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THE SINGING ERABT.

" I spoke a traveler on the road

- 'Who smiled beneath his

leaden load.

. “How play you such a blithesome part?”—
*“Comrade, I béar a singing heart!”

I, questioned one whose

path with pain

In the grim shadows long had lain;
“How fare you thus life's thorny smart?"—
“Comrade, I bear.a singing heart!”

I cried to one whom ndversity

Could not make bend the hardy knee,

“How such brave seeming? Tell the art!"—
“Comrade, I bear a singing heart!”

Friend, blest be thou if thou canst say
Upon the inevitable way

Whereon we fare, sans guide or chart—
“Comrade, I bear a singing heart!”

Ban

—

The bhand-rail at the side of the
steps leading down from the employ-
ment office was much worn. - Hugh
Bannard's eyes had dropped thought-
fully upon it as he came out of the
door at the top of the street steps
and paused to decide what to try
mext. Hundreds of hands, thousands,
Yeoes, tens of thousands of hands, must
bave touched that iron rail, going up
or down.

Thousands of other job-hunters, just
¥ke himself, the young fellow thought,
with that heavy feeling under his ribs
which people call sinking of the heart
—thousands of other had come hers
and gone away again, all looking for
the chance to earn a living, most of
them departing disappointed, as he
was departing. The clerk inside had
told him coldly that they could not
place a quarter part of their appli-
eants, an unusually frank statement.
8o it was a sort of Bridge of Sighs;
this little stairway with the iron hand-{
rall, with the last depository for a
fellog’s vain hopés at the top end
of it,. pne

He looked out at the passing crowd.
It was made up ot men mostly, young
and old men, passing, passing, pass-
ing below him. They were all busi-
mess and professional men. They had
work, every one of them, from that
big, fine-looking feiiow with the silk
hat just alighting from the motor by
the curb, who evidently was a person
of consequence in the bank across-the
way, to the little chap with the flashy
tle and the green fedora wuo was just
eoming out of the haberdasher’s next
door, on his gleeful way to the lunch-
eounter.

It was the twelfth day since he had
first stepped into the Chicago streets;
and they had been the most miserable:
twelve days of his life. It would have

“ been bad enough to be homesick for
the quiet Michigan home if he had
been @#ahind somebody’'s counter or at
somebody's office desk where he could
earn his way. It was ‘‘tough,” as he
whispered under hig breath, to be
homesick “on nothing a week.”

It was the luncheon hour—at least,
it seemed to be for most of these men.
He had been trying not to think about
food for himself. Indeed, it had be-
come & serlous question with him
whether he could afford such a luxury
at all today. He fingered one last
small bill in his pocket, and remem-
bered that his room rent would be
due again on Monday—room rent for
another weéek in advance. This was
Friday. “If the folks at home knew,”
he thought, “wouldn’t I get fed up
this noon!”

Somebody had come out of the door
behind him and was standing at his
side. Something in the quiet pause
of the other made Hugh look up
quickly. He looked into a pair of
pleasant, friendly grey eyes that were
regarding him with interest through
the glasses that covered them. 38

“Well, did you get a job?”

The man was not young.- He was
tall and rather slender, erect, but with
the look of years upon him. His hair
was white. He was smooth-shaven ex-
eept for a grey mustache and a small
goatee, which somehow at once sug-
gested the old soldier to the boy.

“Oh, no, I didn't,”” Hugh said,
Nghtly.

‘“Neither did I,” said the man.

“Are you looking, t00?” Hugh asked.

His eyes went over the other again
involuntari*y. There was something
fine about the man. His face and his
hands, as Hugh saw thetn now, had
the pecullar silvered look that old
people’s faces and hands show some-
times, as i the skin were turning a
satin-grey, too, like the hair. He was
80 straight, so qulet, so self-con-
tained, and yet the corners of his eyes
were wrinkling with a smile that
epened his lips also in a frank sort of
eomradeship.

