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CHAPTER XXIL
Complications.

®|ENT turped away up again to
the window seat crying, “Oh,
ithis is unbearable!™
Ethe! sajd‘quite calmly: “Is
2 Tour wife all over again, eh?”
EEe came back to her. “No. |1 place
wam far above her, far above all pet-
wy suspicions of carping narrvwness.
¥ walue you as & woman of understand-
=z
“# am.," she sald frankly.
wieot -you've told me of your wife a@
e be to0.”
=gDan't treat me like this!" he plead-
a8 distractedly. T
=% hat shall 1 do.,”"-asked Et‘hel with
wide «Qpen eyes, “apologize? Thuts
el {'ve been waiting for you wo."”
&= Brent moved up toward the win-
diges Alaric came’ In behind him
@fmongh the door. '«

=Eello. Brent,”: hel colled out beart-+

. “Hare ye?" ' <.

“Wery well, - thankJou Marle.

=g, odntrolling his nrprtae. i
“Ond. The dear m'i?e avell eno?'

| =Amd the sweet chﬂd?"
; TXes” > e
"Bl -must pring emqg{ung some
ciwme. . The mater would’love to see
wWhem, and .so would Ethel. - Ethel
FSevaeg Gables, don't you, dear?”: With-
«smm walting for Etbel to reply be-bur-
miled on, "And, talking of bables, bave
o wsem Margaret snywhere"‘ 2 o
Ethal modded in the diregtion of the
speden. ~Out there!™
- *Splendld The mater wants ber
WHe¥e got 1o bave & .family meeting
ssBoother and at'once” Alaric hurried
@mt through the windows ‘into the gar-
<Sen,
.+ #3pent -hurried over to Ethel.
=#'m .at the botel. I'll be there un-
€M smorning. Send me a meﬂauge.*ﬂl!
Xeom?® nl'll wait up ull night for ope.”
e prused.  “Wil you?'
“Perbaps,” replied Ethel.:

~J'za eoery if anything I've said or

Ml:as burt you.”
- Ske-.checked him jost as her mother
_w it the top of the stalrs. - At
The same moment Bennett, the maid,
«xms in through the door.

' 3Iva; Chichester greeted Brent conr |
Cosusly:

~How do you do. Mr. Brent? You
ol excuse me?™ She turned to the

“When did you see my niece last?

~=Not This tonr, madam.”

“<qell Jarvis to search the gardens,
5 stsblen, to look up and down the
[ g

“Coedby, Mrs. Chichester—and—Eth-
el” s2id Brent. He looked meaning-
Ey =nd significantly at Ethel as he
=@ood in the doorway. The next mo-
et he was gone,

Aleric hurried in through the win-
elowe ifrom the garden.

“Dlota sign of Margaret anywhere,”
e wald furiously, throwing hLimseif
Bxthe-a .chatr and fanning himself vigor
ey, A

=+This cannot go onl” cried Mrs. Chi-
<‘hester.

=€ ¢bould think not, indeed—running
zxbout all over the place.”

rs. Chichester held up an open tel-
CSgTHIR.

<=\ir. Hawkes telegraphs he will call
Thamorrew for his first report. What
<oz Txel him ™

< hat will yon?" asked Alaric,

=4 I to tell him that every tutor
Kwe empaged for ber resigned? Not
«mpe Stays more than a week. Can |
™30 7him that 7"

“TYou could, mater, dear, but would
O G ~rles
Y e wise?”

Pointed Paragrapns.

/A lazy man makes much ado about
riothing.

Dlen, like pins, are no good
ihev lose their heads.

Opportunity never troubles a man
#f tnere is nothing in him.

Perhaps all things come

if

to him

-7ho waits, but, considering the num- |,

%.er of things not worth waiting for,
=1 man is justified in "going after
-avhat he wants.

Did any one else ever tell you that
~wour troubles were of any conse-
wyuence?

How we love an idle person who

When love has occasion . to make
215 exit through a window it usually
;=elects the dining room window.

2 =chool paper is a great invention,
The school gets all the fame;
~“<ne printer gets all the money
And the staff gets all the blame.
—Peahody Record.

“Summnier Scnool Student— “Why
«ir 1hey paint the inside of chicken
weeops?”

Professor Weeks—
iews from picking the grain out

“To keep the
of

'f,e }

A moment later FPeg entered with
Michael cradled in her arma She bad

“Let us be honest with each othnf
= Ethel,” said Peg. .°

a roguish look of triumph In her eyes.
Down the front of ber charming new
dress were the marks ot Michael's
muddy paws. Peg was also breathing
‘quickly and gvidently more than a'lit-
tle excited. -

»Take that animal out of the room!”
erled Mrs. Chichester indignantly the
moment P peared.

