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TALK CF THE THEATERS, 

Irene and Z za are in Germany. 

Carlotta Mecon’a will give 20 musical 

recitals on the Pacific Coast. 

Pau! C z:nuve has becn playing Don 

Cw ar De Basan in French in Montresl, 

Hubert Wilkie, Jas Gilbert and J. J 

Jexon are members of the new opera com 

pany at the Boston Bijou. 

Julia Arthur will not return to the stage 

she and her Lueband (B. F. Cheney)tav 

taken apartments at the Parker Houses, 

Boston, for the winter. 

Credit Lorrsine and tbe Backers 

Daughter will be the plays at the Academy 

next weck. 

Joseph Greene is playing leads with th 

Imperial stock company, St. Louis. 

Kendal Weston is meeting with success 

with the Boyer stock company, St. Louis 

Virginia Warren, whose large portrait 

adorns the Academy lobby, bes been en- 

gaged for the production of Blue Jeans in 

New York. 

Ethel Fuller is playing leading roles with 

the Elite stock compeny, Gothsm Theatre, 

Brooklyn. 

Fatmah Diard is appearing in 20 minute 

opera in vaudeville. 

Wm Wolff ia on a pleasure trip to India, 

Egypt, Germsny, France and Englend. 

Kilpatrick made a tremendous success 

with his automobile ride at the Augusta, 

Ga., Fair. 

Helen Tracey, who was here over 20 

years, is among the Alice of Old Vincin- 

nes company. 

Among Jers McAuliffe’s plays this 

season are Tempest Tossed, Convict 1240 

The Man from Italy and Slaves of Rusvia 

W. F. Uwen, a favorite comedian ia old 

Temperance *lall days, is playi g witl 

Frohman’s Lady Huntworth’s Experiment 

Mrs Patrick Campbell, who is to tow 

America, is to open her engagement ip 

each city in Magda—the play in which 

Miss Bonstelle made such a success here 

last season. 

Some of thoee who have been here with 

W. S. Harkins are with the following this 

geason : 
Wm. Courtleigh, with Virginia Harned: 

J. H. Bueny, Wey Down East; Frauklyn 

Ritchie, Sag Harbor ; Wx Farnum, Ben 

Hur; Joseph Kilgour, Henrietta Cross 

man ; Arthur Forrest, Daniel Frohman; 

E. L Spader, Columbia Stock, Brooklyn ; 

Percy Haswell, leading ber own company ; 

Margaret May, in Winchester; Robert 

McWade, jr., Donnelly Stock, New York; 

Clarence Handyside, Kyrle Bellew; Thos. 

A Wise, in Are You a Mason ; Geo. W. 

Barnum, Capt Jenks; and Arthur Elliott, 

with Henry Miller. 

J. B. Peakes, a favorite on tbe opera 

stage in Halifax 25 ye:rs ago, died at 

Boston Wednesday. He at one time 

abandoned opera for the dr. ms, appearing 

in Little Lord Fauntleroy, and it was in 

this company he made his last sppearance 

in Halifax, playing at the Lyceum. 

Way Down East played to over $70,(00 

in Chicago in seven weeks. 

Sarak Grand lectured at the Lyceum 

Theatre Oc: 30. Her sulject was Mere 

Mar. 

Mrs. Leslie Carter wiil present Du 

Barry at the New York Criterion on Dec 

9, ne xt. 

Maude Fealy’s reported engagement to 

Wiliiem Gillette was denied lest week by 
Mies Fealey’s mother. 

Florence Smyth, bas been engaged by 

Howard Kyle to play Maxine Elliot‘ 

original role in Clyde Fitch‘s Nathan Hale 

Sherloc Holmes will remain at the 

Lyceum in London until the first week in 

Jaonary. Martin Harvey probably 

follows ir Eugine Aram. 

H. V. Esmond’s new play, which Lewis 

Waller will prc duce at the Duke of York's 

theatre, London, has now been named 

The Sentimentalist. 

Louis Nethersole. brother to the famous 

actress, Olga Nethersole, directs the for- 

tunes of Sadie Martinot‘s latest starring 

venture, The Mearriege Game. 

Mist Vicla Allen will spend the early 

part of next sesron in England conferring 

with Hull Caine ,regarding the dramati- 

zation of his book. The Eternal City. 

Jeenette Lowrie was out of the cast of 

Florodora at the New York last Tuesday 

because of an injured spkle. Her role, 

Angels, wis played by Janie Patrick. 