“Oh, yes,” he answered, “I've been
looking quite a while. Nobody seems
4o want an old man.”

He laughed a little, and Hugh wa3
forgetful for an instant of hisz own
troubles.

“They don't seem to want boys,
either,” he said, slowly. . “I've bLeen
standing here watching all these men
80 by, and wondering why they all
Rave jobs; They're like you and me,
aren't they?” ; :

“Many of them are like you,* sald
.the old man. “Not many like rie.”

Hugh felt a iittle choke coming Into
his throat. “A good mapy of fSem
must know of other jobs that would
do for both of us,” ‘he went on, has-
fly. “If we could only let them know
that we need jobs—let 'em all know.
I feel like shouting it out at them
mow, from the steps here, and waving

_ my arms and telling them that I'can
. work, too—that we can work.”

move. “Well,” ‘he said, “I must be
going on.. We'll find a job all right.
Keep a stiff upper lip.” Suddenly he
held out his hand. “Here's luck,” he

sald, the genial smile coming out

again clear.

“Here's luck to you,” said Hugh,
seizing the extended hand with boyish
heartiness. =

A moment later they had separated
in the crowd, Hugh walking slowly
toward the corner of the street, the
other taking the opposite direction.
The boy could still feel the touch of
the man's hand on his. Such cous-
age! If he had only been in a posi-
tion to help! But the old man's brave
words and the grasp of his hand had
helped the boy. A

8till, things were serious with him.
He had exhausted all he knew the
ways to get work, And nobody want-
ed him. What was it? He was not
wholly ~without business experience.
He had worked in stores, had reported
for the newspaper, had handled a
magazine agaacy at home. He had
been considered anm enterprising, ca-
pable young fellow in the village
where his people lived.

When he had started off to look for

-work {n_Chicago, his friends had been

ready to prophesy success for him.
And he was failing—yes, that was the
only word for it—failing as he Hhad

not believed anybody could fail who

was in earnest. ;
“It’s here!” he whispered to him-
self, as he - plodded ~along with the
crowd. “It's here—work—on all
sides. I know there are jobs walting
for me. There's always a chance for

; The older man was the first to

IT WAS NOT EASY TO FACE THAT STREET
FULL OF CURIOUS EYES.

a fellow who can do good work, I
know, and I ought to have courage {if
that old boy can keep it.”

He looked about him with troubled
eyes. If these men only knew! The
wish that he could let them all know,
every one, came back suddenly as he
recalled his half-jesting words of a
few-moments before.

A stalwart figure in curiously col-
ored garb passed him—a man in a
purple coat, On the back of it, across
the shoulders, were yellow letters:

- Go to Boyne's Dental Parlors.

Teeth- Filled Without Pain.

Hugh stared after the fellow. To
his unaccustomed eyes the grotesque
thing stood out from all its surround-
ings. And so strikingly did {t fit into
his thoughts that an idea leaped into
his mind on the instant.

“I could do that!” he said, aloud.

A man who heard him turned to
look curiously at %im, but Hugh did
not heed him. All the work and dis-
appointisent of the two weeks past,
with the desperation that had risen at
last from dreaded failure, served to
make his resolution swift.

“I can do it, and I will!” he mut-
tered. “I'll let 'em know about me.”

He looked quickly about. A sta:
tioner’s store was across the street.
He crossed to it quickly. Inside, he
bought a sheet of bristdl-board two

feet square and borrowed a marking-
brush.

In five minutes, working feverishly,
he had made a sign of his .own, and its
announcement was clear:

I WaNT A JoB. :

The clerk who had lent him the
brush watched him with amusement.
But Hugh, although.conscious now
that his face had reddened under ob-
servation, was of the mettle to put his
idea through. He pinned his sign-
board upon his breast and walked out
into the 'sunlight, feeling that he was
striking a 'last, forlorn blow.

