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The pretty drawing-room, with its
flowers and
hangings and rich
might have belonged to Fifth Ave-
nue, but in reality it was in the
lower left wing of a certain fash-
ionable “foreign” residence of Nob
Hill, in Tokio, Japan.

In the neatly burnished grate a
fire slept as a cat sleeps, opening
luminous, mysterious eyes at incal-
culable intervals, and then sinking
back into lazy contentment. 1t
seemed to be keeping a sort of in-
dulgent watch over the young man
who paced so restlessly up and
down the long Wiiton rug, giving
frequent, furtive glances toward the
door, and an occasional guilty start.

He had boldiy done a shameless
thing in sending to his ex-fiancee,
upstairs, a card thut bore a name
other than his own. To make mat-
ters worse, under this fictitious
name had been written the words
“Presented by Henry@lerudon,"
and Henrv D. Herndon “Was the ex-
fiancee’y brother in New York.

Miss Aferndon had come to Japan
in hl'/xuud flight from the very man
who /was now tricking her into re-
ceiving him. His subterfuge wus not
csditable, he knew, but the time
had come for desperate measures.
What would she say when first she
opened the door ? Steps approached
from without, and Mr. Pagel’'s heart
quaked. But the one who entered
was only a little Japanese maid-
servant bringing in cake and wine.

*“Mees Hon-don-oo be dow-un ver’
soon,” she announced, in her soft,
unreal voice, but with a smile that
seemed to make the broken words
personal homage.

Paget smiled in return. “Are you
the veritable Madame Chrysan-
theme ?”” he asked, as he lifted the
glass.

The housemaid did not understand,
nevertheless she giggled entranc-
ingly.

A cold draught swept in through
the half-opened door, and with it
came Mies Ethelberta Herndon. At
sight of him the conventional smile
of welcome died. The false card was
in her hand, and she lifted it slowly,
to read it again.

Madame Chrysantheme turned her
head in a frightened bird-like fash-
ion, and hurried from the room as
fast as her pigeon-toes would take
her. Miss Herndon wheeled about
as if to follow, but Paget was at the
door.

**Bertie, listen! Only one moment!
I h‘f"‘ come all the way to Japan

The glirl raised her eyes with such a
look of scorn that his words faltered.

“So 1 perceive,” she said. “Yet 1
should not have gathered the fact
from—thie.” She flung his card to the
floor, where it lay, face up, between
them.

Paget made no answer.

“Even 1 should not have dreamed
You capable of assuming a false
name.”

“Your own brother introduced me
under 1it.”

“That does not increase my respect
for either of you. Doubtless
tricked him into it.”

“Trickery is unnecessary
reasonable people
Your case we both
last resort.”

She drew in her breath sharply.
“Have you come all this way to in-
sult me—again 2"

“I have mever insulted you. I have
come to plead.”

“*You must hn\u knuwn
would be useless.”

“Your brother warned me, but I
wae not willing to believe you as sel-
fish, narrow and vindictive as he
seemed to assume.”

She winced. He saw the gesture of
pain, and his heart softened.

“Bertie! we were to have been
married in a week. Think what that
means!”

“Hush I"” she said, trembling, “how
dare you mention it—now ?”

“How could you have been willing
to throw me over at the whispered
scandal of a cad, a man who had
been mv guest at dinner the night
before ? You have made me a laugh-
ing-stock! You Yrefused to hear my
defence, even from your own brother.
And. to cap the climax, you ran away
to Japan, shirking it all, and throw-
ing that much more ridicule on me.”

“There i® no need of going into
that again,” said the girl, her face
whitening. **It is all at an end.”

“But is it ?” he cried. “Do I look
like 2 man to be flung aside without
reason, and take the flinging calmly?”

She did not meet his eye. “I must
go,” she murmured, *I cannot listen.”

Paget seemed not to hear. “‘Aside
from losing you, I am not inclined to
accept defeat at the hands of a
peaching cad like Babson.”

“I never said that it was Mr. Bab-
son who told me.”

“*No,” said Paget ; “but he was the
one. Babbie has one eye now, nine
fingers and seven whole ribs.”

*You didn’t fight him ?'” said Miss
Herndon, nervously.

“One can't fight a bran sack; one
can cnly punch. I punched!”

“Oh "' did it—did it get into the
pupers ?” Miss Herndon clasped ber
handse.
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epasm, as if the earth had suddenly
turned to a huge blanc-mange. Miss
Herndon paused and looked around
wouderingly. A second vibration
came. much stropger than the first.
Paget’s eyes met hers.

