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CHAPTER XL

There was no one at the station to
Mmevt the disgraced one, news of the
disaster al Beershiba being as yet only
on the way. Thomas Jefferson was
rather gind of 1t; especially glad thut
there was no one from Woodlawn—this
was the name of the new home—io
recognize him and ask discomforting
questions, But Ardea was expected,
and the Dabney carringe, with old
Scipio on the bhox, was drawn up be-.
alde the platform. Tom put Ardea into
the carriage and was glving her band
luggage to Sciplo when she called to
him,

“Isn't there any one here to meet
you, Tom?™

“They don't know I'm coming,” he
expinined. Whereupon she qulckiy
made room for him, heolding the door
open. Bul he hung back.

“1 reckon . I'd better ride on the box
with Unc' Seiplo,” he suggested.

“I am sure I don't know why you
should,” she objected. ]

He told her stralght; or at least gave
her his own view of IL

“By to-morrow maorning everybody
in Gordonia and Paradise Valley will
know that I'm home in disgrace. It
won't hurt Unc’ Scipio any if I'm seen
riding with him.”

It was the first time that he had
been given te see the Dabney imperi-
ousness shining star-like in Miss Ar-
dea's slate-blue eyes,

“1 wish you to get your hang-bag
and ride in here with me,” she said,
with the alr of onge whose wish wus
law. PBut when he was sitting opposite
and the carriage door was shut, she
smiled companionably across &t him
arRl added: *You foolish boy!™

When he reached the house there
wayg an ominous alr of gquiet about It
ang a horse and buggy, with & black
bo¢ holding the reins, stood before the
dewr. Tom's heart came into hils
mo+*h. The turnout was Doctor Will-
iEwe’,

*Who's sick?" he asked of the boy
who was holding the doctor's horse,
and his tongue was thick with a name-~
less fear.

The biack bhoy did not know; and
Tom creépt up the steps and let himselt
in as one enters a house of mourning,
breaking down completely when he
gaw his father sitting bowed on the
hall seat.

“You, Buddy?—I'm mighty glad,”
said the man; and when he held out
his arms the boy flung himself on his
knees beside the seat and buried his
face In the cushions.

v“Ig she—is she going to dle? he
gsked, when the dreadful words could
be found and spoken.

*We're hoping for the best, Buddy,
son. It's some sort of a stroke, the
doctor says; it took her yesterday
morning, and she hasn't been herseif
since. Did somebody telegraph “to
you?

Tom rocked his head on the cush-
jon. How could he add to the black-
ness of darkness by telling his miser-
abla story of disgrace? Yet if had to
be done, and surely no hapless penl-
tent in the confessional ever emptied
his soul with more heartfelt contrition
or more bitter remorse.

Caleb Gordon listenad, with what *n-
ward condemnings one could only guess
from his silence. It was terrible! If
his father would strike him, curse him,
drive him out of the house, It would
be easier to hear than the stifting si-
Jence. But when the words came finai-
1y they were as balm poured into an
angry wound

*“There, there,
#0, You're might' nigh a man, now,
and the sun's stll risin' and settin’
just the same as it did before you trip-
ped up and fell down. And It go on
risin' and settin’, too, long after you
and me and all of us have quit goin’
to Led and gettin' up by It If It wasn't
for your poor mammy—-"

“That's it—that's just it groaned
Tom. "It would kill her, even If she
was well"

“Ney' mind; you're here now, #nd 1

Buddy; don't take ¢n

reckon that's the main thing. If she
gets up again, of course she'll have
to know: but we won't crogs that

bridge till we come to It And Buddy,
gon, whatever happens, your old pappy
aln't goin' to belleve that you'll be the
first Gordon to die in the gutter. You've
got better blood In you than what that

calls for”
Tom felt the lighténing of his bur-

den to some extent; but heyond was
the alternative of suffering, or causing
puffering. He had never realized un-
til now how much he loved his moth-
er; how large a place she had filled in
his e, and what viist vold there
would be when =he was gone, He was
vet too young and too self-centered Lo
know that this 18 the mother-cross; \o
Hve for love and Lo be erowned and an-

throped oftenest In memory,

The fifth day after his home-coming
wid Christmas Eve, Lnte in the after-
noon, when the doctor had made his
second visit and had gone away, leav-
ing no word of encourngement for the
wittghers, Tom left the house and took
the pauth that led up through the young
orchurd to the foot of Lebanon.