" Peg turnéd and walked straight oat
into the garden and began playing with
Michael on the grass. , .

Mrs. Chichester walted for a few
moments, then called out to her, “Mar.
garet!” then more sherpiy: “Margaret,
come here! Do you bear me?”

». Peg went on playing with Michael
and just answered, *l.hear ye."

*Cume bere at oncel”

“Can Michael come in, too?” came
from the garden.

*“You come in and leave that bruw
outside!™

“If Michael can't come in [ dom't
want to,” obstinately insisted Peg.

“Do as I tell you. Come herel” com-
manded her aunt. -

Peg tied Michael to oneof the French
windows and then went slowly Into
the room and stood facing her aunt.

“Look at your dress!” suddenly cried
Mrs. Chichester as she canght sight of
the marks of Michael's playfulness.

“Michael did that. Sure they’ll come
off.”

Mrs. Chichester looked at the flushed
face of the young giri, at the masa of
‘curly bair that had been carefully
dressed vy Benpett for dinner and was
now hovering around ber eyes untdily.
The old lady straightened It.

“Can you not keep your hair out of
your eyes? What do you think will
become of you?"

*1 hope tv go to heaven, like all good
people,” said Peg.

Mrs. Chichester ‘turned away with a
gesture of despair, .

 “What is it7* cuntinued the old lady.
“] say what s 1t¥*

“YWhat ts what " asked Peg.

“]Is It that you don't wish to improve?
Is it that? ’

“I'll tell you what I think it 18" be-
gan Peg belpfully, as \if anxious to
reach some satisfactory explanation
“T think there's a little divil in me ly-
in’ there, an’ every now an’ again he
jomps out.”

»A devil? crled Mrs. Chichester, hor-
rifled.

“Yes, aunt,” said Peg demurely.

“How dare you use such a word to
me?"

“1 didno’t. I used it about meuelt 1
don’t know whether you bave a divil
in ye or not. 1 think I bave.”

Mrs. Chichester silenced her with a
gesture:

“Tomorrow 1 am to give Mr. Hawkes
my tirst report on you.”

Peg laughed suddenly and then check-
ed berself quickly.

“And why did you do that?'" asked
her aunt severely.

“1 bad a picture of what ye're goin’'
to tell him.”

*Why do you constantly disobey me?"
pursued the old lady.

*1 suppose it is the original gin in
me,” replied Peg thoughtfully.

“What?” cried Mrs. Chichester, again
taken completely aback.

“Oh, I say, you know! That’s good!
Ha!" And Alaric laughed heartily. Peg
Jolned in and laughed heartily with
bim. Alaric immediately stopped

Ethel took absolutely no notice of
any one.

Peg sat down beside ber aunt and ex-
plained to her: “Whenever 1 did any-
thine willfu! or disturbin’ as a.child

ke wood.”

me ratfer always sald T was thé "orlg-
inal gin’ 1o’ me an’ that 1 wasn't to he
punished for it because 1 osuldn’t belp
it

“Then he used to punish himself for
my fault. An’ when | saw it burt bim
1 usen’t to do it agtu?-for awhile nt
least. 1 think that was a grand wey
to bring up a daughter. I've been woao-
derin’ since I've been here If an aunt
could bring a niece u)) the same wWay.”
And she looked quizzically at Mrs.
Chichester.

Jarvis came in with a letter on &
salver.

.“Well?" asked the old Indy.

“For Miss Chichester, madam.” And
be handed Ethel the lotter. *By band,
miss.”

Ethel took the letier quite uncon-
sciously and opened ii-

“Who 18 it from?" asked Mrs. Ch}
chester.

“Mr. Brent,” replled Ethel Indiffer
ently.

“Brent?’ crled Alaric. *What on
earth does he write to yon for?"

“He wants me to do something for
him.” . And she tore the letter up into
the smallest pieces and placed them in
a receptacle on the denk.

“Come, Alarie.” And Mrs. Cliches
ter left the rvom after admonishing
Peg that ao hour would he sufficlent to
sit ap,

“Let us be honest with each other,
Ethel,” sald Peg when tbe two giris
were left alone. Peg went =ight over
to her and looked at ber compassion-
ately.

“What do you mean?' sald Ethel,
with:- a sudden contraction of ber
breath. )

“You llke Mr. Brent, don't ye?

