to gltase

logica Student, anonly, wahi

lier. Ht attaclced his Pu4MIhg
' gr. Tht Stenographer ca4kta

and la~da e~«~
bit his ln .and spilledhi>, tptfeei
table-ci -tb.

"At it again,» lie muteed."
can't tht QiÇJ. cat eaxe r
Blank bem!0  14ÔWboy hê,r 1v
this but me.

Tht Ex--SchooIma'am ilà
Cross Roads, Iowa. She bad A
Bikota a year and ,a bali, ',and
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Mi-ss Tripp.

Miss Tripp for years lias lived alune,
WXithout dlsplay or fuse ýor pother.

The house she dwells ln Is ber own-
'She got It from her dying father.

-Mliss T. delîglits ln aIl gond works,
S)ie goes to church three times On

Sunday,
lier dailv duty never shIrks,

Nor keeps her goodness for this one
day.,

She loves te bake and huit aud sew.
For wider fields she doesn't hanker;

i et for the things they have 1 know
A-many poor folk have to thank her.

'~~simple lfe she truly leads.
Sh;Ie loves lier smail domestic labors,

ii spring ehe plants ber garden seeds
And share the product wlth lier

neiglhors.

:Books and Authors n'ow 1 see
In literature sbe'e made a foray;,

TheYellow Sbadow"-said to be
Acrackerjack detective-story."

Captain Brown.
Bluff CaptaIn Brown le somewbat queer.

But of the sea he's very knowIng.
I scarcely meet hlmn once a year-

Ie's off in seacli of whales a-blowlIng.

Illor ftfty years-perhaps for more-
He's sailed about upon the ocean.

Hie thinke that If he lived ashore
He'd die. But this le just a notion.

St!]!. when the Captain cornes ta port
Witb barrels of ols from whales

caught napplng,
He'll Pace the deck and loudly snort,

"Thls land air le my etrength a-
sappixig.

111 cal! this living on bard terme;:
1 wish that 1 had neyer seen the land;

1 wish 1 were a-chas!ng sperms
Abaft the nor'east coast of Green-

land."

Yet on his latest cruise, 'tween whales
The Captain wrote a book most charm-

lng.
It'e called-and it le havlng sales-

"Some Practical Advice on Farming."

T. M. Sih
Tom Henry Smithi I long have kuovit

Aithougli le really Ilsa a, Onnt-
At least, Tom Henry livesa slon8p

And that's what people tern IL.

Tom Henry never la annayed
By fashion's change. Ht wea.rBa. ola.,

Constructed out of celluloïd.
Hia hats ne'er cost aboYe a d*llar.

"rom loves about bis room 'ta mous,
And cook a sausage at the flreplaoe,

It doesn't serve ta help l% dres-
Grease epatters over the entire place.

Tom Henry lîkea to. rea.d a. book,
And wrltes a littie forthe papera,

But scarcely ever leaves bis nook,
And takes no part ln social capers.

Now Tam has penned a. boak hitneelf.'
1 hope he'll neyer feel compurictioiisi

Its titie is--it' on my shef-
"Pink Teas and Other Social Func-

tIons."1

rve tnê t

8e#faiou xt

)Ruth lqtbhher eld
,k tafllsh girlt i4.Zomb uohopl-day

As lietpiich
Âh metu lo-fI e

To %pend a alf-hop

$h e'e learned t we*l t, t 0ohie? quite a, hel ,p
on saturday ah. 10vd

The go-ert Ou 11 Iý

At wrltlng n'ow ah. bl4afd-'
lIer bock 4Iajgr«etw

-By n1gtbt<i laÈlh
naine,
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