" Robert Emmett, ¢n Irish play woven 

sround tle ‘ove snd patriotiem of that 

young Irish Lero, snd written by (Brandon 

Tynan, is pow in preparation for pro, 

duction. x 

Charles Frchman Las psidihis first for 

feit of 85 000 upon the London Drury 

Lane's melodrama, The Great Millionaire 

and will decline to make use of the play in 

Americ». 

May Irwin announced in Baltimore last 

week that at the end of this season she 

would retire from the stage. A similiar 

report was publisbed a few days bejore 

and was deni ed. 

Ri hard Lovelsce was presented by E 

i. Sothern and his company at a special 

matioee at the Garden Theatre lnst Tuez- 

dey, when Laurence Irving, the author, 

witnessed his play for the ficst time. 

Londoners are to see a comic opera sat- 

ire,'io two acts entitled Princess Lolal jor 

The Love of the R:jah of Tittipompom, 

preceded by a one act farce entitled Char- 

les [ and Il by D. Da Maurier and S O. 

N Frere. 

The late Sir Arthur Sullivan's Trial by 

Jury Las just been sung in Vienna for the 

first time and met with great success. All 

of Gilbert & Sullivan's operettas were 

popular in Vienna, where they were sung 

at the Theatre sn der Wien. 

Arthur W. Pinero bas given ne w evi- 

dence of his genius ae a playwright in his 

latest dram, Iris, recently produced in 

Loadon. Not only, is Iris considered Mr. 

Pincro's best work, but it also ranks among 

tbe greatest plays of the time. 

William Faversham’s throats is so sore 
that for (he present at least he will appear 

only in A Royal Rival. in other words 

Captain Marshall's romantic one act 

dramas, Prince Charlie will be played 

hanceforth only on special occasions. 

Little Mise Robertecn, tle lately arriv- 

ed dzughter of Mr and Mrs Forbes Rcb 
ertson, has delayed the sppearance of Ma- 

deline Lucette Ryley’s new play, Mice and 

M:n in London. Mrs Robertson was 

trude Elliott before she married. 

The other might Charles Ji fferson re- 
ceived a letter from the manager of the 

local theatre at Spiingdale, ill, asking it 

Joseph J fferson could yisit their town (bis 
month, remarking as an inducement that 

‘the apple crop is good and everybody bas 

monty.’ 

Count Leo Tolstol’'s wonderfully real- 

istic play of Russian peasant life. The 
Power of Darkness, was presented in its 

entirety, for the first time in America, by 

the Jerish etock company in New York 

o. Oct 8. The chiet role, Nikita, was 

played by the Jewish star, Jacob Adier. 

The suit brought by Louis Kronb erg, the 
Boston artist. against Richard Mansfield 

for $600, alleged to be due for two por, 

traits of Mr Mansfield, as Shylock acd 

Richard III, respectively, was settled las; 

week. Mr Man:field agries 'o pay thes 

$600 besides $75 for Kr onberg’s expenses 
Maude Caswell, the Calitorma girl, who 

bas attonished Paris by her am zing acro. 
batics. is now in Madrid, making even the 

bostile Spaniards applaud an American 

product. She has written that she is 

proudly wearing an American flag in order 

that no one may take her for anything else 

but an American. 

Walter Hale bas resigned as Mary 
M:nnerirg’s leading man and will leave 
the company on Nov. 18. Mr. Hale bas 
spparently recovered from Lis illness of 

last season, but on the advice of his pby- 

sician, who thinks the bard travel to the 
co1s( may prove injurious, he will rest o- 

8 month or more at his homs in St. Paul 
before returning to New York. 

Brigham Royce bas been engaged for 

Jame: K. Hackett's company to play the 
King of Spain in Don Caesar's Return, 
and a leading role in Mr. Hackett’s new 

play. A Chance Ambassador, which wil 

be produced during bis Philadelphia 
engagement in November. Mr. Royce 

was associated with Mr. Hackett in Rupert 

of Hen'zau and The Pride o' J ennico. 
In spite of glowing reports to the contra- 

ry, small audiences are in attendance on 

N. C. Goodwiu’s London performance in 

Esmond‘s When We Were Twenty Oae 

We hear nothing more of the sly plan to 
have bim appear abroad as Shylock—s plan 

that has been relegated to oblivion, seem— 

ingly, with that to have Mr. Gillette act 
Hamlet there. 
There basn‘t been anybody anncuncing 

more plans than Miss Blsnche Walsh since 

her Joan of the Sword Hand flunked. First 
it wa: Nacj zda, which she didn‘t get ; then 
it was Janice Meredith which she did get 

and is now playing ; and now it is drama‘- 

ized of Aui's Vivanti Chartares* story. 
The Hunt tor Happiness which 1s going to 

produce, and alto La Madeilene, by H. J 
W. Dam. 