S0 the moment had come, ‘Ibe Hitle
spy bad been watching ber. Well,she
would fight this common lttle Irish
nobody to the, bitter end. All *he an-
ger in her nature surged uppermost as
Ethel answered Peg, but she Eept ber
voice under control.

“Certainly | like Mr. Brent.. Hels a
very old friend of the tnmﬂyl"

“He's got &8 wife?

“He hasl”

“An' a baby?"

“Yes—and u baby.” Ethel was nct
going' to betray herself. - She woald
just wait to see 'what course thia cree-
ture was going to take with her.

They were now seated toggetber, Eth.
el holding ber little white poodle, at
which Peg pointed contemptuousiy.

Peg went vn:

“0Of course I've never seen the wife
or the baby because be Dever seems
to bave them witn bim when he culls
here. But I've often nurd Aluric ask
afther them.”

“Well?* asked Ethel coldly.

“ls it usual for English hmbandn
with bables to kiss other women's
hands?” And Peg looked lwm;ly at
her cousin.

Ethel checked an outburst and sald
quite calmly:

“It is a very old and a vm mect
.ed custom.”~. s

*“The divil dotlbt it but it's old. I'm
not so sure about the respect. Why
doesn’t be kiss me aunt’s band as
‘well?”

Ethel conld not control berself mmeb
longer. It was becoming unbearable.
As she crossed the room she saild with
as little beat as possible:

“You don't understand.”

“Well, but I'm thryin’ to,” persisted
Peg. “Thar's why | watch ye all the
tme."

Ethel turned. She was now at bay.

“You watch me?" -

“Aren’t ye me model?”

“It's contemptible! cried Ethel.

“Sure 1 only saw the ‘oid an’ re-
spected custom’ by nccldant-—wne‘: 1
came In through there a month agu—
an’ once since When I came in again
by nccident—a few days aftherward.
I couldn’t help &eein’ it both times.
An', as for bein' contemptible, I'm not
20 sure the custom doesn't deserve all
the contempt.”

Ethel was now thoroughly aroused.

*1 suppose it is too much to expect
that a child of the common peopie
shonld understand the customs of de-
vent people.”

“Aebbe it 13" repHed Peg. “But I
Jon't seée why the common people
shonld nave all the decency an’ the
aristocracy nope.”

“It I8 fmpossible to talk to you. I
was foollsh to bave stayed bere. You
dou't understand. You pever could
understand™—

Peg Interrupted: *“Why, I never saw
ye excited before—mnot a bit of color in
yer cheeks-tlll now—except twice! Ye
look just as ye did when Mr. Brent
followed that old an' respected cus-
tom on yer hand” cried Peg. The
young girl’s eyes were ablaze. How
vividly she remembered the eventrnl
scene that confronted ber when ans
first arrived at the Chichester home
days before!

Ethel answered this time, excitedly
and indignantly, giving full and free
vent to her just anger:

“Be good enough never to speak to

'me again as long as you're in this

house. If I had my way you'd leave
it this moment. As it is—as it 18"—
Her volce rose almost to a scream.
Her rage was unbridled.

What more she might have said was
checked by the door opening and Jar-
vis showing in Jerry.

Jerry walked cheerfully arnd smiling-
ly into the room and 'was amazed to
find the two young lalies glaring at
each other and apparently in the midst
of a confllet.

All power of speech left him as he
stood looking In amauzement at the
comhntn.nts

CHAPTER XXII.
The Temple of Friendship.
CAME over to ask: Mrs. Chiches-
ter’s permission for you two
¥young ladles to go to a dance to-

night. It's just across from here
at the Assembly rooms."” said Jerrr,

Peg! Denived Juytully.
what she wanted to dv.
the suggestion cliferenuy.

“It's very. kind of you,”
“but it's quite Lnmpossible.”

“Oh!" ejaculated Peg.

“impossible?" ejaculated Jerry.

“I'm sorry,” end Ethel went to the
doer:. '

“80 am 1,” replled Jerry regretfully.
“1 would have given you longer notice
only it was wadz up vp the spur of the
mument. Dun't you think you could?”

*{ don't care for dunocing. Besldes,
my Lead aches,”

“What 4 pity!” exclalmed the disap-
pointed yuung man. ' ‘Then be sald ea-
gerly, “Uo yon suppose your mother
would allow Miss Margaret to go?"

“I'l usk ber,” and Etbel left the
rooum.