He was deep within the winter-steip-
ped forest on the mountain side, plung-
ing upward through the beds of dry
lesves ln the little hollows, when he
met Ardea. Bhe was coming down
with her arms full of holly, and for the
moment hé forgot his troubles in the
keen pleasure of looking at her, Nane
the less, his greéting was a brotherly
reproof.

“I'd ke to know what you're think-
ing of, tramping around on the moun-
taln alone,” he sald, frowning at her.

“] have been thinking of youy, most
of the time, and wishing you could be
with me” she answered, so artlessly
as to mollity him instantly. *“Is your
mother any better this afterncont

.the Dabney orchard gate

“She Is just the same: Iylng there so
still that you have to look close to ses
whether she is breathing, The doctor
says that If there sn't a change pretty
aoon, she'll dle™

“O Tom!™

He looked up at her with the old
boyish frown pulling his eyebrows to-
gether.

“She's been good to God all her life;
what do you reckon He's letting her dle
this way for?"

It was a terrible question, made mora
terrible by the savage hardihood that
lny behind It. Ardea could not reason
with him; and she felt Intultively that
it this crisis only reason would appeal
to him, Yet she could not turn him
away empty-handed in his hour of
need.

“"How e¢an we tell?™ she sald, and
there were tears In her voice. “We only
know that He does everything for the
best"™ ;

“I wish you'd ask Him to let my
mother llve!™ he sald, brokenly. “Tve
tried and tried. and the words just dle
in my mouth.”

There Iz a Mother of Sorrows In ev-
éry womanly heart, to whom the ap-
peal of the stricken Is never mada In
vain, Ardea saw only a boy-brother
erying out in his pain, and she dropped
on her kneeés and put her arms around
his neck and wept over him in a pure
transport of sisterly sympathy.

“Indeed and indeed I will help. Tom!
And you mustn't let It drive you out
Into the dark. You poor boy! 1 know
just how it hurts, and I'm so sorry for
you!l"”

He freed himself gently from the
comforting arms, got up rather un-
steadily, and lifted her to her [feet.
Then the manly bigness of him sent
the hot blood to her cheeks and she
was ashamed.

“O Tom!" she faltered;
you think of me!"”

“I think God made you—and that
was one time when His hand didn’t
tremble,” he sald, gravely.

They had picked their way down tha
leaf-slippery mountaln side and he
was giving her the bunch of holly at
before he
spoke again. But at the moment of
leave-taking he said:

“How did you know what I nesded
more than anything else In all tho
world, Ardea?"

She blushed painfully and the blue
eyes were downcast.

“You must never speak of that again.
I dldn’t stop to think, It's a Dabney
tafling, I'm afrald—to do things first
and consider them afterward. It was
as If we were little again, and you hal
fallen down and hurt yourself.”

“T know,” he aocqulesced, with the
same manly gentleness that had made
her ashamed. “I won't speak of it any
more—and I'll never forget It the long-
est day I live. Good-by.”

And he went the back way to his
own orchard gate, plunging through the
leat beds with his head down and his
hands in his pockets, struggling as he
could to stem the swift current which
was whirling him out bevond all the
old landmarks. For now he was made
to know that boyhood was gone, and
vouth was golng, and for one Intoxl-
cating moment he had looked over the
mountain top into the Promised Land
of manhood.

CHAPTER XIL

It was until late In the afternoon of
Christmas Day that Ardea was able to
slip away from her guests long enough
to run over to apprise hersell! of the
condition of things at the Gordon
honse,

Tom opened the door for her, and he
made her comeé to the fire before he
would answer her questlons, Even
then he sgat glowéring at the cheerful
blaze as If he had forgotten her pres-
ence; and she was womanly enough,
or amjable enough, to let him take his
own time. When he began, 1t was
seemingly at a great distance from
matters present and pressing.