It was not easy o face that street
full of curious eyes, he found quick-
ly; but he took his stand and looked
into the faces of the men who turned
to stare at him. Almost &t once there
was a laugh, then another. '

| And then he laughed. *“Who is your

—

Then the young fellow who had
laughed first looked at Hugh's serious,
flushed face, and grew sober. ‘And
that single recognition of his-earnest-
ness gave the boy courage again. He
stood his ground and waited.

More and more the passing people
Iooked at him: ‘The- big - motor-car
which he had noticed before was still
at the curb, and he of the silk hat had
come out to re-enter it and had spled
the card-board sign. He was looking.

A-woman passed and gazed wonder-
ingly at the young fellow. She smiled
as she went on. Two boys jeered and
stopped to watch.

Then suddenly Hugh found himself
looking 'up at the big motor-car again
and realizing that the man in it was
beckoning to him. ‘The other’'s face
was serious, too, and the boy obeyed
the gesture.

The man’s eyes were dark and keen.
They looked straight into Hugh's as
the boy stood beside the car, and he
seemed to forget that the card-board
sign was ludicrous. Hugh’s heart beat
hard. It could hardly be that success
had come so quickly.
man was not slow to speak.

“If you want a job as bad as that,”
he said,. tersely but kindly, ‘“come to
my office in the bank to-morrow morn-
ing at 9 He paused, and then

smiled. “Ask - for Mr.. Freyne,” he
“and send in that sign as your

added,
card.” -

Hugh tried to thank him, but a
chauffeur had cranked the engine and
was climbing into the car as the other

‘finished, and the banker turned to him

with a direction.

A- moment later the car had disap-
peared and the boy stood alone on the
curb, taking the card from his basaast
and whispering excitedly over to him-
self the name of his new acquaint-
ance, while: he folded the bristol-
board “carefully.

“I wish I knew where my old sol-
dier is now,” he thought, as he walked
home to the hired room. ‘“‘Perhaps
he’d try my scheme, too.”

But a surprise awaited Hugh the
next morning, when he arrived at the
bank. He was ushered into a dimly
lighted waiting-room, where a score of
men and. boys were waiting; and that
their ‘errand was similar to his was
quickly evident from conversation
overheard. Somewhat taken ' aback,
he still told the story of his appoint-
ment with Mr. Freyne to the young
man who had shown him in, and of-
fered the folded cardboard as his cre-
dentials. He was reassured when the
other seemed promptly to understand.

“Oh, you’re the one, are you?”’ he
asked. “Just wait a minute.”

The young man disappeared through
a glass door, and Hugh's spirits rose
Joyously. He looked around at the oth-
ers with a natural sense of advantage
fairly won over them by his little
scheme of the day before. He did not
know certainly that they were after
the place that would be offered to him,
but it seemed probable. They were
seeking work. He felt a little twinge
of regret at the thought that what
was his good fortune would be their
loss. And then all at once he found
himself looking at a tall figure near
the door, a figure of an old man with
white hair and grizzled military
goatee, who stood, hat in hand, walit-
ing with the rest.

It was his friend of yesterday—his
old soldier, as he had thought of him.
He had not seen ‘Hugh, or else had
failed to recognize him. But the light
from a hall window shone in strongly
enough to bring out plainly his fine,
patient, brave old face. And Hugh
stood and stared at it with a sudden
loss of his satisfaction of a moment
before. Was his old soldier after this
place, too?

The door at his side opened, and the
young man who had taken' his odd
card to Mr. Freyne was beckoning him
inside. With his mind full of con-
fused speculations, he stepped into the
presence of the banker.

The man laid down his papers as
Hugh walked toward him. “Tell me
about yourself,” he said, briefly, with-
out introduction.

The boy, consclous that brief re-
sponse would please hrm, did so 1n a
few words.  When he finished his
short narrative, the dark-eyed man
seemed satisfied.

“All right,” he sald. “The young
man who has sense enough fo use
such an idea as you did yesterday will
use his brains wherever he is. You'll
do.”