Beg ran acrusa, stopped tbe door
from closing and called after Ethel:

»] didn't wesn to burt ye—iudade 1
didn't. 1 waoted (o talk 1 ye—tbat
was all—an’ ye wade me angry.” Kthel
disappeared withouy, even turning uer

Peg came Into thé room ruefully and
gat down oo the sofa. She was thor
oughly unbappy..

Jerry lvoked at ber a moment. walk-
ed over to her and uked her. “What's
the matter:”

“Ope of us girls H.p been brought up
all wrong. | tried® to make friends
with ber just now an’ only mmade ber
angry, as | do‘every one in this bouse
whenever:! open my wmouoth.”

“Aren t-500 friends?”

“lndad..-—inandn.—mdade—we’re not.,
Nooe of tbem ‘are wlt.h me,”

“What u shawe!” .

“Wait undl you bear what me aont
says when fFe: sai ber about the
danee!"

»Don’t you think sbe‘ll let you go?”

“No, | 4o pot.” 8he lovked at him
quizzically for 8 moment. Then she
buriét out laughiog.

“Misther Jerry, will ye take me all

It wus jast
Fthel views2

she sald,

. the same If we.aunt doesn't consent?”

“Why, Peg"— be began ustonishediy,
“But | baven't gut #D evenin' dress.

| Does it watter?”

“Not in the least, but"—

“Will this one do?” -

“It's very charming; still”—

“Staluy and all?!

“Ay dear Peg™—

“Perhaps they'll rnb opt. It's the
prettiest one me anut gave me, an’ |
put it on tonight—because—I thought
yuu—that is, sone one might come bere
tonight: At least | ‘hoped. be would.
an' ye've vomel” Suddenly she broke
vut passionately: "Ub, e must take
me! Ye must! | baven't bad a bit
of plensure sinre I've been, bere, It
will be wondberful. Besides,'! would
not rest g/l night with you danciiy’ over
there un’ me u prisvner over here.”

»Now, Peg”— be tried to begin.

“It's no use, | tell ye. Ye've got to
take me/ Are you asbamed of me be-
cause I'm IgnorantY  Are ye¥”

“Not a bit” feplled Jerry beartily.
“l was just the same at your age. I

used tu svamp at school-and shirk at]

college nntil 1 Tound myselt so far be-
hind fellows 1 despised that 1 was
asbamed. Then | went after them
tooth and nall vntll I canght them up
and passed them.” /

*Did ye? cried Peg eagel'l)' “1-will,

! tvo,” she sald.

‘Wil yon?” “

She nodded vigorously.

*| will—Indade 1 will. From now on
I'll do everything they tell oe an' learn
everything tney teach me it it kille
me!™

1 wish you would." he said seriously.

“An' when | pass everybody eise un’
know mure than 2Dy vne ever Knew—
will ye be very proud of we?”

“Yes, Peg. Even more than 1 am
now."

“Are e pow T’

“] am proud to tblnk you are my
friepd.” + -~

*Ye'd ha' won J'er wager. We are

« friends, aren't we?”

“] am yours.”

“Sure I'm ‘yonrs all right."

She ‘Jovked at blm, laughed shyly
and pressed her cheeks. He was
watching ber closely. '

“What are you lnughlng at? laa
asked.

Do ye know what Tom Moore wrote
about friendship?™”

“No. Tell me.”

Peg sat at the plano and played very
softly the prelude to an old Irish song.

Jerry said. surprisedly, “Oh, so you
play *’

“Afther a fashion. Me father taoght
me. Me aunt can’t bear it. An' the
teacher in the bouse saild it was

dhreadful an' that 1| must play scales
for two years more before 1 thry a

tune. She sald 1 bad no ear.”

Jerry langhed as he replied, “I think
they're very pretty.”

“Do ye?! Well, watch them an'
mebbe ye won't mind me singin' so
much. An', afther all, ye're only a
farmer, aren't ye?"

“Hardly that"” And Jerry lauoghed
again.

“This Is called ‘A Temple to. Friend-
ship,’ ” sbe explained.

“Indeed 7"

“An' it's about & girl who built a
shrine an’ she thought she wanted to
put Friendship into it. She thought
she wanted Friendship. Afther awhlle
she found oot her mistake. Listen.”
And Peg sang, In a pure, tremuloaus lit-
tle volee that vibrated with feeling,
the following:

*+*A temple to Friendehlp,” sald Laura en-
chanted,
‘™ bulld in thia garden—the thousht is
divine

Her temple was bullt, and she now only

wanted
An image of Friendship to place on the
phrine
Bhe flew to a sculptor, who set down be-
fore her
A Friendship, the fairest his art could
invent!
But so cold and go dull that the youthful
adorer
Baw plainly this was npot the idol she
meant. .