“Why, what’s up ?” he asked.

The third convulsion was upon
them. This time the floor cracked,
windowz, chattered asifin an ague,

a woman thinks of,” remarked I and the chin of a Chinese mandarin

Paget,

find
ways. I'm
myself.”

bitterly. “I'll
that out
here now

leave
in

window and stared out. A fan-
shaped section of Tokio lay beneath
her—a blue-gray aggregation of |
house roofs and whitish streets, like
spokes, running down to the hazy

you ' on the mantleshelf clicked agalnst
other | his porcelain collar.
to plead for sovnd of fleeing feet overhead.

There was a
A

| servant ran out into the garden and
Miss Herndon walked across to a | peered up toward the chimney tops.

Miss Herndon was very pale.

“An  earthquake !” she gasped.
“They have been telling me about
thewm. We shall be crushed "

She seized Paget’s sleeve, as if to

rim of Shinagawa Bay. No sun had | drag him away, but he caught her

shone all day. The world seemed ;

colorless, flat and dispirited.
Paget, with that gesture so com-

and

low mantelshelf

voice he said:

“Whatever the result of this visit, '

I owe it to mysell to state, once
for all,
last dinner. Good
ieavens!” he went on, impetuously,
o think that I should be saylng
to you—that there should be
1 for me to say it!”

she moved restlessly, but did not

ak.

He turned again to the fire. “Well,
at that affair—my farewell bache-
lor - dinner—even the necessary
toasts jarred. You were 80 much to
me, so apart from other women,
that it weas torture to hear your
name on the lips of others. I had
just drunk to the de¢arest, sweetesty
snowlest woman o God's earth,
when an Iseariot at my elbow whis-
pered— ‘And the boodle, old man!
Don’t forget the hoodle!" The glass
was still at my lips, but I set it
down, angrily, and said: * That's a
toast you will have to drink alone!” "

Miss Herndon was drawing near-
er, inch by inch, Her face showed
the strain of intense listening.

“Most of the boys were Lhalf-seas
over,” he wen” on. “They would
have drunk to the Pope or to the
devil with equal readiness. The toast
was proposed, and many drank, not
knowing what it meant, but I-I
rushed for the hall and poured ice-
water on my head to keep from
committing murder.”

“Was it Mr. Babson ?”
in an excited whisper.

“What do you take me for?” he
flashed out. “Gentlemen don’t betray
their guests, or their hosts. That is
left for the puppies who get in by
mistake,’

“Then it was Mr.
said, with comviction.

Paget smiled in spite of
but a moment after his face
hard.

“Yet Mr. Babson’s insinuations were
enough to make you throw me over.
And we were Lo have been married
in a week.”

“How was I to know ?” she retort-
ed, stung into self-defence. “Even my
brother could -not deny that such a
toast had been drunk.”

she asked,

Babson,” she

himself,
grew

j others
mon to men, put one elbow on the | Buddhistic

stared down . stande and
into the coals. Without raising his 'over in one jingling crash.

that 1 did not speak lightly |

l

“Did he tell you who proposed it ?” |

“No. 1 only
tion, whether ‘it
been proposed.
anything more.’

“S5 he told me.
read my letters,
kind ?”

She

asked him the one ques-
had or had not

1 wouldn’t let him say !

You would not even i
Was that just or

stood before him with head and

arms drooping. Her hair alone might |

ensnare 2 man's soul. How often had
he kissed those shining waves. A
mad desire to seize her in his arms
—no matter what happened alter—
to feel her, to hold her there ouce
more, surged into his blood and
brain. But no;
self-——he must

he had gained.

press the advantage

he must control him- |

"l‘hon have you nothing to say to |

me, Bertie 7'

She raised her head as il at
‘ovm h of a spur.

“If you are demanding an apology.
here it is: 1 acted too h wstily. 1]
llmmbly beg your pardon.”

Paget hurriedly changed his tac-
tics.

“I didn’t want ap apology, cer-
tainly not one given in that spirit.
I only want things to be as they
were."”

“That is impossible.”

“Why, how should it be? 1If we un-
derstand each other—"

She glanced meaningly at the card
that still lay on the floor between
them.

He flushed. “Pshaw! Of what Im-
portance is that ? Less than a trifle!
If you loved me you would excuse
any means that brought us together
again. Oh, Bertie, I know you did
love me once. You cannot have
changed altogether !” ;

She gave him no answer, but
moved in a slow, troubled way to-
ward the door.

