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All Was Not.Lost.

vom be mine?"

=ilne Campagne apoke she looked up
gly &t the striRingly handsome man at
i», whose face showed but too plainly the

we of many confileting 'emotions.
ss Campagne—Madeline,” he replled, his rich
trembling with fervor, “voo know not what
dk, Pelleve me, it cannot e We have been
m together since chitdhaod, and as far back
an remember I have always looked up to you
e respect, the admiration which your won-
personalty, your sirength of character,
endiness of purpose, cannot fail te Insplre
asts of nll who know you. I shall never
w you gave me my frst lesson on the
& with whit tendér care you held me on,
iring: zeal, votil T had mastoered it; nor
e on In Hfe you Instilled Into my mind
st principles of poltical economy and laid
m foundation of that interest in my country
r Binte, which without your fostering care
16t have been.' If the respect, the admira-
eel for you oofild breed love in my heart,
wd it would not then be wanting, but I
' that to love you In the way =
ounld love his wife would be lmposgsible,
¥ aone whom I feel [ eannot love would
Relieve me, Maddline, it is better so.
mnot s you, T shall always be your

- He Got Even With

This is a strange story.

It has the further merit of being
true.

John was a self-willed young mar

To fall in securing what he &
was & pource c:_tﬁf_ea;‘:ggr_tiﬂmti

man, = -
He chafed at fate.
John loyéd Laura.
-

Laura was a young
woman: who could
never mary a maan she
did not love,

Laura did not love J
John.

When he pressed hls
suit she told him sn.

He chafed at falu.‘

"Be mine," he urged,
gradually losing his
temper.

“Never,” sald Laurs,
and refused to lsten
to his pleading.

He Dbecame indig-
nant, ;

He chafed at fats, A LAW 8L

“Is this your final answer?* he thunde

Jous face of the woman he nddressed

_— wewhat az she ingulired:

Sl willbe my friend T

i, ddar;" he repiled.- “Always., Yoiur can

on me."’ U

m," said his companion, her face Hghting up

'wonted'lntertqt. asshe grasped him firmly
ind, as If ahe sought by so dolng to bind
s vows “tell'me, dearest, will you always
me?"

[ Parted by Divoree.
PIE~Ned end Maud beeame engaged last

sy, did they not?
. . ti ¥
FIL—Yes. But they were parted by divorce. Ef‘ l:-f's'sl:?r::’::&:f é?:;;.‘lnfully

P Ot L G4 ‘oot know Hhey mamtel || 03— Dlays avfew mensuros BEWganen— 7 4—and the organ grinder flecs for his life. _ ., Jobn was terribly incensed.

¥L—They didn't. Il was somebpdy =slse's di- b 4 Lifting his foot, he :
. : 2, : e ) : v gave her an an ki
, Sevardy punished: ~ - ~~1In the Twilight, | Instead of Ice Baths. "Take that, hent" e growied savegelr s
P ‘“Yes," said the missionary, “we claim & - R RADBOURN—That Is & splendid idea they have  (he house. Thus hé was partly revenged.
_ R Round Robin. //  rtion and Christianity. Still, there have been cases It ‘was twilight—the lover's hour. AN, mon for the hospitals next Summer. ) il - ' :
w mitise. call on miy guest, Miss Carroll; siphg '8 Y COuntry whers men have been burned.” 'Dleuf how glorlous, unspeakabiy beautiful! CHESNEY—What Is it? { b An Attractive Figure
“When that happens here,’ sajd the Canibal Curuld any but soft sighs and gentle murmurings RADROURN—They are galng to hire Boston y iy

lr e .
nightingule “I ney  SaWw Buch a Jam of women at

| . Wing, *“we ki1l the cook." of love pass human' lipg at such a divine moment
‘p.nks! RORONANR SqpelcraoTming: -\ as'ihta? Neveri Sy : Elxiotor fyiivms, the pasient overeoma by heat, noon sx my concertbefore,” said M
: _ _ . They sat alone, after the manper of gods or - g tw. AT
445 e B LOGIGAL GONGLUSION. men, archangels and boasts under similar clreum- ‘  During a Jiot Summer. F TIWhet wae the tnusual attra
1 | stances. : i “They had marked the ticket
3 : ! ¥ _Her head was npon his manly bosom, and with  HE—Even In the case of Evethe fall came DIne cents
T @ﬁ E}lm @ : his proud hand he was stroking the wavy tresses, orter & Summer firtatios, ot a B efin
S i e o which shimmered like burnished gold in the light "'ﬂfm-‘ﬁ!?‘;,.ﬂﬁ' Yo know? S IF : aston Defin
i ] o of the dying day as It threw explring gleams ‘HE—By "the seasonable costume she wore. BTLME —I was {rying to draw ki
; | i 5 . ¢ I : g : : LLA—Do you mean pull hi
» . P R H 7‘5‘ [E’ F [| @[FU‘-TJ-‘ : [ through (the stained-glass windows beyond the . : :
L > £ ' . GOULDN'T SEE IT. -
T | cnaMPias & vea | :

TN

little bower of palms where they mat emsconsed At the Club.
like fairies in anclent legend. - g HISLEIGH —Have

“Dearest,” he murmured softly, repressing a heard the news?
quick swelllng in his bosom, for a sudden thouc_ln Count Jiblets has
had illumined the depths of his soul like a revela- gone before.
tﬁpn—“deareﬂ. what Is the key to these golden MAGRY — What!
locks?" AR ! 18 he dead?

For a moment there was a deep silence, broken HISLEIGH = Oh,
only by faint breathings of the violent-scented no; merely gone be-
air, and then the fair maiden upraised a little, 56  fore the Sheriff

- that she might whisper into his eager ear, and  could coliar him for
with trembling confidence the answer came like a a hoard blIL
precious secret from ‘another world: “Peroxide, .

B darling!” she murmured, and fell back half swoon- pﬁéfttuq Proof.
ing upon his heaveless bosom. HOJAQK —T1s It
And from that moment he was convineed that true that the Ten-
the gold standard was a delusion and a snare. spots have inherited
. a fortune?
' “ TOMDIK—It must
He Got the Edgg. be. Beveral of the
MILLTE—~Why have you been drinking? - family have had
. LEAVITT—Because you never will let me say Da¥y fever this year e 1
anything. - *for the first time in : S——
ey 2 . i r MILLIE—Do you think drinking will improve thelr lives = .,.ﬁ;),.);lb; e
7 ¢ ' B 7y (s . . While women are L o .
: o | I LEAVITT—Yes; T shall be able to get a word BRams
MOSELEY WRAGGS Do you think it's so that every man has iron in his blood? In edgeways. . - What | men. |make
‘TD%_MD NUTT—Course “tis, _ _ . ¥ ' . them, men are what “Miss Shapeleigh has a beautiful bathing suft;,
. : WRAGGS - Then it must be serap froun that Sharkey has in his blood, women let them be. “Has she—er—got it on?”
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