T TR TR

GRAHAM, N.C., THURSDAY, JANUARY 25, 1912.

~ PROFFSSIONAL OARDS
T. 8. CoOORE,

Attorney-at-Law,
*RAHAM, . - e .

Ofce Patterson Bullding
Second Fleor. . "% T

N. C.

JOHN URAY canup, W. P. BYnon .®
BYNUM & BYNUM,
\ttorney* und Counselors at Luw
GAnENSBORO, N v,
Pra-‘ice regularly I the courts

e sonnly \ny

DAMERON & LONG
Attorneys-at-Law
B.8. W. DAMBHON. [ J. ADOLPH LONG

'Phone 'Phone 100B
Pledmont Bullding, (Holt-Nicholson Bldg.
N.C. ham, N.

DR WILL, LoNG, JK;

. .. DENTIST , . .’
Graham. - - . . Nobu. o —iine
OFFICK 1 ~IMMONS BUILDING

IAOOB A. LONG J: ELMER LONG

LONG & LONG,
s and C sat L, w
GRAHAM, N..~.

JOHN H*VERNON
Atlorney and Counnlnr-lt;hw
JPONES—Oflice 653 — Residence 337

'BurLingToN, N. O,

The Kaleigh Da.i'l'y Times

RALEIGH, N. C.

of Al
i

The Great Home Newspaper of the
State,

The news of the World is gathered by pri-
vale leased wiresand by the well-trained
special oormgonu;sml of tLe T’:l“‘ and set

o & a

re
) n‘ manner each aftérnoon.

8 & chronicle of world events the Times
1s 1ndi-pensab.e, whi ¢ {t8 bureaus in Wash-
fogton and New York makes its news from
the legis ative and financial-cénters of the
oountry the best that can be obtaiied.

# woma ‘s paper the Times has no su

or, bmn{ moraily and intellectually a

jper ot thé hi,

hest type, It pubiis es the

ver, best lunn';is m:r.un b: writeen o=
fon and

news makes it a busi-

nees ‘Man's necessity for the farmer, mer
chant and the broker can depend upon com-
plete and rellable infur.uation upon thelr
varivus lines of trade.

Subscription Rstei
Daily (mail) 1 mo. ;'8 mo, 75¢c; 6 mo.
: $1.50; 12 mo. $2.60
Address all orders to
The Raleigh Daily Times
J. V. Bimms, Publishers.

M yow are not the NEws an

is. Subseribefor it a1

" onee andl it will keep yoti abreast

81} As'boeiated Pressdispatch
-esi: All the news—foreign, do

ﬂﬂﬁc,?

tional, state and locai

I?Aumn.'x. e

‘North Carolinian and Taz
ALAMANCE GLEANER will be sent

::or.ju'ywb'r Two Dollars

Cash in advance. Apply at TaE
Gl-’lm office. Graham, N_. C.

L

CHAPTER VIL

THE HOUR OF DEATH.

RED, unwinking eye staring.

at bhim fixedly from out of

" impegetrablé gloom, an ogre-

‘#8h gleaming thing that
brought life back Into him with a
thrill of horror. was Howland’s first
vision of returning consclousness. It
was dead'in front of him, on a level
with. his face—a ball of yellow fire
that seemed to burn Iuto his very
soul. He tried to' cry out. but no
sound fell from his lips, He strove
to moVe, to fight bitmself away, but
there was no power of movement in
his imbs.  The'eye grew larger. . He
saw that it was so bright it cast a
halo, and the halo' widened before
his own staring éyes until the dense
gloom about it seemved to be melting
away. Then beé kdew. [t wax a lan-
tern In front of him; not more than
ten feet awny. Consclousuess flooded
him, and he'made another effort to.cry
out, to free his arms from en invisl-
ble cluteh that held him powerless.
At first he thought this was the clutch
of human hands. Then as the lantern
light revealed more clearly the things
about him and fhe outlines of his own
figure he saw that it was a rope, and
he knew that he was unable to cry
out becauge of something tight and
suffocating about his mouth.

