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OLD-FASHIONED ROSES, =
BY JAMES WHITOOMB RBILEY.
They ain't no style about "em ; ,
And they're sorter pale and faded ;
Yit the doorway here without 'em «
Would be lonesomer, and shaded
With & good "eal acker shadder
Than the mornin’ glories makes,
And the sunshine would look sadder,
For their good old-fashioned sakes.
1 like "em "cause they kind o
Sorter makes a feller like 'em;
And I tell you when you find a
Bunch out whur the sun can strike ’em
It alwus sets me thinkin’
©' the ones "at used to grow -
And peek in through the chinkin’
O’ the cabin, don’t you know.
And then I think o' mother,
And how she used to love ’em, Sl
When they wuzn't any.other, .
"Liess they found 'em up'above 'em! '
And Ker eyes, afore she shut em,
with a smile, and said
‘We must pluck & bunch and put’em ‘
In her Band when she wasdead. "~ = -
But as I wuz a-sayin’, :
They ain’t no style about ’em
“Very gsudy or displayin’,
But I wounldn't be withotut "em,
'Cause I'm happier in these posies
And the hollyhawks and sich
Than the hummin’ bird 'at noses
In the roses of the rich.

MARTYR TO HIS 'PRIHCIPL!B.
Father Keller, Who is in Prison for Assisting
. - the Poor and the Oppressed.

Until the middle of March last .Father
Daniel Keller, while one of the oldest
priests of the south of Ireland, and within
his district one of thé ‘most  popular,
was not known to the world at large.
There are so many priests like him who |
do their duty faithfully that the indi-
vidual is lost in the class. He was the
parish priest at Youghal, county Cork.
Youghal is one of the parishes of the
Ponsonby estate, which extends over
three parishes in the county, namely,
Killeagh, Inch, and Youghal. It is a
smart village on the Bay of Youghal, and
the terminus of a line of railroad from
Cork. - _

Father Keller has been unable, as he
expressed it, to remain silent and inactive
when he saw the poor and the weak fﬁé
pressed by the rich and the strong. '

. tenants of the Pongonby estate were rack-

. rented. - Father..Kgller had joined with
Father E. M_u.rpl:;y,' L illeagh, in support-
ing the.action o ROCKS in adopltl_iu;ﬁ

1 oadl pﬂgn’w

the Irish League p ;
was simply to pay to theiygasurer of the
league such rent as the’league experts

said should be paid, leaving the league to
settle with the agents of the estate.

Father Keller acted as treasurer for
the tenants. For this he was arrested on
March 18 and taken to Dublin by the way
of Cork. The news of his t preceded
him.. He was met at the station in Cork
by an immense throng of people, includ-
ing the mayor and muniecipal council
The mayor presented him with an ad-
dress, wﬁﬂe the crowd -cheered enthu-
siastically. A like demonstration was
made at ever{ station along the line to
Dublin. Archbishop Croke, who made
an address at Thurles, voiced the senti-
ment of the people when he said to the
arrested priest “You represent two
great principles—oppositioh to unjust
action in regard to rent, and fidelity to

- the confidences of your flock.”

At the Dublin station the police were
abliged to get out of the way, the crowd
made such a determined onslaught, and
the prisoner was lifted up and carried to
the lord mayor's carriage, which was in
waiting, an({ he was then conveyed tothe
Royal %:[otel, where the lord mayor also
made an address.

Next day he was taken before Judge
Boyd, of the Bankruptcy Court. When

.- he faced the judge and was asked to tes-
tifyin certain matters relating to him and
his flock, Father Keller refused to do so
on the ground that he would be betraying

confidences. - ,
.« Thereupon Father Keller was commit-
ted to Kilmainham for contempt of court.
His was a remarkable v%'n'urmaidfrom court
to jail.® Archbishop Walsh, Lord Mayor
Sullivan and Mr. Timothy Harrington,
M. P., accompanied the priest to the jail
bl The crowd in the street unharnessed the
£y horses and drew the carg‘;%es themselves,
singm%as they went, * Save Ireland”
and “We'll Hang Judge Boyd on a Sour

: Apple Tree.” ; :

% he priest was worthy of the honors

thrust upon him, for he was singularl
modest and unassuming through it nlf
In the jail he does not occupy an ordi-
nary cell, but a small cell which is pro-
vided with a fire and is more eomfortable.
He is afirst-class misdemeanant, and will
be allowed to provide his own food and
such articles of furniture as he. r de-
sire, and to haye a servant. He not
be re%uired to wear the prison dress (al-
though the rule is that misdemeanants
shall wear it); nor ‘will he ‘have fo per-
form L.t:isamo lsbor, and -special privi-
leges mAy under the prison rules be al-
lowed him by the vl__p‘lpi_.hgboudif they
think it can done without risk to the
discipline of the prison. ‘He i allowed
to have two hours’ exercise in the day,’
and will not associate with criminals.

