AMERICA LEADS IN AERIAL NAVIGATION,
By Alexander Graham Bell.

Ten years ago 1 was given a per-
fect realization of the feasibllity of
the flying machine. At that time Pro-
fessor Langley had coustructed his
first aeroplane and I was allowed to
see It In operation. He bad a steam
engine In It and It flew about from
one place to another, and I managed
to get a photograph of It. On two
different occaslons he was successful
with it. That demonstrated that he
was on the right track, having a
steam propelled airahip. -

The fact that the Wright brothers have been able to
fily with & machine that welghs 1025 pounds proves
conclusively that the first stuge bas been passed. Thelr
engine alone welghs more than 200 pounds and thelr car
<mbodies a great many principles which are In the line
of progress, The flexibility of the rudders in fronot
and rear Is gomething thast seems to auger well for the
future success. While I have not personally seen it, yet
I can readlly see how such rodders may be worked ad-
vantageously In controlling the machine,

The outlook for serlal navigation Is growing brighter
every day. Just what. It will eventually amount to Is
problematical now. However, the hardest part of the
dimenity bas beeu overcoue, Wil of rendly Oylag, aud
proving to the world that it Is a reality. The next stage
1s the studylng out of the problem of welght that ean be
carried. If the Wright brothers are able to navigate the
alr, with thelr structure bearing nearly a ton, It seems
that a greater welght can be carrled.

OUR NATIONAL FORESTS.
By Giffiord Pinchoti.

Natlonal forests (formerly called forest re-

serves) are created with the main object of
using all thelr resources In the wisest way.
Everything is for use—the timber, the range,
the water, the land. Only those lands chlefly
valuable for the production of timber or the
protection of the water flow are Included In
natlonal forests,

It happens that little patches of agricultural
land, smnl] mountain meadows, necessarily fall within
their boundaries. These are belng platted and will rap-
1dly pass into private ownership,

The mining prospector ls permitied to explore and
locate his clalms In the reserves without the slightest
restriction, and In mining localities the timber Is pro-
tected, kept in the country, and kept from burning up,

under administration. He may take what timber he
needs for domestic use without asking.

In the sale of timber there Is no chance for monapoly,
for the Becretary of Agriculture can sell as much or as
little as be pleases, to whomever he pleases and for what-
ever price he deems falr for the best interests of all the
people. The government gets a falr return for Its own
timber, whereas before it practically gave It away, and
gave It away In such & manner that It was monopolized
In vast trncts by corporate Interests. And after it was
cut off the land was burned over and becameg a non-pro-
ductive waste.

The range s used for the grazing of live stock. On
those natlonal forests created after March 1, 1007, there
will be no interference with the grazing Industry. It
will go on just as If the national forests had not been
established, during the entire grazing season of 1007,
without fee and without any Interference,

The land within national forests is freely open to usa
ny sites for hotels, stores, mlills, resldences and all other
legitimate purposes. The greatest possible use of the
land s desired. The more people, settlement and Indus-
try the better ls the protection which results., All kinds
of Improvements are not only permitied, but are declded-
ly welcomed.

ARE YOU TIRED OF YOURSELF?
By Zelma Travers,
pe——— Do von find yourself good company? Do you
ever get tired of belng yourself? Down In
your heart do you really llke yourself and do
you find your thoughts really good compan-
lons? .