The truth came to him swittly. He
bad come up to the coyote on a sledge.
“ome one had struck him. He re-
membered that men had half dragged
him over the «ocks. and these men
bhad bonnd and gagged him and left
him here with the lantern staring him
in the face. But where was he? He
shifted his eyes, straining to pene-
trate the gloom.” Ahead of him just
beyond the lght there was a black
wall. He could not move his bead,
but he saw where that same wall
closed in on ‘the left. He tarned b|-|
gaze upward, and it ended with that |
same imprisoning barrier of rock. |
Then he looked down, and the cry of |
horror that” rose in his throat dled fn '
& muffled groan. The light fell dimly
on a sack—two of them—three—a
tightly packed wall of them.

He knew now what had happened.
He was jmprisoned in the coyote, and
the sacks about him were filled with
powder. -He was sitting on something
hard—a box—ffty pounds of dynamite. |
The cold sweat stood out in beads on
his face, glistening in the lantern glow.
From between his feet & thin, white,
ghostly line ran out until it lost itself
in the blackness under the lantern. It
was the fuse, leading to the box of dy-
namite on which he was sitting.

Madly he struggled at the thongs
that bound him until he sank exhaust-
ed against the row of powder sacks at
bis back. Llke words of fire the last
warning of Meleese burned in his
brain, “You must go tomorrow—tomor-
row—or they will kill yon!" And this
was the way fn which he was to die.
There flamed before his eyes the terri-
ble spectacle which he had witnessed a
few hours before—the holocaust of fire
and smoke and thunder that had dis-
rupted a mountain, a chaos of writh-
Ing, twisting fury, and in that moment
his heart seemed to cease its beating.

He closed his eyes and tried to asim
bimself, . Was it possible that there
lived men so filendish as to condemn
him to this sort of death? Why had
not his enemies killed ‘him out among
the rocks? That would bave ‘been
easier, quicker, less troubl Why
did théy wish to torture him? What
terrible thing had he done?.. Was he
-mad; mad, and this all & terrible night-
mare, a raving and unreal contortion
of things in his brain? In this bour &
death question after question raced
through his bead, and he answered no
one of them. He sat still for a time,
scarcely breathing. - There was no
sound save the beating’ of his own
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gaze rell on the little yellow tongue of
flame in the lantern globe. It was not
the steady, unwinking eye of a few
minutes before. There was a sputter-
ing weakness abont it now. and as be
watched the light grew falnter and
falnter.. The flame w%s going out. A
few minutes more and be would be in
darkpess. At first the significance of
it did not come to him. Then bhe
straightened himself with a jerk that
tightened the thong about his veck un-
til it choked Wm. Hours must have
passed since the lantern had been piac-
ed on that rock, else the oil would not
be bdrned out of it now.

For the first time Howland reallzed
that it was becoming more and more
difficult for him to get breath. The
thing about his neck was tighteulng
slowly, inexorably, like a hot band of
steel, and suddenly, because of this
tightening, he found that be had re-
covered his voice.

“This rawhide is pinching my. Ad-
am's apple”—

Whatever had been about his mouth
bhad slipped down, and his words sound-

| ed hollow and choking in the rock

bound chamber. He tried to raise bis
voice in a shout, though he knew how

futile his loudest shrieks would  be. .

The effort choked him more. His suf-
fering was becoming excruciating.
Bharp pains darted like redhot needles
through his lmbs, his back tortured
him, and bis head ached as thought a
kpife bad cleft the base of his skull
The strength of his limbs was leav-
ing bim. He no longer felt any sepsa-
tion in his cramped feet. He meas-
ured the paralysis creeping up his legs
inch by inch, driving the sharp pains
before it, and then a groan of borror
rose to his lips. ¢

The light had gone out.,

As If that dying of the little yellow
flame were the signal for his death,
there came to his ears a sharp hissing
sound; a spark leaped up into the
blackness before his eyes, and a slow,
creeping glow came toward him over
the ruck at his feet.

