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For The Term of His Natural Life

By MARCUS CLARKE .

CHAPTER 11L—{Continued.)
"Pine," says Captaln Blant, ns the
two were left alons together, “you aund 1
are always putting our foot into t!"
Women are always In the way aboard
ahip,” returned Pine.
“Ah! doctor, you don’'t mean that, 1
know,"” sald a rich, soft voive at his
elbow.
It was Barah Purfoy emerglng from
her ecabin.
“We were talking of your eyes, my
dear,” eries Blunt. “They're the finest
eyes I've seen In my life, and they've
got the reddest lips under "'m that &
“Let me pass, Captain Bloot, if you
please. Thank you, doctor."
And before the adwiring commander
enuld prevent her, she modestly swept
out of the euddy.
“She's a fine plece of goods, eh?”
asked Blunt, watching her. *1 don't
know where Vickers pleked her up, but
I'd rather trust wmy life with the worst
of those ruflians ‘tween deck than in
her keeplug, If I'd done her an injury.
I don't belleve she'd think much of stick-
ing & man, either. ZBat | must go on
deck, doctor.”

Pine followed him more slowly. “I1
don't pretend to know much about wom-
en," he gaid to himself. “But that girl's
got a story of her own, or I'm much mis-
taken. What brings her on board thia
ship as a Jady's maid is mors than 1
can fathom."” And ns he walked down
the mnow deserted deck to the main
hatehiway, and turned to wateh - the
white figure gliding up and down, he
eaw it joined by another and a darker
one, he mbttered, “She’s after no good."
At that moment his arm was touched
by a soldier in undress uniform, who
had come up the hatchway.

*What s it?

“1f you plase, doctor, one of the pris-
oners is taken sick, and as the dinner's
over, and he's pretty bad, 1 ventured to
disturb your honor.”

“Why didn't you tell me hefore?"

In the meantime the woman who was
the object of the grim old fellow's sus.
picions, was enjoying the comparative
coolness of the night air. Her mistress
and her mistress’ danghter had not yet
come out of their ecabin, The awning
had been removed, the stars were shin-
ing in the moonleas sky, and Miss Sarah
Purfoy was walking up and down with
no less a person than Captain Blunt
himself. 8he had passed and repassed
him twiee sllently, and at the third
tarn, the big fellow, peering into the
twillght aliead somewhat uneasily, obey-
ed the glitter of her great eyes and join-
ed her.

“You weren't put out,” he asked, “at
what 1 said to you below. 1 was a bit
rude, I admit.”

“I? Dh, dear, no.
md.!'ll -

“Glad you think so!” returned Phin-
eas Blunt, a little ashamed at what look-
ed like a confession of weakness on
Lis part.

Sarah Purfoy Iaughed a low, full-ton-
ed langh, whoss sound made Blunt's
pulse take a jump forward, and seat the
blood tingling down to his fingers’ ends.

“Captain Blant,” said she, *“you're
going 1o do a very silly thing.”

“What 7"

“You are going to fall in love with a
girl of nineteen.™

“*Who is that?"

“Myself!"” she said, giving him her
hand and smiling at him with ber rich
red llps,

“1 believe yon are right," he eried;
“I am half in love with yon already."

*“That s yoor affair,” she sald; and
s the heéad of Mr. Frere appearsad above
the companivn, Ilunt walked aft, feel-
ing considerably bewildered, and yet not
displeasad,

“She's a fine girl!"” he sald, cocking
his cap, “and I'm hanged if she ain't
gweet vpon me."

Apd then the old fellow began to
whistle softly to himself as he paced the
deck, and to glance toward the man, who
bad taken his place, with no friendly
eyes. But a sort of shame held him as
yet, and he kept aloof. Maurice Frere's
greeting was short enough,

“Well, SBarah,” he said, “have you got
cut of your temper?"

“What did you strike the man for?
He did you no barm."

“He was out of his place.
business had he to come aft?
must keep these wretches down,
‘i.l'l."

“Or they will be too much for you,
es? Do you think one man could enpture
a ship, Mr. Maurice? What could they
do ngainst the soldiers? There are fifty
soldlers.”