“Say, Ardea; do you belleve In mir-
acles?™ he asked abruptly. “How do
you account for them. Did God make
His laws so that they could be taken
apart and put together agaln when
some little human ant loses Its way on
n grass stalk or drops its grain of
sugar?

“1 don't know.,"” she confessed, frank-
ly. *I am not sure that 1 ever tried to
ac2ount for them; 1 Buppose I have
swallowed them whole, as yvou say I
have swallowed my rellgion”

“wWell, you belleve In them, anyway,"
he anld, “and thit makes It eusler to
hit what I'm aiming at. Do you reck-
on they stopped short In the Aposties’
time "

“You are the queerest boy," she com-
mented. "I ran over here Just for a
minute to ask how your mother is, and
you won't tell me™

“I'm coming to that"” he rejoined,
gravely, “But I wanted to get this
other thing stralghténed out Nrst. Now
tell me this: did you pray for my moth-
er last night, like you sald you would?"

“You can be so burbarously personal

“what must

when you try, Tom,” she protested.
And then she added: “But I did."
“Well, the miruele wag brought.

Early this morning mother came to
herself and asked for something to eat.
Doctor Willlams has been here, and
now he tells us all the things he
wouldn't tell us before. It was some
lttle eclot In one of the veins or ar-
teries of the brain, and nine Umes out
of ten there is no hope™

“0 Tom!—and she will get well
aAgalnt
“Hhe has more chances to-day of get-

ting well than she had last night of
dying—s0o the doclor says, But It's &
mirncle, just the same.”

“I'm 80 glad! And now I really must
go home."

“What's your rush? I'm not trylag
to get rid of you now,”

“I positively must go back. We have ' DRINKS IN HlSTbRY

company, and I ran away without pay-
Ing a word."

“Anybody I know ™" Inquired Tom.

"Three somebodles whom you know,
or ought to know, very well: Mr. Dux-
bury Farley, Mr. Vincent Farley, Miss
Eva Farley."

“I'd ke to khow how under the sun
they managed to get on your grand-
father's good slde!” he grumbled,

“Why do you say that?" she retort.
ed. “Eva was my classmate for years
at Miss De Valle's."

He made a bLoyish foce of dleap-
proval, saying bluntly: "I don't care If
she was. You shouldn't make friends
of them: They are not fit for yon to
wipe your shoes on.”

“You ought to be nshamed of your-
self, Tom CGordon! Less than an hour
ngo, we were speaking of you, pnd of
what huppened at Beersheba, Mr. Far-
ley and his son both stood up for you."

“And you took the other side, I reck-
on," he broke out, quite unreasonhbly,
It had not as yet come to blows be-
tween him and his father's husiness ns-
sociates, but it made him lmmensura-
bly dissatisfied to fAnd them on social
terms at Deer Trace Manor.

“Perhaps 1 did, and perhaps I did
not," she answered, matching his tart-
nesa,

"Well, you ean tell them both that
I'm much obliged to them for nothing,”
he wsald, rising and golng to the door
with her. “They would be mighty glad
to see It patched up again and me back
In the Beersheba school.”

"Of course they would; so would all
of your friends." s

“But they are not my friends. They
have fooled my father, and they'll fool
Your grandfather, If he doesn't watch
out. But they can’t fool me*

“That Is the first downright coward-
Iy thing I have ever known you to
say!" she declared. “And 1 wish you
to know, Mr. Thomas Jefferson Gor-
don, that Mr, Duxbury Farley and Mr
Vincent Farley and Miss Eva Farley
are my guests and my friends!™ And
with that for her leave-taking, she
turned her back on him and went
awiftly across the two lawns to the
great gray house on the opposite knoll.