Paget stooped for the card, tore
it viciously into halves and threw
it on the fire. At the sudden leap-
ing .up of the flames the girl turned.

“Is this the end of everything?”
asked Paget.

She nodded. The movement
two tears out from
drooping lashes.

“Oh, Bertie!” he cried in despair,
“will you wreck our two lives for
this foolish pride? Can nothing move
you?”

“Nothing ! she said, but. her lips
qm\erm]

“It is the last time I shn.ll ask.
Can nothing move you?”

“Nothing !I”

At this moment a faint under-
groupd shiver was felt, a jelly-like

the

sent
under

in his arms.

The fourth vibration made the
incignificant. Flower vases,
images, photograph
ivory statuettes went
There

| war. a hideous sound of tenrlnﬁ in
ou

the walls. The piano gave ad
harmonic wail. The world had be-
come g reeling, chaotic horror.

“Why don’t you move ?” . shrieked
the girl. as she struggled to free her-
sell.  “Oh, Jack, don't walit!
love you—I take it all back! Only
come away!”

He pressed her closer to his heart,
epeechless and trembling, and even
in the terror of her first earthquake
the knew that he trembled from love,
not fear.

The bricks in the chimney gritted
together ominously, and the cross-
eyed Japanese warrior in the cor-
ner came over on the floor with a
bang.

Arm in arm the lovers started for
ithe door, but as they reached it the
earthquake stopped. only a sort of
el kE,nru-eiting afterm tho’ moton
remaining. Nothing was broken but
a few trinkets, the warrior's nose
and Miss Henderson’s resolve. And
long after the last tingling fibre of
sensation had cuitted the land and
was running along the bottom of
the Pacific, she was still explaining
tenderly that she had not been
frightened for herself at all, only
for him.

-WISE AND O'rHERWISE.

f Sue—Pauline’
genius.

Belle—In what way ?

Sue—Why, he had a pair of record-
ing scales attached to her ham-
mock. If the) registered over 130
he :ml'\v Jack had been sharing her
seat.”

s father is quite a

Ineredulity robs us of many plea-
sures, and gives us nothing in re-
turn.—J. R. Lowell.

“Bigbrain expects to get a for-
tune ocut of his new incubator.”

“Any great jmprovement ?”
“Yes; it has a phonograph
tllchment that says:

at-
‘Cluck-cluck:’ ”*
What an absurd thing it is to pass
over all the valuable parts of a man
and fix all our attention on his In-
firmities '—Addison.
Hoax—Poor Sandy
died of grief,
Joax—\Why, I
carbolic acid.
Hoax—So he did,
wias Scotch

MacPherson

thought he took
but he thought
whiskey.

Hungry Hawkins—I onct
ed o want ad.

Tatterdon
was de job?

Hungry Hawkins—It was all a ‘mis-
take., A printer advertised fer a
good feeder.

it
answer-

Torn—Gwan!  Wot

The Good One—My man, it makes
me feel bad to see you coming out
of a saloon.

The Bad One—Well, boss, it
wouldn’'t have done yer any good
if yer had saw me &oin’ in. I only
had a nickel, an’ that wouldn't have
| bought drinks for both.

“Have you heuard the story of the
nninn ?” asked Watties of Pettigrew.

UNO;
“We! l don’t breathe it to a soul.”

Mrs. Drummpr—les. indeed ; ) |
think George is working too hard

Mrs. Hummer—You do?

Mre. Drummer—Yes; he came home
awful nervous last night, and said
lm had been making a round of the

“sample rooms.” |

Gotrox—So the Count is cpred of
his infatuation for your daughter?

Billions—Yes, I bought him off;
gave him the gold cure. —Phl]ndelphm
Record.

Miss Heamley—No, I. won't
thos> photos. They make
like & perfect fright.

Photographer—Well, madam, you
should have told me that you wanted
me to make them flatter you.

take
me look

Nell—There is rumor of an engage-
ment between M:yy Snapp and Will
Grumble. L

Belle—It's more than a rumor of
anengagement. It’s a regular pitch-
ed battle. But tley'll make up
again, of course.

“She is so garrulous|” said the first
deafmute, speaking o. a friend who
was similarly affected.

“Is that so?”

“Yes. Why, do yop know, when
no one is around for her to talk to
she makes her right hanpd talk to her
left.”—Baltimore Amerjcan.

