
CHAPTER V H l. '
The picnic came off on Saturday nf- 

tornoon. The weather, which often 
throws a wet blanket upon the festivi
ties of Bueli occasions, was highly pio- 
pitlous, and several hundred persons, 
young and middle-aged, turned out. The 
place selected for the .picnic was a field 
o f several acres, bordering upon a pond. 
This had ibeeu fitted up by the proprietor 
with swings, and a roofed building, with
out sides, under which were placed rough- 
board tables for the reception of provis
ions. A number of oak trees with their 
broad branches furnished shelter.

Besides these arrangements for enjoy
ment, there were two boats confined by 
Iron chains, which were thrown around 
trees near the brink of the water. After 
enjoying the swing for a time, there was 
ç. proposition to go out in the boats. The 
boats could comfortably accommodate 
eight persons each. This number had 
been obtained, when Joshua catnip up.

" I ’m going," he said, unceremoniously.
"You will have to wuit till next time,”  

said Ralph Morse. "W e’ve got the full 
number."

"No, I ’m going this time,”  said Joshua, 
rudely, and/ clambered In and took his 
place ns steersman.

The.other boat had already set off, 
and, as it happened, under the guidance 
of Walter Conrad, who had long been ac
customed to matinging a boat, having had 
«ne of his own at honw.

"They’ve got n great steerer on the 
other boat,”  said Joshun, sneering.

“ Where are you steering, JoshuaV” 
asked Ralph, suddenly, for the boat near
ly half turned round. The fart was that 
Joshua himself knew very little about 
steering. In speaking of Walter’s want 
of skill, be had precisely described him
self.

" I  understand what I ’m about,”  an
swered Joshua, suddenly reversing the 
direction, and overdoing the matter, so 
us to turn the boat halfway round the 
other way.

"I hope you do," said Ralph, “ but it 
don’t look much like it.”

"I  was looking at the other boat.” 
Joshua condescended to explain, “ and the 
rudder slipped.

Walter's boat kept the lend. His per
fect steering made the task easier for 
the rowers,- who got the full advantage 
of their efforts. < Joshua, however, by 
liis uncertain steering, hindered the pro
gress of his boat.

"Can’t we beat the other boat?" ask
ed Joseph Wheeler, who was rowiDg. , " I  
can row us well as cither of Gloss' fel- 
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menccd. The boats were similar, and thus 
neither lmd the advantage on this score. 
But the rowers on the Pioneer were, on 
the whole, stronger, and more skillful 
than those on the Arrow. On the other 
hand, Waiter steered perfectly, while 
Joshua’s , successor, though he made no 
bad blunder, /was a ¿novice.

The result was that the race was a 
clear one. Filially the Arrow came in a 
length ahead, and Walter felt with Tpjiet 
satisfaction that—the—victory—bad—been- 
gained by his efforts.

He hoped that he would be as success
ful through life in paddling his own canoe. 
Joshua went home sulkily, and was not 
seen again on the picnic grounds.

"So can I,”  said Tom Barry; “ let's 
try." i

The boats were about five lengths 
apart, the rowers in the foremost boat 
not having worked very hard, when Tom 
and Joe began to exert themselves. The 
intention was 6oou manifest, and the 
spirit of rivalry was excited.

“ Do your best, boys !*’ said Walter. 
"They’re trying to catch us. Don’t let 
them do it.”

The rowers of the two boats were about 
«vettiy matched. If anything, however, 
Tom ami Joe were superior, and, otlipr 
things being equal, would sooner or later 
have won the race. But Joshua, by his 
original style of steering, which became 
under the inliuence of excitement even 
more unreliable, caused them to lose per
ceptibly.

"Can’t you steer straight by accident, 
Joshua?" asked Tom, iii a tone of vexa
tion.

"I  know more about steering than you 
do, Tom Barry," growled Joshua, Ret
ting red in the lace, for he could not 
help seeing that he was not appearing to 
advantage.

