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Captain Emery Wilson was a retired
gea-dog with'a penchant for literatyre.
He had in early youth read extensively
end seribbiéd ndustriously, and all
through his strenuous maritime career
the dream of winning fame and fortune
with his pen had never forsaken him.
Indeed, even in the midst of his’cruises
he kept a journal, in which he jotted
down_his thoyghts and experiences; and
wrote ‘his Thymes, .for the captain was
versically as well as-prosily inclined.

But, 'there .came a day when h@é voy-
ages™were over, an@ he retired at Fhe
age of fifty-three to a modest compe-
tence. But-while the years had passed
the haffeentury -mark with him, his
heart was as youthful and his spirit as
sanguine as in the heyday of hlg twen-
ties. His longing to be an author was
stronger than ever, and in these Ris leis-
ure daye he Worked unceasinglg’on his
compositions: The captain had touched

at numberless ports and acquired a

smattering. of many “foreign tongues.
He had experienced moving acecidents
by flood and_fi and had even passed
crie year.in the efior on a Colorado
ranch, -where. hé.h#d roughed it with
the cowboys and dcquired quite -a
knowledge of these amiable centaurs.

In his stays on shore he had drifted
around. the streets.of San Francisco a
great deal, and had thoroughly famil-
iarized -himself. with all phases of city
life.. The advantage of having been
brought up on a:farm until the age
of eighteen was‘also an.addition to
his stock' of experiences, and, altogeth-
er, the ‘captain ought to have been
well equippeéd-as a writer,

He. could, write humorous and  dia-
lcet 'verdes, 'love poems; elegies, child’s
postry, odes, sonnets, lyrics, dramatic
poetry, vers-de-societe, sea poems,,wes-

tern poems with or without dialect,
\

sailor and cowboy stories, idyls of the
farm and fireside, sketches in Irish,
German, Swedish, Bohemian, 'Polish,
Swiss, French, Italian, Chinese,Siwash,
Malay,  Hindoo, = Spanish, Mexican,
negro and Patagonian dialect; heavy
articles on naval affairs, such as deep-
s soundings, whale
‘maritime gumnery; light articles such
‘as flirtation on the quarter-deck, the
passion for the decollete in dress
among the South Sea Islanders, or
smuggling as a fine art, ete. He could
‘write of ‘war or Deace, joy or gladness,
sin or innocence, :

_Wl_th this rémarkable equipment and
8 brain’ on fire’ With ‘ambitidus  movy-

bombard the magazines and periodi-
cals. But, alack for the uncertainty
of human affairs!" The captain’s man-
(uscripts ‘came’- back - by ~the‘ score.
:v«uﬁ»’ ‘that ‘né had eried over  would
be returned by some unfeeling editor
with some stich printed- balderdash as
this:

(' THE STEREOPTICON:

A Magazine for American People
523 Eigth Avenue, New York.

.. “The editor has read your manuscript
with abiding eagerness, but regrets ex-
cessively that it is not quite adapted to
the special requirements of The Stere-
orticon. It is therefore returned to you
rcluctantly, with many thanks for your
extreme courtesy in submitting it.”

Or possibly he may get a communi-
: caton from some editor in_the editor’s
own pandwriting ' which would read
something like this:

ANYBODY'S MAGAZINE ' /]
Circulation Nine Million Coples,

fisheries and |

Irgs, the captain began to write and

- Comatose Building, Philadelphia,

'Captain Emery Wilson,
San ‘Francisco, California.

