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THE RIDDLE

SRR
HERE was upon his

iface an intense,
and even a comba-
tive look, as he
stood in the wind-
swept piazza, with
his hand upon the |
bell-pull, He
seemed about to
ring again, when
the door opened
and he stepped

NN

ceded timidly before him, A pair of
moist, dark eyes and a troubled face
were averted from his, and there was
a husky tremor in the voice which said
to him:

“You mustn’t come in, Jeff.”

““Madeleine,” he bluntly exclaimed,
“‘what does this mean?”

“Mr. Lapham! Steve Lapham!”

“Old Jacob Lapham’s only your
stepfather, He has no authority over
you. His son is a fraud! Your
mother i

“‘Oh, Jeff, dear! that is the trouble!
They have made her forbid me to
speak to you! T cannot disobey her!
She is dying! They have almost made
her make me pmmnc Oh, Jeff, dear,
I'm almost cra

“I should say you were,” he
growled, with a fierce light dancing
across his face. ‘It was time for me
to come, Is your mother really so
low?”

“‘She may last many days yet; per-
haps not twenty-four honrs. Stephen
Lapham isn't th but his father
doesn’t leave her 1u| a minute, I've
no chance to see her alone. She com-
manded me not to ~me o you.”

““No, she didn’t,’ id Jeff., “‘She
only repeated mnm-th after old Jake
Lapham., What she was forced to say
was no command of hers. Do be
reasonable, She has no right to do
it, anyhow; and she really didn't do
As for Steve, the

young—

“Don't I know what he is?” said
Madeleine, hysterically. “Didn’t I
hear what his father said tohim? They
didn’t know T heard—-"

‘“What did they say?” demanded
Jeff, as she hesitated, and he closed
the door behind him and led her into |
the parlor as he added: ‘‘What did |
you hear? Tell we the whole of it.”

“Oh, Jefl, des said Madeleine,
¢Mr, Luplmm -«unl to Steve that as
soon as mother died they would re-
cord all the deeds, before proving the
will, and then they would own every
dollar of the property. He said they
could make me do what they pleased
then.”

““What deeds?” he asked, in a firm
but unexcited way, that seemed to

| help her, |
“Deeds that mother made,” she |
{gaid. “‘Deeds and things that give

there is to give.
1y papers your-

them ev

you ev

asked Jefl, She couldn’t do
it alone,” ‘ g
“T don’t know what they were,” re- |
“I signed every |

plied Madeleine.
they had on the table, the mght |
aid she would die before morn-

““When was that?” he

“AMore than a month agc
“and they put them all into the ss
in the library.”
know whero
your own safe

Yon l:nu-\ :

, and how to

the
ope n it?”

numbers, of

cour;

No, I don’t,” she replied despair-
ingl) I never knew how to open it,
I don’t know the numbers, and I can’t !

tell you. They've kept them a secret.
Mother said once that it was the Dee-
laration of Independence and the days
of the week.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Jeff,
o laugh; “that’s a riddle,
in the library now?”

*No,” said Madeleine,

with almost
Is anybody

“Nobody

Jefl’s face was angry and stormy, in
spite of his calm, reassuring manner,
as he strode to the library-door and
opened it, The room had a chilly
deserted look, and its grate was empt
fireproof safe, of medium s
stood in one corner, and in an in-
stant the young man was kneeling be-
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or another, to your own father, two or
three to your mother, by which they
owned their entire plup(-rtv All of
them are n-(-uu]ml We have nothing
to do with them. TI'll put them back.
There! Mow, Madeleine, just look at
these! All of them new deeds, You
and your mother to Jacob Luplmm
&;Im ‘and she did actually sign them
all.”

“I didn't know what I was signing,”
gasped Madeleine, “But there were
witnesses and a notary.”

“‘Each deed acknowledges a large
sum of money actually paid, and here
arve the mortgages, bonds, notes, that
old Juke Lapham paid that money out
for.’

‘‘There never were any mortgages,”
said Madeleine, ‘“‘but those are my
own ﬂnuntlues—nll of them.”