The banker paused for an instant,
and then went on:

“The only place we have open now
is an usher’s job in the banking-room.
It pays twelve dollars a week, and
will lead to better. We advertised
yesterday for.a man, but I saw your
card and made up my mind you de-
served a chance. Go into the next
room and tell Mr. Chase I've hired you
and that he may dismiss the others.”

The fine dark eyes went back to the
letters ‘'on the banker’s desk. But
Hugh still could not rejoice in his for-
tune. - The banker's words had made
the situation clear to him, and as that:
gentleman ended, the face of the. grey
old man out there in the walting-room
—who was presently to be sent away
disappointed—rose before him and
blotted out other things.

The banker noted his pause and
looked up. “Well?" he sald, a- little

-| sharply. And Hugh's mind was mad

up. :
“Mr. Freyne,” he said, quickly, “you
are very kind, and I appreciate your
offering me this place. But I have a
—a friend—who needs it more than I
do. It seems to be a place that re-
quires no special training, and he can
fill it. In fact, I'm quite sure. he'll be
a better man than'I for it. ‘Won't you
give it to him?” -
° The banker was surprised, but his
eyes turned suddenly curious as he
looked at’ Hugh. “Well!” he sald.

friend? What's his name?”

But the big |-

at the second. His name? He did not]
know i, of course. And what would
the banker think? He hesitatéd. And
then suddenly realizing: :ﬁat he was
spoiling it all by sheer pidity, he
burst out abruptly with' the uncolored
truth.

%“I-don’t- know his name,” he said.
“never saw him till yesterday. But
he needs this job.” And then, his
brain firing with his feeling, he told
the story in swift words that his gen-
uine emotion made vivid, even to the
description of the old man’s appear-
ance and bearing.

‘The banker heard him through'in
silent attention.

“And you want to give up your job
to a stranger, do you?" he asked.
“You admit you know nothing of the
man, and yet you want me to hire
him. Who vouched for him to you?”

‘“If you will see him, you’ll know
he doesn’t need anybody to vouch for
him!"” exclaimed Hugh. “I know he's
honest. I know—"

But Mr. Freyne touched a button on
his desk. To the clerk who respond-
ed, he sald, “Ask the old gentleman
with the goatee, in the walting-room,
to come in here.”” Then he turned
again to Hugh. “I'll take him on your
recommendation, Mr. Bannard,” he
said, using Hugh’s name for the first
time.—But  Hugh was embarrassed
now. “Please don't let him see me,”
he said, hastily. “He might under-
_stand. T'll- go.”

‘He turned toward the door. But the
banker spoke promptly and decidedly.
“No,”. he said, “you stay here. Walit
in Mr. Chase’s room, if you like, but
I've hired you, if you remember. And
I'm not inclined to think your ways
merit discharge—yet. There’s room
for more of your kind in this bank.”

Hugh turned to look at him, and gsaw
that the other was on his feet and that
his face was alight. But just then
the wailting-room door opened again,
and the boy was forced to make his
exit quickly. In the backward glance,
however, as he stepped into the cash-
fer’s private room, he caught' a
glimpse of the face of his friend, and
saw that the look was now a cheerful
one.—Youth’s Companion.

LEAST mPOSING TITLE. OF ANY.

Belongs to the Monarch of the Great=
est Kingdom on Earth.

Most of the crowned heads of Eu-
rope yevel in a multiplicity of styles
and dignities, but apart from mere
pecrages the ruler of the mightiest
empire the world has ever seen has to
be content with the simple formula:
“Edward VII.,, by the Grace of God of
the United Kingdom of Great Britain
and Ireland and of the British Domin-
ions Beyond the Seas, King Defender
of the Faith, Emperor of India.”

Even in these titles the reference to
the Britons over seas was added only
on the present King's accession, and
the style of Emperor of India was con-
ferred on the British sovereign late
in Queen Victoria's reign. Queen Viec-
toria was crowned simply “Of the
United Kingdom of Great Britain and
Ireland, Queen, Defender of the
Faith,”” though on some of the early
coinage of her reign—the north, for
instance—she is styled “By the Grace
of God of all the Britains Queen, De-
fender of the Faith”—a fine, dignified
and comprehensive style.