—— —_ - ———

*“Oh, never,’ she cried, “could 1 tmnk of
enshrining
An image whose looks are 80 mnll
and dim.
But yon little god (Cupid) upon roses re-
clining,
We'll make, If you please, nir. a Friend-
ship of him.”

“So the bargain was struck; with the lit-
tle god laden

Bhe joyfully tlew to her shrine in the

grove.
‘Farewell,’ sald the sculptor: ‘you're not
the first maiden

Who ‘came but tor Fﬁendsh!p and took

away—Love, "

She played the refrain moftly after
she had finished the song, Gradually
the last note died away.

Jerry looked at her in amhzement.

“Where in the world did you leam
that?" ’

“Me father tanght It to me,” replied

“Dbn't say thalt,'! Jerry ir'mrr_llp"hd.

Peg simpily. ' “Tom Moore’s one of me
father’s prayer books.” -

Jerry repeated as though to himself:

*'Who came but for Frlendshlp and
took away Lovel"” °

“lsn't "that peautifil ¥+ And’ Peg's
face bad a rapt expresslon 2y she look:
ed up at Jérry.”

“Do you belleve it?" he auked. o

“Didn't Tom Moore write it?" she
answered. ’

*18 there anything better than friend-
ship between man n.nd woman‘!" ;

‘She noddeéd:

"lndsde there 1s. Me father felt tl
for me ‘mother or I touldn't'be’ bere [
now. Me father loved me mother with
all hls strength an’ all hls soul” i

“Could yon ever feel it? be asked,

and there was an angious look in hls .

eyes as he walted for ber to nmer

She podded.

“Have you ever felt.1t?" bie went on.

“All ‘me life,” answered Peg in‘a
whisper.

“Ag a child, perhaps,” remarked Jer-
ry. “"Some day it will come to you a&d
a woman, and then the wbole world
will chuange for'you.”

»1 know,” replied Peg softly.
felt ft comin'.”

“Siace when?” and once nsain sus-
pense was In his voice.

“prg sinve—ever since”— Suddenly
she bruse off breathlessly. and, throw-
ing ber arms above her head as though
in appeal. she cried:

“Oh, 1 do want to improve meself.
Now I wish 1 bad been born a lady.
I'd be more worthy of'—

“What? Whom?" asked Jerry ur-
gently and waiting snxlously for ber
answer.

Peg regained control of herself, and,
cowering down again on to the plano
stool, she went on hurriedly: .

] want knowledge mow. I know
what you mean by bein' at a disad-
vantage. | used to despise learnin’.
I've laughed at it. 1 never will again.
I'm no vne's equal. I'm just a Httle
Irish nothin’ "—

“Don't say that.” Jerry interrupted.

“Thank ye for promisin’ to help me,
Misther Jerry. But would ye mind |*
very much it the bad little somethin'
had one more spurt before I killed it
altogether? Would ye?”

“Why, how do you mean?" -

“Take me to that dance tonight—
even ' without me aunt’s permission,
will ye? I'll never forget ye for it if
ye will. An’' it'll be the last wrong
thing I'll e-ﬁdo. I'm just burnin’ all
over at the thought of it. My beart's
burstin’ for it”” She suddenly bummed
a waltz refrain and whirled around the
room, the incarnation of childish aban-
donment.

Mrs, Chichester came slowly down
the stalrs, gazing in horror at the lit-
tle bouncing fizure. As Peg whirled
past the newel post sbe caught sight
of her aunt. She stopped dead.

“What doea this mean?” asked Mrs.
Chichester angrily.

Peg sank into a chair.

Jerry shook bands with Mrs, Chl-
chester and sald:

“I want you to do something that
will make the child very happy. Will
you allow ber to go to a dance at the
Assembly rooms topight?”

“Certainly pot,” replied Mrs. Chi
chester severely.

“I could have told ye what she'd say
wurrd for wurrd,” muttered Peg.

“I beg your pardon,” said Jerry,
straightening up, hurt at the old lady’s
tope. “The invitation was also ex-
tended to vanr danchtar. hut she de-

“I've

‘| for a' plant every. day. §

clined. 1 tovugbr’ you' m ght be p :
edto give yunr, nmg : ;

“Go to a 'dance—unchabe i

_“My “mother and m wlll- b'_
there.” 24 LSS o T

“A child of her age?™ uﬂ nu.cy- ;
chester. & ‘ 'i
“Child is it?" cried Peg’ vehemmﬂéﬁ-

“Margaret;” and the old i
tempted to silence Peg with 8 gesture..

