s

“Two zrae sround my neck ave twining,
two soft arms so fair and white;
" Two eyes into mine are shining with »
’ loving. tender light.
Two red iips are parted, showing teeth
resembling rows of pearls;

*QOdors sweet come to me flowing from a|f

mass of dark brown curls,

On my ears a volce be‘umnxhﬁsin
mellowed accents down—

Yet my face {3 stern, unsmiling, !;nd my
forehead wears a frown.

Thus 1 ‘play the unmeved tyrant; hardest
roll of all is this,

To refuse the dear aspirant what she bege
for, just a kiss.

For I know these words of honey, t!ualn ‘

hugs and caresses sweet,
But forerun & call for money for a fal}
utfit complete.

AN UNLUCKY .mmm

Jne ccuww.ui evening, in the sum-
-mer of 18—, 1 was seated with my
friend, Capt. P., at the open window
of his room, situated on the second
story of the end house in Hooley street.,
Qutside, in the square, a band was
playing -some
maids, with little children, ran races
t0 and fro.

An old veteran in a large straw hat

‘was describing, with frantic gestures, -

how he had lost his arm. In a corner,
beneath some trees, a flock of young-
sters were romping with a monkey,
and the rays of the setting sun glanced
over the housetops, fiickered upon the
green foliage and upen the white pave-
ment, over which it cast long, strag-
gling shadowa.

For some time we had minta&ned [ 3
profound silence, when the door of our
apartment was thrown open and ad-
mitted our old neighuor, Mr. Sang.

He showed us & lottery ticket, which
he said he had found secreted in the
back of a8 book which he had bought
the day before at one of the bookstalls.

1 took the plece of paper and exam-
ifned it "1t was for one hundred thou-
sand dollars, and ‘would be drawn for
in five weeks' time,

Capt. P., leaning out of the window,
with his chin resting on his hands, had
scarcely noticed the entrance of the
old man, but when I called him, and
held the scrap of tlimsy paper out to-
ward him, he turned terribly pale and
sank back into his seat.

“Number 53! he murmured, aghast.

Not another word could we get out
of him. He sat pale and dumb, like
turned into stone.

Mr. Sang placed the ticket inside his
pocketbook, and muttered loud enough
for us to hear:

“One hundred thousand deollars! Why,
that is a fortune! But an old fool like
me will never win.”

“"You will win'" suddenly cried the
Captain, in strange, low tones, which
made us both start

“How can you tell?” whispered tha
©old man, eagerly.

“lI want you to get rid of that ticket,
for as sure as we are living men you
will be the loser in the end.”

“Aht! Perhaps you would like to se-
cure the ticket,” said the old fellow,
with a peculiar amile

The Captain only shrugged hls shoul-
ders, and turned to the window,

“l know,” sald Sang. “that I cowld
get a good sum for this ticket, if it
were known I had it for sale. How-
ever, as the Captaln is so positive it
will be drawn I will retain the ticket
and run the risk of being the loser.
One hundred thousand dollars! Why,
I see what it Is, the Captaln {8 jealous!
Ha, ha!"

He went out, and as he descended
the stairs I heard him mumbling:

“You will be the Yoser in the end,
What can the Captain mean, I won-
der?” He galned the street, and I
could hear no more,

I turned to Capt. P.; he was standing
silent and motionless at the window.
Although his eyes were directed *to
where the performers stood, 1 knew
from their fixed and steady gaze that
he zaw none.

For a long time I sat watching him,
standing there so pale and silent, all
the while racking my brain how to ac-
count for his strange conduct on seeing
the number of the lottery ticket—numa
ber §3. What painful recollections did
these two figures recall tv his mind?
I asked myself the question over and
over again, but I sgtill remained in the
dark.

All at once he closed the window, and
simply said, as If speaking to himseilf-

“There can be no doubt about it!
Number 63 1s an accursed number!”

“I do not understand you, Captain™
I =aid, for I began to feel curlous,

He remained silent for some time, an
if in deep thought, and I did not inter-
Tupt him.

“Listen,” he sad, suddenly, “and you
can judge for yourself as to the truth
of my statement.”

He lit a cigarette, and drew his chalr
to the table.

