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e cottage long to see
that reasonm it v’ould be diffi-

: away.”

few moments?” he asked,

hands closer and draw-

, girlish form nearer to

k her golden curls.

not to make a promise,
obliged to break it,” she
to herself he little knew
ip it would be to her to
whole day pass without seeing

I shall surely see you the day

; uestioned.

uyue}, “I will be here.”
rlisle suddenly bent down
the lips that had never
er’s kiss before; and that

Norine’s lips long after she
she murmured. “How could
ome think it cold? Why, my heart
and every nerve in my body are on fire,
throbbing as though the blood in my
velgp were suddenly turmed to hot,
strong wine.”

Meanwhile Clifford Carlisle had walk-
ed rapidly in the direction of the Barri-

“Thirty thousand in cash!” he mut-
“Now who will not say that the
devil does not help his own?” .

Miss Austin was passing through the
corrider as he entered.

“Mrs. Barrison was just asking for
you,” she remarked. “I was about to
send up to your room for you, thinking
you were there.
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He did not look any too pleased at(

the intelligence.

Clifford Carlisle had not been under
that roof a week as yet, still he had told |
himself long since that the hardest work
he had ever done was to dance attend- |
ance on this querulous old woman. He
could not endure it much longer, even
with the Barrison millions in sight.

CHAPTER VIIL

“Have you any what, Mrs.
rison wants of me?’ asked Carlisle,
throwing off his gealskin coat, impa-
tiently. “That is what I hear every hour
in the day. it seems to me.”

Bar- |

i

Miss Austin laughted a sweet little
musical laugh.
“1 sbould not wonder if it was to

show you her new backgammon set that:
ed an hour since. I—I may as well
"tefl you a little tiny secret—the dear
old lady is intensely fond of the game.
In playing backgammon she never real-
izes the flight of time. She would play
from now until midnight, ceaselessly,
even forgetting that there is such a thing
a3 meal time for herself or any one else.”

Carlisle groaned.

“1 see my finish if she were ever to
find otit that I understood the game,
which, by the way, I have a great horror
of,” be declared, adding, eagerly: “Will
you not come to my rescue in this affair,
my dear Miss Austin? Say that I have
gone to my room with a raging head-
ache. Indeed, that would not be an un-
truth, you know, for the very thought

stupid of games renders me in that con-
dition. Induce her to look for a martyr
elsewhere.”

“*If I play on the guitar for her that
will cause her to drop to sleep at once,
and that would deprive you of her so-
::tzht.h entire/ evening,” she murmured,

Y- |

“Nevér mmtf me; do not consider me
in the matter, I beg of you,” he an-
swered quickly. “To my mind, sleep is
better than medicine for the indisposed.
Play your gunitar by all means, for this
one evening, at least, and I shall appre-
ciste it, I assure you.”

Miss Austin blushed deeply.

He had not said it in so many words,
but she understood from his remarks
that he hoped old Mrs. Barrison would
fall asleep that they might have a quiet
evening to themselves in the parlor.

It is strange on what a light remark, |
falling from a man’s lips, a woman who
is desperately in love with him will |
build her hopes.

“T will try to have it as you desire,”
murmured Florice, and her heart beat
‘with feverish triumph.

She told herself that the hour was not

distant when he would declare him-

Already she could see herself in fancy
the wife of this handsome, debonair
young msu, the heir of the vast Barrison
wealth.

In Clifford Carlisle she had met her
one man on earth whom she

| silent rage.

“Put down your guitar and talk to
me, Florice,” she exclaimed, petulantly.
“I am not in the mood for music ti-
night.”

Miss Austin bit her lip, and a strange,
angry gleam came into her sharp, green-
blue eyes that the long yellow lashes
had shaded so well.

“Shall I read the latest magazine to
you, or—or would you prefer that I
should ring for Mr. Carlisle?”

“Don’t trouble yourself to do so just
yet; he will come to me directly. You
may read until he comes.”

Miss Austin read until her throat
ached. Mrs. Barrison was slightly deaf,
and she had to pitch her voice in a very
high key. “Read more distinctly, so that
I can understand you. You mumble your
words mll together. I want particularly
to hear that review on Dewey’s work at
Manila, Commence that page over again,
and read slowly and very distinctly,
please.”

Another page with quite the same re-
sult. How could she read the tiresome
old reviews calmly, ‘with her thoughts
elsewhere?