The hour, the minute, the second,
bad come, and MacDonald had press-
ed the little white button that was to
send him into eternity. [le did not
eryout now. He knew that the end was
very near, and in its nearness be found
new strength. Once he had seen a
man walk to his death on the scaffold,
and as the condemned had spoken his
last farewell, with the noose about his
neck, bhe had marveled at the clearness
of bis voice; at the fenrlessness of this
creature in his Iast moment ou earth,

Now he understood. Inely by Inch
the fuse burned toward him—a ffth
of the distance, a quarfer, now a third
At last it renched a half—wus alwost
under his feet. Two minutes more of
‘life. He put his whole strength ouce
again in an attempt to free his hands
This time his attempt. was cool, steady,
masterful, with death 100 seconds
away. His heart gave a sudden burst:
ing leap into his throat when he felt
something give, Another effort, and
in the powder choked vault there rang

out & thrilling ery of triumpbh. His
hands were free. He reached forward
to the fuse, and this time a moaning,
wordless sob fell from him, falnt, ter-
rifying, with all the hogyor that might
fll & buman soul in its Inarticulate
note, He could not reach the fuse be-
cause of the thong about his neck.
He feit for his knife. He bad left it
in his room. Sixty secopds more—
forty~tbirty! He could see the flery
end of the fuse almost at his feet. 8ud-
denly his groping fingers came in con-
tact with the cold steel of his pocket
revolver, and with a last hope he
snatched it forth, stretching down his
pistol arm until the muzzle of the
weapon was within a dozen inches of
the deadly spark. At his Grst shot the
spark leaped. but did not go out. After
second there was no louger the
flery, creeping thing on the floor, and

he worked a hand Ioto his trousers

pocket, where be carried a y e.

% :
torn In a cdnvulsion of grief and ter-

' and agaln.

tuen pe 1aughed happily as he beard
the sound more distinctly. It was the
beating of picks on the rock outside.
Already MacDonald’'s men were at
work clearing the mouth of the coyote.
In balf an hour he would be out in
the big, breathing world again.

The thought brought him to his feet.
The numbness was gone from his
limbs and he could walk about, His
first move was to strike a match and
look at his watch.

“Half past 10!

He spoke the words aloud, thinking
of Meleese. In an hour and a balf be
was to meet her on the trall. Would
he be released in time to keep the
tryst? How should be explain his im-
prisoument in the coyote so that he
could leave MacDonald without further
loss of time? As the sound of the
picks came npearer his brain began
working faster. If he could only evade
explanations until morning and thean
reveal the whole dastardly business to
MacDonald! There would be time then

for those explanatious, for the running-.

down of his murderous ussatlants, and
meanwhile be would be able to keep
his appointment with Meleexse.

He was not long in fioding & way In
which thls scheme could be worked,
and, gathering up the severed ropes
and rawhide, he couceanled them be-
tween two of the powder sacks so that
those who entered the coyote would
discover no signs of his terrible Im-
prisonment. Close to the mouth of the
tunnel there was a black rent in the
wall of rock wade by a bursting charge
of dynamite in which he could conceal
bimself. When the meu were busy
examining the broken fuse be would
step out and join them. It would look
as though he bnd crawled through the
tunnel after them.

Half an hour later a mass of rock
rolled down close to his feet, and a
few momeuts after he saw a shadowy
human form crawling through the hole
it bad left. A second followed, and
then a third, and the first voice he
heard was that of MacDonald.

“Give us the lantern, Bucky,” he eall-
ed back, and a gleam of light shot into
the black chamber. The men walked
cautiously toward the fuse, and How-
land saw the little superintendent fall
on his knees. As quietly as a cat
Howland worked himself to the en-
trance and made a clatter among the
rocks. It was he who responded to the
voice.