"Show it, then, if you do." was the re
ply. “ If we had your cousin to steeFTusT 
we could soon get ahead.”

This was very mortifying to Joshua. He 
did not care to be outdone by aDy one, but 
to be outdone by Walter was particular
ly disagreeable.,

“ It isn’t the steering, It’s the rowing,” 
he said. “ You don’t row even.”

“ Won’t you try it, then,”  said Joe, 
"and show us what you can do?”

"N o; I ’d ra'ther steet."
Joshua considered that the steersman’s 

place was the place of honor, and he was 
not disposed to yield it. Meanwhile Wal
ter, from his place in tbs first boat, 
watched the efforts of his rivals. He was 
determined to keep the lead which he 
had secured, and had little fear of los- 
\ng It.

“ Give way, boys!” he cried; “ we’ ll dis
tance them, never fear!”

After making the turn, tlio Arrow met 
the Pioneer after a little distance. There 
was abundant room for the boats to.piisif 
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managed. There was no fault in Wal
ter's steering, but, by an awkward blun
der of Joshua’s, the Pioneer veered in 
her course so that the Arrow struck her, 
to use a nautical term, amidships. As 
she was being impelled rapidly at the 
time, the shock was considerable, and the 
fright still greater. The girls jumped to 
their feet screaming, and Joshua himself 
turned pale with fright, but recovered 
himself sufficiently to call out angrily, 
NWhat made you run into us?”

“ It’s your own fault, Joshua,”  said 
Tom Barry, angrily. “ You’re the most 
stupid steerer-T ever saw. What made 
you turn the'boat?”

“ It’s his fault,”  said Joshua.
“ Let somebody else- steer,”  said Joe 

Wheeler. “ A  baby could steer better than 
be.”

So a younger boy was put in Joshua’B 
place, much to his mortification, and he 
was degraded, as he considered^!t, to the 
rank of a passenger.

“ I’m going ashore," he said, sourly. 
"Let me out here."

“All right," said "Tom Barry. " I  guess 
we can get along without you. Here, you 
fellows on the Arrow, just wait a min
ute, till we’ ve landed Joshua, xand we’II 
race you back.”  #

True’:..to his determination, Joshua 
Jumped off at the bead of the inlet, and 
the Pioneer was turned by her* new pilot.

The Arrow- and the Pioneer took their 
jj>£.ces side by side, and the race com

CHAPTER IX.
One morning, a few days later, Joshua 

was walking moodily up the village-road 
with bis hands in his pockets. He was 
reflecting, in a spirit of great discontent, 
on the hardships of his situation.

“ Here am I,”  he said to hijpself, “ eigh
teen years old, and father treats me like 
a boy of ten. I ’m most a man, and all 
lie givee-me for pocket money is twenty- 
five cents a week. There’s Dick Storm, 
whose father isn’t a quarter as rich as 
mine, gets a dollar a week. He’s only 
sixteen, too.”

One important difference between him
self and Dick Storrs did not occur to 
Joshua. Dick worked in a shoeshop, and 
it was out of his own wages that his fath
er allowed him a dollar a week. Joshua 
earned nothing at all.

“ It’s mean!’’ reflected Joshua. “ There 
ain’t a boy of my age in Stapleton that’s 
so meanly treated, and yet my father’s 
the richest man in town. I wish I knew 
what to do to get a little tnojjey.”

At this moment ho saw Sam Crawford 
approaching him. Sam was perhaps a 
year younger than Joshua, lie had for
merly lived in the village, but was now 
in a situation in New York, and was 
only in Stapleton for a few days.

“ How are you. Joshua?” said Sara. 
“ I ’m going round to the ice cream saloon. 
Won’t you come with me?”

“ Yes, if you’ll treat. I haven’t got any 
money.”

"You ought to have. The old man’s 
got plenty.”

"That’s so. But he's getting meaner 
every day." f

“ Look hero I”  said Sam, suddenly;’ "I 
have,an idea. Did you ever buy a lottery 
ticket?”