“You may as well stop right where
you are,” exclaimed Mrs. Barrisan angri-

ly. “You murder the king’s English in
a most shocking manner to-night. Are
you tired?”

“No, Mrs. Barrison,” she murmured,
“but to tell the truth, I have a very
annoying headache I had hoped it would
pass away, but I find [ am Jdoomed to
disappointment.”

“You had better lay down vour book
and rest a while,” said Mrs. Barrison.
“If Clifford does not come to me soon,
you may ring for Esther to summon him
here.” ; ;

Again Miss Austin’s heart beat with
That meant that the quiet
evening she had promised herself with
Clifford Carlisle would begin and end in
her devastated hopes.

A sudden thought came to her. She
would force this tantalizing old woman
to go to sleep, whether she would or not.

She wondered that this way out of
her difficulty had not occurred to her an
hour before.

Of course Clifford Carlisle was wait-
ing for her down in the parlor, wonder-
ing with all a man’s impatience why
she did not put in an appearance.

With the noiseless, gliding motion

peculiar to her, Miss Austin crossed over
to the cabinet at the other end of the
room where the medicines and liquors
were kept.

“Let me pour you out a glass of wine,
my dear Mrs. Barrison,” she murmured.
“The night is so cold, it is even percep-
tible in this warm room; I think it will
do you good.”

“As you will, my dear Florice,” replied
the old lady; "I think myself something
stimulating would not come amiss.

“Per I had better give you a lit-
tle brandy,” suggested Miss Austin.

“No, the wine will do. The brandy
might make me drowsy, and I do not
wish to sleep; I have .30 much to talk
with Clifford about.”

“You shall sleep, and that speedily,
too, if I can have my way about it,”
muttered Miss Austin, between her
tightly shut teeth.

She poured out the wine and the wo-
man at the other end of the room did
not see her add a few drops of dark,
greenish liquid to it; but she did no-
tice as she raised it to her lips that it
had a very bitter, brackish taste to
it.

“That is only your fancy, my dear
Mrs. Barrison,” murmured Florice. “The
taste is in your mouth after the bit of
bird you have just eaten.”

“Nonsensey’ exclaimed the other,
sharply. "I say it is the wine. Please do
not suggest that I could make a mis-

! take about liquors.™

“Certainly not. I hope you will par-
don me for intimating such a.possibil-
ity,” she remarked, with apparent inno-
cence; but old Esther, who happened
to enter at that moment, detected un-
derneath her words a covert sneer.

“I think I will take advantage of
Esther’s presence to retire to my room
to rest a little while, as you advised a
few moments ago, dear Mrs. Barrison,”
she said, gliding toward the door.

Esther did not tell her mistress that
instead of going to her room, she had
distinctly heard Miss Austin going down

stairs, for, they creaked audibly even
under her cat-like tread. _

A moment later she heard her turn
thohmbo{t:hcyubrdm.
“A liar is the last person on earth

womasan, who
uch as she liked

here at this hour,
Barrion, wondering-
the methodical old servant’s

ig
N
g

repair to her room.
you saw the fire,
gow about it,” she

been many a fire in Had-
the last twenty years, and

ve I ever had enough interest in
them to inquire about them?” she asked,
curtly.

“No, ma’am—no,” responded Esther,
“but I happened to see this one as I
was returning from the post-office with
the mali.”

Old Mrs. Barrison saw ai omce that
Esther wished to talk with her of the
conflagration. Perhaps it was the wine
she had just drunk which prompted her
to humor the old servant.

“Was it much of a fire?’ she asked,

“and what was it, & house, or a shop.”

“It was the pretty little cottage that

you always admire so much from your

window. The house where the young me-

ther lived who was teaching her little
to walk.”

“Ah!” exelaimed Mrs. Barrison, her
curiosity getting the better of her deep
resolve not to allow any of the village
happenings to interest her, “the mether
and infant escaped of course.”

“Their lives were saved by almost a
miracle, ma’am,” said Esther, solemnly.

“It sgpears that the young mother
was subject to fainting spells. One of
these spell same on suddenly as she
was putting logs on the kitchen fire and
she fell unconscious, with the dear little
baby in her arms. Her clothing caught
fire and—and the place would have
been burned to the ground, and she in
it with the baby, if the dense smoke
had not been noticed by a gi—person
who chanced to be passing; and at the
risk of this person's life, an entrance
was made through the blinding smoke,
and the poor young mother and little in-
fant dragged out in the nick of time.