“Thev are dated as 1f thoy had been
signed three years ago,” he said; “‘as
soon as you were old enough It's a
very completely finished piece of rob-
bery. Hellow! What's this?”

‘‘She signed her will that very day,”
replied Madeleine.  ““‘Aunt Wickham
and Judge Wickham, and two other
gentlomen came here with Mr. Lap-
ham, and we were all in mother’s
room, but none of them knew what
was iu the will,”

‘‘Exactly!” said Jeff.
did work the matter! Here are two
wills, made the same day. How could
they malke those stupid witnesses sign
twice?”

“I heard Mr. an]mm say, ‘Sign
here, and sign here,” " said Madeleine.

“Judge Wickham was leaning ov. cr
mother and saying something to her.’

‘‘He was unsuspecting,” smd Jeff.
““T'his is really her will, giving gll to
you and making Judge Wickham and
Deacon Morris her executors. This
other thing gives all to Jacob Lap-
ham and makes him sole executor,
giving you only a life estate. It says

“How they

| a great “deal more, but it's a fraud.”

At that moment he was lighting a
mateh and removing the blower from
the library-grate.

““Oh, Jeff, you dare not!” exclaimed
Madeleine, “‘you must not! What are
yon going to do?”

“Votlnil)g at all, he said, calmly.
“But fire is good for fraud. How
well it all burns! There gothe deeds,
and the mortgages, and the bonds,
and all the notes, The will went up
like a flash.”

“Dear me!"” she said; but Jeff was
once more investigating the safe.

“‘Madeleine,” he said, ‘‘here’s a
stack of greenbacks, and it’s your own
money. Itis right where he can get
it.  Don’t you think it ought to be in
a safer place?”,

“‘It must be mine!” she exclaimed.
‘Tt can’t be his! He hasn’t anything.
He meant to steal it, surely!”
wphod Jeff. “Why,
olen it and hidden it

s your safe, to be sure,
but it isn’t safe enough. You are
roing to put your money into the
Cempton National Bank, Fifteen
thousand dollars and more. All that
old Jacob lu]-’l un has stolen during
3 except what Steve has
d; one way or another,”
Dug it into the bank for me, Jeff,”
vaid Madeleine, I dare xml, and T
to leave the house.’
“I'll put the will right back where
found it,” he said, as he did so.
all saw it .l. *posited here?”

Wick hum uml the w llu
and saw it put away the

“That's where they \nIl find i,
then, when they come to look for it,”
said Jefl, and he seemed to be worry-
ug in a very curious way around the
lock of the safe. “There! That'll
do, I guess. Now, Madeleine, I
must go.”

Not many, not very many, seconds
lnter Jeff walked unconcernedly out
of the house, as if nothing extraordin-
ary had happened. Madeleine, on the
other hand, after closing the door be-
hind him, went slowly and thought-
fully upstairs.

A door at her right opened at that
moment, and a tall, grim-looking
woman stood in it.

“‘How ismother?” asked Madeleine.
“Is Mr. Lapham there?”

“He is asleep just now,” said the

es came down

nnrse. ‘‘She has not stirred or
spoken.”

Madeleine walked past her into the
room, and bent above an emaciated
form lyi d.

The , but there conld

» nO misut tanding of the mes-
: to he
her whole
grew as
t upon wh she v
1d then a faint whisper brg
her hps:

pther!”

A pair of blue eyes opened langnid-

iile
r own

| ly, and the nurse now at the window,

did not hear as acutely as did Made-
leine:

“My daughter! Kiss me!”

So quick, so passionate, so agoniz-
ingly intense was that meeting at the

wine them with me, Made- | lips; but Madeleine could now whis-

per:
“Jeff has been here mother.,
sent his love to you.”

He

(‘uw him 1y love, dear,
It is easier to leave
him. i

Just then the nurse turned sudden-
h‘ from the window, and a lmrly form
whic l]l!l lain upon a sofa near it
sprang vigorously to itsfeet and strode
to Ih|~ bedside
o leleine Lane! how dare you?
She must not talk! Have I not for-
bidden this sort of thing?”