For the first fortnlght of s mother's
convalescence Tom slept badly, and|
his days were as the days of the ac-
cuséd whose sentence has been sus-
pended. The time drew near when his
continued stay at home must be ex-
plained to his mother,

Ardea had gone back to Carroll tha
Saturday before New Year's and there
was no one to talk to. But for that
matter, he had cut himself out of her
confidence by hie asgsault on the Far-
levs. Ewvery morning for & weck after
the Christmas-day claeh, Sciplo came
over with the compliments of “Maw-
steh Majah,” Miss Euphrasln, and Miss
Dabney, and kindly Inquiries touching
the progress of the Invalld, But after
New Year's Tom remarked that thore
were only the Mojor and Miss Euphra-
gla to send compliments, and despalr
sét In. For out of his boyhood he had
brought up undiminished the longing
for sympathy. or rather for a burden-
bearer on whom he might unload his
troubles, and Ardea had begun to
promise well -

(To be continued.)

Pianeit Problemns,

“The amount of ignorance not yet
removed concerning the planets 1=
very great,” writes E. 8. Grew., “We
do not know, for example, whether
the planet Venus rotates. If It does
it may possibly have a life and a vege
tation llke our own, though we suspect
that it is clothed in eternal cloud. Of
Saturn’s rings we cannot  say
whether they consist of milllons of
tiny moons like brickbats or whether
they may be even smaller still—a vell
of shining dust. Of Jupiter we cap
only say that it is covered with
clouds, though of thelr substance we
know nothing, and, according to Pro
fessor Lowell and Sir Willlam Hug |
gins, some of the bands we sec on Il
may be rifts in the clouds revealing|
the body of the planet. Little lnes|
erisgcross these bands Photngraphsl
of Jupiter taken at Flagstaff observa
tory seem to indicate that these lincs
too, are the upper clouds of Jupiter,
“But whenever we se¢e a planet we
gea [t badly. Even Mars, the most
clearly revealed of them all, is con-
stantly obscured by a refracting haze,
go that even the famous ‘canals’
though nearly 500 in number, only a
few are perceptible at a time, and an
unskilled obgerver would probably not
make them out at all. Sandstorms,
sometimes snowstorms, sweep the sur
fare of the planet, and because the
winds of Mara are very gentle and
slow moving these occurrences taks a
long time to pass by."—London Fam:
ily Herald.

English Names for Towns,

Many names of towns In England
have been appropriated for a simlilar
use {n this cduntry. These names fre
quently indicate In themselves the orl
gin of the towns, For instance, nawes
ending In ‘“chester” or “cesler” or
“easter,” guch as Dorchester, Worces
ter and Lancaster, undoulitedly apply
to sites of old military settlements or
camps, and the termination is derived
from “castra,” the Latin word for
eamp. If the name of a place ends In
“colp,” like Lincoln, then it, too, 18 of
Roman origin, because the Latln word
for colony ls colonla. When the sylla
ble “by" ends the word, llke Rughy,
we then know that the Danee are re
gponsible for the name, for the Danlsb
word for town ls by.

Family Joys,

“When you werg courting me,” sald
his wife, “you declared there wasn'{
another woman in the world like me”

“Yes,” repllad her husband, “and
I'm glad of it—for the sake of other

men."

All the Bame to Mim.
Wife—John, there's a burglar going
through your pockets. John—All
right! You two fight It out between
yourselves.

To test the spead of projecllles
driven by modern high power explo
sives British sclentlsta have perfected
a c¢hronoscope which measures time te
the milllonth of a second

| odds.

—_——

IMPORTANT PARTS PLAYED BY
GOBLETS OF LIQUOR.

e ——

8ir Phillp Sidney and the Dylng 8ol
dier—Tragle Part of Cup of Wine
In Murder of Edward the
Martyr.

The proposal of the Dutch to erect
at Zutphen a statue to Sir Philip 8id-
ney recalls to a London writer the
world-famed episode of the dylng gol-
dler, with which his death ls lnpop-
arably conneoted, It pecurred when
that Paladin, on Beptember 92 1686,
recelved his death wound befors the
walls of Zutphen. Parched with
thirst, he called for a drink, Ae he
was putting the bottle to his mouth
his eyes fell upon a deaperately
wounded soldler, who, as he was being
carried past, threw him longing glan
ces, “which 8ir Philip percelved, took
the bottle from his lps before ho
drank, and delivered to the poor man
with these words: ‘Thy necessity s
yet greater than mine.' "

In the murder of BEdward the Mar-
tyr, In 979, a cup of wine played a
traglc part. Wearied with his hunt
ing the young monarch was persunded
to spek refreshment at Corfe castle,
in Dorsetshire, the abode of his step-
mother, the widowed Queen Elrida.
Upon his entrance she greeted him
with & kiss, and then, as he resisted
her Invitation to dismount, brought

from the castle a goblet of wine. Even |

as the king ralsed his goblel one of
her retainers drew his dagger and,
with fatal effect, plunged it into his
nedk.

