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PURPLE PENCE.
By o Valkr Harrieghe.

: W&. 1901, by J. W. Marringten.
PR O 50104

. Ramchunda Bingh first heard of the
gur_ple pence as he was pouring yellow
powder upon the simmering contents
f a-chafipg dish. He was curry cook
fn Cherry's restavrant at a time when
s pew fad had just arvived in New
York. Ramchunda Singh was sure
- that the tad would be short lived,
i - and, belng a Hindoo person of rendy
resources, he sought to find another
means of lvellhood. Life Lad not
been pleasant since by strange chance
-~ Remechunds Singh had lmbibed intox-
iesnts. He had been left stranded in
New York on the day the steamer on
which he was a tender of wild ani-
mals had departed for the ports of
the orient. For several years Ram-
chnnda Singh had come over the sea
Wwhénever a consignment of llons and
tigers and elephants had been sent to
the South street animal dealers. He
tried to get Scalds to employ him, but
drade was dull, and Scalds sald that
be preferred the Irish to the Hindoos.
80 it was that Ramchunda Singh,
slueated Hindoo, learning of the now
t"ad from the Bunday newspapers, had
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“I NAVE ALSO A TENDER AND SBUSCEPTI-

_ '3pplied tor the position of curry cook
and bad obtained it. He resigned on

" the day Mrs. Spreagle and cousin took
luncheon at Cherry's.

The following morning found him at
the house of Willlam Peterson Spren-
gle, dealer in scrap metal and dlsgust-
Sngly wealthy. Ramchunda SBingh had
invested some of his hard earned wages
in a remarkable suit conslsting of a -
shiny Prince Albert cont. Lought sec.!
ondhand, and a pair of black trousers.
Oun his head was u silk turban. He
had sent a note to Mrs. Sprengle ex-
Phaiging that his business was urgent
and concerned the welfare of her hus-
band.

‘< oA “1 dine with you tonight.” said Ram.
. ’?ﬂﬁhunda 8ingh gravely.

3 2%4™" “T'g what am 1 indebted for the hon-

$5.4 . or? said Mrs. Sprengle, who had read
., the etiquette books and the novels of
" Martha M. Day and knew what wus
~proper under the circumstauces. y
. "L overheard you say quite by
»  chanee,” said RBamchunda Bingh, “that
- you would give a great deal to have
- ¥our husband give up theosophy. which
.~ takes too many ¢f the purple pence

_and makes him neglect his ftamily and

“his business.”

“You are the curry cook atCherry’s!”
axelaimed Mra. Sprengle.

“Madam,” rejolned Ramchnnda
Singh, “I am a person of high caste, a
highly educated Hindoo. I ashall he
"able to restore your husband to his
sepses, for 1. teo, was ounce a theoso-,
Dnhto"

So it came to pass that on that very

.t L

#nd had engaged as teacher Mr. Ram-
‘chunda 8ingh, late of Delli and Cal
‘eaita, who was an adept.
‘With every dinner for a week or
mjore the peace of Ramchunda Singh
was givén unto the house of Sprengle.
"I‘h Iore of the East Indies was at the
mand of the guest. He talked <!
and the scantily fed soul of
fitism Peterson Sprengle was filled
joy. Rbmchunda Singh and the
Lmmuster of the house went together to
the meetings of the theosophical soci-
i‘g' - Mrs, Sprengle noticed with grow-
| fng _spprebension that Ramchunda

was dressing in elaborate style
at he had all the spending mon-
rhick, he seemed to require. On
int. of the introductions from the
f,.the house of Sprengle, Ram-
tigh Héczme the fashion, He
giaph of himself made, and
ny days he was giving lec-

‘ btil;g hall on abstruse

|l - *“Mary,” sald be one evéning when

Ramchunds Singh, unmindful of caste,
sat 9t dinner with them, “perhaps you
wouid not mind if 1 took a Httle pik
grimage to the Himalayas wiih our
friend 7

Mrs. Sprengle started to tell what
she thought of it all when a look from
the Hindoo dissuaded her, She said

1 thet such a journey would no doubt

be interesting. Mr. Sprengle retired to
get the map of India,

“Youy scoundrel!” crled Mrs. Spren-
gle. “How dare you? You promised
to eure my busband of his wretched
nonsense, and you make it all the
werse.  How far is this golog?”