' Dear Sir: We read with much pleas-
ure your exciting story of - “Dragged
iby &.Greenland . Whale,“ and believe
with some changes it* may be made ad-
aptable to the readers .of Anbody’s.
; Could you not have the whale dive and
‘come up with Captain “Kidd’s buried
treasure, or butt into a mountain of
i floating ambergris worth untold mil-
lions, or ‘land your party, just as he
sinks beneath the biting harpoons, at
some tropic shore which turns out to
| be an island which a trust buys for six

or 'seven billion dollars? 3

Or could not the whale get tangled up
in a treasure-ship of bygone days and
on being hoisted to the top bring it up
with him, disclosing to the astonished
~and delighted gaze u;»,m;a-‘&g hun-
dreds of chests fairly reeking with in-
.Bots, pleces of eight, or even pleces of
nine, doubloons, dlamonds, gold and
silver bars, emeralds, turquoises, gar-
nets, pearls, plate, silks and all that
sore of thing, don’t you knbw? Our
readers like to hear about things in
which money is the main , tople.

Sincerely your: k: |
i3 THE EDITOR. ’

The captain’s rage on getting these
communications from day to day was
something fearful to behold.

He would deliver himgelf of perfect
broadsides of oaths in all the dialects
of which he was master, and grind his
molars in an excess of sea-going fury.

Month after month he sent his effu-
sions away, and regularly as clock-work
ttey came back to him. He grew mis-
anthropical and moody and often

down the deck of his little room, ex-

sprang to his fet and ‘paced up and |

‘claimng In a passion of resentment:

“Oh! If I but owned & magazine of my
own!” i

Oue morning a - knock "at his door
aroused him from -a very pessimistic
daydream.. He opened the door and a
gentleman of immaculate dress and
severe air bowed respectfully.

“Captain Emery Wiison, I presume?”
he asked.deferentially.

“That: is my name,”: responded the
doughty captain.

“I am extremely glad . to make your
acquaintance,” replied the gentleman,
handing the captain his card.

The captaln looked at the card and
read:

SHARK & WOLFE,
+  Attorneys and Counselors,
H GOUGE BUILDING,
8an Francisco, California.

M, olfe?” - querled - the captain

hesitat :

“No,” was the ‘stranger's answer,
“Shark; M. B. Shark. Captain Wil-
son,” he continued in a firm tone, “I
am here to acquaint you with the fact
of your aunt Jemima’s decease. ' You
are her sole heir.” It was supposed that
she intended leaving her entire for-
tune to found a home for indigent bull-
pups, one of whom was hér constant
attendant during her last years, but a
fall downstairs prevented this, and you
as her next of kin and sole surviving
relative inherit the entire estate. It
amounts to two hundred thousand dol-
lars,” he went on, with a gleam of
avarice in his pale green eyes. 1

It was indeed true. Two. weeks later
the captain came into his own., How
be blessed the slippery steps which
carried off poor old Aunt Jemima, He
took the bull-pup to his own -home and
ministered assiduously to its wants.
Then he sat down to recover himself

' refusals set his

'] eccentricity had been thoroughly ex-

; : ]
& little from' the delightful shock. A' ONBE OF THEM WAS EVER RE-
batch of returned mss. and’ the usual TURNED,

grist of ofly and meaningless prlntedl

peppery temper -
ablaze instanter, R

On the contrary, .the editor of the

Transatdantic ‘would kindly take the Malay,

e q ! trouble to indite long letters to Captain

No.w ry have & magaszine of  ,my Emery Wilson, commending the origi-
own!” he shouted, and the very next nality and verve of his contributions i g
day saw him at .work: . He consultedI and encouraging him to send more of 5€& soundings, whale fisheries and mar-
an old chum of his, a practical printer,

and in ten days to the hour from Aunt
Jemima’s funeral the Translantic Mag- |
azine “a publication-for the toiling mil-

his mss. 'to the Transatlantic. Captain
Emery Wilson as a writer adopted var-
fous noms-de-plume in order to supply
the demand of the editor for his_ writ-

tdyls of the farm and fireside, sketchea
in Irish, .German, Swedish, Polish,
Swiss, French, Italian, Chinese, Siwash,
Hindoo, Spanish, Mexican, ne-
gro and Patagonian dialect; heavy ar-
ticles on naval affairs, such as degp-

itime gunnery; light grticles such as
firtation- abaft the quarter-deck,the
paai,lo_q for the decollete in dress among ;

lions,” wéas announced with a splendid; ings, and, besides, he always had at; the South Sea Islanders, smuggling as

flourish of trumpets. 'The .captain
hired an advertising solicitor to take
advertisemants for nothing, and as his

ploited, and as a merchant stood ;
bound not to lose anything, he had
advertising fairly thrust upon him,