During the naval engagement at fan
Juan the Jesus, which was under the
command of Sir John Hawkins, was
attacked by almost overwhelming
Both by word and deed did the
admiral encourage his men, and once
when thelr spirits scemed to fiag, he
bade his page fetch him & cup of beer,
This was brought to him in & silver
goblet, out of which he drank to his
crew, “willilng the gunners stand by
their ordinance llke men.” Scarce had
he finlshed the draught and held the
cup aside when It was struck by a ball
from one of the Spaniards' ehips and
carried away.

Every June the quaint old town of
Rothenburg celebrates by a costume
festival, which goes by the name of
“Melster-Drank,” the mighty feat of a
former town councillor who, In 1631,
saved the town from destruction. In
that year Rotheoburg fell before the
arms of the savage Tilly, who at the
head of his forces entered the van-
guished town, where at the town hall
he gave orders for the execution of
the civic magistrates. Before, how-
ever, the doomed men were led forth
to the scaffold, the Burgomasters
daughter presented hersell, bearing an
{mmense flagon of wine, out of which
the conqueror drank and passed It
round to his officers.

All quenched their thirst, and yet
the flagon was only but hall empty.
Seeing this the fair Hebe remarked
that one of the councillors present
was able to empty the stoup at @
draught. “If such be the case,” cried
Tilly, turning to the condemned mag
{strates, “1 will pardon you all for the
drinker's sake. Fill the flagon to the
brim."

This was done, and then one of the

city’s magistrates, stepping forward, |

geized the vessel, raised It to his lips,
and npeither drew breath nor set It
down until he bad quaffed Its contents
to the last drop. Then only did he
reverse the flagon in proof that the
feat had been accomplished. Tilly
kept his word, and every year, In com-
memoration of thelr dellverance, do
the citizens of Rothenburg enact over
again this famous even: in their town's

history.

Oblivion 1a Right on the Job,

Mr. Gerald Stanley Lee has expe-
rienced woe in a lbrary. Writes hae:
“1 fell to thinking the other day,
when 1 had slipped Into the Forbes
Library, that all the documents that
we produce nowadays are belng saved
as they never have been saved before
I fell to thinking for a second, as |
stood there just where the echo ls
by the door, of what it all meant, |
thought of a Springfeld Republican
4,000 yeare old. 1 was oppressed. For-
mer ages may not have been clever,
but they did maunge In one way and
another to have falr and reasonable
convenlences for forgettlog . .,
And 1 thought of my own Innocent
woolly-lamb works, of the people ten
yenrs away, perchance, who would be
struggling with them, and It eame to
me mercifully that oblivion would be
attended to, that It could be depended
upon sometlme.”

S0 it came, and Mr. Lee may cheer
up. Not all the wood pulp s consum-
od as breakfast food. Most of 1t goes
to make paper. Owing o its extreme
lack of durability, it may be sald to
promise oblivion by the carload, ex
pressage pald. Don't write for pos-
terity. Wood pulp paper won't last.
Imitate Charles Lamb, who gald,
“Hang the age- I'll write for an-
tigquity!"—DBoston Transeript,

The Reproof,

It was In the midst of the football
poason, and the students of Profes
sor Blank's class, well aware that
their lesson had been neglected, were
prepared for reproof, but pot for just
the way in which It came,

At the end of the hour he slammed
down his book on the desk and ex
clatined:

“Well, that's the worst recitation
I over listened to! Why, Pve actually
done nine-tenths of It myself!