“What's up. MacDonald?”

He coolly jolned the Ilttle group.
MacDonald looked up. and when be
saw the new chief bending over him
his eyes stared in unbounded wonder.

“Howland!” he gasped,

It was all be sald. but in that one
word and In the strunge excitement in
the superintendent's face Howland
read that which made him turn quick-
ly to the men, giving them his first
commund as generul in chief of the
road that was golng to the bay.

“Get ont of the coyote, hoys,” he
sald. “We won't do anything more
untl 'morning.”

To MacDonnld as the men went out
ahbead of them he added In n low volce:

“Guard the entranee to this tunnel
with half a dozen of your hest men to-
night, MacDonald 1 know things
which will lead me to Investigate this
tomorrow. I'm going to leuve you am
soon as 1 get outwide. RNpredd the re-
port _that It was simply _a_bad fuse.
Understand?”

' He crawled out nhead of the superin-
tendent, and before MacDonald bad
emerged from the coyote he had al
ready lost nimself in the starlit gloom
of the night and was hastening to bis

tryst with the beautiful girl, who, be
belleved, would reveal to bim at least
& part of one of the sirangest and most
diabolical plots that had ever originat-
ed 1o the brain of map.

CHAPTER VIIL

THE TRYST, "
still lacked nearly an hou:
of the appointed time when
Howland came to the seciud-
ed spot In the trall where
was to meet Meleese. Concealed in
the deep shadows of the bushes be
seated himself on the end of a fallen
spruce and loaded bis pipe, taking care
to light It with tbe flare of the match

biddeo iu the hollow of his hands.
His blood was tingling at fever beat
in bis desire for vengeance for the
punish of the flends who
bhad attempted to blow him to atoms,
and yet at the same time there was no
bitterness in him toward the girl. He
was sure that she was an uowilling
factor in the plot and that she was
doing all In her power 10 save him. At
the same time he began to realize that
he should no longer be influenced by
ber pleadi He bad pr d—in re-
turn for her confidence this night—to
leave ished those wholn- she

It took him a long time 10 saw through
the rawhide thoog about bis neck.
After that he cut the rope that bound
his ankiles.

sooner bad be guined his feet than
bis paralyzed Hmbs gave way under
bim and he dropped ju a beap on the
Very slowly the blood began
its way through his choked
again, and with the change there
over bim a feeling of infnife
He

bis face turned

realizing only
be bad
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wished to shield. He would take back
that promise. Before she ted aoy:
thing to him be would warn ber that
be was determined to discover those
who bad twice sought to kill bim.

It was pearly midnight when be
looked at his watch again. Was it

be| beside her. Howland's back was to

-the girl's white face as she stood in

i

ror that startled him.

“You will go?" she sobbed again
“You will go-you will
go"—

He rao his fingers through her soft
bair, crushing bis face close to hers.

“No: 1 am not golng. dear.” he re-
plied ‘1n a low, firm volce, “not after
what happened tooight.”

She drew awny from him as quickly
as if he bad struck her, freelog her
self even from the touch of his hands

“l beard what happened an hour
ago.” she sald, ber voice choking her,
“lI ‘overheard them talking.” S8he
struggled bard (o control herself.
“You must leave the carup tonight.”

In the gloom she saw Fowland's
teeth gleaming. There was no fear
in bis smile. He laughed geotly down
into ber eyes as he took her face be-
tween his haods again.

“I want to take back the promive
that I gave you lant night, Melrese
I want to give you a chance to wam
any whom you may wish to warn. I
shall not return into the south. From
this hour begins the hunt for the cow-
ardly devils who have tried to marder
me. Before dawn every man on the
Wekusko will be In the search, and 1f
we find them there shall be no mercy.
Will you belp me, or''—

8he struck bis hande from her face
springing back before he had finished.
He saw a sudden change of expression.
Her lips grew tense and firm. From
the death whiteness of ber face-there
faded slowly away the look of soft
pleading, the quivering lnes of fear.
There was a strangeness in- her volce
‘when she spoke—something of the hard
determination which Howland had put
in'his own, and yet the tone of it lack-
ed his gentleness and love.

