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THE GUESTS
SIZED UP.

Hotel Waiter Makes
Shrewd Observa-
tions Upon Types
of Men.

(New York Sum.)
“One guest that I rather like to
see,”’ said the hotel waiter “is the

man that saves up his money and
goes travelling only once a year.
“He comes in to breakiast the
minute the bell rings and eats every-
thing on the bill of fare. Begins with
fruit, and then eats a cereal and then
beefsteak and ham and eggs and
pork chops and potatoes and toast
and rolls and whatever there is to

. eat, and drinks probably two cups of
“‘coffee” and tops off with a plate of

hot . cakes, maybe two, eats enough
to make a man sick and goes away
without giving me any tip, but I do

. not dislike him. 'He comes in before

. therush and gives me something to

do; ‘and I'd rather be doing some-

" thing than standing around; and I

“money’s
‘ting it he’s doing the'best he can,

like to see him eat. He’'s out for his
worth, and if he isn’t get-

-.and he enjoys it.

,4md ‘you may give

‘““He’s the man who, when dinner
time comes, orders seventeen hundred
and forty-four different things, so
that I have to push and jam the
plates and dishes to get them in

,?ound him, and I can’t be over par-
c

ular; but that doesn’t disturb him.
He likes to see the things around,
and he eats ’'em all and is happy,
and he isn't necessarily a greedy
man either—at least, not a very
greedy one. He’s just got the chance,
and he improves it.

‘““The man who disturbs me is the
lofty man who scans the bill of fare
slowly and keeps me waiting, and
finally says, ‘you may give me this,’
me that,” and
then tosses the bill on the table and
turns away and looks somewhere else
or turns to talk to somebody else,
all- as if I was just nobody. But

: now the youngster, the young feller

. that’s enjoying every minute of
-time and . .every breath he breathes,

his

. and who’s just elated with being a-

. live, and sort of half fancies that he’s

4 & youmg prince, thoughhe’s friendly
' ‘enough to me, why, when he says 'you

. may give me so-an-so,’

he’s more

© than half-natural about it, and I'm

5 &

glad to get him what he wants; and

‘ he’ll be all right in a year or two
anyway.

“If. you can’t sometimes exactly
tell the new traveller, or the man
who doesn’t travel much, any other
way, you can tell him sure whenever
w¢ have on the bill of fare broiled
spring chicken; for if he’s mew he’s
sure to order that every time. He
hasn’t learned yet.

“Qur broiled spring chickens have
thin gutta-percha bodies stretched on
frames of steel, and there's about as
much taste and food and nourish-
ment in ’em as there would be in a
pasteboard (ihicken. When the ex-

perienced traveller sees them on the
bill, why, he just gives them the
skipparee, and sticks to the tender
and nicely broiled beefsteak.

“‘But the man who stays at home
and eats hash for breakfast fifty
weeks in the year, when he sees broil-
ed spring chicken on the bill of fare,
why, you don’t have to ask what
he's going to order, and if you've
had any doubt about a man before,
why, if he orders broiled spring you
know him then, all right. And I like
to see ’em wrestling with the broiled
spring’and the man who sticks to the
good old beeisteak enjoys the sight
too.

“But the man I like best of all is
the man who treats me like a hu-
man being, and who has some
thought for me, and treats me as
he’d like to be treated himself Not
the man who says ‘you may give me,’
nor the man who says ‘get me this
or that,” nor the man who says ‘gi’
me so-and-so,” thinking all the time
only of himself, but the man who
gives a little thought to me.

*““I don’t require to have a man
say ‘please give me this,” or ‘please
give me the other,” but I do like to
hear a man say quietly and pleasant-
ly, when he comes to order what he
wants, ‘I'd like some so-and-so,’
treating me as if I was a human be-
ing. I can manage to' find a good
peace of steak for him, and it's a
rare time when I can’t find himy a
glass of milk, if he wants one; and if
its breakfast he’s eating I don’t
bring, him cakes three weeks old, but
1 get him a plate hot off the griddle
that the butter ‘1l melt on when he
puts it on.