“ No,”  answered Joshua.
"There’s a fellow I know in New York 

.that_dECJY-a_mlzg_of_a_thousand dollars. 
nud how much do you think he paid for 
a ticket?"

“ I don’t know.”
“ Five dollars. How’s that for high?” 
“ How long ago is that?" asked Joshua, 

becoming interested.
“ Only two months ago.”
“ Do you know him?”
"Yes, 1 know him ns well as I know 

you. ; i c  is clerk in a store just opposite 
ours. When he got the money he gave 
half a dozen of us a big dinner. We nad 
u jolly' time.”

“ A. thousand dollars for five 1”  repeat
ed Joshua. “ He was awfully lucky.” 

“ The fellow I was speaking of gets 
lottery papers regularly.. I’ll ask him 
foi one. and send it to you as soou as 1 
get back to the city.”

“ I wish you would,”  said Joshua. 
“ Wouldn’t it be something great if I 
could draw a prize of a thousand dol
lars?”

“ I'll bet it would. It would make you 
independent of the old man. You wouldn’t 
care much for his twenty-five cents a 
week then.”

Joshua and Snm went into the ice 
cream saloou, which was kept open dur- 
ing tke-auuiiner - only, in . a- small-candy-] 
store, by a maiden lady who made a 
scanty income from such limited patroD- 
age as the village could afford. Joshua 
plied his companion with further ques
tions, to all of which he readily replied, 
though it is doubtful if all the answers 
were quite correct. But Sam, having 
been in tire city a few months,' wished 
to be thought to have a very extensive 
acquaintance with it, and was unwilling 
to admit ignorance on any point.

Early the next week Sam returned to 
his duties in the city, and Joshua await
ed impatiently the promised lottery pa
pers. Sam did not forget his promise. 
On the third day after bis departure a 
paper came to the village postoflice, di
rected ;

“ Joshua Drummond, Esq.,
"Stapleton.”

This was promptly taken from the of
fice by Joshua, who had called on an av
erage twice a day for this very paper. It

after following him to the door, and loos
ing carefully up and down the street, 
walked behind the counter with a hasty 
step and opened the money drawer.

¿There was a small pilg-of billsr in one 
compartment, and in the other a collection 
of currency. He took the bills into his 
hand, and looked over them. -, I-Iis hands 
trembled a little, for he. contemplated a 
dishonest act. Unable to obtain the 
money in any other way, he meant to bor
row—that was what he called it— five 
dollars from the money drawer and ex
pend it in a lottery ticket.' 0

Singling out a five-dollar bill from tht 
pile, he thrust it into his vest pocket. 
He had scarcelj' done so when he was 
startled by hearing the door open. He 
mode a guilty jump, but perceived, to his 
iclief, that it was a woman not iivingjjn 
the village, but probably in some adjoin
ing town.

“ What can I show j'ou, ma’am?”  be 
asked, in a Hurried manner, for he could 
not help thinking of wbat he had in bi3 

-vest-pocket.--------------------- ------------- ----------
,“ I should like to look at some of your 

shawls," said the woman,
Joshua knew very little about his fath

er’s stock. He did know, however, where 
the shawls were kept, and going to that 
portion of the shelves, pulled down half 
a dozen and showed them to his cus
tomer.
_ “ Are, they all wool?" she asked, crit- 
ically, examining one of them.

“ Yes,”  answered Joshua, confidently, 
though he had not the slightest knowl
edge on the subject.

“ What is the price o f .this one?”  asked 
the customer, indicating the one she had 
in her hand.

“ Five dollars,”  answered Joshua, with 
some hesitation. He knew nothing of 
the price, but- guessed that this would bo. 
about right. — -

“And you say it is all wool?"»
“Certainly, ma’am."
"I guess I’ ll take it. Will you wrap 

it up for me?”
This Joshua did awkwardly enough, 

and the customer departed, much pleased 
with her bargain, as she had a right to 
b\ 'for the real price of the shawl was 
nine dollars, but, thanks to Joshua’s ig
nore ^ she had been able 1.o save four.