He_ kept the secret of the editorship
buried in his own. bosom, but as a
matter of fact Captain :Emery ‘Wilson
was sole editor of the Translantic. He
would sit down of an evening and
gravely write letters addressed “To
the Editor of the Transalantic Magaz-
ine,” and transmit with these epistles
various samples of humorous and dia-
lect poéms, love verses, elegies, child’s
poetry, odes, sonnets, lyries, dramatic
Doetry, vers-de-societe, sea poems,
western poems in and out of dialect,
raflor and cowboy stories, idyls of the
farm and fireside, sketches in Irish, :
German, Swedish, Bohemian, Polish,
Swiss, French, Italian, Chinese, Siwash’
Malay, Hindoo, Spanish, Mexican,
negro and Patagonian dialect; heavy
articles on naval affaids, such as deep-
séa soundings, whale fisheries and mar-
itime gunnery; light articles such as
flirtation abaft the quarter-deck, the
passion for the decollete in dress
among the South Sea Islanders, smug-
gling as a fine art, etc., etc., and NOT

i from any source save those of his own

least four articles or stories: and four
poems in each issue of the Transatlan-
tic Magazine over his own proper sig-
nature, : '

Every other line of both verse a.nd‘
prose in each issue was the captaln'li
work, hidden undg some such nom-de-
plume. as H. . Podge-Wilkinso _n.t

ar Dubb, Alice tox

Varden, and names he picked out ‘ot‘
the 'Frisco directory, A

Many letters came to the editor of the
Transatlantic Magazine, and it is note-
worthy and cheering to reflect that
every solitary mss, in them contained
was returned to the writer, provided of
course that stamps accompanied the
contribution, The editor of the Trans-
atlantic nevér read any contributions

fertile brain, and invariably returned
all mss. with anyone of a large number
of printed stock refusals like those he
had been in the habit of getting during
his contributing days.

At the end of one year he had printed
all of his stuff, both humorous and
dialect verses, love poems, elegies,
child’s poetry, odes, sonnets, lyrics,
dramatic poetry, vers-de-soclete, sea
poems, western poems with and with-
out dialect, sailor and cowboy stories,

& fine art and others, and in one weék

thereafter the office of the Transatlan-

tic Magazine was closed, never to be !

reopened. i
The captain retired to his quarters,

perfectly satisfled and happy. He had '

lgnominiously. turned down and reject- '
rE SRR B a b A

the whole year's edition there was no :
single line but his own, It cost him just .

sixty-threq thousand, four hundred and |

twenty-seven dollars and twenty-uven}
cents, and the captain affirmed vigore |
ously and even profanely that it was '

.

dirt cheap at that. o]

He can be seen ‘now any day fn the
streets of his chosen city, the very em- |
bodiment of peace and good nature, a '
sunny smile athwart the rubleund ;
wasta of his sea-faring frontispiece; or
at evening in his'snug little houae.!
smoking a most curiously inlaid pipe |

cele- |

found his’ articles, such as humorpus |
and dialect verses and others as have

en faithfully and even painstakingly '

- THE LAWYER AND THE MAN

- in The N_ational Magazine,

sdidaubat iee

(Kalvin Johnson in the Nation

2 Magazine,) .

In the four years that he had occu-
ried offices in the big trust company

. building this was Morrison's first visit

tothe. place after business hours, It
Was about-tenid'clock  when he ‘dropped
ofe the car in front of the many-storied

info the night; . . -, . .