SHORT  STORIES
OF THE DAY

A gentleman who has a Christian
opirit and a horse for sale advertises
a8 follows in a Minnesota paper :

We have a good family driving
horse for sale, providing you carry
insurance.

He I8 not over particular as to
feed. In fact, he prefers our neigh-
bors’ hnymn and corneribs to our

own.

We feed him whenever we can
catch him, which is seldom.

He is partly gentle. The other
parts are not, and you must govern
yourself accordingly.

We will throw in the derrick and
telegraph pole combination which we

0 hitch him up with.

If you are fond of driving we would
advise yon to engage a cowboy that
owns a fast horse to do your driv-
ing, and be sure and get on top of
the barn before he beging to drive
the horse.

For price and coroner’s address,
apply to the owner.

1t is evident that the perniclous
doctrines of David Harum have not
tuken root everywhere. Further-
more, there will be no excuse for a
damage suit if this advertiser ever
succeeds jn disposing of the goods. In
view of the present day greed for
gain, all this is highly encouraging.
—Chicago Record-Herald.

This is from the Chicago Record-
Herald:

“No, sir,” said the o!d gentleman,
bringing his fist down hard on the
desk in front of him. “I will never
consent to my daughter's becoming
the wife of a man/ who uses strong
drink!”

* B—b—but,” the trembling young
man who stood twirling his hat and
ever and anon stealing a glance at
the door as if calculating the number
of jumps he would have to make in
reaching it hastily, I never tasted
liquor in my life.”

Daniel Gottenhold looked up with
suddenly awakened interest.

** Oh,” he said, “never drank a drop,
eh ?”

** No, &ir,” Clarence Darlington re-
plled, “I do not know the taste of
the nasty stufl.”

‘“ Well, but Is'pose you gmoke and
chew tobacco. Them's morte habits I
don’'t like—specially ¢éhewin”. > A man
that chews tobacco is—"

I beg your pardon, sir, but I have
never used tobacco in any form. I
uever have even smoked a cigarette.”

“H'm!” her father answered, “but
you swear likz a trooper, snmetlmes
I1l bet. Now, if there’s anything I
hate to have around the house it's
a man that swears. Swearin’ is a
habit that no—"

‘*But I have never uttered an oath
in all my life; I have never tolQ a lie,
nor sald a word that I would . be
ashamed to have any lady hear. [-"

** Oh, confound it !” the old man ex-
claimed, a® he reached in his pocket,
“here’s a penny. Run out and buy
yourself a stick of candy and don’'t
bother me any more to-day. I'm
busy.”

“A curious thing happened to a
certain young man in Mississippi some
time ago,” remarked a visitor to the
city yesterday, “and the aforesald
Young man haf never completely
recovered from the influence of the
joke. He was a bright but timid
young fel'ow, but had that modicum
of vanity usually found in young
men who are just reaching the
perlod of life when they drift in
the evenlngs from the home of one
Dulcinea to the other and while
away the time in cooling the soft
nothings of the swain. He was an
average young fellow except in
looks. In this respect he wijas rath-
er above the average, and recogniz-
ed the lact, of course. There was a
certiiin young girl who happened to
be the particular favorite in the
community, and she deserved all
the woolng she received, for she was
really a splendid young woman, and,
in fact, had al! the charming at-
tributes of a rustic belle in Missis-
eippl—lips llke roses, cheeks after
the tint of the peach blossom,
pretty, white, evenly-set teeth,
anl tlovous curvie and al' that sort
of thing. She was simply a pink
dream, and there was a great rival-
ry among Lthe young fellows who vis-
ited her. On a certain evening last
winter the young gentiemen who
fizures in this tal: brush-el his hafr,
polished his teeth, and went forth to
woo the rustic queen. The old gen-
tleman was at home. I ought to
remark at this point that the old
man was very fond of hunting, and he
had jast purchased a new breech-load-
ing shotgun, and his exuberance
over the event was positively boy-
ish. The young lady happened to
drift back into the sitting room,
and found her father explaining to
a friend the many advantages of the
new shotgun, and telling what he
would do to his hunting companions
on the next day, when they would go
out to the lake. The young lady was
very enthusiastic over the weapon,
and turning to her father she said:
“Oh, papa dear, take the gun in and
show it to Mr. Blank. I'm sure he'd
be delighted to see it, for, you
know, he is so fond of hunting.” The
old gentleman acted on the sugges-
tion, and excusing himself from his
guest, .made a start for the parlor
with the shotgun in his hand. He

shoved the door of the parlor open
and rushed in rather hurriedly. Well,
the young man rushed out after the
same fashion, and he left a nicely
polished cane and a brand new hat
on the rack. One of his rivals had
told him that the old gentleman did
mot like him, and that he seriously
objected to the attention he was
paying to the young lady. When the
old gentleman broke into the par-
lor with a shotgun the young fellow
could hear the leaden pellets rat-
tling in his face, and he broke the
eprinting record of the community.
He recovered the hat and cane, but
lost the girl.