Says Charlie Frohman: ‘It would take 
too lcng to nems over all my companies. 

At present I Lave an interest iz 43 com- 
panies in America. In Eogland I control 
five London theatres and have nine travel- 

Lountinued on page seven, 

Cor tivmed From Tage Two, 

alvertised for, I reyled to none of the 
advertisements. Rather than he should 
know bow badly I had dome tor myself, 1 
preferred that he should {hink me dead 
Such was my pride, Miss Morelsnd. 
A glance of sympaiiy shot from beneath 

Ruby’s drooping cyelids. 
He ssw it, and went oo— 
‘But last summer the luck began to 

change. Indeed it ch:nged altogether. I 
found gold at the diggings, snd was scon 
in possession of a fortune. Then 2 sudden 
freak s:izad me. I came home, resolving 
to visit my uncle in poor and shabby 
clothing, and sce whatsort of & rec p‘ion 
be gave me. When you met me on Friday 
night I was on my way to The Grange. I 
recogoized you in a moment, though you 
did not recogniz2 me.’ 

‘Did you, really ?’ asked Ruby, with a 
delicious blush. 

‘Of course I did,’ he answered, with =a 
look which made her pulses thrill wit! 

pleasure. 

ing what a merry laugh we thould hav 
over it when I gave it you back again, 

‘Well, when I got to the river I foun 
the boat on this side, fastened. I unfast- 
ened it and rowed mysclt across. 

‘I went up to the house and havin; 
kno ked at the ball dcor without gettin, 
any answer, | made my way to the back. 
The ecullery window wae uniastened and I. 
entered by it, I went into the parlour, and 
found my dear uncle dead on the floor. | 
assured myselt he was dead— quite beyond 
the reach of human aid—and then was 
burryiog back to raise an alarm and fetch 
assistance, when I saw my cousin Reginald. 

‘At one side of the house the river is eo 
shallow that a man may very well wade 
across it without getting wat above his 
knees. As I opened the hall door, I saw 
s man scrambling up out of the water on 
to the opposite bank at this point. There 
w:s a bright moon, and I saw his face, It 
was as pale as ashes; and it was the face 
of my cousin ! 

“It it were known he wis at The Grange 
that night be would be suspected. That 
was why I ssked you not to mntion th 
e'xpence, and why I have been so anxious 
to tell you sll, I bad the sixpence in m:» 
hand when I stcod at the ball door, and no 
donbt I dropped it in my borror and sur- 
prise at sceing Reginaid. This, too, is 
why I gave no alarm that night. It I bad 
done so, I should have been called as a 
witness, and if I bad been asked whether J 
saw anyone in r near The Grange, bow 
could I, rpeaking on my cath, have kep: 
myself trom betraying Reginald 
A tew winu'es longer they stood discus 

sing the tragedy; then, the snow storm 
baving ceased, they quitted the barn, and 
returned to the high road together. 

Scarcelv bad they reiched it, when a 
m+n came suddenly round a curve, walking 
very swiitly, and as if he bore exciting 
ne ws. 

It was Detective Ferret. 
He walked straight up to them, and ac 

costed John Whittaker. 
‘You are Mr. John Whi‘taker, I think?’ 
‘I am. 

‘Then I have good news for you. Your 
uncle's murderer has been discovered.’ 

‘Is he in custody ?’ 
‘No, ¢ir; be has given us the slip in a 

way we did not look to-. He has com=it 
ed suicide.’ 
‘And—who—is—he P’ 
‘Your uncle's servant—the man Fergus- 

son ! 

CHAPTER 1X. 

THE DETECTIVE'S STORY. 

‘From the very first I suspected Fergus 
son. I bardly know wby, unless it was 
that he seemed so uncommonly careful to 
account for his own movements. 