A ‘paper .left in his desk was neces-
sary. to- the. transaction of & business
matter that was to call him out of town
on an early train the mext momln%.
The. deserted marble vestibule suggest-
ed ,&‘im:a.usdretim. Rousing  the’ night

silent and shadowy |

into the room, carrying a broom and
a large empty basket.

“I will be out of your way in a
minute, janitor,” said the attorney
carelessly, after a glance.

The man, in the act of retreating,
hesitated at the door and gazed in a
half-amuzed, half-nervous way at the
speaker,, There was apparently noth-
} ing about the attorney to arouse such
feeling. He was a keen but affable-look-
ing person of forty-five years, of rather
Landsome features, a little _stout in
figure and having.an air of prosperity.
Except that his opera hat sat rakishly
on the back of his head, his general ap-
Pearance was conventional enough,

The fellow turned as if to go, then
paused again, and with sudden resolu-
tlon exclaimed, ‘Al right, Sammy!”

Morrison was in the act of closing his
desk. The roll-top slipped from his

it by accident,

“Why didn’t you come then?”

“I wanted to, the worst way, and
yet .I hated to,” said Stephens, hesi-
tatingly. “I sleep in daytime, and then
it had been so long since we’'d met,
and ypu're so fine here, I didn’t know
Just whether you'd care—that i~

‘“You dirty dog, you!” 1

“No, I didn’t really believe that,”
Stephens hastened to add, “but when a
fellow is down at the heel it makes him
sensitive about hunting up old friends.
Anyway, I felt that we would run into
each other sometime natural-like, just
as we have tonight. I couldn’ have en-
Joyed anything better than this. Some
afternoon, when you are not too busy,
I want to come up and have a talk
with you.” The two men had dropped
into chairs. Stephens arose to his feet.

It was a struggle for the first few

bractice and have been. able to accumu-

ens, with a gleam in his eye.. ““When I

tested Morrison, chuckling. “You were

time.”

“You've been getting along fine,
said - Stephens,

haven't you, Sam?”
after a little pause,
“Better, I expect, than I deserve, Joe.

years, but I have worked into & good

late a little something.” R
“I'm glad to hear it You always
were smart, and square, too. Any-
body would know, just to see ‘you, that
you were prosperous. You certainly
lcok sporty in that rig,” added Steph-

spled you sitting there {n the chair, so
swell, I couldn’t help saying ‘Sammy,’
for the life of me.” -

“Don’'t guy me like that, Joe!” pro-

thinking of how.I used to look in those

i

you the genergl facts, as a matter of
interest. I am much obliged to you,

“It wasnt whiskey, was !t; Joe?”

Interrupted. Morrison,

“Nn; that‘s something that never
bothered me.” :

“I was sure ft couldn’t be that with

you,” said the attorney, “but what put
the idea into my head was that I heard
that Dick Chalmers had taken to drink
and was almost a
through with the money he got from
his, father’s estate. I'll-ell -you who
told me—you remember Albert Fawcett
who used to run a shoe store on he shod. They kept spies on where we -
corner of the spuare? I happened to shipped our goods and took our cus-

‘wreck—had run

nﬁgement.

better than you think. There are plen

, Of grounas for a_damage z‘u%t,' but;;
. | wouldn't -advise that, as it would
' size of the plant, until finally ; Y0!Ve 100 much litigation.. It you are

every dollar we both had in ‘the world ;

—which ‘wasni't an enormous sum—was

tied up in it. Things were beginning | -

to come easy when some parties in the '

East here, who were forming a trust,. »d be glad to take anything, b_'f‘t”‘

wanted, to buy us out. Their offer was

liberal enough, $50,000 in cash, and I 5'

Suppose we made a mistake in not dc-
cepting {t.. Dick felt that the Business
had a big future, and as this was a
free country, we didn't have to sell
unless. we wanted to.