Not Quite Alike.

‘_?‘.'r_-';"' = B S ey
T L

“‘Good morning, Mrs. O’Raherty. Where
e have you been so early 7’ = .
e ' “Faith, an’ I've jist come from the bornin’,
43 down at Mrs. Murphy's.”
. “Ah! A new baby there?”
= “Two, faith. Bhe has two twins, and they
e be so near aloike that ye couldn’t tell one
[ & . ﬁgghe other to save yer loife.” P
g ‘Boys or girls?”’ _
Rl “One’s a and the other's a girrul."’—
e : Kentucky State Journal. '
n_.ﬁ!., ' .. L Not ao‘vm Dreadfal. -
e Mrs. Bardonicus—I see here in the paper
i that many poor children have to go bare*
b footed in the winter. I think that's dread-
] b = don't you? .

cus—I wish you'd just tell me
barefooted in the winter
: .| sure the wotk only needs fair and impartial

L 1] r
aza Fx b

when you ever went
time? - 4

e T
“In;uarimﬂ&ain'thew ' £ erday,’

next-door ni T, '
7 *Yes; it is a shame, too. Now, my .
dear a_hha::'ﬁ_comins ouf s0 I

. | man with a.very
Hardly

! jﬂio'lh_:ko’_p Revenge.’”

| amused me to trace fhe line at which. his
{ wrinkled forehead ended and the skinny

- sia reimedies on his desk. He touched the

I had followed close upon his heels from the
outer office, replied: “A very slim young

stotut manuscript.””” t
. relishing this pithy sarcasm,
a disagreeable, introspective - man-
ner. Then I stepped up briskly to the pub-
lisher's desk, and laying down a parcel, said:
““This is thefirst part of a historical romance

smoothness began. Ii amused me, also, to
_see a teaspoon and sundry bottles of dyspep-

ménuseript nervously, made deep furrows of
distress all across that aeami;dorehead,' ad, and
in a beseeching, fretful tone said:

“Really, I—I don’t know what to—what
to do with it.” '

“Read it apd then publish it,”’ I answered
promptly and cheerfully.”

Mr. Pennington looked thoroughly miser-
‘able ad indicgting the unfleasant familiar he
said: “The reading i§ Wéne by Mr. Bell,”
and then put the manus¢ript into his hands.
‘“But, really, young man,” he continue
‘‘you ought to be at better work than#
making.  It'sa vice.” i
Laughing .‘outright, I said:
ha8 to write 'em.” ¥
“But everybody writes ’em,” said Penning-
ton; “‘that’s the trouble. How old areyou?"’ |
“Twenty-two. Name, Nelson Floyd.”
“Pity I’ he exclaimed softly; and gave a
nod in my direction and went on with his
letter writing. Taking this for a publisher’s
polite dismissal, T walked out. Passing
Bell at his desk I scowled at his back cranial
development and noted that it was particu-
larly fanlty.

Ned Russell, my chum, admirer and good;
friend was waiting on the stairs. Ned was
twenty-one, had very small means and &
very large faculty for friendship. On:®
arrival in New York, just a year befor;
fresh from college, he had heartily sup-
ported me in the opinion that a book—a
great book, ‘“a stunning book,” as he
phrased it, would be'my only fit introduction
to fame .and fortune. Ned had smoked
away many hours beside my desk in rever
ential silence, and his opinions were certainly
delightful. What cameshort of impressing
him as “wonderful” or ‘‘dramatic and
geucadly touching” made him shake his
head, loek very solemn, take out his pipe
and ejaculate; ‘“Deep, by George! :Nelse,
that's deep—profound.”

Well, there outside stood Ned, all excite-
ment, hope and fidelity. 1 told him of the
fidgety, uncomfortable publisher, and then I
described Bell, the clerk, his averted eyes
and dark face. Ned's own frank counten-
ance flushed with interest and anxiety, and
he formed a conclusion at once.

