{ beard fta tenant moving about therein,|
4 8tanding upon the threshold, Trimble {,
stared st the walls and the txunmu‘
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'M\RIMBLE was an Englishman,
and McCarthy, as you perhaps
might surmise, was an Irish-
man. They were not upon the
ﬁelt of terms, but the wrongs of Ire- |

land had nothing to do with the case.
‘J’eulom is a strange creature. For
thatance, Trimble was jealous of Mc-
's popularity, though he would-
or haye made any effort to be a.
favorite himself. xHe despised
of thing. And yet it irritated:
to see lle@uthpmke friends ao\
! Everybody ' ltked McCarthy in :ne‘
‘boarding honse in Boston where the
two young men lived. He had a fine
‘volce for ballads, and he knew ap
enormous number of them. A delega-
ton, including all the pretty girls ip
theé bourding house, was always in
walting to escort MeCarthy to the
pinno after dinner. Trimble cared It
itle for muzic and nothing at all for
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fumtture in slow mm-he.
“Well, upon my word,” sail he asd
hegan to back out, closing the door.
At that moment his glance fell upon

protruded from under the rug by the
door. Obviously this was a telegram
which some servant had pushed in be-
-neath the door without realixiug that
it would slide under the mat.

Trimble’s first intention was entirely
creditable to him. He knew that ifc-
Carthy must have come in and gone
3 out again without seeing the telegram,
It might lie there unperceived until the
next day, and with this in mind Trim-
ble picked 1t up.

The lappet of the envelope was m0
carelemly oenlod that a mere touch

the reading of the measage:

Shall take ‘Steam care, not trolley. Meat
m¢ Northern dapot 11:80. R G

80 Miss Carroll was coming in to
view the parade. Doubtless McCarthy
had made arrangements for entertain-
ing her, and there had been an appoint-
ment which this telegram was intend-
ed to change. If McCarthy should fail
to receive the message the chances
were ten to one that his meeting with
Miss Carroll wonld not take place on
March 17 and would be full of woe

the girls, but he felt that he should
bave heen of far more Importance thap
McCarthy in any soclety. He would
often sit in a corner of the parior with
another young Englishman named Cor-
win and discuss the thousand faults of
MeOarthy and the geperal inferiority

of the Irish as he and Corwin figured !

them out.

If Trimble and Corwin had ndt” thus
acquired the habit of being jealous of
‘McCarthy it is possible that neither of
them weuld bave heen disturbed by
‘his atfentions to Miss Bessie Carrol),
a stunning, pretty girl, who spent some
weeks in the boarding house with her
parents. Trimble and Corwin decided
almost immediately that Miss Carroll
was far above the soclal level of that

house, and especially above the level
of McOarthy.

80 far as lay in thelr power, Trimble
and Corwin protected Miss Carroll
from these influences by offering her
various attentions. In fact, there were
times when Trimble thought that Cor-
win was protecting Miss Carroll too
much, .and there were other times
when Corwin had asimilar notioms
about Trimble. Miss Carroll was a
dﬂ \vho liked amusements, and Mrs.

-

M'OARTHY HAD A FINE VOICE FOR BAL-
LADS.

'Qarroll had American notions about
'ehaperons. 8o the girl saw all the
good plays in town, and most of them
'at Mr. Trimble's or Mr. Corwin's ex-
pense, but between whiles she seemed
jto iike nothing in the world so well as
to play Mr. McCarthy’s accompani-
'ments when that young gentleman
could be prevailed upon to sing.

The Carrolls had a house in Winches-
ter, which i1s a suburb of Boston, and
when certain alterations had béen com-
pleted in their home they moved back
to it. During the succeeding winter
Mr. Trimble, Mr. Corwin and Mr. Mc-
Carthy went out to Winchester quite
often. Eunglishmen think slowly, yet
they really do think down to the truth
eventually, and there came a time
when Trimble and Corwin began to
think that it was not much use for
them to go out to Winchester any meore.
Nolther was suro of this, Each pre-

pir A‘u g

. wesponded MeCarthy.

2 Atuntlont » some other
at and t
Q— arrofl; ﬁii of 1t. They
¥ad o poo nnm;ﬂon of McCarthy
t they were very sire of his uli-
mate faild¥e In any effort, and they
bélleved that he was slways upon the
point of losing Miss Carroll’s esteem.
On the evening of the 16th of March
Trimble knocked at MeCarthy’s door
on the way down to dinner. What
prompted him to do so he really did
not know. Perhaps he was curious to
know whether, MeCarthy had any
plans for the morrow’s holiday that
fnvolved Misg« Mlizabeth Carroll, St
Patrick’s day i8 not a great occasion

for an Englishman, and wat Meboiso

t

and recriminations wheneyer it diq cc- ,
cur. Trimble was wWeéll aware that
Miss Carroll demanded punctuality and
the moat faithful devotion to her in-
terests on the part of her cavalier and
that she had her own methods of pun-

ishing delinquents. If Mr. McCarthy’
i should fail to be at the Northern de-

pot and Mr. Trimble should happen to
meet Miss Carroll in the midst of her
wrath, she might be very kind. It in
& feminine wmethod of revenge describ-
&l in all the books.