‘“That’s the sort of a man I like to
wait on, the man that treats me on
the level, and then if he’s all right in
staking me, why, if there’s anything
in the hotel he wants I get it for
him if I can, and I generally can.”

BACHELOR’'S WARNING.
(Philadelphia Press.)

For some time past a Spruce street
resident has been greatly bothered by
two young people who sit under his
window nearly every might and
spoon. The resident is an elderly
bachelor and to him sentiment is as

iar removed as the North Pole from
Philadelphia, and he could not see
why two young people could be so
foolish, and further that the conver-
| sation of sweet .nothings from below
always disturbed his slumbers.

At last, tired of the unceasing
words of devotion, he decided to put
& stop to it. He secured a heavy-

gonged alarm clock, attached ‘it to
a string, and the following night, a-|
bout midnight, when the young cou-;
ple were sitting serenely on the steps |
below his window, he lowered ‘the|
clock down until it was about six in-|
lchcs above their heads.
. The young couple leaped at
,three feet in the air, windows
ithrown up and heads thrust out,
{ while the old bachelor with an egot-|
| istical smile, returned to his bed and !
slumkers, |

|
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SUGGESTIONS BY READERS |
I FOR INTERESTING FEATURES !
lOF THE TIMES WILL BE WRL-
"COMED AND GIVEN FULL CON-
SIDERATION,

least |
were

{ without

AMONG THE HUMORISTS.

Bulger—Would
sistent Christian ;

Kingsby—Oh, yes, but his consistency
is like that of melted butter.

;ou call Tibbley a con-

4
Mamma—] saw you with that Rowndy

boy again. I told you I didn’t want
you to play with him. 5
Willie—Why., ma, he's a bully feller.

When he goes coasting he lets me have
his sled half the time. He has it go-
ing down hill and I have it going up.

-

v
“I hates,”’ said Uncle Eben, ‘‘to ree a
man thinkin’ he’s done his whole duty as
a taxpayer an’ a patriot when he pinsa
campaign badge on his coal lapel.”’—
Washington Star.

o

%
She—Papa is preaching a sermon to-
night on ‘‘L.ove One Another.”
He—And we are staying at home prac-
tising what he preached, aren’t we?—
(Chicago Journal.

< it
“My husband is getting to be a scien-

tific whist player.

“Js he? I've ibeen wondering lately

what made him look as if there was not!

much more left in the woarld that was
worth trying “for.”’—(Chicago Record-
Herald.
-
Fuddy—Seen the paper this morning?
Duddv—Don’t have to. Get all the
news from other fellows on - the way
down town. ¢
it was a fine morning,
informed 1
yesterday morning.
4
Hickers—How do the Spooners get on
now that they are married? Is Charley
as attentive to Martha as he used to be
in his courting days? :
Barlow—Well, perhaps not; but she 1is
more attentive to him than ever. Watch-
es him as a cat watches a mouse.
-
v
Hobson—Liook here, I'vé called no
less than ten times for those shoes I left
here for repair. You promised them a

week ago. S ;

Cobbler—I know, butif T don’t look
out for my business interests, who will
I'd like to know?

Hobson—Business interests?

Cobbler—Yes, don’t you see, the more
travelling back and forth you do - the
more shoe leather you'll wear out. It’s
my duty to myself, therefore, to keep

you trotting as long as possible.
>

ounce of

%
Binks—‘‘Jones hasn’t an
What

brains, yet he seems prosperous.
does hedo for a livims?”’ L
Jinks—‘‘He writes musical comedy lib-
rettos for the Theatrical Trust.’j—(Cin-
cinnati Commercial Tribune.
BRSPS G AR

It seems Woodby has discovered
he has a family tree.
Yes, it’s an outgrowth of his success-
ful business plant.—(Philadelphia Press.
A

that

He—Of course, she made a good wife,

She—Can’t say as to that, but she

made the man she married a mighty
good husband.—(Life.!
&>
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“What would you giye for a novel of
60.000 words?