Besides his regal appellation the
King has of course many lesser titles,
but even these are not nearly so nu-
merous as in the case of most foreign
Lotentates.

When one turns to other monarchs-
the list appears very trivial, the Ger-
man Emperor, for instance, enjoying
the luxury of 75 subordinate titles, the
King of Spain 42, the Emperor of
Austria 61 and the Sultan of Turkey
82.

The Sultan of Turkey’s various
styles are somewhat amusing to the
western mind, He is, of course, Sul-
Tan and Kha-Khan (high prince and
lord of lords) to start with; then he
claims sovereignty over most districts,
towns, cities and states in the east,
specifying each by name and setting
out with great deliberation in each of
his various titles, “all the forts, cita-
dels, purlieus and neighberhood there-
of,” In regular legal form, and finally
his official designation ends, “Sover-
eign also of divers other nations,
states, peoples and races on the face
of the earth.” All this is of course in
addition to his high position as “Head
of the Faithful” and “Supreme Lord
‘of all the Followers of the Prophet,’
“Direct and Only Lieutenant on Earth
of Mohammed.”

The Bomb Man.

Lecoq the detective ordered a fourth
€gg nogsg.

“Bomb _men are the. pest of Russia,”
he safd. “As wé have green goods
men- here, so they have bomb men
there. -

‘“You, for- instance, ., are. a farmer,
Stepan Btepanovitch. You come to
Petersburg to see the sights, and sud-
denly a man thrusts his hands in your
pocket and says:

““‘Cursed aristocrat! I have placed

a bomb in your trousers. Move a mus-
cle and it will go oft.’
N\“You stand perfectly still. You are
half dead with fright. After ten min-
utes or so, though, you collect enough
courage to ask a passer-by if he will
please remove very carefully the bomb
placed in your pocket by an Anarchist,
and the passer-by draws forth ginger-
ly a brick.”

Lecoq ordered a‘fifth egg nogg.

“A brick,” he repeated., “But Stepan
Stepanovitch's purse, containing 17
roubles.and 49 kopecks, 18 quite gone.”

When a politiclan approaches you,
and you lie to him, you may not think

hal,_kkngn it, but he nearly always

. | does.

The boy started to answer the first]
question eagerly, but he stopped short|

” Paying 36 Cents a Pound. ;
Berlin has a butter boycott. It Is
also spoken of In the dispatches as a

bitter butter boycott. The people, fru-
gal souls, objéet to paying 36 cents a
pound for butter, insisting that 26 is
quite enough. When we hear sich
hews as this most of us are astounded
at the moderation of our ewn tolera-
tion, the Indianapolis News says. For
months we have been paying all sorts
of prices for butter—some  people in-
sist that they have even paid more
than that; prices, indeed, that made
86 cents look like the easy times of
the days before prosperity hit us so
hard. Our prices are not so high now,
to be Bsure, but the product is still
quoted at a rate that leaves 36 cents
far short of appearing appalling.

Our own butter prices have been
subtly progressive. Not many years
ago the ordinary householder- bought
his butter by contract from an itiner-
ant huckster at ‘25 cents a pound the
-year round.” Then, as prosperity pro-

the butter man announced that he
would have to charge 30 cents during
the winter. This was paid grudgingly,
but when the spring came and the
grass grew and pasturage became rich
there was no return to the 25-cent
rate. Under the new dispensation but-
ter had come to 30 cents the year
round. Then came another chilling
autumn when the huckster concluded
that it would be necessary for him to
charge 35 cents a pound'in the winter.
Again it was palid, grudgingly; again
the spring came, the grass grew and
the pasturage became rich, and again
there was no return to the summer
price. The year-round contract price
is now holding steady at 35 cents, gen-
erally speaking, with scant prospect
of lower rates for the summer. And
the householder has disconcerting vis-
ions of 40 cents the year-round price,
beginning with next fall. Something
may. intervene to save him, but he has
his doubts. For the last twelve or
thirteen years there have been ex-
tremely few saving interventions.