At the Summer Hotel.

“She has a good voice, but she
do::sn't seem to be ablz to contro.
it

“No: rhe sings whenever anyome
asks her.”—August Smart Set.

Same Old Line.

Farmer Brown—Is Mrs. Whiffletree
going tew take in summer boarders
this year, same as usual ?

Farmer Greene—I reckon she are!

She jess came in and ordered two new

can openers !—Puck.
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Is Free from Any Particle of Coloring Matter; is Dainty and Invigorat-
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SHOT ON PATROL

The following beautiful poem, by
the author of the Gordon League bal-
lads, is being recited a good deal just
now at patriotic concerts in England.
By the author’s kind permission we
are enabled to reprint the poem en-
tire. It narrates our modes of the
present war.

“Of the word ‘patroi,’ if you look
it up in the dictionary, you will find
a simple explanation, but the average
Englishman at home has no idea of
its real meaning as exhibited in war-
fare, especially a war against an
enemy like the Boer.”—Vide, the war
correspondent of the Daily Mail,
Arundel, Dec. 28th, 1899.

Pave you heard me talk of Harry ?

Harry's our soldier spn,
Him that won the V. C. in Egypt,
And stands over six-feet-one.

He was infantry when he ’listed, and
he's served with the cavalry
since,

He'’s a Lancer color-sergeant, and his
mother thinks him—a prince!

There was a chum of Harry's
We often used to see,
When they were quartere: in Lon-
don—
A chap named Johnny Lee.

The men called him * Bones” and
“Skinny,” because he was long
and thin,

And Jaughed at him for a Lancer, and
said he’'d been smuggled in.

He was what you might call a soft
one,
Was Johnny Lee, in a way ;
He waes pious-like and quiet,
Didn’t smoke, or joké, or play,
Nor care for a lark off duty—although
he could ride with the best—
And maybe, as was natural, he was
made the butt of the rest.

He thought the world of Harry—
For once, when the play got
rough,

Harry turned round in the Guard-

room,

And said the boy'd had enough.
“I'll break the neck of the bully who
touchese that lad again,”

He says. And the others dropped it,
For justto put it plain,

When 2 mam’s a V. C. and a
Who would shake you ou
and blue,
His comrades sort of listen
If he makes a remark or two,

iant,
limp

So “Bones” was left with his hymn-
books—and when Colenso was
fought,

And the Lancers sdlled in a hurry,
no one gave him a thought.

They sailed and they landed
Cape Town,
And were sent to the front double-
quick,
And day by day in the papers
We read of the wounded and sick,
The dead and the *taken prisoner,”
the “miscing” and those who
fell
Leading and cheering thelr comrades
through the death-storms of
shot and shell.

at

Many a name we honor,
For they've done-well, every.one;
From young Roberts, Schoficld and
Congreve,
To little Bugler Dunne!
Johnny wrote to his sweetheart the
first tilme he was under_ fire;
To charge alongside Harry had been
his heart’s desire.

But it wasn’t a charge. It was
murder,

It was death coming out of the

air,

Not a puff of smoke to tell them
1f the Boers lay here or there,
Tucked away in their trenches; noth-

ing to see or to show;

And our men dropped out of their
saddles without one glimpse of
the foe!

“Twas awful!”
praying
Mhat: I might know how to die.”
“Hp’s a coward,” says she in a pas-
sion,
And flings his letter by.

“My girl,”” I says, “you're mistaken!
(When a British soldier prays,
He'’s got the heart within him we had

in the olden days,

“When our enemies fell before us,
It's them as wouldn't win!”
But there, she wouldn't listen,
She didn’t care a pin.
“I'll write to anight and tell him I've
chucked him for Charlie Jones!”
She says. But before he could hear
it something had happened to
“Bones.’