“You are a strange girl; I can’t make
ou out. Come," and he took her hand,
‘tell moe what you nre really.”

“Lady’s mald in the family of a gen-
tleman golng abroad.”

“Barnh, can't you be serious?”

“l am serious. That was the adrer-
tisement I answered.”

“Bat I mean what you have been.
You were not & lady's mald all your
life. Have you wpo friends? What
have you been?’

She looked up Into the young man's
face—a little less harsh at that moment
than It was wont to be—and, creeping
closer to bim, whispered:

“Do you love me, Maurice?"

He railsed one of the little hands that
rested on the taffrall, and, under cover
of the darkness, kissed It

“You know 1 do,” he sald. “You
may be a lady's maid, or what you like,
but you are the lovellest woman I ever
wet,"”

“Then, if you love me, what does It
matter 7’

“If you loved me, you would tell
mo,"” sald he, with a guickyness which
surprised himself,

“Bot I have nothing to tell, and 1
don't love you—yet.”

He let ber hand fall with an (mpa-
tleat gesture; and at that moment Blant,
who could restrain himself no lopger,
came up.

“Iine night, Mr. Frere”

“Yen, fine enough."

Just then, from out of the vlolet haze

You were not

What
Ooe
my

that h over the horizon, a strange
glow of t broke,
“Halloo!" erles Frere. “Did you see

They strained thelr eyes to plerce
through the obscurity.

“Hest saw something like It before
dinner. There must be thunder In the
air" |

At that instant a thin streak of lght
shot up, and then sunk agaln, There
was no mistaking it this time, and a
simulthneous sxclamation burst from all
on deck. From out of the gloom which
hung over the horizon rose a column of
fiame that lighted up the night for an
instant, and then sunk, leaving a dull
red apark upon the water,

“It's a ship on fire!" crled Frore.

CHAPTER 1V.

They looked again. The tiny spark
still burned, and Immedintely over It
there grew out of the darkness a erim-
son spot that hung like a lurid star in
the air. Mrs, Vickers, with little 8yl
via clinglng to her dress, came up to
share the new sensation.

“Captain, you'll lower a boat. We
may save some of the poor fellows"
cries Frere, his heartiness of body re-
viving at the prospect of excitement,

“Boat?' said Blunt; “why, she's
twelve milea off, or more, and there's
not a breath o' wind! They've got their
own boats. In the meanwhile we'll show
‘em that there's some one near "em."
And, as he spoke, a blue light flared
hissing into the nlght. *“There, they'll
see that, I expect!" he snid, as the
ghastly flame rose, extinguishing the
stara for & moment, only to let them
Appear again brighter in & darker heav-
eén. “Mr. Best, lower and man the quar-
ter boats! Mr. Frere, you can go in
one, if you like, and take a volunteer or
two from those gray jackets of yours
amidships. I shall want as many hands
as I ean spare to man the long boat
and cutter, In case we want 'em. Rteady
there, lads! BEasy!" And, as the first
eight men who could reach the deck
parted to the Iarboard and starboard
quarter boats, Frere ran down on the
main deck.

At his nod the prison door was thrown
open. The air was hot, and that strange,
horrible odor peculiar to closely packed
human bodies filled the place. He ran
his eye down the double tier of bunks
which lined the side of the ship, and
stopped at the one opposite him.

There seemed to have been some dls-
turbance thera lately, for, Instead of the
six pairs of feet which should: have pro-.
truded therefrom, the gleam of the bull's
eye showed bhut four,

“What's the matter here, sentry?" ha
asked.

“Prisoner (11, sir.
hospital,”

“But there should be two.”

The other came from behind the break
of the berths. It was Rufus Dawes.
He held by the side as he came, and
saluted.

“1 felt sick, sir, and was trying to
get the seuttle open.”

Maurice Frere stamped his foot ln-
dignantly.