These may seem odd questions, but unless
you can answer each one of them In the aflirm-
attve 1 would advise you to find out what's
the matter,

There are very few of us who never get tired of being
ourselves, Very few of us really admire ourselves, and
not always do we find our thoughts good, comforting
angels. g

Indeed, the world I8 trylng to get away from |tself.
That's just what we are trylug to do when we go to the
theaters, parties, read novels the day long. 0O, the joy
of a live novel, a story of love and adventure; of a
hero—handsome, strong, manly; of a herolne—pretty,
chaste, demure. ' Lost In the story we lmagine that we
are the hero or herolne, and forget all about the person
called “me,” who perhaps may be everything that the
hero isn't,

The thing to do, then, Is to endeavor to live a hero,
fsn't 1t? Find out your lackings and fll In. Be very
eareful what you do, be as careful what you think,

Bulld up your character untll you never get tired of

* for the particular benefit of the miner,

All timber and wood In the natlional forests Is for use,
and for prompt use, It Is sold to the small man and
Everybody who needs timber to estab-
lish his home gets It free of charge, and gets it when he
asks for it. In the case of the natlonal forests recently
ereated, the gettler will ndd have to walt untll they are

to the big man.

thoughts.

If your thoughts

thoughts.

yourself, until you can find pleasant compuany In your

Dally strive to do right, and don’t take any off days.
‘Study good books and good people. Mold yourself anew.

are bad, banish them and find good

ones. You will never get tired of the company of good

WAIT A WEE, AN’ DINNA WEARY,

Whait a wee, an’ dinna weary,

Tho" your henrt be sad an’ sair;

An' your youthful dreams hae vanish'd,
Leavin' nocht but grief an' care;

Tho' the clouds be dark an' low’rin',
Faded flow'rs lie ‘neath the snaw,

Bimmer suns wi' bricht hopes burnin’,
Stine the mists will clear awa’.

Wait a wee, an' dinna weary,
Tho' the winter's lang an’ dreary.
Bimmer daysswill come to cheer ye,
Gin ye'll only wait a wee,
Wait a wee, wait a wes,
Wait a wee
Wait, walt, a wee.

Wait a wee, an' dinna weary, /
There are ithers sad an' was,

Buff’rin’ puir wi' heavy burdens,
Strugglin' 'gainst adversity ;

For a while forget your sorrows,
Sune a' cank'rin' care will flee,

Gin ye'd soothe the broken-hearted,
Wipe the tear frae poortith's e'e.

—R. McLean Calder,

The Last Failure

Emmett was born in 1868, yet one
would hava put him down as a man
bordering on §0; even his fellow clerks
always referred to him as “0ld Em-
auett.” He was one of life's derelicts
—worn by hopes deferred, I[llusions
ghattered and early ambitions nipped.

It was natural enough that three
days after his wife fel] {11 the head of
the firm should summarily dismiss him
with a month's salary, and a hint that
bis work was getting slovenly.

How he got out of the office he never
quite knew. He remembered nothing
until he found hUwmself on the front
steps, npmbed with sickenlng apprehen-
slons for the future.

From his long connection with the
firm he knew, and was known, at many
offices, He went the round of these and
of many other strange ones. At every
one he recelved the same answer, some-
times bluntly, sometimes with a show
of consideration—"Times were bad—
cutting expenses—not enough work for
thelr own staff, let alone extra hands.”

With a shiver, he turned ¢o face the
five-mile trudge home, Home! He

ghivered agaln as he thought of It—
the stuffy house in the little street; the
slatternly girl who slept out; the peevish
woman who lay |l upstairs, crying be-
cause they could not do as thelr neigh-
bors did—constantly nagging, constant-
ly blaming.

He still loved her with a dog-like
fidelity ; yet he shrank from the shrill
volee and the constant upbraiding. 8he
accused him of want of proper pride, of
helplessness, Why didn’t he got his
uncle to do something for them—he had
money. When he remonstrated that he
had only seen his unele twice In his lifa
—and that years ago—she relaped .nto
sullen tears.

He was falnt with hunger, but there
was something to do first, before touch-
Ing the unappetizing meal laild for him.
He went to a drawer In the writing ta-
ble and drew out a long envelope in
which was a life Insurance polley rlor
£200, He bhad taken It out at the time
of his marriage and had contrived to
keep the premiums pald up.