HOME OF ANDRE AT BATH

Mistorleal Personage’s House la Btil)
Standing, and Oddly Enough
It Is No, 23,

DPath, England, is a city of anclem
mansions, 8o Major Andre's house Is
still standing In the Circus, which
consists of three blocks, in which
every house has at soms time been
seoupled by some historical person-
ige. Oddly enough Andre's house Ia
No. 23. It s exactly like all the oth-
ar houses In the Clrous, where every
bullding Is the exnct duplicate of the
sther, red brick, with wenther-stained
white cornlees, dllap!iated window
boxes filled with slekly geraniume that
rarely show a blossom, and the Iney-
itable Ivy trained over the front. An
alr of profound melancholy and musty
gentility broods over these crumbling
mansions, each one of which ocan tell
a tragle story of fallen greatness,
They are tepanted by people in &
stato of decayed gentility, mostly re-
Hred army and navy officers, or thelr
widows, with a aprinkling of profes
sors, doctors and musie tonchers.

At the end of the Clrcus and facing
up the stroet s the house occupled
by Napoleon 111 through part of his
sxlle. The Interior Is partly burned
sut and full of rates. Louls XVIIL
~eaided near, In a houss afterward the
ibode of Lady Hamilton, and sald to
be haunted by her ghost. Nelson and
Oharles X. of France also llved In the
Cireus.

Just at the gates of Lord Dudley's
park, near by, Is another haunted
house, It was owned by the frst
aarl's brother, a fighting, drinking,
iwashbuckling gunrdsman, who when
in his cups and hard up for money to
pay his gnmbling debts, wsold his
beaputiful young wife to the earl. The
house |8 a fine old red brick structure
¢elled In fry, The guardsman’s unholy
revels are sald to be repeated there
nightly, nand cuarrlages are heard
rolling In and out of the weedy old
zarden until the "wee asma' hours.”
Andre's house also Is reputed to be
aaunted, not by the British ofMeer, but
by a velled woman In white, who
|walks the halls at midnight wringing
her hands.

8t Chad's Well Redlscovered.

Another Intereating link with the
past Is brought to light by the recent |
discovery of the exnct spot where lles |
3t Chad’'s Well, once a famous Chaly-
beate spring In King's Cross. In the
|.-»1ghtemtl: century people came here
to drink the waters, which were sup-
posed to be eéspeclally useful In cases
of dropsy, scrofula and liver com-
plaints, Gradually, llke all fashion.
able spas, St. Chad's was doserted,
land residential houses, then ware
houses, wero erected on the site of the
well.

1 A few days ago the builders In lay-
Ing the foundations for s new strue
ture In Gray's Inn road dlscovered an
arch some 20 feet underground, and
thls has been identfed as forming
part of the old well. From the arch
to a spot 30 yards away stretched the
waters once famous for thelr medl
cinal properties. It has been ascers
talned that the spring still exists, and
It would be decldedly worth while to
have the wuiter analysed and find
| whether it still retalns Its pristine

Iv[rlues.—lnm!un Dally News.

Btonped Rattiers' Battle.

H. E Jones was walking through
Carliale Cove, about six miles south-
east of the elty, when his attention
Wwas attracted by the peculiar rattis
| which It Is sald one never mistakes
for anything but the music of the rat
tler, event though one may sometimes
mistake the song of the dryfly and
other sounds for the rattle of n snake.
| He looked—It may be sald that he
{lost no time in looking—and there,
very close to the path, were two large
|rattlesnakes, with heads and talls
ralsod, evidently angry with each oth-
er and only walting until they finished
{their defant war songs to engage in
|deadly confllet.
| Mr. Jones did not walt for this con-
|ﬂlnt to take place, He unmercifully
(slew them, One was a black rattler
| with 17 rattles, showing bhim to be 17
| years old, The other was yellow and
[had 12 rattles. Then Mr, Jones skin-
ned them and took off the rattles,—
Asheville Cltlzen.

Where Abraham Fished.