“Eleven years ago,” he begma, *“my
father,
very sensible man, invested 'a sum of
money in a lottery. His ticket was
drawn, and he became posasessed of one
hundred thousand dollars. He was
fortunate. So everybody said. I, too,
thought so0 at the time. One ewvening
he entered one of the gambling sa-
loons, and becoming fascinated by the
play, he lost all his ready money in a
few hours. Then all his property went,
and when he arose from the table at
midnight he was g heggar. Maddened
by his losses and rendered insane by
the knowledge of the grief of his fam-
fly, he shot himself through the heart.
His ticket was No. 53!

‘“Yet~I cannot see how that goes io
prove your statement,” 1 said. “The
same thing could happen with any
faumber.”’

“True,” he replied. “I attached no
fmportance to the number at the time.
Four years went by, and I had almost
forgotten No. 53, when a friend of mine
in poor circumstances managed to buy
4 lottery ticket. He won, like my fath«
er, one hundred thousand dollars. Poor
fellow, it was the price of his reason.
‘The sudden rise .o wealth turned Lis
Brain, and he iy now an inmate of an
asylum. Now you will unddfrtand me
when I tell you his ticket was No 331"

I shuddered, but remained silent.

‘““You can have an idea,” he went on,
%25 to the state of my feelings on & -»-
ing poor Bang in possession of a Iste

vury ticket bearing the fatal No. 53!

I could answer nothing. To me I3
seemed Inexplicable,

“The day of drawing slowly cdarn|

e

wxs : :
When the Captain hean! at lt he!
shook his head and murmured:

“Walt! Waitlf’

Sang forscok Hodoley street.and
bought for himself & nice little villa.
He was talked of 3 belng & lucky
man, and was envied by all, except by
Capt. P.

“You will de the !om' in the end”
the Captain had said. But now 1 be-
gan to think he was mistaken.

One morning. scaxcely three months,
after the drawing, Cspt. P. placed ai
newspaper before me, and without &
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lively music. Nurse-.

word pointed ofit a certain paragraph.

1 read with almost siifled heart that
a thief had eptered Sang's house the
pight pefore, and while searching for
the money, which was believed to be
secreted . in the house, he aroused the
awner, whom he stabbed to death.

. The Captain was right. Sang was
the loser!

There is a solution to every mystery.
Can you solve the mystery of No. 532!
Capt. P. and myself confess ourselves
bafiied.

L

The Missing Crnrd, -
When Denver was but & small p!noe
1t was the rendezvous for many skilled
players. There was & baxnker there at’

had an sbundance of cash, and who

could handle the cards like an expert. -

Jerome B, Chaffee, at one time United
States Senator from Colorado, with two
or three others who used to play with
Cook a great deal, concocted a little
scheme by which they figured they
could have a great deml of fun at
Cook’'s expense, and at the same timd
get a champagne supper out of him.
So Chaffee and hiz eompanions, who
had plenty of money, and who suffered
financially by being caught in a good
many jackpots that Cook had opened,
arranged among themselves that the
very next time they played with Cook
they would show him a trick he would
not forget in a hurry.

The scheme was to open & pot and -

if Cook stayed to deal him énough

cards to make six in all, and if he

stayed on & palr he was to get four
aces; then when the pot had reached

a goodly size to calli him, make him

show his six cards, have the laugh at

his expense, and, after giving him
back his money oui of the pot, make
him set up the champagne. It gener-
ally made Cook very mad to lose a pot
of any considerable size, and they knew

§f they made this a large one hla wrath

would know no bounds,

The day at last arrive@ when they
were all together In Cook’s office, and
Chaffee suggested & game of poker to
while away the afternocon ,which was
a stormy one. Cook readily assented,
little dreaming of the good time that
was to be had at his expense. The
cards were dealt and several hands
played@ around, when at last Chaffee
opened & jackpot on three kings. Cook
stayed on a pair of jacks and called
for three cards. He got four aces. It
then dawned upon him that something
must be up, but he did not quite grasp
the situation. Chaffee called for two
cards, and bet the limit. Cook raised
him, and they had it back and forth.
The others dropped out after several
rounds just to swell the pot. The bet-
ting continued until at last there was
an even $10,000 in the pot, when Chaffes
called him ard made him show down
his cards. Cook threw four aces and s
Jack on the table and started to rake
in the pot The one who had dealt ob-
Jected, stating that he saw Cook have
six cards in his hond. The others at
once insisted that they saw him have
six cards.

“Prove {t, then,” cried Cook. *I did
not deal; you dealt, and if you gave
me six cards, where are they?”’