“That fellow's a sneak—a sneak and a
scamp. Look out for him, old chappy.
Now strike while the iron’s hot and polish
off the second vol.”” Ned had a mercantile
fashion of usingabbreviations. “T'll sit by,”
he added cheerfully, “while you twistify
that political plot and bring the cardinal up
with a round turn in the end.”

Sit by he did, every evening, in a sort of
enthusiastic hush, and at last, after six
weeks, he could exclaim, throwing up his
hat and deftly catchingit: “Vol. two done.
Hurrah!” Ned insisted upon carrying the
precious parcel in his own hands, only de-
livering it over to me at the threshold of
Pennington’s outer office. As I passed Bell
his head was leaning on his hand, and
hardly glancing up; he made me what Ned,
observing from the hallway, designated as a
“sneaking, hang-dog sort of a bow."

“The second volume of ‘The Duke's Re-
venge,’” said I to Mr. Pennington, holding
out the bulky roll.

His forehead amused me more than ever.
It wrinkled up like a piece of crape as he
stammered :

“Ye—ye—yes, but—yon see, the first part
has been read and it’s of no use-no use at
all. T1l try to tell you why. Many faults
in writing may be, under proper criticism,
quickly atoned: butsyour work is crude, and
crudity c¢an be ovércome only by years of
hard experience. Here, Bell, bring that first

’*"- Bell came softly and laid the first in-
stallment of manuscript on the désk beside
the second. ‘““You can't understand me,”
Pennington went on, looking the picture of
woe, ‘‘because,”” and drew a deep sigh,
“becauseé you are crude, too,” and he added
deliberately, with marked -emphasis, “A
very crude young man.'"

“Then there's no chance for the book?"” I
asked, trying to keep a steady voice.

He glanced up. I must have looked very
beyish, “for I was beardless and slim, and
had & mobile, eager face. He slowly shook
hishead. . = : %

‘Just then T saw there was another person
in the room, a young girl ; a school girl, she
seemed, with long braids of fair hair hanging
to her waist, and a childish face with childish
blue eyes. With that second self, that other
_consciousness which ¢an be busy over trifles
when the everyday facultieg are absorbed by
some great perplexity, I took note of her

Pennington:

‘ ‘Somebddy

while I asked of Mr.

““Won't you give- my book your personal
attention 7"’ :
-“Bless me " Pennington exclaimed, fresh-

ening up with . “Why you—yon,
to know ing about the rules of
publishing houses.”

“Well;” Tdrged with emphasis, “I am

. think so. If

have a Msoon,5!
; Vlin—OWL:;!yr :

:

H ,4 '
| L
Mr. Pennington was & bald man. It |

seems not quite pleased

vol. one 7’
“Y&“

"

e

“Mr. Bell,”” said Penni

fretful when

‘the second
beside it.

glad to use
“1 can’t

y
copy of a si

for _thﬁ.t prétense), and
in, then
manuscript is h

“Let me

my
day
hnrt"l!y any one came in."

- glance;

Bell, of remember the day,

18. |
“We issue a

sible for rejected manusecri
yours turns u

Ned R
and tried to comfort me by
Bell in the o street

were invariably returned.

;nd sun S0
er capacious
on the stairs.

the standard b
ployment that

of an excellent overcoat,

anuary the last

had vanished, and one

F:;ont of the par

te a
fairly in the back.

vicious way,

e

the child vocifi
kind:
didn’t.”

@ "

nare and

I caught

ha

fiendish delight in trampling down genius.” -

ume.” I couldn't bring myself to repeat to | s
a stanch fgdmir_crthapubmn&mkaﬂ- »‘

T Uty phowd Hah ! ‘extlaimed N

. “Ain't pl ? " jext d_Ned,
with friendly violence, *‘didn’t tha
downcast-looking cur, that Bell,

~“#That's it,” sdid Ned; “ghat's ju;t what's |
the matter.” Theinelegance and inaccuracy
of my friend’s speech I always pardoned

view of its hearty good nature. “Now," he
went on, “‘you carry thatm s (he pronounced
the letters separately), Nelse, to a publisher,

answered, “it wasn't just' st
band the day I had leisure and— Well, well,
it'squite useless. Mr. Bell found the first
pu't'pn.nvaﬂabla. but—but—come in to-mor-

TroOw. 3
To-morrow, accordingly, T'came.