“Well, the trust went after us rough-

¢an get it for you.” .= Ty
“Willing!” cried smphoni,’-'ue'_umg.
don’t see how—" s it
“Leave that to me, I have had de_az-
188 with thesé -people. myselt, and
thers are csftatn fossoris why they can
,not_afford to turn me down ‘when %1
Present the matter to them in the prof-
e light. This lawyer of theirs is a pes-
son with whom I think T have some in-

J .“.Toe.i you have got a good case, much. !

>

b

“Where are you going now?”’ asked Sunday pants mother cut down for me fluence. Igam better acquainted with -

rown, ejectment. M:
fiies the record; Jas.
Ouglas Spinney, tres-
lace files the, record.
r. v, Brown, M. Mes
F-trial. The defend-
his honor directed a
 the plaintife,
pbury v. Spinney, M.
.,, moved to have-it
Ordéred accordingly.
‘found tFaE bifls”ih
Pases, ‘W HeAry Wa-
, his" counsel’ M, N,
& plea of “guilty- on
of “the™ " indictinent.
M; N6l pros etitered
te chiet justice gaia
F matter frifo’ consid-
Ince his decision’ at
“eourt at 11'e'clock
was' then 'formaily
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tardy llection of the paper had
cut the last act. The pockets of his
evening clothes lacked the means of
entrance to his office. A man

& pound or frore of keys at the end of
a chaln came and unlocked & glass-
panelled door bearing the sign, AR
Morrison, - Attorney.” A click of. an
electric button and the room, which
formed the first of a suite, was llu-
winated. Lighting his way as he went,
the attorney passed on into an interior
apartment, where his private desk was
located.

Morrison wa@ not in an esped\ally
good humor. over the necessity of his
errand. Lately he had begun to show an

irritableness growing out of a certain|

dissatisfaction of himself. He could
not exactly. define it, but he missed the
old’ enthusiasm he used to feel in his
work - before sacrificing his general
practice to that of a corporation law-
yer. %he latter often involved tactics
which, were not, up to his earliest stand-
ards, The implied attitude of _ the
several large interests that he served,
of owning him, conscience and all,
awakened a spirit of resentment, which
could' not-be-altogether soothed by the
fagt that he had trebled his income and
was ﬁi‘m gllg;q-way toward affluence,
(gibgmnay, i 3

‘While Morrison was searching for the
miglaid, gocument one of. the cleaning
téres,"d"robust-appearing fellow, came

fingers and he turned upon the Janitor
as if struck. It had been years since
he had heard that name. 'In the brief
space of..time -required 1o reach the
man who - 'stood doubtfully, leaning
against the door-frame, the office and
its luxurious appointments. faded away.
In théir place was the quaint, sleepy
‘old town, with a background of green
hills. The picture aided him.some as
he.peered . into -the. somewhat embarr-
assed, smiling face, -
“Joe Stepheéns!” cried the attorney.

“I didn’t think you would recognize
me so_ea.gﬂy,"_mu» the response, given
' in 8 laughing but still restrained tone.

There was nothing of the cad about
Morrison. He fairly hugged the fel-
low, in spite of his workman’s dress.
“Joe, I'm tickled to death to see you,
but what are you doing here—what in
the name of goodness—" Morrison
stood off and pointed at the broom,

“I suppose it’s what you call trying
to. make an honest living.”

“Why, I thought you were in the
West and doing well. The last I
heard. of you, you were in the man-
ufacturing business.” g

“The bottom dropped out of it and I
came back,” sald the man, with a
slight wince.

“How long have you been working
here?”

“About two months.”

““And never came in to see me?”
There was. genuine reproach in Morri-
son’s tone, e i g

“I didn't dream of it being. you, un-

°

the attorney.

“I have a lot of work to do yet to-
night.”

“‘See . hera, Joe. Stephens!” exclaimed
Morrison, giving the basket in front of
him a kick, “the owners of this building
are my clients. The superintendent is
directly responsible to me. Technically,
I'm the head Janitor, and I want you to
understand that-yoyu  are fired, - right
now, 50, you may as well sit down
again. I am going to fix you for some-
thing decent.” .