Moreaver, it might be possible to in-
crease Miss Carroll's natural resent-

ment against poor Pat by a cleverly '

fdevised story. The stupidest man
thinks that he can tell a clever lie, and
Trimble never doubted his own ability,

What should he do with it? A vision
of the penitentiary rose before him at
the thought of destroying it, and steal-
log it was no better. In a moment of
panic he hastily resealed the envelope
and stooped to replace it where he had
found it. From this act came his in-
spiration. With a trembling bhand be
thrust the telegram entirely under the
rug, and this trick seemed to him so
safe and so clever that his self esteem,
which had euffered considerable in-
jury when he opened that envelope,
was completely repaired.

Having his own plans for the next

day, Trimble was afraid that his .

friend Corwin would suggest some
plan which it might be embarrassing
to escape from, so he dodged Corwin
during the evening and spent the time
{n roaming about the city alone. Re
turning near midnight, he found the

" door of McCarthy's room open and

saw the ycung son of Erin within,
“Great times tomorrow, | suppose?’

said he, pausin:z by the door.

“'m expecting the day of my life”

- responded I'at.

Trimble expressed the polite hope
that Mr. McCarthy would not be dis-
appointed.

“Disappointed tomorrow?’ gaid Pat.
“Me? | guess you've forgotten my
name.
Patrick’'s dauy "

“Far be it from me to unsettle your
fafth.” said Trimble, “but accidents
will happen.”

“Not to me on the 17th of March.”

]

“Y'M EXPEOTING TRE DAY OF MY LIFR.”

“Pm  insuved. |
Bit whst do you miean by aceidents?”

“Nothing; absolutely nothing what-
ever,” sald Trimble. “I was thinking
of the waatlier”

McCarthy, who was standing by the
window, drew aside the curtain and
glanced ont, and Trimble had the
chance to Ht the edge of the rug with
his foot and see the yellow envelope
safe In its hiding place.

“It'll be a fine day,” sald Pat,

“I hope 80,” satd Trimble. “I’ve ar-
ranged a bit of a celebration, and I
wouldn’t wish it to be spolled.”

Trimble was early at breakifast next
morming, for he was still afraid that
Corwin might try to spend the day
with him, and Corwin was a8 sticky as
a bun Upon this_gqccasion, howaver.

the end of a yellow envelope which:

opsned it. A single glance Sufficad for |

day raiment hm'ried by, but, I
Carroll was not among then.

At 1 o'clock the moat mtunéhw
Briton under the blue conopy of heay- |
en gave up the game and returned 0.}
his room in the boanding house, whare:}.
he stuffed a black pipe with strong te-
bacco and sat down to “think It mx "
There was a rap at _the door, and
win entered. The two Inen seemed ,to
be in the same mood. They exchanged
growis, and Corwin dropped into a
chair. Ten winuten of silepce ennted,

Then Corwin spoke. *
“t?me‘-nowaymmuhutuand‘

[rishman?’ he said.-
Trimble mnndm.ly
L Look: here!” said Qoi‘wb,
‘rust you, and T'm going to tﬁ!& yom
something. - I Tound out yesterday that’!

Qe

' “‘v

Bessfe Carroll at Ariiugton hnd Boyl-
Winchester by trolley. 8o, just for a

bit of a joke; I fixed up a bogus tele
gram, telling him to meet her at the
| Northern depot, and I chnckod it um:ter
his door.”

“You @id!” said 'I‘rlmble.

“Yes, 1 did,” responded Corwin

I'm bound to be Ilucky on St.,

“And then I went to the corner of
Arlington and Boylston streets to see
whether I might be of some service to
Miss Carroll, and, by the living jingo,
there was Pat McCarthy! What do
yon make of it?

Trimble shook his head, :

“Pon’t kuow what to make of lt.” he
sald. “Never heard of swh Msmd
lack in my lite.”

St, Patrick’s Pance In Naw Jarsey,

Coins bearing the image of 8t Pat-
rick were once legal tender in New
Jersey.

These were issued by the confedera-
tion of Kilkenny when it ruled Ireland:
with but little Interference from Lon:
don, raised armies and sent out sm-
bassadors,

They circulated in Ireland long after
the glorious day of the confederation,
but were “called in” at length because
they were a constant remjnder of a
period when Irish national independ-
ence was almost accomplished.