A butter boycott; even a bitter but-
ter boycott, would be possible, of
course, but experience is mot encour-
aging. The only result of the meat
boycott appears to have been higher
prices, which we are still paying, al-
though 1t is admitted that the meat
boycott has passed into history. It
was a well-intentioned effort, but it evi-
dently did not take fully into con-
sideration humanity’s gastric cravings
or the strength of the packers’ stand-
pattishness. We shall watch the effort
of the Berliners to force' down butter
prices with interest; if not exactly with
confidence. If they win it will indi-
cate one of two things—either they
have more determination than we have
or the people over there who control
food prices have less.

QUEER v

The salmon output of Alaska equals
the combined catch of British Colum-
bia, the United States proper and Ja-
pan.

~ The crude rate of mortality last
year in the seventy-six large English
towns, having an estimated bopula-
tion of 16,500,000, did not exceed 14.7
a thousand. 2

For use in manual training schools
a 'Wisconsin man has patented a tool
chest which may be converted into a

of two desks.

Brazil exported - about 8,000,000
pounds of rubber in 1909, calendar
year, half to Europe and half to the
Unite’d States. It was the largest
year’s export of Brazilian rubber on
record, -

A metal seat, hinged-and suspended
by chains from a window casing, has
been patented by an Ohio man for
window cleaners as well as for use as
a shelf on which food may be placed
to cool. :

From Singapore over $13,000,000
worth of goods are. annually shipped
to the United Btates; yet, of the total
number of 29,234 vessels entered there
b.in 1908, only .one. small craft was
American.

The-supply of foodstuffs in Germany
has only been kept up to the maxi-
mum figures. by intensive agriculture,
the employment of modern machinery,
scientific fertilization and the employ-
ment of millions of female farm
hands. The German workman pays
&s much as the American for his food,
except potatoes, milk and vegetables.

Among the eight thousand appli-
cants who are anxious to join Captain
Scott in his British expedition to the
south pole, are all sorts and condi-
-tions of men—doctors, engineers, civil
servants, clerks, army officers, sol-
diers, seamen, rallway porters and
men of private means. ‘“T'he man for
the work,” sald an official of the ex-
pedition, “is the man who is absolute-
ly physically fit in all points.”

Hospital nurses, when assisting at
a delicate operation, have their own
way of suppressing a cough or speeze.
The operator’s attention must not be
‘distracted for a moment., Coughs and
sneezes, too, spread germs on surfaces
carefully- rendered amtiseptic. So ey-
ery nurse soon. learns to press her
finger hard on the upper lip, immedi-
ately below the nose, when she feels
a cough or sneeze coming ‘on.

A man Is never quite so' philosophi

cal as when he is being pinched.

Germans, Frugal Souls, Objecy fe

bitter “boycott, thus; in addition to-
other attractive features, giving it the {
neat and alliterative interest that must”
attend such a movement as the Berlin

ceeded, there came an autumn when

work bench by clamping it to the top

(the child, with delicate

Better Roads for Illinofa.

The attitude of the new legislative
committee on good roads is encourag-
ingly shown in the initial declaration
of Representative Lantz, its secre
tary, says the Chicagos Record-Herald.
Enough money for road making and
bridge building is levied by the State,
hé says, to give it the best and most
comprehensive system of public high-
ways In the Union, were the funds
but legitimately and economically ex-
pended. To bring into clear light the
faults of the present extravagant and
haphazard regime, the committee pro-
poses to investigate the methods of
the highway commissioners of every
county in the State.