“Hold on, now, Sam!” said Stephens,
resuming his seat, “I don’t want youn
to feel that I'm expecting anything of
that ‘kind; not offhand, anyway, Wait
& while,”

““The idea of cleaning my rooms,”
continued Morrison; “I'm ashamed to
look you in the face. ‘Why, your folks
used to keep us in milk, after father
died, and we were blamed glad to get
it, too. “Do you remember that cow of
yours, old Baldy? My! but she used to
give good milk!”

“Yes, and we'd both 8o to the pasture
after her in thé evenings, She seem-
ed almost as much your cow ag she did
! ours,” T

“Sometimes your sister Elsie would
cry to go along, and I would lead her
by the hand, for I was always fond of
her,” said Morrison tenderly, “Ah,
Joe! I've never forgotten. It was my
last year in college, you know, when
she died. I tell you it knocked the
ambition out of me for a while, I have
a good wife, Joe; I love her; we are

happy, but there is one feeling a man’
tll a week or two ago, when I learnednevr exp

eriences but once in a life-

out -of brozher Ike's,

afraid of spoiling them for: Charley,

who was coming on-and was stout like
Those pants always embarrass-
ed me, and I just hurried up and grew
out of them lengthwise.” Both men
laughed until the tears stood in their

Ike,

eyes,

“‘You're the same 014 Sami”
Stephens, enthusiastically, his restraint
entirely gone.

“I haven’'t had such a goobd, old-
fashioned laugh for I don't know when
—just like when we were boys, Joe. But
to be serious, tell me about yourself.
“You're married? No one I know?
Three children! I've only pgot two.
Living on the fifth floor of a fiat buila-
ing? I own a litle house up my way
that is just spolling for a good tenant.
Country air and quiet surroundings.
Tomorrow I'll. be out of town, but

Thursday I am going to have you and

Mrs. Joe up to dinner, and we can talk
it over then. Eh? I'll bet you four
dollars you'll come or there will be
trouble, Nonsense! You will look good
enough for me, whatever you wear.
My wife will be just as glad to have
you as I will; I've often talked to her
about you. She's got sense, and any
friends of mine are friends of hers.”

The attorney rattled on, in his im-
pulsive way, hardly allowing his com-
panion opportunity for reply. “Now,
about the business affair of yours!
Give me the particulars; maybe I can
be of Service to you.” '

“Well, it’s quite a long story,” sald
‘Stephens, thoughtfully, “but I'll give

I used to want
her to take a ref in them, but she was

cried

meet him on the train not long ago.
It seems that Dick is 'living in Den-
ver, and Fawcett had been out there
Visiting his  brother-in-law. I° was
awful sorry to hear such a thing about
Dick. He was always such a steady,
level-headed fellow. Next to you,
there was not a boy in Mowry
{0 whom I was more attached. You
know how we thrée used to ‘run
around together: I thought possibly
you might ‘have happened on to
Dick while you were in the West.”

“Dick 1s a part of the story,” said
Stephens, . quietly. “My failing was
speculating, I had a pretty good start
on a ranch, but traded if off for mining
stock, not the wildeat kind, but some-
thing that would have made me money
it I hadn't 16t 1t go again, I was first
into one thing and then another, some-
times coming out ahead and sometimes
losing,

“As part of a real-estate deal, I got
hold of a little factory that had sus-
bended operations for lack of capital.
It was equipped for making a line of
brass specialties, I had no idea what
to do with it, except to trade it oft
again, One day while in Denver I hap-
bened to run across Dick Chalmers. He
was out there for his lungs and was
feeling s0 much better that he had con-
cluded to stay. I mentioned the factory
to him, incidentally, and he .got inter-
ested at once. He wis looking for a
small investment and knew something
about the manufacturing business, The
plant was located about fifty miles
from Denver and he went down with
me to investigate the proposition. As a