“I happened along just then and stood
guard over the two while this person
went into the burning building and ex-
tinguished the flames by numerous pails
of water. though I called loudly upon
the person to come out.”

“That was indeed heroism!” exclaim-
ed Mrs. Barrison, greatly excited over
old Esther’s graphic account of  the
occurrence. “You must find out who
the man was. [ have a notion to reward
such bravery. If I was burning in this
room, Esther. who on earth would risk
his life to save me?”

“This sume person would, 1f—if the
person knew who you were.”

“Who is this, of whom yeu speak se
mysteriously as that person?”

“May [ dare to tell you, ma’am?’ cried
the old servant, trembling with excite-
ment.

“Certainly, Esther, speak right sut;
[ am anxious to hear.”
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“This person was your discarded
granddaughter, Norine, ma'am,” whis-
pered Esther.

CHAPTER IX.

For a moment Mrs.
fairiy petrified.

¥Have [ done wrong in telling you
mé&’am, when You expressly forbade e
long years ago to never mention the
gir’s name m your presence?”’ asked
Esther.

“I had forgotten her very existence

until & few days ago, when her name
was spoken in my presence. Since that
hour, do what [ would, | have not been
able to banish her from my thoughts.
The girl’s face—as I imagine it must look
haunts me; Esther.”
“God kmews it should,” thought Es-
ther, but she dared not give vent to
this though ‘in words, but said  in-
stead:

"l know it is an ampossibility, but
oh! how I wish you could see the Young
girl, ma'am; it would do your heart
good. The lass is so blithe and bonny;
she looks the picture of you when You
were a lass. | remember you well; your
hair was as bright as gold then, and your
cheeks red a3 my rose »

“Hush!” eut in ner mistress, sharply.
“I cannot, I will not, listen to another
word on this forbidden subject. How
dare you make so bold as to pursue it.”

“I bad hoped time might have soften-
ed your heart, ma'am,” replied old
Esther, sadly, “when you come to re-
member in your lonely moments that
the girl, Norine, i3 the ounly human tie
You have on earth—] must have my
say out, even though you turn me from
your door this day for uttering it. You
harbor strangers around you, who do
not eare a snap of their fingers for you,
and are but too anxious for you to die
to see what you have left them; and
this young girl, your own flesh - and
blood, who should love you if anybedy
on earth would, has never been allowed
to darken your doer. I say it is a burn-
ing shame, ma’am, and you ought to
realize it. ‘

“Now I nave said all that has been
on my mind to say this many a Yyear,
and you ean do with me as you like. A
woman who would turn her own child
and her helpless little baby out into the
hardships of a bitter cold night to live
or die as God saw fit, could have little
compassion for an old servant like me.”

“Stop, Esther—stop. I cannot hear ity
not another word. Leave me. I would be
alone. I—I am not angry with You for
uttering the convictions of an honest
heart. I will ring for you if I want you.
But stay, pour me out another glass of
wine ere you leave me; my head throbs
strangely, as—as does my heart.”
Esther did as she was bidden; poured
out the wine, but the moment her mis-
tress put it te her lips she set it down
quickly again, muttering: “This does not
taste bitter 'like the last. I knew there

Barrison stood

was something the matter with that last
glass of wine, and I told Flerice so, Es-
ther,” she added sharply, “I have taken

“Eeave me ‘now, ' Esther,” she eom-
manded again. “I—I want to think. As
¥ou pass Miss Austin’s door, and that
of my nephew, tell them that I have
retived for the night and de not wish
to: be disturbed.”

| Esther never knew what prompted her
to pause on the threshold and look baek
at Rer mistress; and as she saw her
then, she remembered her all the after
years of her life.

Mrs. Barrison had seated herself in
an armchair by the fire, and was lean-
ing her l::ad ‘t;d;jieetcdly on her hands,
ganng abstrac inte the glowing sea
cosl fire. ¥ . .

“Good-night, and may God bless you,
,’ -murmured Esther below her
breath. “You have your faults, but be-
neath it all you have a tender heart.
I am sure.”

Long after the door had closed upon
old Esther’s bent, retreating form, Mrs.
 Barrison sat in the same position, gaz-
ing into the fire—gazing fixedly, with-
out seeing. :

“It is eighteen years ago

she muttered.
m of my heart’s blood to turn time

to that never-to-be-forgotten night
and live that one hour (which darkened
all my after life) over agmin. I was mad.
Yes mad!