“Will you please tell me the time?”

The question was almost startling.
Howland beld the dial of his watch to
the light of the stars.

“It is a quarter past midnight.”

The faintest shadow of a smile pass-
ed over the girl's lips.

“Are you ceértain that your watch s
not fast?’ she asked.

In speechless bewllderment Howland
stared at her, .

“Because it will mean a great deal to
you and to me if it is not a quarter
past midnight” continued Meleese, a
growing glow in ber eyes. Suddenly
she approached him and put both of
her warm hands to his face, holding
down his arms with ber own, . “Lis-
ten,” she whispered. “Is there noth-
ing — nothing that will make you
change your purpose, that will take
you back into the south—tonight?"

The nearness of the sweet face, the
gentle touch of the girl's hands, the
soft breath of ber lips, sent a madden-
ing impulse tbrough Howland to sur
render everything to her. For ab in
stant he wavered.

“There might be one, just one, thing
that would take me away tonight,”
bhe replied, his voice tr ling with

"“Goodby, * 'he uewru  DOr  Dreathe
“Guodby, guodby*— 2
He strugiied to cry out s she lows
ered his bead back on'the snow, to
free his bands. to hold her with him,
but be saw ber face only once more
bending over him, felt the warm pres-
sare of Ler lips to his forehead, and
then again he conld hear her footsteps
burrying away through the forest.
That Meleese loved tim, that she had
taken his bead io' her arms and had
kissed bim, was the oue consuming
thought in Howland's braln for many
minutes after sbe had left him bound
and gagged oo the snow. That she had
made no effort 10 free bim did not at
first strike him as pigoificant,  He still
felt the sweet, warm touch of her lips,
the pressure of ter arms, the smother-
It was not

a full consciousness of the mysterious
t that bad bappened. He beard
of all the creaking of a toboggan
on the hard crust, then' the pattering
of dogs' feet and after that the volces
of men. The mounds stopped on the
trall a dozen feet away from him.

With a strange theill he recoguized
Crolsset's volce.

“You must be sure that you mnke
no mistake,” be heard the half breed
say. “Go to the warerfall ar the head
of thelake and heave down & big rock
where the ice.ls upep.and the water
bolling. Track up the spow with a
pair of M'sear Howlaud's bigh heeled
boots and leave his hat tangled in the
bushes. Thep tell the superintendent
that be stepped on the stone and thet
It ‘rolled down dnd tdppled him into
the chasm. They could never nd his
body. -and, they , will send down for &
new engineer In place of tbe lowr
monsieur.” ’ g

" Stupefied with horror, Howland

the great love that thrilled him. *For
you, Meleeséd, 1 would give up every-
thing—ambition, fortune, the bullding
of this road. If 1 go tonight will you
go with me? WIill you promise to be
my wife when we reach Le Pas?T’

A look of ineffable tenderness came
into the beautiful eygs 50 near to his
own.

“That is impossible. You will rnot
love me when you know what I am
what I have done”—

He stopped her,

“Have you done wrong, & great
wrong?’

For a moment ber faltered,
then bésitatingly there fell from her
Nps: “I—don't~know, I believe I have.
But it's pot that—it's not thet.”

“Do you mean that—that I have no
right to tell you 1 love you?” be ask-
¢d.;“Do-you mean that it is wrong'
for you to listen to me? I-I-—teok it
for granted that you were a girl—
that"— .

“No, mo; 1t is not that!” she cried
quickly, catching bis meaning. “It is
Dot wrong for you to love me.” Bod-
denly she asked again, “Will you

tell me what time it is~now?"