ke to th
m—‘?‘ﬁid yomp this young man’s many-

“No,” answered “the day he brought
I lu%e first gﬁ yomgguk‘
ve npt seén either sinee.” 1
“You don’t mean tosay’’—and I was rather
3 ty toward Bel_l—“you-‘don't
mean to sa at my book is lost?
d it,”' Bell replied. ‘““Haven't

His wondering eyes dwelt'on me for a mo-
ment with a show of symBaﬂ:y_' 511[
0 88

Aftér I'd sold my seal ring I did come in

in, and vet , after va-
Tious other trinkets had gone to keep it com-
pany, until at last one day Bell declared: '

opelessly lost.”

wve access to this office?™

I asked, with stern meaning. '

e, i see,” Bdt-.‘o answered, and I fe& :

was trying appear unconscious
searching “ion that

which . I happen to remember well,

“Yes,” ~Pennington added, speaking to

daeughter was here and”— He stopped

denly, coughed and scrawled a line in the
leg:)elt-hbefore hil:g, ;;llﬂlle I ﬁaid to m
‘" e pretty schoolgirl is his
Bell seemed agitated, and if ever
writiten on a man’s countenance

nted notice,” explained
Pennington, * ngthat we are notxp

we'll send it to you."”
dro;;{red in as usual that night

left me $5, which I knew he would have to
save out of his frugal lunches far.a month to
e

eome.
Well, I tried writing stories,. poems and
squibs for the papers, and these productions

suit and other garments all melted away,
gradually converted into two meals a day
Xry to my landlady, who wi
used to bar m
all this stress I th tth;‘zl wering
never thought of lo

which I measured the em-
could accept.
ing from pride, sensitiveness and all those

mental which, in turn, spring from
a misapprehension of the value of a unitin
theuniverse. Inshort, | was a well-educated
{l;mng ntleman, who finds getting on in

e world very different from getting on in
his college m."

The winter set in -pnrticulul severe, and
my Hebrew banker, after lou

with a desperate, suici gest
§if you four do on dot old
i 'Oiilt I t

ni wen r-
Yess to bed. _ In the moming, aﬁﬁ%
hungry and very cold, I wand out into
the streets. There was snow on the ground,
and I walked briskly across a gmall up town

k, buttoning up a thin frock coat. Pass-

here were boys at
all ab(t::lut.,lno I nevekr looked around. %:i;
resen was struck again in a particular
v y right on the neck, and
wheeled about sharply to see what small
might be the culprit. To my surprise
ty rascal seemed to have been already
captured and that by a young girl who was

) ou na thi has
forbidden ;'og to th.?ggtymowm]s&hﬂe
erated, after the manner of his
“I didn’t hit him, Pussy; I didn’t, I

Just then the door of a large house
opened, there mgna-m

LI -
near, not because of them,
B | ) inthefnhm%rofmymnmm

, the publisher.
““Have I—haven't I—at least I believe I

-

| in

that's got a decent reader. SBya .t '.
. .“But,” I answered, *I.haven’t’ another
gio?%mdﬁhe scrawl was
Ned went to his I ;went
e
wilial % hich
my %}Eea‘mil t :oma- :
: about the sorts of |
consonant with-a young gentieman’s’
preserited myself st Pen-
i “Have yon read the

y gnildly
y per--

hated him
“Comeé in

particular

too, because m
sud.
¢
dﬂ m_n
fu‘:\'lﬁ. were
read it in

respon-
However, if

offering to insult
The poor fellow

Ned's 85, a dress

I was suffer-

deprecation
had nnno‘trlzl‘ce(%
ure: *

t” By

money

snowball hit me

bo,
the

where’'s the

these words and
but because

ved | room. Al

into th o Jon )
came € room,.
hand and demurely lpo

¥ be but
who ever found a ¢ for love? hile life
lasts; when 1 i‘im?iu .Erown & trembling,
gray old man, so Ishall see her always—so
in the morning s coming toward me
slowly, , then ookm;.ng_ with- s
bngh smile. - And after this world's sights
and sounds are over 11l ask no fairer vision
:h;lnthedeu_ &u.m.i toyuﬂmamhm
n, no So ne Warm

hepe, suchpmumuyy as woke that da;ﬁn my
boyi hmi:sof

wee dreamy unrest passed b
before 1 dared to t-bink{)f-pmhing an .g
quaintance at the publishier’s house. There
was no matron to encounter to be sure, for
Mr. Pennington was a widower, but one
among the big army of little men down
town. I had lost my sense of im-
portance. Yet there was Pussy's smile there
were Pussy’s eyes and Pussy’'sshining braids
of hair; so somehow one evening, armed
with a business question for the father, I
boldly rang the bell and asked for Miss Pen-