Chaffee an.] his companions at once
inaugurated the most rigid search for
the missing jack. They looked under
tables, {n drawers—everywhere a card
could possibly get. Tg:y made Cook
disrobe, which he did without object-
ing, and subjected him to the most
rigld examination., but the card could
not possibly be found anywhere,

This was a stunner. Cook had not
moved during the game, and they were
sure of the six cards, but where was
the other jack? . At all events it was
not to be found, and Cook asserted
that he had but flve cards, and ex-
pressed the °greatest indignation at
their doubt and hung on to the money
like grim death, To say the would-be
Jokers were crestfallen would be put-
ting it mildly. It was not so funny as
they had flgured it would be. They
went out and gave vent to their feel.
ing»s by first swearing and then laughe
ing at the way Cook had turned the
tables on them.

Cook, 88 he used to relate afterward
with great glee, got the six cards all
right, but, under cver of taking a
chew of fine cut tobacco, of which he
was very fond, got the extra jack in his
mouth, chewed it to a pulp and swal-
lowed it, tobacco and all. Ee sald he
guesgsed he could risk swallowing a
chew of tobacco and a little pasteboard
for $10,000, even if it did make him &

that time by the name of Cook, who!

| cross the roomn and pounded bim on

although considsred t bBe a’

little sick. At any rate, he thought the

other fellows were sicker than he wam ! i

~Philadelphia Times, [
i

Gutta Percha by a New Method

It has heretofore heen the practice of
wollectors of gutta-percha to cut down |
the trees to get at the gum, gfihubeen{
diséovered that plucking the Yeaves and ,
extracting the gum from them e noti
only more profitable as to intmedinte re- !
sults, but does away with the danger Ml
exterminmating the plant. The gum Ob-
-tained from the leaves Is purer, sasier -
40 manage and more abundant then that
gathered by cutting the tree, ‘It has been
found that two pluckings of the leaves
, yield as much gum as a tree of twenty-
i ive years' growth. Some concern has
been expressed as to the possible fajlure
of the supply, on account of the destruc.
tion of these forests, but this new dis-
covery will not only make the crop eas-
fer to gather, but will increase the sup-
ply, bring down the pr'ece and permit of
& much wider range of uses than here~
tofore.~Exchange.

A Wite's Influencs.

Much of the success of President
Faure as a public man {8 sald to be -
due to his wife. Mme. Faure is domds-
tle in her tastes and caves very littls
for soglety, but none the less she enter.
tains charmingly, and with the aid of.
ler two daughters, Mme. Rene Berge
and Mlle. Lurie Faure, she has made
the stale receptions at the Elwsee very
different affairs from the duill, formal

| tunctions they hsave hitherto been.,

Mme. Faure {8 an extremely intelllgent
woman, and her wit and reéafy re~
wtee have bmnu n, ncdwnhw s

'round. and as the auptarln “had fore-

Walter Burgess, Bnrdmnn, Qr., nine years nld, k.nows lxow touse n poqmte
knife, In this pleture, reproduced from The Amedesn Boy, sreahown A weinds )
will, u pump and tower and 2. battleship which he bas whittied aut: o M
He- is sald to bave maade & thrashing merchine thlt will tbmh thm'
heads of wheat and clea them as perfectly as any thraahing mach
juvented and an engine with perfect actiun, He mwt bu‘! pat

low, for see the Americm fagk!

[
o
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TOMMY’S LESSQN.

Hew the Brusk apl the ‘!‘owu Yume
Iiked a Bad Boy.

The brush dnd the towel were talk-
fng together, and they were all tired
out and flustered with the work of get-
ting Tommy Fitxpatrick ready for din-
ner. You see, Tommy s one of those
peculiar boys who seem to think that
it s big and slee aad mally toglve @
er people trouble and to ¢ry when they
can't have thelr own way, and he does
hate being washed snd brushed and
minde neat and tidy, Sotke brush was
overheated and bruised and tumbled,
aund the towel was go weak and slimay
that it lay in a Hrttle heap.
Besides, they were very sorry for the
kind girl whomm Tommay calls purse.
“I'd like to get evem with that boy.”
sald the brush excitedly, *I'm about
tired of being thrown acrosi the room
and pounded agalnst the sharp edgoe of
the dresser. Say we get even. Mrsa.
Towel? WIill you help?'
“Yes, tndeed, dear XMr Brosh” said
the towel quite readily. "We'll let him
see what 1t's like to be so treated. Per-
haps it will do hin good and help the
kind aourse.”
You see, the narse is nlways zood to
tho brush and the towels, ' So they weral
asuxious to do sermething to help hen
That night when Tomny was fast
asleep in bis cot they Invaded the nice, |
quiot dream charmnber in which a kina
fairy had placed him to slumber, and
they picked hhm up and threw him

the sharp edge of the dresser, and
crumpled bim all up, and twisted him
awfully, and pulled hixn pearly in two
pleces, nnd treated bim jJust an he
treated them in hls waking moments.
Next morning Tomwy dldu’z feel quite
so well as usual, but he was very good,
and quiet when It came time for bim
to be washed and brushed,

“I d@reamed the brush and the'tgwel
treated me awfully last night,” he told |
his nurse when he was nearly ready
for breakfast.