He looked again.

“Twenty-five mioutes after mid-
night.”

“Let us go farther up the trafl,” she
whispered. “I am afrald bere.”

Bhe led the way, passing swiftly be-
yond the path that brancbed out to
big cabin. Two bundred yards beyond
this & tree bad fallen on the edge of
the trail, and. seating herself on it
Meleese motioned for him to sit down

the thick bushes bebind them. He
looked at the girl. but she ad turned
awsy her face. Soddenly sbe sprasg
::n the log and stood in front of

“Now.” she cried: “now!” And st
that sigonl Howland's arms were sels-
#d from behind, and in another {nstant
Be was struggling feebly in the grip of
powerful arms which bad fastened
themselves about him Yke wire cable,
and the cry that rose to his lips was.
throttied by a band over his mouth’
For an instant he canght a gimpse of

the trail; then strong hends pulled him
back, while others bound his wrists
and still others beld his legs. Every-
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strained his ears to cateh the rest of

the cold blooded scheme which he was

overhearing, but the volces grew low-

er, and he understood no more that
sald
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were twisting through the most open
places in the forests. and that the
play of tbe polar lights was vever over
his left shoulder or his right, but al
‘ways fo bis face, @
They had traveled for several hours

od bis own. The dogs fell In a panting
p on the snow, und while they
were resting the balf breed relleved his
prisoner of the soft buckskin that bad
been used As 8 gag
“It will be perfectly safe for you tn
talk now. m'seur, and to shout as loud:
ly as you please,” he sald. “After |
have looked into your pockets | will
free your hands so that yon can smolse.

too, eh? And that lylog gief"~

The smile left Crolsset’s face.

“Do you mean Melesse, M'seur How-
dand?™

Crolsset leaned down with his black
ayes gleaming Hke coals. 2
*“Do you koow what: 1, woyd deif L

was her. m'seur?” he sald in & low |

voice and yet ove Glied with a threst
which stilled the words of passion
which the engineer was on the point of
uttering. Lo you kisow what | would
do? 1 would kil you—kill you inch by
tnch—torture you. That i what ¥
wouid do.” ayalt *

“Kor Uod's sake, Croleset, tell .ame.

“I'here 1s 4 mistike, Crofsser. 1 am
mot the minn they want to&din.”
(Crowset win aiiling st bim again
wamoke — nnd. think, m'seur. It is
tmposstbie for me to tell you why yod
should he dead. but yon ought to know
unless your memory ts whorter than 4
chiid’s *
S o e i rrn )
At the
Bbe-1 w
Whant sboy, - vope w1y,
them, I(,nh',.ku‘.' v

% y Pestrrandial, :

"The Quut bewti o o oup sew. the
@ood Iady of the touse potlerivg nbout
ih the garden, wo he upproaciied her on
the subject of alms " And where have
you been, and how do yon live?” she
asked.

“Well, ma‘am, I've been all over the
world—Europe, Axlit, Africa, Amerien—~
and have had a nioxt varied experience
1h the chase of the elusive meal.”

“Then, my man, yon should have an
ipteresting story to tell.”

“Quite right. ma'am, but | am ensen:
tially an after dinner speaker.” —Sport:
ing Times.

e

In the Future,
“Dear father, what Is that queer thing
1 #e¢ s0 far below?™
“That is the earth, my little child,
1 was born, you know.”

“And is the earth Inhabited
mortals

By any now "
“A few rethain, my child, 1 think,
‘Who still pursue the plow.

“We'll fiy down there some day to see
That planet out of date.

But get your books together, dear.
"Tis nearly half past eight.

“I think I hear the school bell ring,
80 now fiit off to Mars

4nd do be sure you linger not
Te play among the stars.”

~Judge's Library.

As She Read It
“It appears strange to me that poli-
tics and the drama shouid be so closely

allled,” remarked Mrs. Winks, who |’

was casually interested in the latter | [

subject. .