She came into the
anderstanding of the situation by sayi

or A proper gravity, “I'm 50, 80eTY PEPS
ut. % J :
Before I went awdy that eveni

very dis-

reetly, early, if you please, and
[ were ::ZHAIEX friends. Bhie was eighteen
vears old: her name was “But
yvou see,” she explained, ‘‘they began by
:nllinq me Pussy, thinking I'd grow up to |
the solemn Prisc

up, much so0."” {

is Pussy still.” I finished out 1
the phrase for her.
‘“Ye-yes,” and she laughed, but looked |

familiarly, and yet with so capital an excuse. |
To tell the truth # could feel a Fmat heart- '|

beat at my own dnrini.
I found out what her tastes were, what |

girls were her ‘‘very, very dearest friends,"”

what young men were allowed to visit the
h&use and that she knew ““Mr. Bellin papa's
O CE-!'

“What sort of a fellow do you find him ?"’ |
I inquired with a depreciating sneer.

“QOh, very nice,”” she answered in Lhat
cheerful monotone that women use when
they are particularly puzzling, ‘‘very nice
indeed.” .

If anything could increase my dislike to
Bell it was t Pussy should esteem him.
“And has he’ I asked sarcastically, “any

icular spite against the human race that

e carries the countenance of a baffled
demon " )

“Oh,” said Pussy impulsively and with
anxiety, ‘“‘do you think he loeks so very

badly; so very un y .
“ﬁmn heisn't h]it?;sl;' ehi‘]" ?‘And I spoke
mly enough, “why isn’t he?”’

gr!‘ng s.oh‘;ﬁlé I know?' exclaimed Pussy

in a sert of fright and striving to hide some

emotion. But the color wonld come !
into her delicate face and ‘words could have
told me no plainer that I had a rival in Bell.

Next day I expected nothing less than to
be called to account by Pennington. But
the sulxm:limns never ;ﬂfme. ;ntg :3 tagter a fort-
night passed in safety I' e delight-

experiment of & second visit.

From that time I called regularly every
week, becoming always more and more in

{}::3 with Pussy and confiding everything to

Russell.
“Hah " he would execlaim indignantly,
Bell hadn’t got y {

of—fu

m

: toward

Y. feei_inp A nm.!‘-lhy grew
more and more bi re.. B‘ﬁllﬂﬂlh’m

lor and showed her | ‘

e
mentioned, from ti e, . At
last al::evenins we met. %m
sarly .l sarprised Bim incloss on
witgh.-y. sitting next her onthe sofa. He
hardly Wed:ﬁe, b::it leftthe ho::o ?Um
4 ow ] mastered
:n;q‘:m‘“fo:;:nd Mr. Bell are old él , it
seems."”

“Qh, yes: rather old friends,” she answered
im%h llxbught the matter over I under-
stoodmtth.h;t could not uaB:llur:([’:u:
him ; , B0 %
At mmchdmahonﬂb.mndowith

my"“ and I resolved to make a scheme

and unmask him. The
Tty T entered Bell's office, walked

“I don't want "'?1:{ mwe_-indh—fﬁmd‘h.l i~
, ¥icio twitching awny the
Mized. Th o
coherent, she sald;
be seen, and nobody would-—would
stand: | was afraid

sobbed Puss
hand I

sorts of

©n,
“1 was

"

band 7"

you'd think—think

“Have you,‘; said I gravely, “chosen that | great error, that error ftsell is guilt. The™ *
man for a Irus .

more
ander
all

This ceremony of questioning came with |

rather tardy propriety, for Pussy was in m
I never could te
how she came there, but [ khew, by an in-
stinct, that-appearances had li
she was all mine.

arms at- that

ing braids
to

w

h
Bell*

moment.

en 1
-

dewy “no” meited in afirst kiss.

She never said ‘‘yes’’ at all as she often
takes occasion to remind me even now.

1t was a long hour before I th

enemy again

wit told me his
on.

“Why, you dear, jeal
you to-love poor

we first met in papa's office I had come there

to seée him."