‘‘She is my mother, Mr. Lapham,
and you are not my father,” said
Madeleine, resolutely. ‘““But I think
it best not to speak to her again, just
now. If I did think best I should do
s0."

There was a motion of a thin hand
on the coverlet, and it was obeyed.
Madeleine ‘lluupeﬂ and kissed her
mother, and then glided out of the
sick-room, closely followed by the
wrathful face of old Jacob Lapham,

My son!
you with

As for Jefferson Meredith, his walk
to the village had been rapid, and his
first visit was made at the bank. His
next errand was to a dingily respect-
ublP law offi

‘‘Judge Wickham,” he said to the
white-haired gentleman who wel-
comed him, ‘“Miss Lane is somehow
aware that you and Deacon Morris
are executors of her mother’s will

“Ihad an idea, from herself, that T
was to be one of them——

“‘And she wishes you to be ready to
act ab once. She is not upon good
terms with old Jake and Steve.”

““Ugh!” exclaimed the old lawyer.
“Tell her I'll be ready.”

Perhaps it was as well that Made-
leine watched at her window, looking
toward the village, and that Jeff was
not again compelled to ring the door-
bell, for at the moment when she ad-
witted him old Jacob Lapham was in
the library

‘‘You ted'e care of the bank-book,”
she said, when he had swiftly de-
tailed his business doings. “‘Don’t
stay.”

His face had darkened cloudily over
what she had herself told him, but it
cleared somewhat as he turned away.
Even Madeleine did not hear him say
to hiwmself, aloud, as he was going
down the steps: ¢Oh, but don’t I
wish I could see old Jake and Steve at
work on that safe!”

Madeleine reached her room again
unobserved, all the more safely be-
canse her stepfather was crouching
before that obstinate fireproof safe,
twisting the knob to numbers that he
knew, but which the lock refused to
know anything about. He muttered,
too, fiercely, even explosively, and at
last he arose, exclaiming:

“Welll If I can’t open it, nobody
else can. Sometimes those things will
work so. I've known it hnppen be-
fore. At any rate, I've got all those
things fixed so that the property can’t
get eway from me. I'm sole executor,
and the will just nails and clinches the
deeds.”

Madeleine lingered in her room
only for a long, deep, silent fit of
thinking. At the end of it she arose
from her chair with a hard-drawn
breath, and once more went over to
the sick-room.

The form upon the bed lay very
still, but the louug blue eyes opened
as \[ndvleme again grasped the thin
hand in hers,

“I gave your
mother.
again,”

““I wish T could see him,
she whispered. ‘‘Say good-by to him
for me, dear. Kiss me, Madeleine.
There—there-—good-by.”

There was a heavy hand upon Mad-
eleine’s shoulder, as she rose, but she
did not turn her fixed geze from her
mother’s face,

“What does she mean?” he harsh-
demanded. “Her son?”
10 answer in words, but
ob Lapham turned pale, and
drew back again,
wnls upon her knees
) all suddenly aware
hat .Lu- lu st me ger had come.

l'lll Madeleine Lans all earthly

ings were veiled and put away. That
s and silence was no time
questions of property.
were others in the house,

whose business activities

message to Jeff,
He sent his love to you

My son!”

however,
were hindered, very apparently, less by
the prescnce of death than by the
strange perverseness of the lock of the

safe in the library. The knob of it was
twisted and twisted in the most weari-
some way.

“Steve,” remarked an anxious
voice, at last, ‘“‘we must have that
money out! The deeds and mortgages
must be recorded! Only one will
must be found there! This is awful!”

“We've some days yet, father, and
we can blow it open.”

“We must do it ourselves, then, Tt
won't do to have anybody eclse open

10l

there were carriagesat the door, Thers
was no oceasion for remark, howe:
when the mourners came out of the
house, 1 the fact that Madeleina
leaned on the arm u( Judge Wickham, |
and entered a carriage with him and
 his wife, her mothe ster, and with
her mother’s friend, Mrs, 1L i
If her stepfather and stepbrother did
not like it, that was not the time for
hem to say =0, or to employ author-
ity. i

The house was regained and was re- |
entered by the family party, and no-
body else seemed to notice that Judge
Wickham went in last, and that, as he
did so, he took the key out of the door
and put it in his pocket.