result we fixed up a partnership ar-

tomers‘away from us by cutting prices.
The worst, though, was the' way they
persecuted us in the courts, claiming
infringements of patents, getting out
injunctions-and the like, What. their
lawyers didn’t think of 't worth
while. We stayed with them as long as
we could, but they had too much money -
for us. We were both cleaned out. Dick
went back to Denver, almost broken-
hearted, and got a job as draughtsman. ;
I guess he has been drinking consider-
able. He first got started at it on ac-
count of his lung trouble, but was
straight as a string all the time we
were together. I think now it’s more
discouragement than anything else, and
that he would be all right if he could
get on: his feet again. That isn’t likely,
though. He has lost his nerve.' :

“I scraped together a few hundred
dollars and came East. Father and
mother are getting up in Yyears and they
wanted to see the grandehildren, We
didn’t care to worry the old folks with
our troubles and so didn’t say anything
about them, but after a month’s visit
Wwe came here, where I could get work
and not be so far away from home. I
found. things pretty dull, and when I
stumbled onto this job I took it as a
makeshift, until I could have a chance
to look around:.” ;

Morrison, sunk deep in his chair and
with his eyes fixed upon the other
man’s face, had listened quietly, except
to ask an occasiofial Guestion concern-
ing names and ddtes, He remained si-
lent for a time - ‘after Stephens had
finished, as though carefully. welghing
the matter, Suddenly he roused himself l
and leaned forward, . ’

' him thanT am with you. He used to

consider himself a pretty decent sort;g’t
a fellow, if he was a lawyer, and I am
satisfled that he wants to teel that wey
again, It is only charitable to say 1
he never would have a hand in su. ;
dirty business if the facts had not be¢n
misrepreserited to him, but. that don’t
excuse-him. Lawyers, in ‘their- zeal o
serve rich clients. easily get the

of not looking very carefully fnto the
morals of a proceeding.. Anyway, you
and - Dick ‘'are going: to get y
money.” ;

Morrison could not bring himself"
the point of actually making a
Sion, Some other time he would h: Ve
the courage.. There was no “question,

however, about the restitution part of
it. Should his efforts with the company

fail, he would pay every dollar of it out

of his own pocket, »

“There, now, Joe! I don’t blame you
for being a little .broken up over the
prosp Mo} ’
it muyst have’ been a hard strain on you
—but I won’t listen to’ any’gratitude
talk, not now. When this thing is all
fixed up’'and you know the whole story;

if you feel like shaking hands over it

and saying, ‘Sammy, you're all right1*
that will satisfy nie, ; PN

“Only . one  thing . more, Joe." Nex
Monday I am going-to start ifor
ver, and you have got to go We
will find Dick and get him on his feet
again.” : ¢

Mr. Robin="What was the ‘¢ause of
that electric shoeck in Mr. Owl's house?
have been a wiraless telegraph message

Mr, Crow—No. They think' it mdst
Was it struck by lightning?

; . A HOT ONE.

Mrs, -Colller Downe—You Took like an
angel, but you act like a devil.

Mr.’ Collier Downe—You surely

wouldn’t want me to look lfke the devil
| and act like an angel

Firse Bird—He enjoys quite a local
.reputation. .
Second Bird—In what way? -~
First Bird—Singing coon songs.

<

Grace—Did Miss Blake get her new
photographs yet? y
May—Yes; got them today, and they
look just like her,
Grace—She told me she was afral
she wasn’t going to like them, :

A WISE AND WILLING GIRL.
Mr, Blyboy—I'm going to consult a
fortune teller and ask her to tell me
whom I'm going to marry.
- Miss: Wise—Ask me and put the for-
tune teller’s fee toward the ring,

4 DISPENSATION.

Tom—I'm told that Mabel’s husband
is rather glven to painting the town
red, ¥

Bessie—Poor Mabel! If’'s lucky she's
color blind.

THE TIME TO GIVE IT.

She—Do you think a man should sl
away his money before death?

He—Sometimes—if a burglar has him
covered and says, “Money or your life,”