Well.”” replied the editor, ‘‘if T had the
authoritv I'd give six months!”’—(Atlan-
tic Constitution.

& b

The Leading Lady—¥very time I walk
along the Rialto I meet half a dozen
managlers who owe me money. 3

The Ingenue—Back salary or alimony.
—Puck.

4

Said the Salt Cellar

Cruet: ““Those Croquettes are putting on
a deal of stvle.”

“Yes,'”' replied the Vinegar Cruet, ‘“btit

both of us can remember when they were
only plain Fash.”'

Fuddy—Waflles is very fond of his \\‘il’a.']

He never goes out in his automobile
her.
Duddy—Don't you think that looks like

treachery rather than fondness?

No less than ten told mel
and one or two,
me it was colder than it was|

to the Vinegar |

genuineness of Green’s conversatipn?
Deacon Smith—Because he never’ says
anything about what a shameless wretch
and sinner he uged to be.
b ¢
Her Mother—Mr. Slocum has beén com-
ing to see you for quite a long while,
| Maude. What are his intentions? Do
| you know?
. " She—Well, I think he intends to keep
' on coming.—London Tid-Bits.
&

J Parson Brown—Why do you doubt the

Mrs. Hobbs—They say the Sultan has
several wives. .Isn’'t it awful!

Mr. Hobbs—Especially when Sully has
been out late at night. It’s bad enough
'to be brough to task by one wife. As
! you say, it must be awiul where there are
halt a dozen or more of them.

e
>

Reformer—I suppose you have heard
| the statement that 85 per cent of the
whiskey sold in the saloons is adulterat-

2

! éonservative~Yes, and that adds to
| the excitement, the chance of getting the
i real article is so small, you know.
L

She—~I hope you succeeded in, retainming
your composure when your auto capsiz~
ed.

He—Didn’t rétain the first thing: every-
thing was duinped inte 'the gutter.

tional -prosperity has touched the high-
water mark? A f
Financier—Well, perhaps mnot) Still I

wouldn’t advise any more water for t{he
present.—Town, Topics.
ST s

Yours is a rather discouraging profes-
sion, is it not? some one asked an aero-
. naut.
| No, replied the latter, things are al-
| ways looking up with us, even if we rare-
ly get there.—Cleveland Plain Dealer.
-
The candidate was reading about Atlas
supporting the world. E
Quite a stunt, he murmured, quite a
stunt, but still—

Here he smiled pleasantly.

I expect to carry my state next Nov-
ember.—Houston Post.

PSRN IIS - R EESEINe

I don’t believe the woman who recently
moved into the flat across the hall is
any better than she should be, remarked
Mrs. Naggsby. i

Of course not, my dear, rejoined Naggs-
by. Why ever heard of a woman that
was?—St. Louis Star.

I love this old horse, said the colonel.
| I feel that he has saved my life. ‘

How?

He kicked me before the battle, so that
I couldn’t go on the field, and my sub-
stitute got shot in the neck.—Chicago
| Journal.

.

} HIS FHAR.

‘“Tleonidas!’’ exclaimed Mr. Meekton's
iwife, on his return irom a journey. ‘““I
jam at a loss to understand your conduct
""when we parted. I said good bye to you.
‘“Yes, Henrietta.”’ ?
“Why didn’t you say ‘good bye’ in re-
| sponse?’’ :
i ‘I was just about to do so, Henrietta,
i but X checked myself.; I was afraid you
iwnuld accuse me of trying to have the
ilast word again.”’ ’

‘“SOORED.”

Little Wife:—*Now | Fred,
ready.”’ &

Lazy Husband—“I am awfully sorry,
}dear, but I must stay in, as I'm espect-
ing a friend every minute.’’