*The thing that puzzled me was the 
question of motive. There was no money 
or valuables mitsing, and Lawyer Grady 
had told me that your uncle made Fergus- 
son a liberal allowance to insure his faith 
ful service, but meant to leave him nothing 
at bis death. 

‘Then there was another thisg which 
puzzled me, ard perhaps kept me from 
finding out the truth as soon as I otherwise 
might bave dene. 1 don’t know whether 
you are aware of it; but it is undoubtedly 
a fact that Mr. Reginald Whittaker did go 
to The Grange that night. 

‘As you have heard, there were foot- 
prints on both backs of the river, which 
proved some person had crossed that night. 
I made inqui ies, and found that a young 
man apswering to the description of R-gi 
nald Whittaker had come into the town by 
the London train at five o'clock, and had 
returned tc London by the haif past seven. 
Naturally, this made me suspect him, es 
pecinlly when, on going up to London my 
eelt to make inquiries I discovered that he 
was in serious pecuciary ¢ fli ulties, was 
pledgirg plate and jewellery, and bad 
returned home on Friday pight wich wet 
troueers and muddy boots !' 

‘You discovered all this P’ 
John Whittaker. 

‘I did. 1 discovered more. I found 
that those muddy boots of his fitted ex 
actly into the footprints on the river back.’ 

“Then how was it you didn’t arrest him? 
cried John Whittaker in am- za. 

‘Well, for one thirg, he got arrested by 
rbeumatic fever, and, for another, I still 
didn’t believe he was the guilty person. 
Of conrse, I established a surveillance 
over him ; but I went no further tha that. 
My own private opinion concerning him 
was that be had gone down to The Grange 
under the pressure ot pecuniary d fli ulties 
bad found kis uncle dead, and had been so 
horrified by the discov: ry, and by a fear 
lest he should be suspected, that he immed: 
iately made his way back to town.’ 

‘But bow have you discovered that Fer- 
gusson was the murderer ?* asked Ruby. 

‘I'li tell you, miss, I knew that the old 
entleman kept a journal. I bad to bunt 

¢xclaimed 

igh and low before I found it; but when I 
did find it, I was on a lot scent, and no 
mistake. I'll read you a copy of an entry 

‘I took your sixpence just for fun thinl 
| i"ppera’ P 

mae jost three weeks ago. Hore 1' is’ 
December the Thiru. Fergusron v ry 

kind aud attentive when | was ill last night 
Hive mede my will efresh and leit him 
three thousand pounds. Shall never let 
him know this.’ 

‘Here is anctber enfry— ‘December the 
Seventeenth. I believe Fergueson har 
been tampering with my papers. Believe 
he had got a eight of my lsst will. H. 
shall not have tha legacy by mardering 
bim before it could be revoked. Tue ras 
cal little dreamed when he committed the 
murder that that will was already destroy- 
“1. But now I come to another entry— 
ibe most sig ficant of all. 
“December the Sixth. Fergusson has 

got a bicycle. Why, Heaven alone knows 
I'be fool is practising on it n the garden.’ 
Jobn Whittaker and Ruby both uttered 

exclamations of surprise. 
The detective went on— 
‘When I read that entry,I saw the whole 

The cunning raecal bad laid bis 
well, He bad got 

ALR 
at 

pisns 
bicj.le iccreilly and learned to 

1 aow don't you see what really 
He lett the Grange at six, as 

that 

leit. 

| 7e said, hacause he meant to bo seen by 
be man Musson, who passed the top of 
Le i.e regularly at five minutes past six. 
Bu 1: soonas this man had seen bim, he 
rried back and murdered his poor old 
aaster.’ 
‘Horrible I" ejaculated Whittaker. 
‘The deed would not occupy him many 

mivu’'es. But thers was the double 
journey across the two fields, so that it 
would have been impossible for him to 
have been in the town by ha!‘-past rix, as 
he was, if he had trusted to his legs alone 
‘You see, he had laid his plans with a 

good deal of cunning. He bad got the 
bicycle secretly, bought it at a place twenty 
miles off. Nobody but your uncle knew 
he bad it, and he hrew it into the river on 
bis return—mno dou) t just before he over 
rg tbe man Snaith, as he had planned to 
0. 
‘I bad suspected something of this sort 

from the first, and, of course, those entries 
in your uncly’s dairy made it all as clear 

as davlight, 
And he is dead you say ?' asked John 

Whi taker, with something like a sigh of 
relief, 
He could not help feeling glad that the 

wretched mao had already expiated bis 
crime—that, at any rate, no earthly tri- 
hupal would have to mete out his doom, 

_ ‘Yes Iordered my men to keep 8 
sharp look-out upon bim after we discoverd 
the bicycle yesterday. But their look-out 
was evidently, not sharp enough. While 
I was away 1n'erviewing the maker of the 
machine, who easily identified him as the 
purchaser by my description, he managed 
to take position . Luckily, however, he leit 
behind him a full confession ol his guilt.’ 