Having read It again, he gave a sigh
of relief; he had been right all along,
but he wished to make certaln. He re
placed the envelope, and counted ont
the money 1n his pocket—there were

A BECOND MISTAKE WOULD BREAK HIS
NERVE.

twelve soverelgns. One he kept for
purpoaes of hils own ; the others he took
upstalrs to the alling wife, with a fore-
ed smile and a brazen lle of a rlse In
salary and an Important post In the
office,

“And—and so you see, dear,” he con-
cluded with a little choke In his volce,

sald, after all. You shall go down to—
to Margate; they say the alr I8 very
good there, and you can get strong and
well again.”

Mrs. Emmett's face brightened, and
she slipped an arm round his neck,

“Oh, James, how lovely! You don't
know how terrible ft has been lying
here. I've heen horrid at times, James ;
but that's all over now, Isn't It? Kiss
me, and then go and have your supper.
Why, you're crying!"

“I—I—the sudden change has upset
me, dear. There, I'm all right now,
and I'll gee you off at the statlon to-
morrow. They won't care—I mean,
;hey'ﬂ excuse me belng late at the of-

m.l’

Emmett stood on the platform and
watched the train glide out of the gta-
tion. He had bought his wife a maga-
zine and a basket of fruit, and saw her
comfortably Installed, Ilo watehed her
go with dim eyes and an aching lump
In his throat—she had called him by a
pet name long fallen into disuse—as
the traln moved off.

Then he turned resolutely away. He
wag feeling cold and nervous, and he
feared at the last moment his courage
might fall him. He entered the statlon
bar and drank a brandy and soda. Then
he stopped nt a pnwnbroker's shop and
got a cheap German revolver.

Clutehing his parcel, he made his
way home to the little house, let Lim-
gelf In, and locked the door. The girl
bad gone on a hollday, and the place
was deserted,

Emmett went to the drawer and pull-
ed out the life Insurance polley, On
the envelope he wrote, In  hls neat
clerkly hand, “For my wife—private”
and propped it up against a candlestick
on the mantelplece, Then he went
slowly up the nurrow stalrcase to her
bedroom,

The blinds were drawn, but there
was ample light for his purpose, The
stale, verdigriscovered ecartridges
Jammed In the chambers; hls hands
werg shaking, and he was naturally
clumsy and unaccustomed. At length,
however, he managed to fill four eham-
bers and snap the breech to. It was a
wretchedly made single action thing,
and he shoddered as the lock action
gave a double click.

“Lord, have mercy—have mercy !” he
muftered, dry-lipped, and pulled the
trigger.

It fell with a sharp snap. Dazed and
confused, but with a courage few would

“we sball be able to do as the doctor

have suspected, he Inspected the cham-

bers.  Only four were loaded, and In
his fumbling the hummer had fallen on
one of the eupty ones

He turned the sylinder carefully. A
second mistake, he knew, would lUreak
bis nerve,

At maoments of extreme tenslon, the
most trivin]l detall frequently assumes
an undeserved lmportance, Emmett
was by nature and tralning an orderly
mnn,  As he snapped the breech to for
the secomd tme be noticed an envelope
tucked away under the looking glass
stand.

He glanced at It. On It was the
stamp of g firm of sollcitors. The name
wis unknown to him—but solicitors’
letters had been valnfully frequent of
late, A freak of curlosity tempted him
to know the worst, He opened It, and
the lines swam before his eyes,

“Dear sir,” he read, “we beg to In-
form you of the death of your uncle,
our esteemned clleit, which took place
on the 14th ult. We should have nec-
quainted you with the fact before, but
It has taken us a conslderable time to
discover your address The |ate John
Emmett's wlll leaves you sole legatee,
a8 you know he—-"

Emmett got no further, for the sud-
den revulsion of feellng was too much
for him—that, and the Inck of food.
The revolver clattered on to the floor
and exploded harmlessly, and he fell
back I a dead faint,

Mrs. Emmett enjoyed her hollday
and altered clrcumstances, but  she
never knew the truth.—London An-
sWers,