““Wickham,” seid Mr. Lapham, as
the old lu“)cr wmul the rest in the
pnrlur, ‘‘come in here a moment. I
can’t open the safe. Nobody else
knows the combination, but it won't
open. Her will is there 2y

‘“Iry it again, Jacob—try it again,”
said the judge, placidly. “Yon'vu
beeu tvo agitated, too nervous——"

‘We'll have to have it blown open,”
said Mr, Lapllum, “but just to show
how it is——""

And he did try it, with ostentatious
precision, in full confidence that the
lock would continue its obstinacy, but
when he remarked, ‘“There!” and gave
a hard pull, open flew the door of the
safe and its contents were on public
exhibition,

“I declare!” exclaimed Mr, Lap-
ham, spnngmg to his feet. “‘Remark-

ble!”

““There’s the will,” said Judge Wick-
ham, calmly, as he sent a long arm in
aund pulled ownt a paper lying in full
view.

The eyes of Jacob Lapham were
frantically searching the interior of
the big iron sa’e for something which
they did not seem to find.

““That is all. All correct,” continued
Judge Wickham. ‘‘Deacon Morris
and I are executors, Everything goes
to Madeleine! I'll take possession at
once. That is, I'll leave her in full
possession.”

“‘Give me that paper!” roared Jacob
Lapham. “It isn’t the wills’

““Yes, it is!"” replied the jndge.
know the signatures.
there, I was here.
Jacob.”

“There's another will!
has been robbed! Money missing!
Papers missing! I'm robbed!”

““It isn’t your safe, Jacob; it 15 Miss
Lane’s safe. If there is another will,
produce it.”

‘“Leave the house! I'm in control
here! Get out! I'm in possession!

“I think not,” answered Judge
Wickham. “Your authority has
ceased. Miss Lane is lin possession.
She is absolute, unquestionable gwvner,
You aund Steve must go!”

It was of little use to storm, but of
course there was a storm, and it was
all the worse because of the bewilder-
ing conduct of that safe. It con-
tained no other will, and when Judge
Wickham shut it up it almost seemed
to wink at him. The Judge did not
storm, but he was firm, and so was
Madeleine, and she, too, was calm,
althongh she remarked:

“If Stephen were a gentleman he
would not wish to remain, knowing,
as he does, how utterly I detest him.
After what you have said and done,
Mr. Lapham, you must go at once.
All that belongs to you has been put
into your own room.”

“‘Come upstairs,” Steve,” sffd his
father; and as soon as they were in
Steve’s room, he added: *Wickham
is going out to find Morris. As soon
as he is gone we will search that safe.”

‘“We'll clean it out, too,” seaid
Steve.

Hardly had they left the library,
however, before Jefferson Mereditiv
came in from the dining-room, where
he had passed most of his time during
t.a funeral serviees, and once more
he worried the lock of the safe a little,

“Is it all right, Jeff?” asked Judge
Wickbam. ““Am not I to know the
new combination? . Cau’t you explain
it to me?”

“‘Simplest thing in the world,” said
Jeff  “‘Lots of people remember their
safe combinations that way, 'The rid-
dle was no riddle at all.”

‘‘Independence, Fourth of July,
and the days of the week? How was
it? I must say it’s a riddle to me.’

“Why,” said Jeff, “don’t yonsee it?
The year, 1776. The days, 7. Di-
vide s0—17—7—76. to get your three
numbers. Twist the knob the usual
way. That did it.”

“How is it now?” asked the luwyer.

*“All ind d and freed
said Jof.  ©Tt is 17—21«=76, and
that’s what'll puzzle old Jacob when
he comes down stairs, But it’s 2 good
thing to know how to set and reset a
lock.”

Jeff wasin another part of the house
when the Lapk were puzzled, but

.‘I
I saw it put
It's all right,

I'he safe

”

that safe. We must let M
alone, too, until after the funeral.”