“I have ever since hated even the me-
mory of the man whe took my treasure
from me. It did not oceur to me umtil
old Esther spoke go plainly to-night that
I should not have let my hatred descend
to the child, who was not responsible for
what eccurred.

“I was the last, but for my child, of
a proud old race, who valued blue blood
above gold; and when she, my idol, for-
got the pride of her forefathers so en-
tirely as to wed the village blacksmith,
no wonder I almost lost my reason.

“But years mellow all griefs, level all
pride. What good are the ancestry to
me now, of whom I was so proud. None
whatever. If I sent for the girl whom
I have neglected so long, they would
not let her come to me. Indeed, she
weuld not wish to come. What interest
can she have in an aged grandmother
who held herself aloof from  her all
these years, though in the same village?

“No, they would not let Norine cross
my threshold. It is too late to make
overtures of friendship now. But there
is one way that I could retrieve the er-
ror of the past, and that is by changing
my will—leaving half my fortume to
Clifford, and the other half to the neg-
lected Norine.”

Rising suddenly to her feet, Mrs. Bar-
rison crossed quickly to her writing
desk, and, drawing a long, thin key from
ber bosom. fitted it to the compartment
that was scarcely discernible to even a
serutinizing, searching gaze, this time
revealing , as it opened to her touch a
small secret drawer, in which lay a fold-
ed paper, upon which was printed, “The
last will and testament of Frances Bar-
rison.” :

“Here it has lain for nearly eighteen
years,” she muttered, “all duly signed
and witnessed—made out to my child or
her heir; that would mean this Norine.
How strange it is that all these long
years I have never had the courage to
destroy this document, strong as my in-
‘cisation was to de sb1”

Taking it over by the fire, she sat
down in her rocker and read it over
slowly, carefully, twice—ay, and a third
time—to fully refresh her memory as to
its contents.

“The will I made yesterday, leaving
everything to dear Clifford, would make
this one null and void,” she ruminated.
“All that it needs is the signature of
the lawyer and witnesses. It is not too
late to give half of my fortune in the
last one to the child my daughter left.
Ah! if [ could but see this brave little
Norine. My heart cries out so yearn-
ingly to look upon her face that I cannot
still its pleadings. I must, I will, gratify
it. Ay, and this very night.

(To be continued.)

to-night,”
“I —I would give every

WORK IN NATIONAL FORESTS.

Reads, Trails and Telephones Open-
ing Up These - Wildernesses.

- During the present fisal year $600.000
will be spent for the construction of
roads, trails, telephone lines and other
ermanent improvements on the national
orests. (ongress has appropriated the
same umount for this purpose for the
fiscal year of 1900-10.

Trails are being constructed along
routes which give the best control of the
areas to be patrolled by the forest rang-
ers. In many districts telephone lines
have been built between the supervisor’s
office and ranger headquarters and to
prominent peaks which are used for look-
out stations to observe fire. These
telephone lines and trail systems are of
vital importance, resulting in the re-
markably small area burned over sinee
forests have been under Government
supervision.

Other necessary improvements pro-
vided for and taken up by the forest
service, says the Square Deal are the
construction ef drift femces for stock
protection. the improving of springs and
watering places, the fencing of bog or
mire holes and the fencing of poisonous
plant areas.

The forest service also co-operates with
the States, counties and communities
in the construction of wagon roads,
trails and bridges, making accessible
bodies of mature timber. The new Boise-
Atlanta ninety-six mile wagon road is
an example of this useful co-operation.

The former road follows over hi
mountzins and is snowed in during six
or seven months of the year. Atlanta,
Idaho, is ninety miles from = railroad,
The new road will be snowed in for only
two or three months of the year. The
scenery along this road rivals that of
many of the scemie highways. It opens
up a large area of national forest here-
tofore inaccessible.—New York Sun.

ADAM’S EXCUSE.

His Wife—This paper says that sa
man’s hair turns gray five years earl-
ier-than a woman’s does.

Her husband—If it does I’Il bet a
woman is the cause of it.

Hoe your own row, but don't forget
{_;)qr boundary lines.—Florida Times
rion.

It is better to talk
doubt than to talk to
they go to sleep.