TALKE WINS OVER THE INDIANS,

Indinn Agent Tells How He Once
Averted a General Massacre,
Colonel John D, Miles, for twenty
years an Indlan agept, talked to the
Lawrence Y, M. (. A. the other day
of Indlan matters. Among other things
hie told of a narrow escape he had.
Followlng the Indian outbreank In
1874, Colonel Miles, in eommon with
all the whites at the agency, nearly lost
his life, a speech of which he lllﬁl!ll"tl)
the Indlans In their own tohgue be-

Ing so well recelved by the Indipns as |

to placité them and turn thelr mur-
derous Intentions. Oue big Indlan who
came to the agency to draw his beef de-
manded his allowanee for the preced-
Ing week, which he had failed to come
for at the proper time, The regilations
of the agency forbade delivering back
supplles and the Indlan was refused
his meat, Later he came back, drew a
revolver on the clerk and compelled
him to deliver the extra boeef.

A troop of soldlers which was sent
out to arrest the thief was surrounded
by B00 stmed braves and glven min-
utes to get back to the fort. They got
back. Then the Indlang came on to
the agency, determined to kill all the
whites there, Colonel Miles was lined
up with others to be shot, but he asked
permission to make a speech and was
giyen leave, He used their own tongue
with such skill that they released not
only him but all the others.

“A few months ago,” sald he In his
apecch, “your old mien gent- yon hriaves
out to slay and to burn. You went
and you did as you were told. [Ilad
you come back without sealps your
squaws would have laughed at you,
called you squaws and honted yon, You
had to do what you were sent to do.
The great father has sent us here and
told us what to do. Ile suys to Issue
no back rutions. See, here Is my in-
struction.” e dlsplayed his written
orders {rom Washington, "I must do
ns the great father tells me or 1 ean-
not go back. The general from the
fort will show you hls orders, He, too,
must do ns he Is told by the great fa-
ther to do. Now tell me, what else
could 1 have done?"

The Indinns saw the logle and heed-
ed the appeal to falr play. It was over
a year from that time untll Colonel
Mliles wans again glven trouble by his
wards of the government,

When Chloroform Was New.

Here Is a curlous little story about
S8ir James SBlinpson, the man who In-
troduced the use of chloroform Into
surgery, and a peril which he escaped,
as recorded by Lyon Playfalr, Simp-
son when busy with his researches in-
to the subject of nnnesthetics called
one day on Playfalr and asked if he
bad anything new  likely to produce
anaesthesin,  Playfalr had just pre-
pamgl a Haguld which seemed worthy of
trial, Simpson, who kuew no fear, pre-
pardd instantly to test It on himself.
Thir Playfalr refused to allow untll (¢
had first been tried on rabbits.  Two
were procured and placed under the ef-
fects of the annesthetie. Next day
Slmpson proposed to try It on himself.
“We might as well soe how the rabblits
have fared,” sald Playfalr, They found
both the animals dead, '

An Explosion Imminent,
Jigley—Yes, Dubley Is up for presl-
dent of the club. He's got an ldea he
can be elected, =0 he's yp—-
Wise—Well, he's not up a8 far as he
will be when that lden Is exploded.—
Philadelphia Press.

As we understand It, “sanitary™
couches are those wher? bedbugs have

uo place to hide,

Onece In a while you see a girl who
doesn't care If people know how old she
Is. Bhe s usually 17.—Somerville Jour-
nal,

“Senator, a political Job Is pretty
hard work, lan't it?" “Not very,” re-
plled Senator Badger, “but getting It
Is."—Mllwaukee Sentinel,

Chapleigh—I was al]l bwoke up ovah
® glrl once, doncher know. Miss Knox
—Ah, 1 see! And some of the pleces
were lost.—Chlcago Dally  Naws,

“How do you get those clinging
ways?' asked the country cousin.
“Hanging from street-car straps,” ane-
swered the clty girlL—Washington Her-
ald. '

The Slmple One—Golng away for
your health! Why, that Ils very sud-

den. Does your doctor recommend [t7
The Wise One—No, my Iawyer—
Puck.