“I don’t care,” growled Steve, ‘“‘so
long as Jeff Meredith is kgot out of
house. Her Aunt Wicklam is up
there with her now.”

Aunt Wickham remained with Mad-
eleine all through the long, dark night
of the first -»m.u‘mn' Then followed
the of interval between o
01d Jacob Lag
at dc"\] of walking up
do, for he
s more than

The lock of the
¢ to endure, but
its num

nber

Judge Wickham came in, and Mr,
aphamn began to something to
about the safe and its contents,
wd its conduct.

“Pooh, pooh, Jacob!” responded the
‘d lawyer; ¢
r business.
r. Wait till after 102 ‘aneral, I'llat-
and to everything for yon just now.
fadeleine, too—she's all broken
wn,”

Another night ;

<

3sed and another |

v came, and at ‘the hour appointed

‘you arein no condition |
It’s no time for it, eith- |

he knew how it was. Even the lock
seemed to enjoy it as they tried to
make it once more remember its old
numbers.

“It's an awfal riddle, Steve,”
gunuul old Jacob; ‘‘but we can’t get
iy

i'hat, alas for them, meant that

their plot had failed, and that they
must get ont

Only a 1'«-\\' weeks later
Meredith was slowly, thou
turning a plein gold ring u
Mrs. Madeleine Meredith’s fi
[fulw; e now,”’ shes
s what mother \\uunl have wishe:
| .‘-hul leine,” he answered he
| “there are some combinations of
| which only God knows the secret.
This is one of them, and it is locked
{orever.,”” C.’s Monthly.

Jelferaon
tfally
one of
rors,

A Physician's Paradise,
A place for physicians to emigrate
to is the oity of Hnmnl\, south of
[ Aleppo. Though it contains 60,000 in-
| habitants, among whom dinensos of
| the eye, in particular, are rampan,
there is not a single physician in'the

AGRICULTURAL TOPICS,
A Hon's Egg Production,

l

|

About 150 eggs per year 1s estimated |

: as the production of a “hen, if tho flock |

is small and well cared for, but with |
large flocks an averago of 100 eggs
per hen for one year is about correct,
us disease, lice and mismnuu{!cment
cause loss. The fowls on farms give
larger profita in proporti
represented than larger sto
more neglected, and, the

give as large profits as could be derived |

from them.

ECare or Farm Linplements.

Far more waste of farm implementa
is due to rust and disuse than is the
wear of them while some one is wor!
ing with them,
left exposed for weeks and months
during the worst weather in the year,
and thus treated will not last onee

They are tco often |

|

third as long, as they should not be |

t to use any of the time. A con-
venient tool house near enough to the

barns to be always easily accessible, |

yet not near enough to be in denger

| moon?" ”

WINTER.

Merry, though the moon shines palo
And the wind-tossed branches wail;
Parest erystals float and fall;
Thero they
Here they ¢
On the pine and lone

Merry,

though tha stream {s uil'
h the e ulrl a

1 tra

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

It is very seldom that we seriously

| regret anything we didn't say,— Life,

‘Whan a woman runs i is a mean
man who will use his camera,—Somer-
ville Journal.

Judge—““Why did you steal the com-
plainant’s turkeys?” Prisoner—‘‘He
had no ehickens, your Honor."—De-
troit Journal.

She--““Why is it called the ‘silver
He--‘‘Because it comes in

from fires, will pay better than almost | halves and quarters, I suppose.”—
| Chicago News.

any other investment on most farms,
—American Cultivator.

Apple Pomace as Tee
There is considerable nutriment in |
pomace as it comes from the mill,
Stock will eat it quite readily if fed |
before it begins to ferment.
bowever, it does very soon if exnoued
to the air. Consequently it is best to |
place the pomace in air-tight barrels |
or hogsheads, so as to keep air from
it, and cover the pomace with some- |
thing that will hold down the carbonio |

[
\
{

|

This, |ten cents in the world, Kitty?”

acid gas and prevent its escape as it |

forms., This is really ensilaging it.
The pomace itself has nob nutritive
value to make this worth while. Its
chief value is its succulency, and it
should be fed with grain, hay or meal,

30 as to give the proper proportion of |

autrition, When put up in air-tight
barrels and kept slightly below freez-
(ng temperature there will be no more

tation in the y
{8 in the silo, and it can e used ti)’
late in the winter,

True Life History of the Codlin Moth.
According to Professor M. V. Sling-

| you can't have it.”

than there |

srland, of Cornell experiment station, |

the old story of the entomologists about

Bacon—*‘And he's kind-hearted, ia
he?”  Egbert--‘‘Kind-hearted? Why,
I don’t believe he ever said an unkind
word, even to an alarm clock!”