-
in your sleep, no
some one else till

Anaemic —nervous and sleepless.
tion was so poor, food did me little
good. A short vacation at Toronto
brought “FERROZONE” to my notice.
I can say it is & marvellous remedy for
such nerve waste and mental exhaus-
tion as bothered me. The effect of Fer-
rozone upen my system was like sun-
shine bt‘;l ttho flowers in spring. Ferro-
Zone bu me up, i
ol P, has  given me real
You are sure to be lifted from ill-
hesloti and weariness, certain to be
brought back to joyous health by Ferro-
fone; try one or two Ferrozone tablets
with meals. All dealers or The Ca-
tarrhozone Coy., Kingston, Canada.

ROQUEFORT CHEESE.
Methads of Transfarming Sheep’s Milk
inte an Export Product.

The care necessary to secure a good
product is astonishing to those who have
never been to Roquefort to visit the
various factories. This industry econ-
sumes annually about 92,450 gallons of
sheep’s milk, from which is produced
about 3,797 metric tons of cheese (me-
trie tom, 2.204.6 pounds). This amount
of milk is handled in some 360 dairies
in the Aveyron and adjoining depart-
ments and the herds of sheep from
which the supply is obtained are esti-
mated at 600,000,

The milk must be pure unskimmed
sheep’s milk, unadulterated with water
or with any other milk. Inspectors are
employed and instruments used to de-
tect fraud. The green hills of the Avey-
ron, which furnish fine pastures for feed-
ing the sheep, play no small part in the
quality of the milk and the celebrity of
Roquefort cheese.

An average of 100 liters (1 liter, 1.0567
quarts) of sheep’s milk will produce
about 24 kilos (kilo, 2.2 pounds) of fresh
cheese, whereas in the departments of
the Rhone, the Puy-de-Dome and the
cantal it requires 100 liters of cow’s
milk to make 15 kilos of imitation
Roquefart: cheese. These imitations com-
prise the Forme de Cantal, Bleu &Am-
vergne, Bleu de Gex, ete. uefort
cheese has a more delicate taste and
rich butter color, while the imitations
have a bitter taste, soon become a deep
yellow after cutting, and when exposed
to heat turn nearly black. Roquefort
cheese can be exported to torrid coun-
tries, while it is said that cheese manu-
factured partly with cow’s milk could
not withstand the transportation and
the temperature.

The dairies are in dry and airy spots,
and the whitewashed walls, cemented
floors and screened windows all conduce
to cleanliness. The dairy consists of
three rooms, in the second of which a
temperature of 63 degrees F. is recorded
by the thermometer the year round.

milk is first heated to a tempera-
ture of 90 degrees }. and curdled by the
addition of rennet. The ctfu’iu pass
thro various processes of draining,
ulu::fl mouiding, etc., but to state this
L generally gives only a slight idea of the
time and ?re necessary. From start to
shipment it requires fifty to sixty d';{s
to turn out a satisfactory product. The
various operations might be briefly stat-
ed as follows: (1) Treatment of the
milk—skimming, heating, curdling, divid-
ing the curds, draining, putting into
moulds and scattering with powder of
stale bread crumbs, tasting, hardening;

(2) treatment of cheese at factory—re-
ceiving and weighing, first and second
salting, brushing, piercing and classify-
ing, placing in caves, first turning, ma-
turing in caves, second turning, second
classifying, maturing continued, third
and last turning before expedition.

The preparation of the bread is a long
and interestitfg part of the process. A
special kind of bread is moistened and
left to mould in a cave for about two
months. It is then cut into small pieces,

dried, ground and boiled. The powder
thus obtained is scattered over the lay-
ers of curds as they are placed in the
moulds. This makes the bluish green
streaks noticed in the cheese and helps
~to give Roquefort its aroma.

The caves perform an important part
in the fabrication of this cheese. It is

largely by maturing and mellowing in

-outward applications.

steep and rocky meountain which dbusin
ates the little village clinging to its side.
They are cold and damp, but ventilated
by the air which penetrates through the
fissures in the stratified rocks. Some
eaves are very large, measuring 57 me-
ters long by 9 meters wide and 14 me-
ters high. There are several storeys im
each cave containing shelves on which
the cheese is placed.