One day of that African summer
A Lancer patrol went out,

In charge of Harry's Captain,
Just to leisurely look about,
And search the little kopjes where
the Dutchmen like to hide.
Harry was there, and Johnny, and
four or five troopers beside.

he wrote. “1 was

You may think the work sounds

easy,
But i{'s not the pleasantest thing
In cold blood to walk your horses
Where every rock may ring
To the cracking of a rifle; where
every bush may screen
Some of the surest marksmen the
world has ever seen.

All at once from a farm in the dis-
tance,
Waved a signal of distress;
They oonld tell 'twas a womun wav-

l(oet like a bit of her dress. !

A Touching Peem on an
Incident of the Bozr War.

“It’s a Boer woman in trouble,” says
Harry’s Captain then,

“We must ride across to hkelp her,”
and they went like Englishmen,

I'm not here to judge our foemen,
Their bravery i® known;
And I pray for the Boer widows
Every night, as I pray fo our
own.
There’s many a Boer as honest and
n® straight as man can be, .
But in this tale I'm telling was the
foulest treachery.

Scarce had they reached the farm-
stead,
When, hid by the stable shed,

Up sprang an ambush of thirty,
And poured out a volley of lead.
"Trnpped I” shouts the captain, “Get
back, boye!” and they wheeled

and rode for their lives,

the Boers swarmed after them,
mounted, like a rush of bees
from the hives. \

And

Five hundred yarde at full gallop,

And the captain’s horse fell dead, ~

Harry wae back like a rocket—
*‘Up, sir, behind me !"” he said.
He’d have died to save his captain.
*“Spring ! Lay hold of my belt !
And a thousand yards, at full gallop,
they thundered across the veldt,

Down on
trooper,
Shot through the heart,
hare ;
Down on the left dropped another—
And then, with a plunge in the

the right dropped a

like a

Rir,
Harry’®s charger rolled headlong,
dead, with ite double load,
And my boy and his captain together
ran on to the open road!
Back to their aid dashed two Lan~
cers—
Marshall and Johnny Lee—
Stralght in the teeth of the fire
That followed them murderously,
Marwshall goc hold of the captaim,
Johnny had hold of my son—
Whep Harry reeled down from the
paddle !
*They’ve got me !” he says, “I'm
done !”

“Gallop and save yoursell, Johnny!"™
The butt of the troop stood still.
Unwounded, fleet horse and bold
rider,
And safety lay over the hill.
"Twas his life for a shake of his bridle,
but he Ieapt down to Harry's
side—
“I can carry you into shelter—there"
a rock just ahead—" he cried.

And he strained and he struggled t
do it,
“Oh, God! I've not strength for
his weight !”
“Shelter yourself, gasped
Harry.
“Leave me, before it's too lateI”
“Never, alive !” rang his answer. And
the Boers came up to the bend;

Like a young lion he faced them,
standing over his friend.

lad!

Three he shot down with. his cag-
bine—
And then—he met his death,
Shielding his wounded comrade
To his last dying breath.
Greater love hath no man
Than this, the Scripture saitll.

My son is living—was Ilvmg—whe
they brought up the  am
lance cart,

Because the poor, broken body: of
Johnny—lay over his heart.

- - - - - -

Friends, when this war is over,
And the Right has won, aB ‘it
will—
And we give the Cross “For Valor™
To heroee living still; ;
Remember the dead who earned 1§,
wl;;ere the hills of the Transvaal
ro
And honor this deed of a Lancer,
who was
“Shot while on patrol.”
—“Jim's Wife.”
—Toronta Telegram.

Our Language.

At a taple of German and English
students recently, one pleasant lit-
tle German was keen on showing
his knowledge of English. Every
sentence of his was bound to con-
tain hayve and alretty; a bit of
slang was as ponderance to him as
the voice of an oracle and the Eng-
lish th was simply impossible. He
commented brokenly on the bewket
on the table, and the gaynose In
M’s. buttonhole.

But the climax was reached in
answer to a question put in good
German :

‘““‘Are you going to the lecture to-
night, Herr B.?”

*Ach, no!” with a wave of his
hand; ‘*‘der ghost is retty, but der
meat is feeble.”

Then the quiet man straightened
out our wrinkled brows by suggest-
ing that possibly he meant, * Thy
spirit is willing, but the flesh
weak.”—London King. (

A correspondent has discovered
number of oddly named persons
Georgia counties. Among the
names are: Sorrowful Williams, I
crease Thomas, Merciful Jenkins, Aj
gel Jones, Salvation White, Hap
oess Johneon, Purity Scott and P,
adise Lee. .
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