““What would you do if you had onl}

o
| would buy caramels with it to raise
my spirits,”’—Chicago Record.

Doubtful: Spendley—‘Well, if my
| money should go, dearest, you'd still
hnve me!” Mrs. Spendley—*‘Don’t
you be too sure about that!”—Puck.

Instruction: Johnny—- ““And does
the gasmeter measure the quantity of
gas you use?” Papa—‘No, my son}
the quantity you have to pay for.”-
Puck.

“Ma, is there any pie left in the
pantry?” “There is one piece, bul
“You are mis
taken, ma, I've had it.”—Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

““He told me to get off the earth,
What do you suppose he meant?"
“‘Ho seemed to think that you needed
a bath, evidently.” — Louisville
Courier-Journal,

“You may fetter my body,” he

houted, ‘‘but my mind will wear ne

the codlin moth laying its eggs in the
blossom end of the epple is a myth,
The moth that lays the eggs does not

appear until a week after the blossoms |

fall, and then it deposits them upon
the side of the apple. In about ten
lays they hatch aud the little worma
srawl around on the surface until they

chain!” In other words, the wheel
in his head was of the '08 pattern,—
Indianapolis Journal.

Customer (in restanrant) — ‘“This
beefsteak must be at least three weeks

'old, isn’t it?" Waiter—‘‘Don’t know,

find the calyx, then creep in Latween |

the lobes which have by thix time
slosed tightly. Up to this time the
(nsects have not eaten, but soon after
entering the calyx they begin to gnaw
their way into the apple.

From this it can be seen that trees
should be sprayed for this insect as
soon as the blossoms fall, as the paris
graen can then be deposited in the
calyx where it will be caten by the
worm, while if it is delayed ten days
or longcr, the calyx will have closed
sver the basin and the paris green will
snly be deposited on the outside of the
fruit, where it will in no way injure
the young worm.

sah; I'se only been heah two weeks,
eah,”—Chicago News.

Raggs—*‘Say, do you believe that
story of the goose laying the golden
egg?” Jaggs—*Well, it would be
just like a goose to do such a foolish

i thing.”—Chicago News.

The closing of the |

salyx is in one way a good thing as it
sovers the poison and protects it from |

being washed out by rain.

The calyx
of the pear does not close,

end hence

:wo weeks after the blossoms fall be-
{ore spraying pear trees, as there will
be less danger of the poison being
washed away,—New Ingland Home-
stead.

Klondikers*Have Troubles of Thelr Own’
The real difficulty in connection with
orospecting at Klondike, is not sa
much the trouble of staking out good
oaying claims, as it is to get into the
sountry at all, or to keep from starv-
ing to death if you do get in, The
narrow moantain passes leading into
British Columbia are so completely
glutted with human traflic that the
overflow at the foot-hills of hundreds
and thu\ls'nl:h of men, women, horses,
1 and Hlemcleem rmtﬂ, 1
sions in the utmost p
m, form a scene absolutely
anique in the history of gold discov-
aries, a scene appalling in its combina-
tion of misery,
bition and consequent sulfering,—
From “‘Great Gold Discoveries,™
Demorest’s.