**To the sum of $10,000,” was the re.
ply. “Unless that amoupt s forthcom.
ing you will gee your huosband on his
way to India with Ramcbunda Singh.
I have also a tender and a susceptible
heart, arid | should dislike for less to
relinquish my clalms to the affection
of one whom [ much admire.” )

Ramchunda Singh placed a fat hand
onn his chest and rolled his eyes up-
ward,

Four days afterward Willlam Peter-
sonn Sprengle came home white with
rage.

**Mary,” he sauid, “l um done with
this theosophy forever! That scoun:
dre! Ramchunda Ringh ‘Las fled for
parts unknown. Quite by accident he
dropped a letter tn my office in which
be referred to me as the ‘old {dlot,’
upon whose ignorance he was lupos-
ing. Never mention his nmame to e
again!”

*I hate to think he was an impostor,
Willfam.,” replied Mrs. Sprengle, “for
he¢fore he went away 1 gave him quite
# sum of money. However, if you
wish, the subject of theosophy will
never again LbLe¢ mentioned 1o this
hogse.”

Over the door of o animal store in
(‘aleutta there is today the sign “Rain
chundg Singh.” and within sits an af
fAnent Hindoo. smoking his pipe and
taking his ill gotten ease. .

Getting an Autograph of Davis.

A Chicago girl. in looking over a
book of aotographs of fammous people
one duy ran acrouss this letter:

Dear Mizs X.— Your note requesting uuto-
graph 18 @ model. Please start o school ot

collectora WiLLiaM GILLETTR
Chicago., Oct. 7, 1897.

This letter immediately Interested
the girl and she inquired by what
methiod her fflend had sectured 8o at
tering a reply.

The owner of the letter explained
that she had sent the actor a blunk
sheet of paper with the words, “Youi
autograph, please,” written at the to}
of the sheet. This she seut with a
stamped envelope for reply. .

“The brevity of my note ovidently
pleased Mr. Glllette, for no doubt he s
bored to death with many foollsh notes
from hundreds of muatinee girls anc
other autograph pouda like myself,’
she shid,

The rival collector was struck witk
the originality of the fdea, and, think
fng to repeat her friend's success In se
curing such n fine note, said, "1 think
I shall try that plan also, and then I
too, shall have some clever little let
ters to add to my book.”

with this Ubrlef phrase, “Your nutol
graph, please.” to Mr. Richard Tlard

ing Diavis, and within o few days she

received the following dry response

written on the snme card beleath her

short requent:

You seem pressed for time
R 1
-8aturday Exeulng Post.

Davis

“Thon Diecat on Point of Fox."

Fox blades were celebrated al:
through the sixteenth and scventeentl
centuries for thelr excellent temper
and mention of them Iis frequent fu
Euglish drama. This is their history:
There was a certain Jullan del Rel
belleved to be a Morisco, who set ug
a forge at Toledo In the early part of
the sixteenth century and became fa
mous for the excellence of his sword
blades. which were regarded as the
best of Toledo. That city bhad for
many ages previous been renowned for
swordmaking. It being supposed that
the Moors introduced the art, as they
did so many good things, from the
east.
Jullan del Rei's mark was a little
dog, which came to be taken for a
IZnx, and so the *“fox blade,” or simply
**fox" for any good sword. See *“Hen
r: V.,” act 4, scene 4, “Thou diest on i
puint of fox.” The brand came to be
imitated In other places, and there are
Solingen blades of comparatively mod-
erh manufacture which still bear the
little dog of Julian de! Rel.—Notes and
Queries.