1 Little Wife (sarcastically): ““A friend
| every minutes! Heavens, Fred! What a
| erowd of friends you’ll have by the end
;ol the day!”’

&

} ON THE OCEAN-EINER.

‘“He’s been running after that girl for
| six months.”

“Why don’t he stop?”’

‘MHe’s afraid if he does, she'll
ning after him.”’

dear, I'm

v run-

M &
Reporter—Then you think that the na<

} Gorlifi—Our misfortunes are really for
jour. good, however much we may think
to the contrary.

Tidson—Perhaps you're right. It might
account for Swinton’s Dbeing always in
trouble. If there is any good in a thing
you can count upon Swinton’s hogging
all he can get of it.

r, &
Whaliter—Will you have white or graham
bread?
Diner—Doesn’t = make any difference.
Which were you going to bring?
Wairer—White, sir.
Diner—Oh, well, in that case I'll have

graham.
-

g
In the Billiard Room. She—Those bil-
liard balls actually appear to be alive;
there’s something almost human in them.
He—Especiklly when they kiss.

A
Hester—What an ignorant thing Harry
is!
Nelly—Why, Hester?
Hester—I don’t wonder you are aston-
ished, because all the girls think he
knows everything, but going by‘'a shop
window today he asked if something that
caught his eye was the rigging of a
yacht. And do you know, it was only a
set of stocking supporters.

Diffident Customer—Beg pardon, sir but’
are you the proprietor of this store?

Masteriul Man.—No, sir, I am not the
| proprietor. I'm a floorwalker!
| Diffident Customeér—I hope you'll par-
don me; 1 meant no of-
fence.

I assure you,

‘a8

‘““But is he a man to be trusted?’’

‘““Well, nearly everybody in this town
seems to be trustin’ him, as fur as I can
find out.”’—(Chicago Record Herald.

ta &
Dyer—‘“What’s your hurry, Mack?"’
Mack—"Got to meet my wife at 1.30..”

Dyer—*‘Oh, you’ve plenty of time. 1t’s
only two o‘clock now.”’—(Brooklyn Life.
7

<4
‘“Money put that' man into politics,’

said the patient.
““¥ou have it mixed,”” answered Sena-
tor Sorghum. ‘“That man is éxpected to

put money

into politics.”’—(Washington
Star.

&

¢
live beets,”’said the

“I want some
voung housewife.

‘Live beets!’’ echoed the groceryman.

“Yes,”” she replied. ‘‘My husb¥nd says
he has no use for dead ones.”’—(Chicago
Daily News.

<
He—I hope you don’t make a fool of

your husband?
She—No, I don't have to.—(Yonkers
Statesman,

% 154

The modern Romeo was beside himself.

Woman, he shouted, hoarsely, refuse me
and I will follow you to the end of the
earth!

Is that so?
Well, I'm not going
tion.—Chicago News.
e

Greene—I hope you didn’t jump on him
after 'he was down?

Gray—Tell the truth, I was temipted to;

she responded, sweetly,
on: a polar expedi-,

but I remembered in time that it was
hurting to take exercise on an empty
stomach. 'The fellow said he hadn’t

eaten anything for two days.
&>

g

Barnes—Shedd has got to be a regular
beat, hasn’t he?

Howes—He’s not a beat, but a philoso-
phen: “\He doesn’t care who earns the
money, o long as he can do the borrow-
ing.

a3 & To prove to you that Dr.
Chase's Ointment is a certain
E and absolute cure for each
and every form of itching,

bleedingand protruding piles,
the manufacturers have guaranteed it. See tes-
timonials in the daily prass and ask your neign-
bors what they think of it. You can use it and
get yvour money back it not enred. 60c a box, at
all dealers or KpMANSON,BATES & Co., Toronto,

Dr. Chase’s Qintment

THE MODERN .
DETECTIVE

As Portrayed in the Sher-
lock Holmes Stories and
Others of Similar Type.

(From the New York Evening Post.)