‘I should like you to tell me one thing 

more,‘ remarked John Whittaker, atier a 
solemn silence. ‘How did you know who 
I was? 
The detective smiled. 
‘Why, sir,you must remember it was my 

duty to keep a sharp look out for all 
mysterious characters, and, naturally, I 
‘soon had my eye on you ¢s you bung 
about the neighborhood. But you mus: 
know that when your uncle lay dead, there 
#5 a mioiature in his hand—a miniature 
of ycu as a lad of sixteen or so. Iam 
good at making out resemblance between 
that miniature and you. 

‘I made inquiries, traced your move- 
ments during the last few days, and found 

you bad just come from Australia. Then, 
of course, I felt pretty sure; and now, sir, 
I do really believe I beve told you all. 

CHAPTER X. 

At the Stroke of Twelve. 

In the drawing room at T'mpledene, 
Ruby was standing an hour before mid- 
night on that same Christmas Eve. 

She wore a white dress, with a spray of 
thickly berried holly in her dark hair, and 
another spray at her bosom. 
Her eyes were shining with a soft radi 

ance, and she looked as bloomirg asa 
rose. 
Her aunt sat on a couch near, and both 

looked eagerly expectant. 
Both seemed to be listening for some ex 

pected sound. 
‘The train must be in now,’ said Ruby. 

‘He will certainly be here in a few minutes 
aunt.’ 

‘I hope so, my dear. 
getting anxious.’ 

‘I am arxious,’ declared Ruby frankly. 
‘I do hope nothing will keep bim. It will 
be s real disappointment to me it he isn’t 
here for Christmas Day.’ 

It was Jobn Whittaker the sunt and 
piece ware awaiting with such eagerness. 

After !e.ving Detective Ferret that mor 
ning he had accompanied Raby home, and 
had accep’ed with delight ber aunt's 1ovit- 
ation to him to spend his Christmas at 
T.mpledene. 
But he had eaid be must go to London 

to see his poor cousin, and of course 
neither ot ladies could gaineay bim, 
Aod now the time tor his return had 

come. 
A carriage bad been sent to the station 

to meet bim, and Ruby, all flushing and 
palpitating, was straining her ears to catch 
the first sound of the approaching wheels. 
At last she heard them. 
‘He is kere,’ she said, trying to speak 

ca'mly, and seating herself beside her aunt. 
A few more moments, and Jobn Whit 

taker entered the room, dressed now as 
became his rank, and looking—so Ruby 
thought in her secret heart, with a glow 
of admiration which surprised ber—the 
bandsomest, noblest, finest gentleman she 
had ever seen. 
Cc ffee and sandwiches were brought in 

and while the two ladies petted and made 
much of him, under pretense of minister- 
ing to his wants, he told them of his visit 
to Regircald. 

‘He is better, poor fellow—though it 
has been a sharp attack. He would no! 
bear of my spending Christmas day with 

I can see you are 

h'm, but, of course, I shall go vp again in 
a dey or two. I shall not like to leave 
tim long alone. Aad it was just as we ° 
susp cted. He go: him-elf into a Cificul’'y 
and coms here last Friday to try to gét 8 
money rom cur uncle, 

‘Finding the boat fastened on this mde 
of the river, he krew Ferguson must be 
out, and so he waded across ss beet he 
ould. You knowwhat be saw. You can 
imagine how the right ff cted him. He 
hurried back to town, and the next morn. 
ing raiscd what money be could to meet 
bis d fli uities by pledging some of the 
family plate which belonged to him. 

‘It certainly was the strangest thing that 

ue and 1 should both go to The Grange at 
(hat very hour. It proves for the thous. 
andth time (hat truth is stranger than 
fiction.’ 