—

A Wagher Find.
Autograph letters of Wagn'r have
been discovered in use as jam pot
covers, A German journalist found
them at the house of two maiden la-
dies, sisters of a musician long since
deceased, who had formerly been in ln-
timate correspondence with the author
of “Parsifal.” The ladies were exhibit-
ing to him with muech pride their cup-
boards full of jam when the journalist
saw some writing on the covers which
he recognized as that of Wagner. The
superior thickness of the paper, which
almost resembles parchment, had sup-
plied the reason for its application to
this domestic use.

The Awthority,
Bilkins—This paper says some of tho
greatest achlievements in the photo-
graphic art have been made by ama-
teurs. Is thatso? °

Amateur--Of course. If you don't
belleve it, ask any-—
“Photographer ?’

“Amateur.”

Misinformed. :
. Singleton—I am told that you cursed

| vate property.

THE HAB\Y OF GIVING.

ot Real Happiness.

of Governor E. D. Morgan of New
York 18 secarcely more than a dim
echo’ from the pages of history. but
there are men still living who rememn-
ber him as one of the group of great
war governors whose firmness and
courage served their country so mug-
nificently {n her darkest hour. It wus
one who 80 remembered Wim who told
tids incident:

Uovernor Morgan was a very rich
man, but until he was sgeventy years
oMl he never had given away any of
his wealth. Then one day he went for
his old friend, Dr. Adams, the presi
dent of Unilon Thevloglen! seminary,
and toid bim that Lie wished to give a
large sum of mouey to the college.
The doctor, almost incredulous at Arst.
was soon convipced of the sipcerity
of the offer, and a thie wus set at
which he was to go and get the bonds.

At the appointed hour the doctor ap
peared, and bonds to the value of more
than $200,000 were put tuto his hunaus.
The governor stood and watched until
the doctor's carrge was out of sight.
Afterward be spoke of It to another
friend.

“l o on old man,” he said. [ have
had a successful life and done nbout
all that I had plauned to do, aad [ sup-
posed that I had been happy  But |
know now that untll [ stood and
watched Dr. Adams drive away with
those bonds I never hiad known what
happiness was. [ cunnot regret too
deeply that early in life I did not forw
the habit of giving.” —Youth's C‘ompan-
jon,

The Wills of Xoah mand Jacob.

obscurfty, but doubtless they followed
soon after the first [nstitution of pri-

made a will soon after the fiood where.
in he dispused of the whole world, 1
was certajnly possessed of o censider

uble landed estate, but Eusebius' stor)
of the testameut In writing and wit
nessed ubnder his ses] needs confiripy

| tion.

1u the forty-eightls chapter of Gene
sl8, bowever, we do tind wmention of a

| will, whereln Jucob bequenthed to his

sofl Joseph twice as wuch as to his
otber chlldren. This was not a testa
ment In writing, but a verbal or pun.
cupative testainent, declared by the
testator "in extremis® before wituesses

and depending upon orul testimony. }

Nuch nuncupative testaments were
at one tiwe recognized I Euglish law,
but In the elgbteenth cemVury, Black-
stone says, they hod fallen into disuse
and were hardly ever heard of.

Welghingy Machines,

Weighing machines nnd scales of
some kind were (1 use 1800 B, (., for
It 8 suld that Abrabiam at that tlme
“welghed out™ 400 shekels of sllver,
current money. with the merchant to
Ephron, the Hittite, as payment for a
piece of land, including the cave and
all the standing timber “In the ield and
fn the fence” This Is said to be the

earliest transfer of land of which any 'on with the Trinity House trousers. [t
That same afternoon she gent a cure record survives and that the payment seemed to amuse the prince [mimense.

was made In the presence of wit nesses.
The origiual forn of the welghing
senle was probably o ar suspended
from the middle, with a bonrd or shell
surpetded from eaclh eud, ote tu con-
tain the welght, the other to contain
the matter to be welghed., The steel-
yard was probably so cnlled from the
material of which it was made und
from s former length. 1t 18 also
known as the Romun balanee and is of
great antiquity.
(unning Siberian Natives,

When compelled to travel nll night,

the 8lberiun nathves always make a

practice of stopping just before sun- |

rire und allowing thelr dogs to go to
sleep. Thley urgue that {f the dog goes
to sleep whije it is yet dark and wakes
up In an hour and finds the sun shin-

Ing he will suppose that he has had a |

full night's rest and will travel all
duy without thinking of bLeing tired.
One or eveu two hours' stop at any
other timae is perfectly useless, as the
dogs will be uncontrollable from that
time forward until they are permitted
to take what they think a full allow-
aunce of sleep.
Policemen In the Blood.