These storeys communicate by means
of stairways and elevators for carrying
the merchandise. One is unpnmd‘a
the strange and mournful silence
which the workers or cabanieres under-
ground carry on their operations. They
seem to miss the air and sunlight, the
noises of the outside world, and evem
speak in low tones. They wear a peew-
liar costume, consisting of a blousé, a
short skirt reaching to the knees, wool-
len stockings and usually the sabots or
wooden shoes s0 commion among the
pessants of France.

After the cheese mellows or ripens for
about forty-five days in the cave it ia
ready for shipment or te be placed in
the refrigerating rooms, which are coel-
ed by an ammonia process :mhd by
electric machinery. All Rogqu cheese
destined for export is seleeted with the
greatest care. The countries importing
the largest quantities of Roquefort
cheese are the United States, Germany,
Denmark, Sweden, Norway and Canada,
which purchase more than $2,000,000
worth annually. The United States is

efort factories.—
Consular and Trade Reports.
e

®  E4. Butler's Legs.

Colonel Ed. Butler, the veteran St.
Louis politician, has been in failing
health the past few years. On his

my right leg. The left one is in good
shape, but that right one has been grow-
ing gradually w r for two years, and
at times it pains me a great deal™

Questioning developed that he had not
had a fall or strain_ or hurt the suffer-
ing members in any way. “It can be
causéd by only one thing,” said the phy-
sician, “and that is old age. You must
remember, colonel, that you
longer a yo! man.”

l‘!‘:)eld w-—!" exclaimed Butler,
“isn’t the other leg the same age?”—
Kansas City Post.

DISFIGURING, TORTUR-
ING SKIN TROUBLE

Cannot be Cured by Salves and
Ointments—The Blood Must
be Purified.

A blemished skin, irritating sores,
pimples, eczema, salt rheum and other
skin disorders are all signals of dis-
tress, telling that your blood is impure
or weak. You cannot cure eczema and
other skin troubles with ointments and
These things
may give temporary relief, but cammot
cure, because the trouble is -rooted im
the blood and can only be removed by
purifying and enriching the blood. Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills speedily cure skin
troubles because they | enrich, purify
and build up the impoverished blood
that caused the trouble. As they feed
and cleanse the blood the ekins grows
fair, the bloom of health returns and
new strength is found. No other medi-
cine has ever had such wonderful re-
sults in curing all diseases, due to bad
b'vod. Miss Elizabeth Gillis, Ke
tun, P. E. I, says: “Words can
express how grateful I feel for what
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills have done for
me. For seven years before I
their use I was troubled with salt
rheum. My hands and arms were
nearly always a mass of torturing
cracks and sores. I tried several doe-
tors and spent a great deal of mone
without getting any benefit. Indeoi
my hands seemed to be getting worse
all the time. Finally, my brother per-
suaded me to give Dr. Williams’ g:k
Pills a trial, and I am happy to say
they have completely cured me. I used
in all seven boxes, and I would not
be without them in a case of this kimd
if they cost five dollars a box instead
of fifty cents. I hope my experience
will be of benefit to some other suf-
ferer from skin trouble.”

These Pills are sold by all medicine
dealers or will be sent by mail at 50
cents a box or six boxes for $2.50 b
The Dr. Williams Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont.
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CAN'T BEAT A TRUSTEE.

August Belmont, at a dinner in New
York, adverted to his recent words om
the decadence of Uncle Sam.

“There are too many of us,” Mr. Bel-
mont said, “who desire to win, to come
out on top, whether by fair or foul
means. To win by fair means is splem-
did, but to win by foul means —well, it
is better to fail.

“But £00 many of us are like the trus-
tee who expected his great-uncle to leave
him his fortune of $5,000. The great-
uncle died, and a few days later the
trustee appeared in his old haunts, dress.
ed in deep mourning, with a huge nd

“‘Ah’ said a friend, ‘your great-uncle
is dead. Sincere sympathy. Left you
that legacy, I suppose' But where ad
Youfget that beautiful stone?”

‘The trustee smiled grimly.

& ‘My great-unele’ he explained, ‘did
not include me among the beneficiaries of
his will. He left, in fact, all his money
for a stone to commemorate his mem-

ory. This is the stone’”—Washington
Star.

The Mysterious Time.

(who has overslept)-—Will ye
plaze! to get up, sorr’ It’s an hour

later thin it was this toime yester
day mornin’, sorr.—Punch.

The man who said,v“’l’alk
never had to

c!arg?.

' is cheap,”
pay his wife's telephone
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