“Perbaps they did”” was the qulet
answer. *“You certainly deserve it from
them, Tommy."

And Tommy has been very good at
tidying up times ever snee. I thlnk
he'd better be, don’t youn?

Jump Sirmy,
We all had bad colds, and u klnd :

fricnd made us (what she cslfed alti
“sure cure”) some “hop sirup” 1 gave]
some to Hlma, aged three and a half. ]

1in tenra, lon't Jels

THE LITTLE wu,nuﬂz-:m

e m lm:leucu: tl;.nunr
Searchers’ Away Fram Hex Youny,

“Papa,” crled Floyd: running brewtl: g1
lesily up to-Xils father; who Eat reading * iy
on the ool veranda at Hillsdaly far,.
“oh, popa.xthm s % poor little wilit: lmn
down at the giige-of thecreck: merdow !
and I gucsx she's got & lot of little -olfe
peep chickens, and I'm -aure they!ll I“’ 1u-y
statve to death! She's a Htfle bit ofs ﬂ g
speckled, pitump hen, with- a!mom; o N\l?m 8
neck, and one wing Ia broken, Jm $ure, *nioniler g
for she tried. so hanl to-fy and. didu‘t‘ ¢
geton atall, And I think she hag tiay .

. o.«tl

peep cmckéns. ‘ﬂecmae Gowﬁn Johu

camo to grandpapa's, tlmt ﬁhb* mm !
nest somewhere In me mlle be,yoml
the mesdaw.” . 2
“Oh, hol” #ald papa, laylnxi nlde l;li
book with n.very, sober fuce. but. with

a funny twinkle fn his eye . “Ho Jpnn
told you abont het! DId.he say |

was & partridge™ R
“No, that wnm’t the 'gro“‘rd, . :
shotter tian. that. . Why, yor \know;

‘papa, she's the Nttle hen that keep
saylng ‘Bubwhiiel—Bopwhijel') lmm
oveiy afterivooy and e\'em X
“Ye:.lkmwnow’al papk, smil:
lnz "Her name ig Mrs,, len. Aﬂut

%

But ivho énn uivk bmx'crual buoushg
to break her wmn Lut nt co%md‘

Then they went More tlowly and c:ut-
tiously till Floyd polited out the #pat - A
where he had seen timid Mer, Quall,’ chureh
She was not there, but as théy walked' them WA
forwstd Into the woodk véry soffly  Jimited roes
and speaking in whispers she anddenty ' 3
darted from a olump of teml almodt, i
beneath -thelr feet, . . Tt ]

With = whir ibe: aliot & tew “fect. d pexids, .
into the” alp- and ‘wheeled ‘to. the, un,, 119

but before xo,lnx £ 1od she_fell to.the ‘In-

“Oh pnpu '*’ﬁ‘loyd ‘é‘xcial

10 SeeA ‘how it hurts . ﬂ‘m-

The next time she saw me take the bots | tag Dks

tle in my hand she asked, “Is that the
Jump sirup, mamma?” “The what?” ¥
asked in surprise. *Is it the Jump sirup]
you gave me for my cold?”” “Do yoa]
mean the hop sirap?”’ I ssked, “Yes,”
8he replied, with all soberness.—M, L.
A., Brooklyn, in Babyhood

Little Green ¥'roz;,
U Hitle gréen frog, cme tell me,
Oh, tell me true,
All the tales that the water peoples
Harve told to you,
° O lttle green fropi "

Beneath the water's shinumer
The fishes swim,

In & world where thelith mwuﬁm ‘
Amid shadows ditm -

And 'the watet sitdespiky: ¢
(l» il Iu&%::: m:m
me
In that Md nd
O Mt

ond time and again: féll

, ‘w!ns. only 1& was: tl
I ‘ A

rect:on. as sh,a l,md
uall came peardr,

yyyyy