A writer in Knowledge thus denomi-
nates certain wandering cells found in
the heanlthy human body which destroy
harmful microbes introduced into the
system. ‘“‘The tonslls, for example, are
crowded with these guardian cells.”
The scene under the microscope when
protective cells are introduced into a
lively culture of typhoid bacilli is de-
scribed as very striking, irresistibly
bringing before the imagination “the
flerce struggle which goes on when
Qisease germs invade ihe body.”

Neither Better Than the Other.

“This dollar'— began the cashier of
the restaurant as he scrutinized the
coln.

“Is bad, eh?’ Interrupted the sour
Woking patron.

“Well, it doesn’t look very good.”

“That ms0? Just bite it, and if it’s
anything like the dinner I had it’ll
taste even worse than it looks.'—Cath-
olic Standard and Times,

A Dilemma.
Edith—Forgive me, Bertha, but your
husband plays the flute atroclously.
Bertha—I know, dear, bt what can

‘I do? He used to serenade me with

that flute. If I tell him now that he
is no player, he will think my love
is growing cold.—Boston Transcript.

As Represented.
Mra. Boaster—~Henry and 1 attended
the opera last night. We had & box,
Mrs. Blouni—Caramels, weren't they?
1 saw you in the gallery eating some-
thing.~Richmond Dispatch.
. - X .. '
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Governer E. D, Morgmu's First Taste

To the present generation the name

The origin of testawents {8 lost i,

Euseblus says that Noah'

!

" be: wen yow comes bad & bare: noth

LOVE'S SACRIFICE.

An Engagement Ring Which Ampua
tates & Plunger Jolnt,

Ethnological experts agree that with
most Austraullan tribes every womar Is
betrothed in infancy or even {n antlei-
pation of her birth. Aecording to some
mysterious law of thelr own, this is
arranged by the old men of the famiiy.
the women baving no volee in the mat-
cer, The age of the propcsed husband
is not taken Into cousideration, so that
it frequently happens that by the time
the girl is of a warriugeable age her
intended is an old man, If in the
meantime gome younger man has set
big heart upon her. this means a fight,
in which the unfortunate bride to be,
as she s dragged away, 18 certain to
vome {n for a share of the blows which
the rival suitors deal out to each other.

In some of the coast distriets, where
ot all the girls are promised fn infaon-
cy, the betrothal f a young woman to
a man who follows the occupation nf
a filsherman compels her to lose the
first joint of the little inger of her left
hand. This slow and painful opera-
tlon is perf rmed by g stout string
bound tightly aboat the joint—an en-
gagetmeot ring with which one would
willingly dispense! A marriage -
cense, equally unique., is common In
souie sections, where the chief gives
to the pruspective groom a peculiarly
knotted string, possessiog which he is
free to seek the wife of his choice.—
Woman's Hume Companion.

lHosww Muskrats Are Trapped.

Trapping i8 one of the modes by
which muskrats are secured. The traps
are made of boards about six inches
wide aud three feet long. These are
nalled together ltke an ordinary box
trap, the open ends belng secured by
swinging doors of wire network, fasten.
ed tu the upper part of both entrances.
These doors allow easy ingress to the
trap. but once in the rat cannot get out
| witbout upenipg the duor by pulling It
to bim, which secret they seem wvery
slow tu dlscover. These traps are put
in the leads running from the bouses to
the water when the tide is at low ebb
and the rats are vuat feeding. On the
return they cruwl up the leads, push
"agalinst onhe of the wire doors of the
trap, which immediately opens into the
trap, but they eannot go farther, as the
next door opens toward them. Before
they cun ruaw out the tlde makes up,
and they are drowned 1o the trap.