“How so?" inquired her husband, for-
getting momentarily his determination
10 avold ell chance for argument.

“Why. I notice in a London article
in this newspaper a reference to the

. ¢hanticleer of the exchequer,” she ex-
plained.—Buffalo Express.

Optimism.
The wind is wild upon the barren moor,
The janitor is stingy with the steam,
The fun one gets upon the links Is poor,
But not a fly is dropping In the eream.

The morning &p has ceased to be a thing
That one approaches with a look of

cheer,
The robin’s gone, the lark has ceased to
aing:
But, gee, the buckwheat cakes are good
this year!
~f8. B Kiser in Chicage Record-He.ald.

5 He Got It

Suddenly the little boy who was en-
fertaining the caller while bis mother
was dressing to come down bhegan to
weep bitterly.

“What s the matter, dearle?” sooth-
fngly asked the lady.

“I peed just u d-dime,” he sobbed.
“to £-ill my bank wo's I c-can open it
snd mammu w-won't give it to me!”~
Chicago Tribune.

_ e ———
The Chrysanthemum,

sy
Which unto fancy must recall
A splendid scrambled parasol.
It flaunts above the autumn scene
With perfume that's a cross

[Oflliolll”. imi t

“eruificate of Dissolu
nzol;'w&.ua(tlio Itco of 3 !
lina, dﬁ-nhy certify 'hat the sald
rati did the )

ba
this 2ist day o
(voal)

LIVES OF CHRISTIAN MINIST!
This book, entitled as
contains over 200 memoirs
isters in the Christian C
with historical references.
interesting volume—nicely prim
ed and bound, Price per ¢
cloth, $2.00; gilt top, $2.60,
mail 20c extra. Orders may
sent to ! SRS
P.J. KERNODLE,
1012 E. Marshall St.;

Orders may be leftat thisc

A drug store and a motorear
When ofl and gas commingled are,
And yet we love the sturdy grace
They seem to bring into each place
They make a Jovial, happy crowd,
Where botany laughs out aloud.
iy
Too Much Grief,
“Then the wedding wasn't altogether
& siccens 7 i
“No: the groom's'mother cried louder
“than the Lride’s morher. 1t wid ¢on-
sidered vers bad tiwte."—Loulsville
Courjer-Journal,

Doubt.
* Bhe gave me a smile.

‘Twas too cordial by nalf,
Bl [ treasured it while
She gave me a smile.
Though it seemed to begulle.

1 fear ‘twas a laugh.

Bhe gave me a smile.

"Twas (00 eordial Ly half.
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’ FPutlle, a4

“It Is annnylng to walt fof & teain
that's late.” ’

“Yén, und It Is even more annoying
0 walt for a train rhat was discon-
tinued the week before.”—Washington
Herald

Luxuries,
Kindly Inform us,
Magnates enormous,
people who spend & great deal,
Which 1s the worse
Drain on the pume,
A prodigal son or an sutomoblle?
~Newark News,

. 84ilk Faney Free.

Jack (fo friend back from vaeation)
~Well. old wmn, bow did you make
qut among the symuer girls?

Tom—I'm 0o’ photographer, but |
got a lot of nexatives.—Huston’ Trap-
script.

When ‘Scisnce Rulés the Toast.
They pledged the maids of flashing eye,
They toasted king and crown,
And each mdn raised the tablet high
And gulped the spirtts down
~<Cleveland. Plain Deater.
Natural Philosophy.
“You tell u tree by s fruity, don't
your”
“Yes.” i ¥
“Then bow iy It that well water can
Mmake people sick?’—Baltimore Amerk
“ e .

B

An Epitaph.
The oniy-reason

P Ye"'Must ave Been,
- “Baw.a 'whn order $30' worth of ham
and exge yon 7 C Lt ol

. *I've | that old e A
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