Jo. m looked at the Gve-dollar hill 
hevhad just received, and a new idea oc
curred to him. lie  replaced in the draw
er the bill lie had originally taken from 
it and substituted that just received.

” 1 won’t say anything about having 
sold a shawl,”  ho said, "and father’s 
never know that one lias been sold. At 
any rate, till I get money enough to re
place the bill I have taken.”

Just then a little girl came in and in
quired for a spool of cotton. Joshua 
found the spools, and let her select one. 
Then he hurriedly folded up the shawls 
and replaced them on the shelves. He 
had just finished the task when Walter 
entered.

“ Are you tending store?”  he said, in 
surprise.

“ Yes,” said Joshua. “ Nichols got tired 
waiting for you, so I told him I ’d stay 
till you got back.”
— ilI_liad_some_distance__tQ_go_and_th at_j 
detained me. Did you have any custom
ers ?”

"Yes, I* just sold a spool of cotton to a 
little girl."

“ I met her a little way up the road, 
holding the spool in her hand.”

"Well,” Bnid Joshua, "1 guess I ’ll go 
now you’ve got back."

He went across the street to ills fath
er’s house, and, going up into his room, 
locked the door, not wishing to be inter
rupted. Then, opening his desk, he took 
out a sheet of paper, and wrote a note 
to the address given in diis lottery cir
cular. requesting the parties to send him 
by return of mail a lottery ticket. l-Ie 
added, shrewdly, ns he thought, " I f  this 
ticket draws a prize, I will keep on buy
ing; but if it don’t I shall get discour
aged and stop.”

“ I guess that’ll fetch ’em,”  thought 
Joshua.

He folded up the paper, and, inclosing 
the bill, directed it. The next thing to 
do was to mail it. He decided, though 
unwillingly, on account of the (rouble, 
to walk to the next postoflice, a distance 
of three miles, to post his letter there.

Joshua returned home, feeling tired 
amFprovoked. but congratulating himself 
that he lmd taken the first step toward' 
the grand prize which loomed in dazzling 
prospect before his eyes.

(To be continued.)

and fairly bristled with figures, indicat
ing the largo sums which were weekly 
distributed all over the country by the 
benevolent managers of the lottery. Here 
was a scheme in which the principal prize 
was but a thousand dollars. However, 
the tickets were but a dollur each, and 
a thousand dollars for one was certainly 
a handsome return for a small outlay. 
There were others, however, m which the 
principal prize was five thousand dollars, 
ancl the tickets were, in due proportion, 
fire dollars each.

The more Joshua thought It over, the 
more convinced he was that a large sum 
of money was likely to come to him 
through the lottery if he could only mnn- 
sge to raise money enough to 'buy ' a 
ticket. But the problem of how to get 
the necessary five dollars he was as far 
os ever from solving.

While _in_this_state_of mind he hap- 
pened one day to be in the store at noon, 
and alone. Nichols, the head clerk, wish 
ed to go to dinner, and was only waiting 
for Walter to get back from an errand

“ I wish Walter would hurry • up,”  he 
grumbled. “ My dinner 'will get cold.’.’

“ I ’ll take your place till he gets back, 
Mr. Nichols,”  said .Joshua, with extra
ordinary kindness-for him.

“ Much1 obliged, Joshua," said the'sales
man. “ I’ll do as much for you another 
time. I  don’t think you’ll have long to 
wait." >

President* and Precedents.
“Do you believe in pensioning ex- 

Presidents?’’
“No; it would establish an unior- 

yellow naner. | tunate precedent."__________ _

H ard Thrust.
“ We come to your city find write up 

your manners and customs.” scoffed the 
haughty New Yorker. “Why don’t 
some of your brains come to Gotbaiu 
and write up our manners and cus
toms?”