Varlety in Explosives.
Within the past few years the num-
ber of explosives has increased with

astonishing rapidity, as also the de- |

mand for and the trade in these arti-
cles, Twenty years ago there were
nine factories turning out gun cotton
and nitro compounds. There are now
twenty-nine, and as these inclnde al-
most all of the smokeless powder fac-
tories, the advance in this line is evi-
dent.
nitro-glycerine compound where now
there are nine. Neither the demand
for gun powder or the factories show
eny marked increase, Over ten thou-
sand persons are employed iu the
manufacture of these explosives, and
an enormous amount of capital is in-
vested in such works, ——'J."uc Ledger.

eqhanimity of L' '1’“’v and l ﬁ
to hear with ind
ure the little

cially those v vldin’;,
petulant, cross, Ta
this end the art of not hearing 'uu

much should be learned. The
so many things which, it is so painf
to hear, very anany of which, if lxm.ﬂ,
will disturh the temper, corrupt sime
plicity and modesty, and detract from
health and happiness. If a person
falls into a violent passion and enlls
one all manner of names, and we can
shut our cars and not hear it, or if we
can laugh at the words instead of be-
coming excited, it is a sign of a

city,

bealthy nervous system, —The Ledger,

pathos, of human am- | salary is $20 a week.

In 1876 there was but one!

et flanced--*‘Why, yes, George,
| get along on that.

Sloper (as Miss Eastlake, his in-
tended, finishes a solo)—*What a
voice!” Duncan (who has been re.
jected by Miss Eastlake)—*‘Yes, what
a voice!”—Harlem Life,

ANorth of England paper says: ‘“We
have adopted the eight-hour system
in this office. We commence work at
8 o'clock in the morning and close a$
§ in the evening.”—Tit-Bits.

Matilda—‘‘Have you spoken to
papa?”’ Berlie—‘‘Yes; I asked him
through the telephone' and he an«
swered: ‘I don’t know who you are,

d + but it’s all right.’ "—Pick-Me-Up.
it will be better to wait for ten days or |

Not Necessarily: Walter — “So
Bilker rents that forty-dollar-a-month
house of yours, does he? He pays
too much rent.” Landlord (sighing)
—*You don’t know him,”—Puck.

““Men’s promises,” the young wife
snid between sobs, ‘‘are like pie-crast

—"" “That's tough," said the young
husband, \and then she got angry
enough to ery.--Indianapolis Journal.

The Klondiker who returns with
$400) in gold dust usu estimatos
the claim left behind at 000. It
is well to keep these assets in a sep-
te class,—St. Louis Globe-Demo-

Bude—“Cnnulnw your change,
CGicorge? It has been an expensive
trip, hasn't it?” teorge — “‘That’s
right, It looks as if this honeymoon
would soon be off its lest quarter,”—
Puck,

Rapturoun Youth — “Darling, my
Do you “think
12" His Af-
I can
But what'll you

you could live on that?

| live on?"--Chicago Tribune,
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Bingham--“Bonner is so aggravate
ingly self-possessed.” Rawlins—
“Yes. He could wear a checked golf
suit at a wedding and carry himself ag
though the groom was & mere caddy."

hiladelphia North A s

“I have been comphmeuted a great
many times on my stage presence,’”
said the amateur with a disposition to
monopolize things. *Yes,” replied
the weary manager, ‘“‘you’re all right
on that point. What you want to cul-
tiyate now is an occasjonal stage ab-
sence, ’—Washington Star.

Robbins—*“What in the world does
Hardy Upton mean by wearing a win-
ter overcoat and a summer suit?”
Dobbins—“Why, a report got around
at he had to soank his summer suit
before he 'got his winter overcoat out.
Hardy is trying to prove that the re-
port is unfounded.”—Pacl
“Colonel Blood,” says the current

| issue of the Weekly Dattle Ax, ‘‘has

called at this ofiice and demanded a
retraction of our remar k ﬂlat ]l\) was a
famons liar. We retract choor[nlly
and fally, and do so by hueby ﬂtahug
that the esteemed colonel is an in-
famous liar,”—Indianapolis Journal.
Clarence—*‘Gtenevieve, why will
you not hear me? Can't you see that
I am dying for your love? Tell me,
tell mo that you will—" Genevieve
(interrupting)—*‘Oh, please go away
and come some other time when I'm
not busy. Can’t you see thatI'm
right in the middle of this murder
caso?"'—Cleveland Leader,
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