“Bick! What are you sick about? I'll
give yon something to sweat the sickness
out of yon. Stand on one side here!”
Rufus Dawes, wondering, obeyed.
“Which of you fellows ean handle an
onr?' Frere went on. ‘“There, 1 don't
want fifty! Three'll do. Come on now,
make haste!” &
The heavy door clashed ngaln, and In
another instant the four “volunteers”
were on deck.

“T'wo In each boat!™ eries Blunt. “I'll
burn a blue light every hour for you,
Mr. Best, and tnke eare they don't
gwamp you. Lower away, lads!"

As the second prisoner took the oar of
Frere's boat, he uttered a groan and
fell forward, recovering himself instant-
ly. Barah Purfoy, leaning over the side,
saw the occurrence,

“What is the matter with that man?"
she eaid. "Is he ill7?"

FPine was next to her, and looked ont
instantly. *“It's that big fellow in No.
10," he cried. “Here, Frere!"

But Frere heard hlm not. He was
intent on the beacon that gleamed ever
bright In the distance. "Give way, my
Iads!" he shounted. And amidst a cheer
from the ship, the two boats shot out of
the bright circle of the blue light, and
disappeared into the darkness!

Sarah Purfoy looked at Pine for an
explanation, but he turned abruptly
away. For a moment the girl paused, as
if in doubt; and then, ere his retreating
figure turned to retrace Its steps, she
cast a quick glance around, and, slip-
ping down the ladder, made her way 1o
the 'tween-decks,

The iron-studded oak barricade that,
loop-holed for musketry, and perforated
with plated trap-door for sterner needs,
separated soldlers from prisoners, was
close to her left hand, and the sentry
at its padlocked door looked at her In-
quiringly. Bhe laid her lttle hand on
his big rough one, and opened her brown
eyes at him,

“The hospital,” she saild. “The doctor
sent me;” and before he could answer
her white figure vanished down the
hateh, and passed round the bulkhead,
behind which lay the sick man.

Though not so hot as in the prison,
the atmosphere of the lower deck was
close and onhealthy, and the girl, paus-
ing to listen to the subdued hum of con-
versation coming from the soldiers’
berths, turned strangely sick and giddy.
She drew herself up, however, and held
out her hand to a man who eame rapldly
neross the misshapen shadows, thrown
by the sulky swinging lantern to meet
her, It was n young soldier who had 1
been that day seutry at the convict gang-
WAaY.

“Well, miss," he sald, “I am here, yer
see, walting for yer.”

The tone of the sentence seemed to
awaken and remind her of her errand o
that place. Bhe laughed as loudly aud
merrily as she dared, and laid her hand
on the speaker's arm, The boy reddened
to the roota of his closely eropped halr,
“There, that's quite close enough,
You're only a common soldler, Miles, and
you mustn't make love to me."

4] konow you're above me, Miss Barah.
You're a lady, bat I love yer, I do, and
you drives me wild with your tricks"
“Husb, Miles! they'll hear you, Who

Illlthlbo?h.df‘

Doctor sent him to

that? A flash of light”

“Well, T want to go In."

“Don’t ask me, miss, It's agalont or-
deors, and—""

She turned away, “Oh, very well, If
this s ull the thanks 1 get for wasting
my time down hers, 1 shall go on deck
again. Mr. Frore will lot me go In, 1
dire say, If 1 ask him."

“Go in If yer like; T won't stop yer,
but remember what 1'm doin’ of.”

Bhe turned again at the foot of the
' lndder, and come guickly back, *“That's
n good Ind. I knew you would oot re
fuse me;" and smillng at the poor lout
she was befooling, she passed luto the
| enbin,

There was no lantern, and from the
partially blocked stern windows camo
ouly a dim vaporpus light. The dull rip-
ple of the water an the ship rocked on
the slow awell of the sea, made a mel-
ancholy sound, and the slck man's heavy
breathing seemed to fill the ale. The
slight nolse made by the opening door
rounsed him; he rose on his elbow and
began to motter. Sarah Purfoy paused
In the doorway to listen, but she could
make nothing of the low, uneasy mur-
muring. Ralsing her arm, conspleuous
by its white sleeve In the gloom, she
beckoned Miles,

*The lantern,” she whispered—"bring
me the lantern,

He unhooked It from the rope where
it swung, and brought it toward her.
At that moment the man in the bunk ant
up erect, and twisted himself toward
the light. “Sarah!” he erled, In shrill,
sharp tones, “Sarnh!” and swooped
with a lean arm through the dusk, as
though to seize her.