To many in every layer of the English
reading public the most important liter-
ary announcement of last year doubtless
was that Sherlock Holmes had not met
his death in the encounter with the late
Professor Moriarity, and that Dr. Wat-|
son would give an account of some of
his latert adventures. With mixed feel-|
ngs was the news received a few days|
ago that the great detective is to aban-
don his profession and retire to a bee-
{aX'm. Sir Conan Deoyle himself says,

‘I am tired of him, and so, proijably, is
the public.’”” When the American actor
who is making a drama out of the col-
lection of short stories cabled for per=
mission to marry off her hero, the dis-
tinguished author replied, ‘‘Marry him!
Kill him! Do what you like with him.’’
One thing, at least. that ought to be
done with him is to hold him up for the
study of all ambitious young writers who
\vt}?t to try their hand at similar work.

The vast majority of detective stories
are merely tales of the ‘‘shocker’’ type,
told hind end foremost. Kach one be-
gins with an account of a crime, intro-
duces a detective, describhs his successive
ciever moves while his rivals follow up
luderously false clews. In the middle of
the story a sensational arrest is made,
and the second half is devoted to the
events which led up to the crime with
which the tale began. Stories of that
sort may be absorbing to the last de-
gree. but they lack one element which
explains the remarkable way in which
the exploits of Sherlock Holmés have
taken hold of his acquaintances. There
have been several writers of detective
stories whose ingenuity of plot has been
equal to that of Dr. Doylé, but, if mem-
ory serves, there was pever one who
tried so consistently to ‘‘play.fair’ with
his readers. Such storfes as ‘“The Ad-
venture of the Speckled Band’’ and ‘‘The
Adventure of the Red-Headed League' —
the two specimens which show the au-
thor’s art at its best—owe their fascina-
tion not merely to the bizarre and ex-
traordinary complications which were
brought to No 221B Baker street for
solution, nor to the detective's mystify-
ing deductions from his clients’ finger-
nails and shoes. The really remarkable
thing about these stories is that, before
the mystery is solved, the reader is put
in possession of every fact material to
its solution. The Chinese puzzle is
handed over with no missing pieces. We
know all that Homes knew about the
ruddy pawnbrover, the plot that brought
him good wages for copying an encyclo-
paedia, the obliging shop assistant, his
passion for photography, his subterran-
ean dark room, his opportunities for un-
molested work in the cellaragé, and the
proximity of a rich bank vault.

We do not know, to be sure, the name
of the pawnshop assistant, but we know
from Holmes's remark that hé was reco-
gnized as ' a criminal. In the' other

[mntnou, it was explained that the ob+
server counted wrong and the man wad
really the fourth.” Such mistakes occur
daily in a book. where the author’'s as-
tuteness ought to be matched against
the reader.s.

It almost goes without saying that not
all ‘of the thirty five or more stories
about Sherlock Holmes will stand the
test of the two we have analyzed. Even
in a "‘Study in Scarlet”’ in which tHe de-
tective and the doctor first make their
appearance before the public, the mystery
1s solved only with the aid of a tele-
gram which Holmes received from Cleve-
land, O., and said nothing ahout till he
had the handcuffs on the criminal. But
the ideal has evidently been to tell the
Eeat;l(er everything, yet keep him in the

ark.