A %Story Told by Disraell

Disraell onee sald® “You know | have
the honor of being one of the elder
brethren of the Trinity House. Well,
there {8 a special uniform helonging to
the ofice. Oue day 1 was about to
attend a levee at St. Jawmes® palace,
and my valet lnid eut my diplomatic
uniform ready for me to put on. Plac-
Ing lmplicit coutldence In him, I put it
on and went to the levee. OUn appear-
Ing before the prince his royal high-
ness jocularly remarked: ‘It won't do.
You're found out.’ ‘In what, sir? I in.
qulired. ‘Ol sald the prince, ‘you’ve
got the wrong trousers on.” And to my
horror. on looking down I found that
[ had got my diplomatie uniform coat

Iy.*”

1]

The Oldest Epltaph, i
The oldest epitaph in Dnglish, which |
i8 found in a churchyard In Oxford. |
shire and dates from the year 1370, to
modern readers would be unintelligi
ble not only from its antique typog
raphy. but from it obsulbte language.
the first two lines of which run us fol-
lows und wmay be taken as a sample of
the whole:
¢ “Muan com & se how schal alle dede

hav ven we away fare: all ye werines
¥t ve for care.”

The modern rending would be: “Man,
come and see how shall all dead be
when you come poor and bare; nothing
have when we away fare. All is wea-
riness that we for care.”

Ears.,

1f your ears burn, people say, some
one is talking about you. Thia I8 very
old, for Pliny says, “When our ears do
‘glow and tingle, some do talk of us in
rour absence.”

Shakespeare, in “Much Ado About
Nothing,”” makes Beatrice say to Ur-
sula and llero, who had been talking
of her, **What fire is in mine ears!”

Sir Thomas Browne ascribes this
concelt to the superstition of guardian
angels, who touch the right ear if the
talk is favorable and the left if other-
wise. This is done to cheer or warn.

One ear tingles, some there be
That are snarling now at me.

Before Mirrors. .

Mrs. Snaggs—I read a paragraph in
the paper which said, “Woman was
made before mirrors, but it wasn't her '
fault.” Don't you think that is & mean
remark to make about woman?

Mr. Snaggs—Yes, 1 think it is. What
the writer meant to say was that wo-
man was made before mirrors and had
been before them ever since-Ex-

change.

Needed No Help.

Mrs. Hiram Offen—And do you think
you could do the cooking for the family
with a little help from me?

Applicant—No, ma’am, 0i do not,

Mrs. Hiram Offen—You don’t?

Applicant—No, ma’am, but Of’m sure
01 cud do it widout anny help from
you.~—Philadelphia Press,

Ne Cause For Alarm.
Nervous Passenger (on New Haven
steamer)—There’s & very peculiar noise
in the water tonight. Do you notice it,
captain?
Captain—Yes, madam; that's the reg-
uvlar Long Island sound.—Harlem Life.

The man who heaitates may be lost,
but the man who never hesitates is

bard to And-Chicago News. | _
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Farmer John Carter had fed the pigs,
shut the henhouseduorand ¢come around
on to the side veranda to smoke his
evening pipe with his wife, Naney, who
sat in the big rocking chair. 8he had
plaeed his pipe and tobaceo within easy
reach. Farmer Jobn sat dowp with a
grunt, rubbed at his stiff knee a min-
ute, and then, instead of filling his pipe,
he slowly turned to bis wife and said:

“Nancy, 1 want to know what's
wrong with our Mjlly.”

“\What on earth do you mean ?” ey
claimed the wife and ceased rocking
50 suddenly that she almost shot out
of the chalr.

“Don’t try to fool me,” he continued
ns be slowly shook his head. "I aln't
been askin' no questions before, but I
seen for two or three weeks thut things
was wrong with Milly.”

“8he’s been kind o’ draggy since she
got wet goin’ to camp meetin’, but 1
don’t think we ought te have a doctor,
do you?”