The girl leaped out of the eabin like
a panther, and was back at the bunk
head In a moment. The convict was
n young man of about four and twenty.
His hands were small and well shaped,
and the unshaven chin Dbristled with
promise of a strong beard. His wild
black eyes glared with all the fire of
delirium, and ns he gasped for breath
the sweat stood in beads on his sallow
forehead.

The aspect of the man was sufficlently
ghastly, and Miles, drawing back, did
not wonder at the terror which had selz-
«d Mra. Vickers' mald. With open
mouth and agonized face, she stood in
the center of the cabin, like one turned
to stone, gazing at the man on the bed

“Feod, he be n sight!” says Miles, at
length, *“Come away, miss, and shut
the door. He's raving, 1 tell yer."”

“He's choking, Caun't you see? Water!
give me wa. er!”

And, wreathing her arms around the
man's head, she pulled it down on her
bosom, rocking it there, half savagely, to
and fro.

Awed Into obedience by her volee,
Miles dipped a pannikln into a small
unheaded puncheon clented in the cor-
ner of the cabin, and gave It her; and,
without thanking him, she placed it to
the sick prisoner’s lips. He drank greed-
ily, and closed his eyes with a grateful
sigh. Just then the quick ears of Miles
heard the jingle of arma.

“Here's the doctor coming, miss!” he
cried. “I hear the sentry saluting. Come
awayl Qulek!"

She seized the lantern, and, openlug
the horn slide, extinguished it.

“Say It went out,” she sald, In a
fierce whisper, "and hold your tongue.
Leave me to manage.”

SBhe bent over the convict as If to ar-
range hls pillow, and then glided ont of
the eabin just as Pine descended the
hatchway. As he groped his way with
outstretched arms in the darkness, Sarah
Purfoy slipped past him,

(To be continued.)

LIVES WELL ON 810 A YEAR.

Wisconsin Man Has Done It for 40
Years—Seems Content.
Near Mirror Lake, In Wisconsin, Is a
log cabin In which u man has Uved for
forty years on $10 a year, George
Swinner {8 his name and he seems per-
fectly contented, writes a correspond-
ent of the 8Bt. Louls Republie,
The old man Is a Civil War veteran.
When he was discharged at the end
of the war he had money enoungh to
prrchase an acre of ground on the
shores of pleturesgue Mirror Lake. In!
this acre of ground be planted vegeta-
bles and frult trees. Close to the house
there grows a thick ecluster of black-
berry bushes and In the garden behind
it there are long rows of strawberries,
Over the fence that geparates the yard
from the road are wild roses, Here the
véteran makes his home,
How does he live?
Each day he takes his fishing rod
and goes down to Mirror Lake, That
is his pork barrel. The fish that he
draws out of those waters supply his
dinner, likewlse his brenkfast
The vegetables and meal made from

WE'LL KEEP THE LITTLE FARM.

Well, Jane, 1 guoss we'll keep the place,
We've lived bere, you amd T,
Upon this litle farm so long,
Lat's stay here till we die,
You know I thought I'd sell it once,
To Jones, or Deacon Rrown,
And take the money we have saved
And buy a house In town.
Bat when the buds begln to swell,
And grasa begins to grow,
Bomehow It doosn't seem (0 mé
I ought to let It go.

I lave the erimson clover,
And the fields of waving cors
The qulet, balmy evening,
And the fragrant, dewy morm |
The pink and smowy blossoms
Hanging on the apple trees}
The chirping of the erickets,
And the humming of the bees
I love the summer's honey breath,
The blushing buds of May;
The teeming nutumn, rieh with fralt,
Tha scent of new-mown hay|
The nolsy bubble of the brook,
And laughter of the rlll;
The lowlng herds upon the heath,
And flocks upon the hill,
And when I think of leaving alk
It fills me with alarm;
So, afier all, 1 guess It's best
To keep the little farm,
—J. Edgar French,

LONESOME BOY.