To the colony of New Jersey, where
they could do no harm and would be
of great service, most of them were
sent In care of a government agent,
one Mark Newby. They were legal-
ized In 1482, the law declaring that
“for the mcve convenient payment of
small sums of money Mark Newby's
coppers, called Patrick’s halfpence,
shall pass as halfpence current pay.”

THE LIGHT BRIGADE.

A Rusaian View of the Ride Into the
Javws of Death,
. That the charge of the Light brignde
seemed to onlookers a piece of -magnifi-
cent folly 1s evident from all rewminis-
cences of that day. First came the at-
tack of the heavy brigade upon 8,000
Russian cavalry. Then later in the day’
the attempt to recapture seven guans
taken from the Turks by the Russians
in their first advence wupon the re
doubts led to the charge of the Light
brigade.

“When we saw the English coming
at us,” says a Russian soldier, “there
was but one thought. ‘What fools!" we
sald. We never dreamed they would
charge.

Ivan Ivanovitch, a Russian survivor
of the day, says in his “Recollections:”
“We were so sorry for them. They
were fine soldiers and had such fine
horses. But the charge—it was the
maddest thing ever done. We could
not understand it. I had been {n the
charge of the heavy brigade In the
morning and was wounded. We had
a]l unsaddled and were tired. Sudden-
ly there was a cry, ‘The Hnglish are
2oming?

“Our colonel was angry and ordered
the men to give no quarter.

‘1 was lylng down, with my wound
bandaged, when I saw them coming.
We thought they were drunk from the
way they held their lances. Instead of
carrying them under their armpits they
waved them in the air. Of course they
were easier to guard angainst lfke that.

‘“Those men were mad and never
seemed to think of the tremendous
numbers against them nor of the fear-
ful slaughter that had taken place in
their ranks during that desperate ride.
Then they neared us and dashed in
among us, shouting, cheering and curs-
ing. I never saw anything like it
They were irresistible, and our men
were gquite demoralized.”

She Had te Fergive. H

Mrs. Winks—Mre. Ayres and her- hm;-
band have had a dreadful quarrel jusi
because she gave him a letter to mtlf
and he carried it around in his

Mr. Winks—Msybe the

you madl ton. Mrs. IVEG
wouldn't lose my tenmip :
thing Hike that. M. mﬁm m
to hear you say it, my dear. I jui “fte~
eall that Pve stil got that lettef you
gave me last Wednesday~Philss el
phiia Press.

Escaped Her ﬁoﬂe'e.'

“How did you like the way the min.
ister animadverted upon our collognizl-
$mis last Sunday?” asked Mys, O3
cantle.

“1 dldo’t notice it,” replied her host"
ess, “Me and Josiah were crowded, outl
of our own pew and had to set. whew

. DECAUSS 30 IDADY-
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McCarthy had an”efigagement to meet |
ston strects. She way coming In from |

| angny yaide of rag carpet: and-

?, 0:"
for a week. Isn't it ﬁ:imy of hert 1 jods life, Thete. w”"mnmw

| tamuily, named Joe. . He bad nothing to

'.l?he Behee aénmn b wﬂm’
farmern
- and sl related, had set

"thing like & cloudbuist
stranger arrived at the.
Bebee and sat down o
with him and ntterw
and

was one ot e partmm s‘n * bi&pulis‘
lishing house whicli-mide & speciadty:
of pubihliing the ‘blographies. of -tho
- old 4l Eiiuént: Faniilleg: o skaierion:
B TN T oo A ;%Mw
| ered by long i pay %

o 'Duck 10° the yeur g0 ; Q-
;»home by pﬁﬁeen. «duikes, cnnm
‘ons, poets and soldied. {7 AVARt M

on up &nd p 1) emtnéut &n I ol
e waiited to
fing. ot with th :fﬂWk 3&‘5"
galting oo e  and’ do-
ings of 8ilas, while the eleverith bage
sbhould he taken up wlth a tul iength
portrait of the sturdy ald m Thq
blography apd the portmli} %
free, but in order to tover the cost og
the glue and the mtchln; Silks’ quxa
h&vle dt: down with $25'ip ‘cash.
& n
piy whenthe mller "had stated hsl cave.
velf, for Just such an AneH
h@tumeda & M 3

A

1

-was-at peace ﬂﬂmtﬂﬁmﬁiml und ehe| o
farmers:loeing thelt, raxn 3 ‘ca; me-J

A1 at leadt ten|

mnk I trade,” ‘wa the re:| :
llra@mg-;mg& to Buye gmgi:gda

“Very well, Mr,. Bebm Ay ;-ou ‘re]