Preliminary reports already received
from county clerks and county treas-
urers give some idea of the genmeral
situation and foreshadow the nature
and extent of the needed reforms.
The 1909 tax levy for road and bridge -
purposes in the entire-State amountg
to nearly $8,000,000, and the claim ig
made that though the Iincompetenca
and-lack of co-ordination fostered by
the present obsolete procedure mnearly
three-quarters of the sum is wasted.

Nature is rather against the cause
of good roads in Illinois. ‘The soil is
unfavorable and stone is scarce. All
the more need, therefore, to work on
some unified and systematized plan
and to utilize such materials as exist.
Abundant materials, as a fact, do ex-
ist in-the debris of the drainage_ chan-
nel,

The old plan of “working out” the
tax, once so widely prevalent, is now
discredited. The newer idea of State
aid under a State commission 1s ev-
erywhere gaining ground. This feat-
ure is prominent in the New York
highway law of 1909, nd it has a place
in the plan now: shaping for submis-
slon to.the legislature of Wisconsin.
New York, with six State divisions,
each under its own engineer, and all
of these under a State commission
with five bureaus, offers to townships
from 50 to 100 per cent of the amount
of appropriations they may themselves
make. Wisconsin is considering the
division of expenses among State,
county and- township, leaving the ini-
tiative with the latter,

Our own legislative committee will
probably report that there is good rea-
son for doing away with the 4,839
commissioners now in control of the
State’s roads and highways. It may
propose a county engineer to have
charge of road comstruction in each
county, with a -State engineer to co-
ordinate their work. = This - schemé
seems rather simple when compared
with the elaborate plan lately launch-
ed in the State of New York, but
would doubtless lead to a marked im-
provement of the present situation.

A, Curious Will.

An extraoxbainary will has been left
by an elderly unmarried lady who died
in Vienna. Her property, amounting -
to about £50,000, is appointed to be- -
divided between her three nephews,
now -aged twenty-four, twenty-seven
and twenty-nine, and her three nieces,
aged nineteen, twenty-one and twenty-
two, in equal parts on the following
conditions:

The six nephews and nieces mugt
all live in the heuse formerly inhab-
ited by their aunt, with the exceutor,
a lawyer, whose business it will be to
see that the conditions*of the will are
strictly observed. None of the neph-
ews I8 to marry before reaching his
fortieth year or the nieces before their
thirtieth, under the penalty that the
share of the one so marrying will be
divided among the others.

Further, the six legatees are admon-
ished never to quarrel among them-
selves. If one should do so persistently
the executor is empowered to turn him
or her out of the house and divide the
share as in the case of marriage.

“The excutor 18- himself forbidden to
marry or to reside elsewhere than in
the house with the legatees as long as
he holds his. office, to which a hand-
some remuneration is attached.

The old maid is saild to have made
this peculiar will because her nephews
and nieces continually worried her
during her life'by asking her to give
them money to enable them to marry,
requests sheé always refused.—London
Express.

Choosing Her Gifts.

A charitable Englishwoman, who in-
sists on a personal acquaintance with
all her pensioners, recently contributed
to the London World an account of
some of her amusing experiences. A
small girl of eight.called at the lady’s
house goon after Christmas with a
bundle under her arm.

“Please, yer ladyship,” she began,
“please, mum says thahk yer kindly,
an’ says tell yer-thgt down our way
capes is worn now, an’ if she was to
wear this shawl yer sent 'er all the
neighbors would think she was one of
them ladies what sells flowers in the
street; so, please, yer ladyship, mum
says will yer send 'er a cape 'stead of
the shawl? Y :

‘“Or, if yer ain’t got one, a pick-
sher’ll d». One in & gold frame for
the front room; an’ please,” concluded
s ~_Insistence,
“mum says she 'opes it'll be of Bobbie

Burns and gentle Mary.,”

; Topsy-Turvy,
~ “It's a funny thing.”
HRE N
“I live on the ninth floor and the
Janitor lives in the basement, yet he
is immeasurably ' above me."—Bir '
mingham Age-Herald. G ;
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