“Well,” I broke in, wing un n
‘that's not pleasant w‘l? ".}F sy aget
“Don't be & goose, " said Pussy. "“Mr. Bel)

“Married! Why on earth, Pussy, didn’t ]
you tell me the man was married
“Couldn't,” Pussy answered, shaking her

head

vely.
MH y

her voice to a w
lum at Bloomi

still a bri

we

home I felt v

“You

to help
Mamie so

"

“And you
stantly

l"Itooki
50

"

andT just

ré

i

g
3
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¢
i
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SINE
HE

or
early

“Poor fellow!" 1 said:; vy
exing facts, and I added :

ou before, but a book aof |

mine was stolen from your father's office.”
“Indeed I" exclaimed

never told

the matter were
ached for you, X
white when papa
man.' - Then, of course,
good for nothi

4

wife, poor Mamie !"'—Pussy dropped
‘l:nrhln the h::nn.ti“‘i c
ere was & taint
illa, then I never did grow | of insanity in her family, and while she was |
she lost her resson hopelessly.
I go up and see her sometimes and bring her
husband news of her condition. Bometimes
her, and to-day—oh, it was so

rather scared as I pronounced her name 50 | gad '—we found her muech worse. Comi
sorry for poor Mr.
I laid my hands on his."”

said I, with a great sigh of relief.

' she went on, “Mr. Bell was an

editor, and has great literary taste and judg-

ment, but under this sorrow he lost ooun?
and dreaded responsibility, so he undertoo

P) Oh, ae loves

! His life is blighted; he

broods over his grief all the time, thinks of |

nothing else, cares for nothing else." |

a while,

suspect him?

R e wore oo i

“No,” she answered—a delicious, fragrant,

and then my little affianced
story something after this

r.s%lfil.(}h'irhe

and that

t of By

day

Bell,

——————ili———

Pussy, cheerfully. |
Then

ahe in- |

up and ran out of the room. |

»

t, dear,” she éxclaimed bresth-
: “I'm the thief, and I'm so I'm
Then she clapped her

t.
“But why did you do such a thing?™ 1
dmandedl‘,;: .

amagzement. = -
“To help you,"” she i , 88
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ectlﬁ plain.

‘?a‘ehon ; you turned so
‘a crude young
manuscript was
becanse Mr, Bell said 20,
and carried it off’
Pussy's

mllui{]::
ed it u
little

In a minute she was back again and, laugh- |
ingly merrily, laid in my hands a heavy |
bnnsln—. my manuscript—"‘The Duke's Re- ‘
venge.'

in
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church should be¢ more intolepant of selfish-

is honest doubt and honest belief jn what sy
differs from himself.” & 4
Mavos Hewrrsy, ‘when hsked: “Do ypu .
think Sunday orstorie would tonduce toaid .« «
or weaken the cause of Sunday
New York™ “Asl am not an
mausic, [ oaght not to have been ssked
question ; but Ishould say, on

by this means
ture, with the consequent alterstion
in the gas, can be compensated for.

Neot That Sort of a Relle.

visited by a rsther shabby-genteel sort of

ntleman, who expressed grest admiration
rdha- deceased husband, and who finally

“] revere the
and , would like
relicto k and

“The o
the

memory of your husband,
very mnch'ym have some
cherish.” as

yoo," replied *

wido hearily, “is
game_ If you wiil love and me for
m ‘I'
But {be relichunter had silently solen
away before she could finish the sentence.—
Texgs S{ftinge.

‘--Yog:m " be seid, “and I R
shall have to give you thres months this

time. Thhhd YM “has led '
ou to." ama
y“‘ls:un:nt.colp«:tl most of my time in this

court with you" humbly replied the pris-

oner.

“How did you say you had bees &

“About two years, sir.” i
“Andl:’nu you become reconciled to your

“Why, | mean that I am the
loss of my first husband, but not to the loss
of that which I might have

vain A

g, "t you think would sucoceed
better,"’ said the other, * J“ your
hat instead of your waist

.“hw- .
“Why do you wear low-necked dress
in the ™ a sensible woman of
her sister

a 1
D et
X —Oh, r;. mr. Any begesge,
N “No."
Clerk—

day.” —New York
oma.m-' Easter were distributed
the from of
Vo h ok B vy e ey 8 Bominl
Douglas Jerroid that it was bet-
ter to h’-ﬂty wise than witty and