NN NN NSNS NN

I he don't want to say a word when
I ask him when she's coming back. He
Just sighs a great big sigh and tells
me, ‘Sonny, don't. Your Ma would
come right back here If she could, but
she ean't, and there lsn't any one left
‘vept you and me, and we must stick
together.” And then he slghs ngaln and
we both feel so awful sorry luside of
118,

“And mornings when my, Pa tries to
dress me we have such turble times
with buttons and the things "at holds
my clothes on, and my Pa says but-
tons Is the meanest. But my Ma knew
Just where every button went and
when she dressed me she'd klss me In
the hollow of my neck and snuggle me
up cloge and warm and say: ‘Heart's
delight, I love you, 'cuuse you're my

™8 awful lonesome to our house

since Ma wont away, and my Pa,

“IT'S AWFUL LONESOME AT OUN HOUSE"™

baby." And then we'd Inugh and romp
a little and kave the bestest time, nnd
then my Ma would get something good
for breakfast and tell me the nleest
storles about other litle boys what
did the nicetest things. Now the byt
tons bother my Pa so” he can't think
any storlés, and he has to hurry to
the store so's to make money to buy
bread and bacon for Bonny, so he
UV,

"I'm Bonny, and there's just Pa and
me at our house now., My Ma was the
nlcetest lady and our house was the
nlcetest place to llve you ever saw,
Now she's gone away, They took her
In a great, big box and my Pa says
she never can come back again, There's
a womnn to our house who comes to
cook and sweep, but I don't like hey
very much, Bhe dont care for little
boys, and when I ask her things, sbe
says to me, she does: ‘Now you keep
still and run away, I've got my work
to do and haven't tlme to talk to
you.'

“My Ma always had time to talk to
me and ahe sald such funny things we

corn grown in his garden complete his
diet. For his lake fishing Skinner has
bullt himself a boat which Is as unique
a8 himself, In order that he may fish
and propel hls boat at the same time
he has Invented an extraordinary con-
trivance,

At the stern of his boat he has a
paddle lke that of a river steamer,
This Is turned by means of a chalp
running on cogs and attached to a
erank that the old man turns with one
hand as he trolls with the other. From
this strange craft, nicknamed *the
fiylng maching” by the people of Dels
ton, Bkinner does his angling.

Bkinner llves during the winter as
well as he does In summer. From the
overabundance of one season he saves
enough to meet the necessities of the
other, He eatchea on an average 100
fish a day, mostly small ones. Ten of
these suifice for bis two slmple meals,
The other ninety are carefully
cleaned and stored away In great bar-
rels of brine kept in the cellar of his
cabln, When he has enough barrels
of fish stored away to last him through
the winter he stops fishing, as he
thinks it is a sln to kil any creature,
even a fish, except for food.

From his garden he cans his vegeta.
bles and berrles. Everything that he
needs is supplied from nature's “pork
barrel.”

The $10 which he spends annually
goes for tobacco, fish-hooks and cloth-
ing.

Bix thousand people sleep In the open

“l dunno,

alr in London every night,

used to get to laughing, and fust laugh
and Jaugh unt!l we almost broke our-
#elves. And my Pa would come home
and find us and he'd say, llke he was
mad, ‘What's all this foollshness n-goln’
on? And then he would eatch my Ma
around the walst and snuggle her like
she souggled me, and I'd hang onto
Pa's hand and we'd all get to luughing
together, We had awful good times to
our houseé then. And after we'd ligd
supper, my Fa would say, ‘Let's st
down and talk awhlle before we wash
the dishes,! and my Ma and my Pa
and me would sit down In the open
door If it was summer time, and talk
together and talk and talk,

“Those wan the bestest times when
my Pa and my Ma used to talk and
talke till I fell asleep and my Ma would
say, ‘Gooduess me, Bonny should have
been In bed an hour ago!' and 'at was
where ahe’d put me right off —swmnack |