“Wei might write up your customs,” 
replied the Chicago man, indelicately, 
"but we"d have a.hard time finding 
your manners.”

“What do you mean?”
“First thing you know somebody 

would want to pension all the presiden
tial candidates.” — Cleveland Plain 
Dealer.

H I« Only Fear;
“Of course, I love you, Jack,” said 

the wilful daughter of the wealthy 
Mr. FruDley, "but It’s one sure bet that 
papa will kick about you.”

“Well,” replied Jack Poorley, “he 
can kick about me all he pleases if 
he’ll only not kick me about”—Phila
delphia Press.

A  P air o f View point«.
“A man," said the elderly suitor, 

"isn’t worth listening to until he Is'
50”__  __ _

“True,” rejoined the fair maid, *nor 
worth looking at after he is 40.”

Alw ny«, Abaent. ,
Quizzem—To what religious denoru 

lDation do you belong? •
, Stayaway—I’m a, Seventh Day Ad
ventist.—Kansas‘ City Times.

M B E R T Y  B ELLS D ID  (M H O . '

Stato P a id  th o  D ill«  fo r  T Iiomo 31 e r r  y 
Clilm o.*, Too«

The Sous and Daughters ol’ tht 
American Revolution, who held their 
annual meeting iu Belmont nninslou, 
Fuirmount park, Philadelphia, and en
gaged in long discussion as to whether 
the bells were, rung-in that city when 
the declaration of independence was 
proclaimed, could easily have settled 
the matter by reference to an old ac
count book,' which ought to be in pos
session of the stute treasurer or among 
the archives of the treasury depart
ment, says the Philadelphia Record.

One of the speakers at the Philadel
phia meeting Is represented as saying 
that there is no evidence that the bells 
were rung. lie has another guess. 
When Cap.t. John W. Morrison, at pres
ent deputy banking commissioner, was 
state treasurer in 1892-4, he was mak
ing a study of what it cost to run the 
province of Pennsylvania back In revo
lutionary days and among other bookB 
he ran across was a timeworn cash 
book, labeled “The Cash Book of the 
Province of Pennsylvania from Decem
ber, 1775, to March, 17S0.” It con- 

ined—a—record—of—all—th e—payments- 
made by the then’ province, many of 
them quaint and peculiar. Among them, 
in bold round hand, was tills entry:

“Paid William Dewees for chiming 
the bells on the Declaration of Inde
pendency Bill, $13."

Tills Is under date of August 14th, 
1770, and was entered after the treas-, 
urer, or whoever made the entries, had 
abandoned the pounds, shillings and 
pence characters for money and adop
ted the dollar mark, nbout July 31st, 
1770, and would seem to settle the ques
tion whether the hells were chimed 
v, hen freedom was proclaimed and the 
American eagle screamed defiance at 
the British lion.

The iconoclast w’lio says that Betsy 
Ross never made the first American 
(lag; that George Washington as ideal
ized never existed ; that Ben Franklin 
was an amusing old myth, and that La
fayette “never fit into the revolution
ary war,” may say that the bells were 
not chimed when Independence was 
proclaimed — "bût the records are 
against him.

TWO MOST WONDERFUL MAZES EVER BUILT.

Legal information

Thomas A. Edison, the noted In
ventor, Is, in Edison v. Edison Poly
form Manufacturing Company, G7 At
lantic Reporter, 392, granted an injune- 

"fIon_ljyTli5- Nff\mersey-eourt-of-Ghan-! 
eery to prevent the unauthorized use of 

,his name by another ns a part of Its 
corporate title, or, in connection with 
Its business or advertisements, his pic
ture and his pretended certificate in
dorsing a remedy which such other Is 
engaged In manufacturing, compounded 
according to a formula devised by Mr. 
Edison, though he Is not a business 
competitor.

