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AN INSURANCE ACT.

Of course, 1 had always known that a medical ex-
amination was a necessary preliminary to insurance,
but in my own case | had expected the thing to be
the merest formality -

The doctor began quietly enough.  He asked, as
I had anticipated, after the health of my relations.
I <aid that they were very fit, and, not to be outdone
in politeness, expressed the hope that his people, too,
were keeping well in this  trying weather.  He
wondered if | drank much. 1 said, “Oh, well, per-
haps | =il with an apologetic smile, and looked
round for the sideboard.  Unfortunately he did not
pursue the matter e

“And now,” he said, after the hundredth question,
“1 <hould like to look at your chest.”

I had scen it coming for some time. In vain |
had tried to turn the conversation-—to lead him back
to the subject of drinks or my relations, It was no
good.  He was cevidently determined to see my chest.
Nothing conld move him from his resolve.

Trembling, | prepared for the encounter.
terrible disease was he going to discover?

He Degan by tapping ne briskly all over in a series
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of double-knocks, For the most part one double
knock at any point appeared to catisfy him, but
mally there wonld be no answer, and he would
gain. At one .spot he knocked four times

hefore he could make himself heard . . .

“Uny,” he said, when he had called everywhere,
“um.”

“1 wonder what I've done,” T thought to myself.
“1 don't believe he likes n chest.”

Without a word he got out his stethoscope, and
listen to me. As h would have it, he
interesting almost at once, and for
ctood  there  listening, and
listening to i, But it was boring for me, because
I really had very little to do. 1 could have bitten
nim in the neck with some case or I might
have licked his ear.  Bevond that, nothing seemed to
offer. 1 moistened my lips and spoke.

“Am 1 dving? 1 asked, in a broken voice.

“Don't talk,” he said. “Just breathe naturally.”

“1am dying,” I thought, “and he is hiding it from
me." 1t was a terrible reflection.

“Um,” he said, and moved on,

By and by he went and listened behind my back.
It is very bad form to listen behind a person’s back.
1 did not tell him so, however, 1 wanted him to like
me

“Yes," he said. “Now cough.”

“1 haven't a cough” T pointed out.

“Make the noise of coughing,” he said severely.

Extremely nervous, 1 did my celebrated imitation
of a man with an irritating cough. AP

“Um,” he said gravely, "um.”  He put his stetho-
seope away, and looked earnestly at me.

“Tell me the worst,” T begged.  “I'm not bother-
ing about this stupid insurance business now. That's
off, of course, But—how long have 1?7 T must put
mv affairs in order. Can yvou promise me a week?”

ffe said nothing.  He took my wrists in his hands
and pressed them. It was evident that grief over

tered him, and that he was taking a silent fare-
well of me. T bowed my head. Then, determined
to bear my death-sentence like a man, [ said firmly,
Qo he it and drew myvse!l away from him,
However, he wouldn't let me go.

hegan to
struck semething
what seemed hours  he
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“Come, come,” T said to him, “you must not give
way,” and T made an effort to release my hand,
meaning to pat him encouragingly on the <houlder.
He resisted .

I realised suddenly that T had mistaken his mean-
ing, and that he was simply feeling my pulses

“Um.” he said, “um,” and continued to finger my
wrists,

Clenching my teeth, and with the veins -tarting
out on my forchead, I worked my pulses as hard as
I could.

“ARL he said, as 1 finished tying my ties and he
got up from the desk where he had been making
notes of my disastrous case, and came over to me,
“I'here is just one thing more.  Sit down.”

I sat down.

“Now cross your knees."”

I crossed my knees. e bent over me, and gave
e a sharp tap below the knee with the side of his
hand.

My chest may have disappointed him. He
may have disliked my back. Fossibly 1T was a
complete failure with my pulses. But 1 knew the

knee-trick.

This time he should not be disappointed.

I was taking no risks. Almost before his hand
reached my knee, my foot shot out and took him
fairly under the chin. His face suddenly  disap-
red.

“I haven't got that disease,” T said cheerily,
Punch.

CANADIAN FIRE RECORD

(Specially compiled by The Chronicle)

Maroxe Bay, N.S.—Villages of Martin River and
Malone in danger from forest fires.

SArNIA, ONT.— Box car containing inflammables
destroved, August 14,

Brantrorp, OnT.—G. H. Biggar's residence burn-
ed, August 5. Origin, explosion of ail stove.

Brrievinne, ONT.——Bush fires in second coneession
of Sydney township have done much damage to crops,

Amuerst, N.S.—Mrs, Allan’s millinery  parlors,
Victoria Street, burned, August 11, Loss, $2,500,
partly insured.

Copovre, OxNT.——E. Anderson’s house destroved
with contents and barn, August 15, Originated from
stove.

MakvsvinLe, Oxt.—Barns of J. Toppings, sen., at
Tvendenaga, destroyed with  contents, August 17,
Origin, sparks from engine.

Hasinron, ONT.—Storage warchouse of - Meiro
politan Furniture Company, King Strect, damaged,
August 14, Loss, $6,000.

Aatigrst, NS Etter & Low's livery stable burn-
ed with 23 horses and other contents, \ugust 14
Origin, unknown.

BowasviLLe, ONT.—8. |

Heney's farm buildings

destroved  with  contents, \ugust 17 Lo 83,000
with €1.000 insurance.  Origin, lightning

Braxpon, Man.— Mrs. Marone ki's frame house
destroyed with contents, August 12, Loss, $2,000,

partly covered by insurance. )
Shed containing hay, property of ]
stroved, August 14, Loss, $1,500
i (Continued on p. 1100.)
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