“1 think, Naney,” be slowly replied
after & half minute— I think I'mx goin’
to find vut what's the matter with
Milly, and if you won't tell me I'll go
over and have a few words with Sile
Johnson. Mebbe he knows.™

“How should he know?" asked Nan-
cy as she rocked furiously.

“Dunno, but I guess I'll walk over
there tonight.”

“Well, I guess you won't. Johm Car
ter, why can‘t you mind your own
businesa ¥’

“Dunno, but 1 want to see Sile John
son.”

“You are always pokin’ around ane
makin’ an old hen huzzy of yourself.
and 1 expect you'll get up and put ot
one of my dresses some mornin’. Now
then, bein’ you are so full of curiosity
lemme tell you somethin’. Qur Milly
und Slle have had a tiff.”

“Had a row, eh?” queried John, at
he settled himself down to hear the
particulars.

*No, sir, they haven't” she snapped
“I said a tiff, and there's a heap of dif
ference between a tiff and 2 row.”

*But they got mad at each other?’

*Yes, they did, and I'm backin’® Milly
for all I'm worth. You know the da)
she went over to Eli Warner's to see
Sarah? Well, there was u windmll
man at Warner's that day, and be
cause the two girls sung the ‘Sweet
By and By' while he played on the
orgun Kilas called Milly a irt.,”

“And she got mad?’

“Of course.”

“And he got mad?’ *

“Of course.”

“And he hasp’t been here for twe
weeks, and Milly is goin' around look
in’ as If she wanted to die? 1 must gc!
over and see Sile and tell him she's al |
over bein’ mad and wants to be friend:
ag’in.”

“What!

What!

ye

John C'arter. uare
almost shouted Nan

you a born fool

HE GRASPED THE SITUATION AT A GLANCE.

¢y, as she rose from her chair. “Don't
you dare stir one single step! You'd
make a pretty muss of things if they
was left to you, wouldn’t you ?”

“But something has got to be done,”
he protested with anxious voice. “Mil
1y and Sile have been lovin' each other
over two years, and we mustn’t let ’em
fall out over a little thing like that.”

“What's got to be done, for one
thing, is for you to keep out of it
Milly has got a& mother, and that
mother sits right here, and what she
don’t know about lovers’ quarrels you
needn’'t try to learn her. Now, you
mind what I tell youu I'm expectin’
Sile Johnson will come sneakin’ around
any day, but if he does don't you say
one word about the quarrel. Jest treat
him as if - you didn't know anything
had happened. He begun the quarrel,
and he’s got to be the one to eat hum-
ble ple.” .

“But suppose he sticks out about it
and busts up the marriage?”’

“I shan’t suppose nothin’ of the
sort. If he doesn’t fall off the barn
and break his neck, he'll be back here
and very humble within two weeks.”

Mra. Nancy Carter thought she knew
young Silas Jobhnson pretty well and
that he didn't differ much from the
generality of lovers, but she was mis-
taken. He was an obstinate young
man, and, though it caused him loss

u? sleep and appetile, e FitTd tabe
the first to give in. One word from
Milly would have brought him over
to the Carter tarmhouse on the Fump,
t-ut, backed by a feeling of injurw and
her mother, she refused to speak it.
It thus came about that the =~tif”*
threatened to have disastrous conse-
quences, and there was a possibility of
two llves being wrecked. One even-
fug when she was forced to realiie
this Nancy quietly asked of her hus-
band:

“John, did you see Bilag anywhere
around when you was passin’ the farm
the other day?”’

“Yes,” was the reply. “He was
buildin’ a fence jest beyond the bar.
Is it all off between Milly and him?’

“Cun’t say whether 'tis or not. 'Did
you ever know our old gray mare to
run away?”

*Lands, no!
scare her.”

“But if somethin” did, John? If Milly
was drivin’ her to town and she ran
away, what would happen?’

“She’d probably stop for breath after
goln' about five rods,” laughed the hus
band.

"She wouldn't kick the wagon to
pieces or kill Milly?”