The United States Circuit Court foi 
the Northern District of Illinois in 
Holmes v. Dowie, 14S Federal Reporter, 
,>34, passes on the question of leader
ship of the organization founded by 
Dowie by saying that, as a general rule, 
the court will recognize the action of 
a religious society in this respect, but 
inasmuch as the organization has no 
regulation providing how a leader shall 
bo selected, it seems fair that the ma
jority rule shall prevail. An election 
was therefore ordered, at which all 
male and female memt°rs of the or
ganization over twenty-one years of age 

_were... granted . the right to vote. _
A law requiring dispensers of drugs- 

in cities or towns having more than five 
hundred inhabitants to be registered 
phnramacists, but only requiring such 
dispensers to be assistant pharmacists 
in towns having less than five hundred 
’inhabitants, is by the 1 Supreme Court 
of Wisconsin held to be valid, In State 
v. Evans, 10 Northwestern Reporter, 
241. In upholding the validity of the 
classification the court cited as exam
ples of such classification the laws re
quiring a certain age to vote, difference 
in police protection and protection 
against fire, impure water, and regula
tions concerning the construction of 
sewers.

The New York County Court, in con 
strulng a lease In the ease of In re 
Schoelkopf, 105 New York Supplement, 
477, was -required- to define what is a 
first-class tneater. The^Ienge provided’ 
that the premises should be used for a 
.theater of the first class for the produc
tion of plays of the highest order. The 
court says: “From the evidence ad
mitted. In the case,- it appears that there 
are certain classes of theaters and the
atrical attractions, and that plays are 
divided Into high (the first) class, pop
ular price (or second class); melo
dramas, vaudeville, and burlesque.” in 
view of this, the court holds that a, 
first-class theater-Is not maintained by 
the production of ’ theatricals of the last 
class above mentioned;''though' such at
tractions he of the first class of their, 
kind. , ,

P oor C la re n ce !
Mother—Did you know that was 

f-fresh-palnt on-the-front-stoop,-dear.—
Mamie—Yes, mamma.
I was afraid you might have eat 

down on It
• No,, mamma, I didn’t  . Clarence* sat 

down on It and I sat on his lap— 
Yonkers Statesman.

R o o m  toe M u cli M o re .
HIb Hostess—Don’t you think you’ve 

had enough ice cream?,
Freddie—No, mum. i  foon’t feel sick 

No sooner had he gone than Joshua, | yeti—Stray Stories.

In making machinery, much care and 
thoufht are exercised to avoid lost mo
tion. How about yourself? Is your 
work characterized by a good deal oi 
ost motion? ,

Tho Top Illustration Shows the Moeris Labyrinth of Ancient Egypt,- 
Built of Solid Marble and Containing 3,000 Buildings —No Key isr 
Furnished to This Intricate Labyrinth.

The Dotted Line Shown on the Famous Knossos Labyrinth, in Crete, 
W ill Serve as a Key to the Maze.

The labyrinth or maze is a popular 
attraction at every exposition. Coney 
Island has several of them, all exceed
ingly simple in construction, but very 
difficult to find your way out of once 
you are fairly inside.

Coney Island’s mazes, and even the 
more famous and ingenious ones at 
Hampton Court, at Versailles apd 
Scbeveuingen, are more toys compared 
with the two most famous labyrinths 
of ancient times, the plans of which 
aro shown herewith. 'These nro the 
Moerls labyrinth, in Egypt, and the 
Knossos labyrinth, in Crete.

The Moeris labyrinth was -square and 
built entirely of marble. In it were 
3,000 buildings arrauged in groups of 
twelve palaces. The outer wall was 
decorated with lines of statues; within 
are the twelve-grdups of palaces aud 
in 'the center are the gardens, tbe-walks- 
of which constitute a maze within a 
maze.

The Cretan labyrinth was formed by 
Daedalus for Minos as a prison for 
the miuotnur to which twelve Athenian 
youths and maidens were offered every 
year. According to classical mytho
logy, Theseus, coming to Crete with a 
baud of victims, received the clue to

the labyrinth from Ariadne and killed 
the monster.