‘And ir poor Reginald in need of money 
now ?' asked Ruby's aunt a little anxiously. 
Young Reginald Whittaker was a fae 

vourite of bers, 
‘I have arranged his ¢flsirs for bim,’ 

said Jobn Whitidker baetily, with the 
gencrous blush of one who does good by 
stealth, and has no wish to sound Lis cwn 
praises. ‘Grady tls me I am the sole 
heir; but, of course, I shall divide the 

icheritance with Ropinnld. That will be 
only fair. It is enough for me to know 
that my poor old uncle bad a kindly feeling 
towards me to the last. Poor old man! 
To think that he died with my portrait in 
his hand 
There was milence for a moment or two; 

then Miss Moreland to divert her guast’s 
thoughts frcm a painful su” jict asked him 
il he had no iced a charming little conser 
vatory which oped out of the drawing=, 
room, and was, indeed, a recent additionSea 

‘Will you show it mc ?° be asked, lookfed 
ing full at Raby. = 
She rose in 8 moment, her heart palpi- © 

tating with a strai ge pleasure beneath bis 
glance. 
They entered the conser a ory. 
Mist Moreland bad the !indness and 

good sensa not to fo'low them. 
Jobn Whittaker locked at the lovely °F 

blooms with an abstraction which showed = 
bis thoughts were otherwhere, 45 

Suddenly he turned to Raby and ssid, 
apropos of nothing— LE 

Do you remember I used to call you = 
my little ewoetheart hofore | went away PISS 
Ruby blushed delicionsly. 

¢[—think | do.’ or 

‘Avd you used to promise that when 
you were grown up you would be mys 

+ 

This time she did not reply to bis ques== FF 
tion. 

po 

Inetead, ha gatherad a lovely rose, andiges 
held it uo to him 

fy 

Just lock at’ Oh, Mr. Whittaker ! 
thie V 
He tock the rose and ber two hands 

with i, held of lose, looking down 
into her fece the shila, with a g£¢z) which 
ma“ e ber heart beat fast with joy. 

‘Raby, we learn s'renge weys cut in the 
colonies. We do things there which per- 
baps you are not used to here. For in. 
stance, if & mab wanis 4 thing very much 
he trica fo get it witout beating about the 
bush, snd so, perhaps, losing any ttle, 
chsuce he might have had. Now I ne 2 
tomething very much. Darling, I want ¥ 
you a ‘Ob, Me. Whittaker 

ud Ruby aff:cied deep susprise, bu 4 
+ euffered him to keep both hee hell in : ib 
is. SY ¢ 
‘I know what you would say, dearest— 4 

that I bave only seen you three times, and 
that I cannot kncw my own mind. But I ~~ 
doknow it. I know it well. I loved you % 
when you were a child, and I came back 
determined to woo you if you were free to 
accept my wooing. 4 
‘When I saw you leaning over y 

bicycle last Friday night, I told myself 
should die a crabbed old bachelor unle~’ 
you would take pity, and turn me into 
respectable married man. [ know th 
must seem sudden to you, dear. I cannr 
expect your feclings to be like mine. I 
I do believe yon could learn to care for me 
in time.’ 
He waited for an answer, with his | 

in his eycs. 

Aad Ruby answered him bravely, franks 
ly—as a true wowan should. 3 

‘I think I care for you—a lfttle—now P 
*My Christmas rose !' he murmured, as 

he drew ber tenderly te bis bosom, whe; 
she nestled happily, like one who bh 
found a blisstul resting placa. 
And at that moment the clock chime 

out the midnight hour. A 
It was Christmas D.y! 

Now, Ham, said Noab, io a kind but 
fi'-m tones, as he noted the approach : 
Tbanksgiving I want you to bear in mird + = 
that I bave but two turk -ys on tle ark, © 
and that you will have to curb your in ra 
incts for the present.— 53 3 

We've wood enough and groceries ems . 
ough to last usall winter, says a Georgia 
editor, ahd we will tbaok any of our subs 
scribers who will kindly give us something 
to growl about.— | 

Finnick—1f you'll notice, the poets 
variably refer to the earth as she. 
should the earth be considered feminine, 
1‘d like to knowP 2 
Sionick— Why noi? Nobody knows joat 

how old the earth is.— 

Hiprabrah Falloack—Thay‘re goir 
shoot the center rush through our lit 
tke Thanksgiving game. — 

We expect my sister Ellen back fre 
visit in Dakota nevt week. “3 
Did sbe get it P b 
What ? 
Why, ber divor.e. 

DR. A. W, CHASE'S 0 
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