“Now it's turble lonesome, and my
Pa be Just stares away off when | ank
him where my Ma can be, and he oy
ke he didn't bear, and both his eyes
In full of tears when we're alone, ang
be acts like something hurt him awful
And when 1 ask him why she don't
come back, and cry and sny I want my
Ma, he starts to ery too, till I put my
arms around his neck and say, ‘Please
don't cry so bard, s you goi & palny
And then he Lugs me back and don't
make a sound, and 1 say; ‘Poor Pa
la you feellng so awful bad? '

“Ouct be told me that my Ma haa
gone so far away she never could come
back, but perhaps If we were good we
might go sume day to her. And 1 said ;

More of an unfathomable mystery to-
dny than when the ehild disappeared,
three and one-half years ago, s the
case of the inlssing Httle Wilbur Clarke,
of Beverly, Mass, Slnce that fateful
June 17, 1902, when the boy vanished
almout from beneath his parents’ eyes,
no tangible elew has been foumd, 1Tl
efforts of skilled detectives of the Btata
pollce department, as well as the nid
of local ofMeers of all the surrounding
towns;, and a child-huut made by half
the populatlon of that part of Esscx
County, the use of blood-hounds and
the offering of Inrge rewards at the
time—nll proved unavalling.

As time has passed the cnse han only
become more lnexplicable, more like the
famons kiduapplog of Charlle Ross n
generation ago,

A startiing suspiclon has  galned
ground of Iate that the reason of this
profound mystery and the renson why
no rowards have brought any news of
the boy Is that the kidnapper was a
wealthy summer resldent whe stole the
boy to adopt him, and that all the re-
sources of wealth, influence and a greht
fumdy name bave been used to sup-
press any Informwation about the case

The kldnapping of Wllbur Clarke at
the timeé becameé A NEWEPADST Sensa-
tlon even greater than the CharNle Ross
case. Pages apon pages of detalls nbout
It were telegraphed all over the coun-
try and the reports contlnued for
weeks,  Yet all that was ever known

:

about it ecould be ey | .
paragraphs, 1 bl

At 10 o'vlock on )

Clarke closed his mm: 2‘ :lu
half hollday, got o eareinge and
his famlly, consisting of My o
and his four Loys, Walter =
Russell and Harry, the lltl'ln
In arms, for n deive into the I
County woods. By chanes

to Uhebneco poud ahoyt leul:
Invited to ent thelr junel Al the
of Mr. Ryan, an ex-nlderman of i
who had gone there for n
Mrs Clarke took the Lithy and the
other boys to the eabin, whie
four years old, remnlued with ki &
er while Mr. Clarke uy
horse snd hitched 1t to a tree
the horse was attended to Me. 0
look around for the boy, but &
gone,

A ery was ralsed and & bt o
woods hegun. In an hour or & w
ers bronght back from »
half a mile awny a blue o !
which the mother Identifed s g
Ing to the boy. Near the spot o
thif was pleked up the fostprint
wan and boy were found An oldy
of Wilbur's shoes were fousd i
exactly the smnll footprints in the

Boyond these two bits of
nothing definite has ever lwes
ored except the very signifiast’
that a fashlonably dressed man
Panama hat and plok striped
shirt was seen by oue of Mr. I
boys half an bour previously e
path where Wilbur Clarke {

‘Pa, let's go right off; my Ma wants
us both and we're so lonesome. Hut he
don't seem to hear me and all he says
fs, ‘Oh, Sonny, don't, please don't’

“I ean't feel happy when we're nlone,
just 'a and me. There Isn't any fun
and we never get to lnoghing any more.
And nights sometimes when [ wake
up, I'm most sure there's big black
bedars In the mom looking for a little
bay to ent, and 1 get seared and boller,
nnd sometimes my 'a lso't there, only
the woman "at comes to cook and sweep
nnd she acts cross ‘cause I'm afrald
nnd she won't leave any light to scare
the bears awny lke my Ma used to
do, And she don't know funny storfes
to tell to Httle boys and she never sings
protty songs llke my Man used to sing
nll around the house tIl 1  slmost
thought "twas birds.