The dotted guiding line, shown iu 
the plan of the Cretan l.U--. . ir.th. fur
nishes a key to the mini.i,air’s prison 
in the center. It will he noticed that 
every path in the maze has to be 
traversed before tho center can be 
readied. Looking down on the plan 
of the maze this looks Jlke a simple 
and methodical way to reach the eenair, 
but if the reader were penned in be
tween the high walls of the maze and 
invited to try, it again he would prob
ably soon lose his bearings and get 
hopelessly lost.

No key is furnished to the solution 
of the Moerls labyrinth. Readers are 
invited to find It forJ themselves if 
they can. An entrance to the outer 
palaces will be found'in the top. There 
are—several—short-cuts— by—which—tlie- 
center garden may be reached; it is 
not necessary to traverse the entire 
group of 3,000 buildings. To reach the 
center of .the garden will prove almost 
as much a puzzle as the.Cretan laby
rinth. And having once reached tlio 
middle it will be just as hard, "perhaps 
harder, to get out again than it was 
to find a way in. /

I  A MEDICATED SOUP. |
'v ^ V W A ^ W W V W W W V W W V ^

One often reads of the tremblings 
and. anxieties which accompany the 
first dinner parties of the young wife 
and housekeeper. Gerald Gordon, in 
“ Life iu tho Mufussil,” -gives a hit of 
experience wnuill SUows*ttraira-youthful- 
bacheior makes his debtit as an enter-1 
tainer with similar feelings of trepida
tion. Feeling almost as nervous as a 
girl for the success of his initial social 
enterprise in India, he entered the din-’ 
Jug room with his guests.
_ The table looked very well. In the 
center was' a large citron meion, with 
the thick rind cut into ornamental 
shades. The flowers were prettily ar
ranged. When I viewed the dining room 
before the arrival of the guests I felt 
well con tent

Tbe ; critical moment was when we 
aaf down. I was prey to a hundred 
and one anxiettes. These fears were 
not allnyed by .‘seeing my, right-hand 
neighbor only making a show of eat
ing his -soup.- ; .-Then-L-saw-the, colonel 
take one spoonful and order the serv
ant to take It away. My own turn ar
riving,' I found to my horror a strong 
.flavor of castor oil in the concoction. 
On looking round the table, it was clear 
that everyone else had discovered it

The consumah. standing by the side
board, .was totally uncofiscJous( that 
anything lyas wrong, and I-had to tell 
him twice to remove thU soup.

Later the horrible mystery was ex

plained. It was the custom of the na
tive cooks to strain soup through-, a 
cloth, and. a clean one- was provided 
every day for the purpose. In my es
tablishment we burn castor oil in tho 
lamps. The duty of straining the soup 
that day was given to a wretched uu- 
der-cook, who took a doth which had- 
been used for deaning'the lamps.

This was trying, but everyone tried 
make the, best o f matters.■- The riin-.

ner went Bftobthly after this, until des
sert. Among the dishes was one o f 
green gages, with a lot o f fluffy cream 
on top;' I felt rather proud of--this 
delicacy. The colonel tasted It. 

“Goodness! ‘Olives 1!’ he shouted. 
Alas! it was too true. At the time t 

had given out a bottle of green gages 
I had a'lso glvpn one o f . fine Spanish 
olives. Now, for the first time, I no
ticed the green gages lying Innocently 
in a cut glass dish where ’the olives 
should have been.. ;•

This was too much, for the guests' 
power of self-restraint,’ and they 
laughed loudly and long. It was the 
best way to get over if, but I did not 
soon hear the last o f those olive tarts.

- - - A l f i o p n i l . - -  ------- ~
; i A citizen of culture and poetic taste 
went to a public library and asked for 
Shelley’s “Prometheus Unbound.”- - — 

He was rather taken aback wheto the 
librarian replied, with great hauteur: 

“We don’t , keep any unbound books 
in /this library."

If It were not for the' fear of publie 
opinion, most men would go to the 
devil in the day time

I

r