Mrs. Victorla de HBunsen in *"The
Soul of a Turk” relites a legend con-
|cerning Abraham which will be new
{to many renders. She learned of it
while at Edessa, the traditional Up
of the Chaldees, Bho wag shown there
(3 large oblong tank of water so filled
IWH[I fishes resting just below the sur
lince Of the waler that thelr fins and
| bicks seemed almost wedged together
(#0 a6 to form “un almost solld layer
Lof sllvery life”

“The guardian of the mosque throws
some meal into the water and the fish
[Jump bigh to cateh It, great living
pyramid, of which thoge who Jjump the
highest form the plunacle, The tradi
tion 18 that Abraliam, as u ehild, fizh-
ed In the tank, Hence the fish were
consldered sncred, No single one has
evon been caught or killed to this
day. Indecd, death would overtake
the man who transgressed this law.”

A Nickel,

Turn which way one will, the five
cent plece bobs up at every turn as
the most necessary coln of the realm.
It discontinuance would inevitably
increase the cost of n thousand things
of every-day e, which no dealer now
has the daring to change because of
riveted custom. There s no likeld
hood that the government will socon
coonsider the ellmination of this coln,
&s such sotlon would result in & howl
of nation-wide

e —

A short courge
Bitters will quickly agrmm
tone and sweeten any e
of “bad stomach” " n
18 & proven fae :
bottle and see forty I
It is for Indigestion, s
pepsia and Malaria,

Valuablo Assistance
Children always love tg
“fingor 1n the plo” and 4
whatever s golng on. Wheth e
or nurse does everything for ¢
they are deprived of 5
pleasure and will not be 4o
to struggle for themselyes
Hme comen an they wonld havy
If they had been sccustomed
things for themwsolves. Thoy thee
be encouraged to be usefyl nd sy
sist with any preparations that
bo golng on.

iy mun;-a Heven ‘
o8 a litle gir i
Hke to walt, but one.:l::: o
baving several Buents,
made to walt anyway, so Just gy
the time dinner was undar good bt
way, she poked her litile curly iny
tn at the dining-room door and
“I don't care If | do have to w
that was an old wick turkey, ag

;—Nomu E. Mack's Natfons)
T.

Complainers,

What s odlous but noise, and
ple who seream and bewall!
whose vane points always ssst
live to dine, who sond for the
who coddle themselves, who i
thelr feet on the register, who
to secure a padded chalr and o
out of the draught Suffer thew
to begin the enumeration of their
firmitles, and the sun will g
o0 the unfini=ho’ “alo  Pegyg

Humor in Gigne

A New York shop exhiblis s
warning everybody against g
lous persons “who Infringe our
to deceive the public.” The s
does not quite say what he ne
any more than the proprietor o)
eating house, on (he door of Wi
may be read the f(ollowing

ment, conveying fearful
to the gallant tars who frequest @
“Ballors’ vitals rooked here®

Our War,
The war we wage must bo "
agninst misconduct, ngalnst
doing wherever It la found; ssi®
must stand heartlly for the rightil
every decent man, whether bi ¥
man of great woalth or & nas
earns a lvellhood as a waye
or a tiller of the soll.—Thecdore
velt. "
B T o e
Suring the wethluyg per
The Great American Pl
Bteak, salnd, fsh, potutoss i
forms, may be thrown (uto the i
in & huddle, but when the closd!
ropast approaches, when the ple
Is about to wirike, 1t in the &=
avery true Ameriean to reflect T
he should attack the ple Onsid
roverently, never In the spirit W 8
who runs a rare .

You Con Get Allen’s Foot-Lase ML

Write Allen 8. Olmated, Lo Ry &
free sampls of Allon's Fool-Easm &
llﬂllllu{ rni gwollen, seling
nuw t'.ilfI fg it lsin-m .I-:uyvd ‘I:uum {
porna, Ingrowing naiis an '
thl.l.ﬂi‘l. Ws Don't sooepd SEF

e —

Peoullar Exouss
A teacher in a girls’
bad the following oxcuse for
handed her by one of her puslk
gives me much pleasure fo ¥
you because I have & WO i
you should please excuse B
who does pot como by 708 ¥
she has to go to the bospits
her sister's sore oyoh.

—

=1

of Alcolo

Doctors prescribe very!
any, alcohol these deys |
prefer strong tonics s
tives, This is all in M
with modern med r*