“Do you know that I am soon to be
engaged to Mr, Huaber?' “Is that so?
Has he spoken to your mother?' “No,
but my mother has spoken to him"—
Meggendorfer Blaetter,

"ﬂ.‘ﬁ‘"uﬂ'ﬂ" fahant tn lanve tha m\l"ﬂ
sees his beavy satehel fall from the
rack on a lady's head)—That's very
fortunate. I had just forgotten It wna
there.—Fllegende Blaetter.

Grayee—My dressmnker says [ ought
not to wear white with my skin. Mayme®
—Don't belleve her, dear, White and
yellow make quite a pretty combina-
tlon.—Baltimore Amerlean,

“I never was so happy before,” sald
the new benediet. “Marriage hos made
a different man of me.” “I'm glad to
hear It," sald his rival, “for your wife's
snke."—I'hilndelphin I'ress.

Patience—Ilow do you know Peggy
Is alone? DPatrlce—Because [ hear her
singing. “But that's no slgn." “Yes, it
Is, If there was any one with her
slie'd be talking."—Yonkers Stutesman,

Future Fathesin-Law—I nm sorry to
Inform you that my daughter will not
recelve her fortune until after my

death. Future Son-lo-Law—Waell, and
how old are you now?—Slmpllclssl-
mus, ¥

If you have any room left In your
tool box, be sure and Al It with money.
You can, on an auto tour, get along
without anything but money. If there
Is any doubt about this, throw the tools
tway.—Life,

A young man went up for an examl«
nation and was “plucked.” He sent the
following telegram to his anxlous fame
lly: “Examination splendid. Profes-
sors enthuslustie, They demand an en-
core,"—I11 Itiso,

Thank heaven, the multiplieation ta-
ble doesn't change! It Is the only
thing a mother knows that is the same
na when she went to scool, nnd which
she cun speak of without belng cor-
rected.—Atchison Globe,

“Some men [nsist that womnn has
no business bralng but there s a young
woman who conducts a large business
and It ealls for head work all' the
time." “Who I8 she,” “My wife's mll-
lner."—Cleveland Press.

Deacon—By the way, that man

Brown you married a year ago, hns he
pald you your fee yet? Clergyman—
No; the last time I reminded him of It
he said I'd be fortunnte if he didn’t sue
me for damnges.—Boston ‘Transcript,
Mr., Beeslg—Yes, It wns my first
ocenn trip. Miss Romanz—Ah! When
you realized that you were on the grent
bosom of old ocean dld you not leel
llke shouting i your exhiluration—
Mr, Beeslg—Well, I don't know about
the exhllaration, bot I—er—could
scarcely contaln myself,—Philadelphla
Ledger.
The modern wife Is beginning to as-
tonlsh the modern busband, A man
eame home at 3 n. m, He took off his
shoes on the front doorstep. Then he
unlocked the door and went Tautlously
upstaira on - tiptie, holding hls breath,
But light was streaming through the
keyhole of the bedroom door. With a
slgh be paused. Then he opened the
door and entered. s wife stood by
the bureau, fully dressed. “1I didn't
expect you'd be sitting up for me, my
dear,” be sald, “I haven't been,” she
sald, *I just came In myself."—The
New YVolee.

The Chronle Kicker,
“What's the mntter?”
“Oh, the kentry's goln' to rack an'
rufn.”
“But tlmes are good."
“That's It. “.l."m‘tm Dm!DerDus."--
Washington Herald.

The Travellng Need,
The Social Philosopher was review-

Ing the slituntlon.
inilrnad
o need

“We don't want overbold
omployes,” he sald, “but we

wreckless schedules."—Baltimore Amer
lean.
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