“8he might fetch up in a fence cor
per and bump her own head, but |
guess that would be the worst of it
What's up, Nancy?”’

“Nothin' for you to know. You jest
keep quiet and lemme work this thing
out by myself. Milly's goln’ to town
after 2 darnin’ needle and & spool of
black thread after dinner tomorrer, and
she’ll drive the old mare.”

After dinper next day the horse was
hitched to a light wagon and left
standing under a shed in the barnyard
ontil wanted. When Milly was ready
for her trip, the mother brought the
outfit around, takirg much more tlme
than seemed necessary. Moreover,
when the old mare, who had passed
her twentieth birthday, was bromght
up at the gate she was what Miily call-
ed “wriggly”—that 1s, she was nervow

Nothin’ on earth would

' and restiess and evidently full of go.

She had to be held by the bit until the
gir!l got in and secured the lines.

“She acts real colty teday,” said the
mother as she patted the mare's moss,
“but she’ll steady down before you got
to the schoolhouse. 8he has nmever ran
away in her life, but if she should do
80 now'’ —

“l guess [ won't go."” interrupted
Milly.

“You go right along. As ] wassayin'
if she should run away you hold her

"steady in the middle of the road and

scream for help. Now let her g'lang.”

The old gray mare moved off with a
rush, and for a quarter of a mile she
maintained a pace to surprise her Arlv.
er. Then she suddeunly gave a squeal
and broke into a run. Milly dropped
the lines and clung to the seat, and she
also remembered her mother’s injunc
tion to 8cream. Silas Johnson was still
working on the fence “jest -beyond the
barn.” He was also calling himself a
fool and thinking he would give five
years of his life to make up with Milly
when he heard screams and a clatter
down the rond. He grasped the situa
tion at a glance.

It is none of the reader's af¥falr
whether he resolved to do or die

, whether he made a hero of himself or
. not, whether the “wriggly” old mare
. was glad of an excuse to stop or made

frantic efforts to continue her wild
fight. It is sufficient that he stopped
her, that the screaming MIilly fell into
his arms, that after a time he drove her
back home and dldn’t returm to his

- fence building again that day.

The main point of interest shifts to
that side veranda agsain. Nancy is sit.
ting there alone with a smile of tri-
umph on her face when John comes up
from the barn and holds up to view a
dozen burs and innocently says:

“Nancy, this is mighty curlous. I
found all thiese burs under the harness,
and they must have been what made
the old mare run away.”

“Very Illkely.” she replies without
looking up.

**And somebody must have put 'em
there.”

“Yes.”

“And—and—it—was”—

“Slilas says he thinks they ought to be
married next month,” says Nancy as
she looks up and almost winks at the
puzzied face above her,

Equal to Three.

Public vehicles in Paris are allowed
to carry only as many passengers as
can find seats. After that number has
been admitted no one is allowed to en-
ter. The explanation will serve to in-
troduce an incident reported by a cor-
respondent of the Pittsburg Dispatch.

A crowd of men and women, each
with a numbered ticket showing the
order in which they were to enter the

-pext street car, stood at the Place de

I'Btoile station when the downtown
car arrived.

Surveying the crowd, the conductor
cried out: “Only three places in the
car! Who has ticket No. 1?7’

With that Mrs. Blank of Chicago, the
stoutest woman in the American col-
ony, approached, holding up the ticket
called for.

“Step aboard, madam,” said the con-
ductor, ringing his go ahead bell.

“Wait! Wait! I've No. 2!” called a
little Frenchman,

“You're too fate,” replied the com-
Auctor. “Every place is taken.”

Immune,
Mrs. Tompkins—Do you think yourr
son’s life is blighted by that cruel girl?
Mrs. Simpson—Oh, no. Archibald is
oo much infatoated with himself €o
be seriously injured by any external
Jove aftair.—Detroit Free Press.

An Acceptable Neighbor,
Bizzer—How does your wife like thmt
Iady who moved in next door?
Buzzer—Oh, all right. She hasun't as
many gowns as my wife.~Columbus
(0.). State Journal.
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