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now? 1 begin to feel qucer myself."
A young and pretty lady pranced op

tobîi and laid ber band on bis arm.
'lI beg your pardon," she began

but that was as far as she got, when
lie interrupted and said to her, in a
kindlvý tone of voice:

-Ves, yes ; 1 know ail about ît, my
dear young lady-run right along
n ) w.

She appeared offended, and switched
haughtily away frorn him.

The Little Fat Man turned into the
dioorway, of the building in which bis
office i% located, and as he mounted
the stairs he muttered to himself:

1 l1t's no use ; l'Il have to go and
sec a doctor. I've either got 'emn my-
,self, or etse everybody else in the town
is cr.azy-.*

[le wa';lked into the office, but had
no soonier ,,tepped into the door than
hik buinescs partner burst into a hearty

Hla, ha, ha ! he, he, he ! Say, old
mati, did you corne aIl the way to
towvn in that fore-and-aft rig ? Hia, ha,
ha ! ha-a-a ! That's where my wîfe
puits 'emn sometimes. Look in the
glass, old man! "

Then the horrible truth came home
to the Little Fat Man. He snatched
his bat from his head and sawv the let-
ters sticking op wing and wing in the
hatband just where bis wife had placed
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Omnar Ibnl AI-Fresco had a daughter
who was the most beautiful maiden in
aIl the land. She %vas as the rose that
blooms besîde the wall ; she was as the
rulby that graces the setting marvel-
lously wroughit; shie was as the dawn
that Stilds the lawn with pearîs. Now,
there were many suitors for the maiden,
and one day1 hier father caused it to be
published that be would give her to the
m1an who should deliver the best an-
swf er to this question:.

I f yo0uL were i n my place and my
daughter were your daughter, what
kind of a husband would you choose
for berP"

The ;inswersý were tu bie spoke,, in
person to Omar on a certatin day' , ind
at the time appointed a large numbifer
of anxious young men presen:itetd theim-
selves.

One si
-I shotild desire that her huisband

mighit beC brave, honIIest and kind toL
her."'

Another answer wva,
I 1 vould hav e bier biecome the wifé

of a nian ot great %we t1hli
A third said.
-t I 1were your daui(ghiter s fathle r, 1

would not permit bier to beoethe
wife of ony, man wvho wasi mot of noble
birth. "

Othiers dieclared thiat ihey% wold die-
mand Igreatne andI gýl0tr anid [nildneCs
and patience auJd strengtbil alid ba
if they \%ere ahoosiug a bushau for the
girl, wvhile (lhe oîd mian sat siliIug ilid
nodding as tbev prabegv their
answers to the quesOtIin hie had prlo-
pounded, and theni iloodJ arouud wait-
ing for bisdcsi.

At last, wh len aIl of the suilr pes.
eut bad beeii hieardt Omnar ln \I-
Fresco turned to a servant, syu

"Sumnmon miy dauigbter."
The servaint refturued preseuitly. auJ.,

fallin- uiponi bis face before the old

Thy dughtr ba led wvithi one
who weuClt lo tell bier bis love w hile
these \%ere aus\wer-iug, thy greatqu-
lion, flrn aster

Omdir Ibn Al -Freco looked arouund
uponi the agoui;ed y\\gme ho
confronted him, and, em1u a
smile to break over bis face at litst,
cried out:-

"There 1he nl)atNy fools, aui ouily
one whio is w,ýise. she bais imii. It is
wel" Se1. c'

A STlORV 0F \\ILLIANI 1I-LAK
Sir WVemyss, Reid telîs ai good story

about Williami Back. At a banqueLtý
of the Royal Acakdemyi at \%hicb hie wasi
preseuit tao ricbl gentllemenil \witb
"self-made" writteii large ov\er tbemi,
inquired with an air ofr patironiage \lhat
line of business he 1a 1 i. On bis
meekly replying that he wrote niOvels,