Lior "B oy ~UROY, AT o o

Graves wanted 'Wis' to Licing the Bebee{, o '
O%W down to Silas and let thel
know thit the faimlly wis etill}

the most prominent of the faipily, I
don't care for the honors I sbail go to
Reuben. I think he will jump at the

opportunity, belng as he wanti 16 be
alected county supermor next yenr.
Good day, Mr. Be

There wasa't a teellps of bmtherli
love between Bllas and Reuben, Both
wanted to “run things” and naturally
that brought about a clash. Silax had.
some thoughts of rnuning for county
supervisor himself, and it was news to
him and news he did not Jtke that Rex-
ben was planning to mix in, He ald
some rapid thinking. Mr. Graves had
pot climbed into his bugxy when he
was called back and & bumln eonchod:.

*BY GUM, 1 Amurs xzmv B8 BEBER
B A BNEAK.”

ed. The rest of the afternbon ‘and all

Silas Bebee’s history, covering a. period
of some fitty-six years, Mr Graves
made copious notes and nodded his
head from time to time, and all went
well with the story. Bedtime had
come, and Silas had glven in sufficient
matter for his ten pages when his wife,
who had all along been doing a heap of
thinking, rose and inquired:

“gilas, am 1 to be left out of this
thing as if I didn’t amount to shucks?
If I haven't helped you to be the big-

gesnt toad in the puddle, who has?”

“They never say anything in books
about big women, do they?” be asked
of Mr. Graves.

“Well, very seldom,” was the reply..
“I believe they have mentioned Cleo-
patra and one or twe others, hut those
were. exceptional cases, 81:1". as’ your‘
me m"‘_‘ X

'The resnlt was that Mra. Silas. Bebeo
was given three pages and a porirait;

! tlmm to ntand ngaii

i

\ns held, and It wan unlmmo

. of paper T
Cit caverullytt Y8deths & 18D &mo%g :
" came quicker than ever

the evening were spent in lisfening to

{ whils g Was stipportt

&l mﬁyumetumuﬂﬁt.ﬁﬁtnm wers

‘oS DAn f 1
| ot his “M
gny:!’ free

e epgmq
ht‘m Joab, P,

oﬁmr Eeme he&‘uihi A
:rl?ln eva;ry fammly and in
g In evarxthin; o) 4
mother down 16 tie: iﬁm&’?&
die. He put in & full mon

R

bees no longer: na!;h,

N*“‘ e, oth
%g“%nl'g"gfgt%do i elﬁ!l‘

tr an
o ﬁﬁ&”e’{ra'%”fgﬂm

“Resolv

, ; dkte bAER X0

, saw the: whale: slﬁm*i:am'

Dashed 'to nmummufa
“Its real interesting fo- rend about l
these folks' thatilivéd’ b F
- times,? snid Me.. a8 he put.a lp
3 Aﬁ%‘a lmb}:’*y ‘book and shut

imew “
DELOLE 2t mpsdinent sonation s smi Mtefm;
Mprs, Cobb was mlttlng a large .
oz one elbpw ot i m'hf
he!d it close to :
¢d toher hgiabnnd aiE. oa“te f
He turned'sidewike.in his
the view,
=% Thore . wns that fo
said, musing, *He
-apyihing~that-~w
Why, he supported the benvenk
head and hunds, !;o]d o -

gt‘me the ﬂnm

arnx with apparentantisga
“What an appetite hé ‘{nuu{?'
had!” matd Mrs. Cobd tart!, y

Wwork the Lord cofiid Bxige
azgz -of ‘his helpe-¥ilrigk b
wife was suppox

fow I guiess’ yfou,‘~q fd“!‘l | S
0 yotfcatngo overiio mmmﬂm

bogin;on mw%m:mm

A “"!?jux'; ﬁi’

in the biook, ail for the sum of $8-cash;
in advance, st the clock had struck
midnight before she got through teu#
gx.gﬁ how often she had had rheuma-

bcmw
: of - 90f¢-moap mhe had mede during: her?

say that evening, but he got up next
mo iing. to clum s riguts. A¥ the
Kebee an& the’ blgg‘ést Bebéé’ 6

then, a;hd 1t was finally decided that
should have two pages und & portta
for $5. It was dog chgup. and M.

tefics #nd bronehitis snd howz ‘

The late. exaner
plaing Henlet o s

ple device of. elevating ‘s piattorm
fouis. m;{ ® .Wmﬂ?m’ N
nv

i e
L teeth to chat
ngﬁ*wm thite ¢k

had started ouf to see.
ly through and. must do.ft
we;;t broke.‘ It took biny

we could’t see him when he wasn{] W
standin’ up.”—Chlcago Record-Eerald, | 1
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