“Bometimes T most forget my Ma
has gone and 1 think she's coming back
from somewhere she s been nt for just
n JHtle while, and pretty soon she'll
come and put supper on the table and
then we'll stand at the door a-wateh-
ing for P'a to come, and protty soon
we'll hear hils whistle, and my Ma's
cheels will get all pink and warm and
she'll hug me In bher arms and say,
‘Bonny, there comes your Pa.’

“And these times when 1 most for-
get, 1 sy to my Pa: ‘Maybe my Ma
will come home soon and put the Rup-
per on' Pa's eyes look all blurry and
he says he lsn't hungry and ‘st my
Ma ean't come. And then I may, |
lsn't hungry elther, and my Pa Rnys
s0 low [ ean bhardly bear bhlm, *It's-nw-
ful hard,’ and I don't guite know what
he mieans, but T think it's cause my Ma
has gone away so turble far she ean't
get back agaln, 1 know she didn't go
w-purpose, Bhe llked me and Pa too
well to go away and stay ‘less she
tonldn't help It

“Nights when she don't come to pht
the supper on, and we sy wo lan't
hungry, my Pa rocks me In his lnp
and rubm wy head with his band a‘most
a8 soft as Ma, and he asks me If T don't
want to tuke & nap. And everything's
%o still with no one In the house 'cept-
Ing Fa and me, "at In a Nitle while T
full usleep and he Just sits and pooks
und rocks, but he don't never go to
sleep nt all. And when 1| wake up
il eyes |8 looklng wuy off somewheres
I can't see the place, and I say, ‘'Is
you trylng to see where my Ma s at?

"And we st and rock and rock tih
I go to sleep agaln, and my Pa don't
Want to let me go to bed, 80 we sit
and rock aod rock, and my Pa hugs
me tight and Le don't go to ileop ar
8l He says, ‘Sonny, there lan't nny-
one left 'eept you and me and we must
stleh together,’

"I awful lonesome at our house
now ‘cause my Ma bas gone away, I
wisht w0 hard 1 could hear my Mas
vy, ‘Henrt's delight, [ love you, 'cause

your my baby.' "—Toledo Blade,

FORM ARMY OF EDUCATION

120,000 Men and 380,000
Employed as Teashers.

The army of education feache
the United States s made uw ol
00 teachers, of whom 120,000 :
and 330.u. s women. The 3
majority of the tenchers ane
the United States, jes than 80
Ing been born abrosd-—ong In

Most of the men teachers um b
the years of 25 and 85 The
of the women teachers are b
niad 25,

There are 2900 méen teachen §
65, There nre less than 1500
teachers over G5, Three times M8
women a8 wen teachers are gt
a8 “age unknown.”

There are 21,000 colomd
the United Stutes, thuk
tweenn the two sexes: 7,70 mel
14,800 women, There are 6K IS
tenchers In the Indlan schols o
United States—240 wen and
en.

The average nge of teache
United Btates s higher W-‘
land and lower than in Gerne
proportion of very ¥
Is much greater in the
the city districts

The largest proportion of N
ers I8 to be found In Wist
where they number 50 w’ﬂ‘
total, The largest p
en I8 to be found In Vermont, ¥
they form 00 per ocent G‘
pumber, The standard of e )
much higher in Vermont than
Waest Virginia.

The nur:stmr of teachers il':
States has incresed grestly
yoars. In IKT1 there were JEH
1880, 225,000 tn 1890, GO
I8 at present 450,000,

Hin Viewpoint

Little Willlo—Paps, what B8
mist?

Mr,

country

nan“,pﬂk—'A M
son, 18 a—she-a-ns! I “"';: '
ma coming up the st 1' A
fan't. Well, a bigamist

tor who prevents at least OF
fellow men from WA

Cross Purpess
“Why @0 they call It the
the nose " objects M

“Because, you know,
pass from eye 10
American.

Ambltion:

Now, this ln m¥ Ml. .

VIl may I, frank PSS
A nlee

With  dollar mark 8 &
—Washington Btar.