“Plaze let, me go. - I'll -study; me;
bead oft tomorruw if ye'll only let me. £
dancemereetoﬂl bit tonight. . m 4
let me!” -

The old lady ralled hel' hlnll eun-’
manding Peg to stop. g

.*It. was most kind of you ﬁo L
to come over, Jerry, but it is:
of the qnutlon. ¢

Peg sprang up.

Jerry 1ooked at her as if implnrln&
ber not to anger ber annt any l‘nnl.'lﬁ"_ ¢l

said:
“Pm sorry. Good night”
He torned and saw Peg deli
ly pointing to the pathway and |
cating that he was to meet her the
Peg. left alone, hurried over to the
windows 'and looked "out- Into’(the

full down {0
In 8 few moments Peg went
foot of the stairs and listened.
bearing auytbing, she, crept. o
-info ber own Hlttle mauve room, fi Ly
a cloak-and some slippers and‘d/bar <
and just as quietly crept dmﬁ T
into the living room.

She just had time to hide th
and hat and slippers on the immens
window seat when the door opened &
Ethel came I.nto the room. She W

ed stralght'to’the staircase
lookingat?ezandhesutomﬁ .
stairs. i
+«*Hello, -Ethel!" called out Peg;.
remembrance of ‘the violent:
gone In the excitement of the m,,
'"“I'm studyin’ for an. hour. ;
sl angry with me? Wm't
*Good night? Well. then.l
night, Ethel, an’ ‘God bless y

Peg’s little heart beat excitedly.” !’

The one thought that z
"ber quick brain was: 'y

“Will Jerry.come back fqr'

. —aak only for a temperatire pf
day and 60 by night. TI":F
suitable temperature .for
iogs, too. There must “be

door or window as far nwgy :
as possible should be qmod

enable them to stand l it
eoldau-eomtng in. Ko v n( 'ﬁ‘*‘*

An herb, called by ihe.m
.ehe, but botanically
baudianum, grows wild, ln,_ gy
It is remarxable for its sweetness. A
deed, the native nam- " mm
“sugar vplant.” it grows. ‘Ao
border of the river Amm
attaing a helght of on'y Mtvl !
inches. The smallest bit of this ﬂ 4

when placed npon the tongus. ton
a surprisingly sweet savor, “whighl:
is sald, lasts for hours, The '
rine power is much greater thu
of sugar. Recent hunﬁntlong
cate that the nectareous elemi .
this plant closely resembles tht af i

.the licorice root.
Rule for cmmﬂw éﬂ

“A little more silence, plmn..
dered the sage of Chelses. 'Probably:
most of us te]k too much in general,and |
too little about the things best m
speaking of Less goesip and mﬁ .
_godliness; less fau-finding and m
encouraging: less timidity and :
real thougk born speech—is not R
good ruolnﬁon tor our mrmﬂqul’

—_—

Much Perfume in. Dining Hgll_n .

An Athenian host always had ‘his
dining hall perfumed when nbout.’to '-?
give a feast, and his drinking ‘cups - %
_scented with myrrh, while duriig the, ’
course of the entertalnment slth
sprinkled sweet essences upon. the: ’KP
guests. In those days the: perfume i 3
shops of Athens were the centers ol
gossip, intrigue, love and politics.

oy
Had Worn Out Upper Garments. ¢
"Twas ‘hollday time, and the gudes:
man_had had an enjoyable round of
bibulous pleasure, which his better -
half strongly disapproved of “‘Léok ‘.
here,” she began, “on every stbmmeh
there are three coats, and excessive in-
dulgence in alcohnllc liquors . wears ..
thess coats away.” “Well, Susan,” hp
replied, “if thut's so my peor old stom- /%
ach bas been going about in its abirt: - -
sieeves a long time now."—London Tits
Bits, :

N 4
Rope Is as Strong as Bteel. v A
Recent experimenss show that mas )
nila rope is as strong as 'solid bar '
steel, weight for weight, whereas &
leather belt is less than 40 per cemt: '
as strong, compared in the same way,
A year's use will take 50 per cent af,&
rope’s strength, after which the wub
ening is more gradual.

The Church Flag. Ae
The church flag is the only one that

may be flown above the flag of the . )

U ited States. It is hoisted on the-
taff-rail of warships, above the nations i~

al enslsn. during the church aerﬂco. E 3