If it be true that the resurrected Sher-

i lock Holmes has failed to meet the ex-

pectations of his admirers, it is not be-
cause people are tired of this particular
detective, but because the new stories
with all their ingenuity have fallen be-
hind the old in this ccnsideration — fair
play with the reader, “Here is Yyour
Chinese puzzle,”” says the author; ‘“‘what
do you make of it?"* 11 can make noth-
ing of it,”” the reader may say, ‘“‘Ah,’”’ is
the rejoiner, “‘I expected you would fail.
I now extract from my waistecoat pocket
this additional bit, which you knew moth-
ing about and putting that in its proper
place, the whole thing is simple.” In
*“The Adventure of the Three Students’”
this missing bit is the fact that a ‘‘small
ball of black dough. or clay with specks
of something which looks like sawdust
in it” was the lump of clay caught up by
a spiked shoe from a running track. In
‘“The Adventure of thé Norwood Builder’”
it is the fact that corridors in a building
did not match and that behind the wains-
coting was space for a secret room. In
‘““The Adventure of the Priory School’”
Sherlock Holmes climhs  on Watson’s
shoulders to look into the upper room of
an inn. Unless he had seen there thae
red beared earl with his supposedly
kidnapped son, there is no reason to sup-
pose he could have solves the mystery
at all, yet he makes no mention of this
ahsolutely essential fact until he has
confronted the earl himself. In ‘“The
Adventure of Black Peter”’, he arrests a
criminal because he knows that on Cap-
tain Peter Carey’s ship there was a har-
pooner with the same initials. He learns
this by telegraphing to Dundee, and tells .
Watson nothing about it. In ‘““The Ad-
venture of the Solitary Cyeclist”” Holmes
admits he has been ‘‘very obtuse’’ for he
does not himself know what crime is con-
templated till he stumbles upon it.

. There is a really fair rule of thumb for
judging detective stories. The story
teller has succeeded if the reader finishes
the book saying ‘“How stupid of me! I
had no business not to see that was the
solution.”’ It is a symptom of failure
to make the best use of a motive of
mystery if the reader says, ““Well, you
couldn’t have expected me to See that.
You didn’t tell me tha whole case.””

o

STEPS TOWARD IDEAL.

(Toledo Blade.)

. The dream of the ages has been of the
ideal time when nations shall learn war
no longer. For the first time in hu-
man history there is an onganized effort
in that direetion, dating from The Hague
Conference and the establishment of the
Court of Arbitration. The fierce strug-

story. we are freely offered every single
bit of evidence which convinced the de-
tective that a deadly serpent was to bhe
sent through a ventilator by the infam-
ous Dr. Roylott. That is, the reader |
has been kept in exactly the mental state
of the ingenuous Dr. Watson or the blun-~
dering officials. I.estrade and Gregson, He
has seen' all there isto be seen and if
he fails to interpret events:aright, it is
simply because his own acuteness dees
not equal that of the detective.

The proper contruction of a story on
this model demands obedience to canons
somewhat like those of the drama. The
characters themselves may bhe misled as
much as you please, but the auditor must
never be. It the detective story is to
furnish pastime for the intellect as well
as sensation, the information given to
the reader should he accurate as far as it
goes. The author of a popular detec-
tive novel a year or two ago occupled sev-
eral chapters in following up a clew bas-

gle in South Africa, with its ghastly
death roll' and its enormoeus. financial
lgur(ien, was an object lesson to the Eng-
ll'slg_ponple especially and to' 4ll other
civilized nations in ‘general.” “The pres-
ent war in the Far East has intensified
the popular horror' 6®war. and: iz hujld-
ing up a still stronger feeling in favor of
pgeacoful means for settling international
disputes. Probably the' time 'is far dis-
tant when war will he but a relic of tha
past, but the nations are traveling the
road which leads to its extinction.
AR NG

A FATHER AT EIGHTY.
Daily

Sir Charles and Lady Tennant’s 4n«
fant daughter, born a few days ago,
at The Glen, Pechleshire, is the third

(London Express!

ed on a woman’s ust'iumn\' that a cer-
tain man was the third who entered a
house in a certain time. Later in a

child born to them since their mar-
riage in 1898. Sir Charles is now
an octogenarian, and has befn a

grandfather since 1878.
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MANIT
| Has Been Steadily Increasing in the Maritime Provinces 4 |
ool The People Find That it is More Profitable to “

‘ Purchase Flour Made From Manitoba Wheat
is the Best Flour Made From Manitoba Wheat 1l
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4 35 ;‘
| It is Manufactured by the : ;
LLAKE oF THE WooDs MiLLING Co., L ||
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