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Bill Reed broke In: “Now, looky
here. "Alnt no use chawin' longer on
that rng. Parson has give ont fair an’
gquare he wants to be took on the dead
level-a man same as we are, only a
dashed sight—excuse my French, par.

son—it gits the best o my United
States before 1 know It. The case is
this—we want you to help us lick them

da—er, them measly Centerport chaps,
We can do it if yon piteh fer us,
Nothin® in this ecounty ‘aint In {he
game with you. If you'll do it, every
man Jack o' us 'll stick to you lUke a
lean tick to a hog. That's whut's the
matter with us, and there ye be"

Harwood's face was a study., He
was amused, pleased, beyond every-
thing touched, by this recognition of
common manhood. It was the passion
of his life to help men realize thelr
own  possibilities, He  wyearned to
preach manhood rather than dogmas,
His heart was warm, and he smiled
as he sald

“1 thought you had come for that,
and am glad yon ecame, If you had
not, I should have volunteered—that is,
If you had agreed to my conditions”—

“We'll ix all that, parson,” two or
three began eagerly,

Harwood held uap
don't  understand, 1 don't want
woney,” he sald, “I do want—your-
selves, If I do something for you-
something on which your hearts are
set, you ought to do something for me.
That Is to say, If I play ball you come
to church. Is it a bargain %"

“You help us everlastingly lick them
Centerports,” Bill burst out, “and yon
can say, ‘Boys, come roost on the
church steps from sunup to sundown
every Sumday,” and gamble on our
doln’ it—every dashed one of us. Hey,
boys? Oh, do excuse me, parson. ['ve
been a tough sort all me life, but 1'll
be hanged If 1T don’t quit swearin’
right now.”

“Ah!" said Harwood,
thi= brings up =something else. You
know, and T know, how [l T can af-
ford to have it sald T belong to an
organization of toughs. 1 want to be-
long to—an organization of gentlemen
In the best sense of the word., If I am
te be a club member, you must glve
me your word that drunkenness and
ewearing shall stop. Now we under-
stand each other. There's my hand,
If you shake it, I shall know you take
me—conditions and all.”

Every man in the room gave hlm s
hearty grip; then talk began to buzz
about Saturday’s game. All agreed the
new piteher had best be kept dark; also
that Harwood should wear a baseball
suit. *I have my own with me. A ‘G’
oun the shirt will make It all right,"”
Harwood said., And so the little com-
pany went away, exultant beyond
words,

Saturday was falr and hot—the very
weather for great ball. But, hot as the
sun shone, it was mild compared to the
baseball enthusiasm of Gallla City.
Posters all about announced the com-
Ing contest. The loeal press under the
biggest, blackest headlines possible to
Its fonts hinted darkly at a “phenome-
non' in the pitcher's box for the home
team. Placards also warned citizens to
do thelr Saturday buying betimes, as
every shop would be shut during the
hours of the game, The little city bub-
bled and seethed, Loeal patriotism had
rlsen to a passion and swept through
it 1o a tidal wave,

Still mystery lay thick and murk over
the pitcher and sowme other things, One
of them was why not one of the nine
had showed his face at Mike Grogan's
saloon, which theretofore had been
basehall headquarters.  Beyond that
there were Ineredible rumors of no beer
on the grounds—not even the enstom-
ary two kegs for the team, The Duteh-
man who had commonly owned that
profitable privilege had been warned
off. There was talk also of swearing In
extra deputy marshals whose business
it shiould be to suppress swearing and
all sorts of rlotous language.

The visiting ¢lub was amazed at Its
reception,  There were no white elad
players in walt to drag them off to
Grogan's for a social guzzle. Instead
Colonel and Bill Reed met them and
took them to the hotel, while the Gallia
City band went along, playing its loud-
est. The strains came to Harwood as
he was slipping into his suit. He was
not to go with the procession, but to
meet the team at the grounds,

It was a great procession, the band
at the head putfing doggedly through a
Bousa march; next the bus bearing Cen-
terporters In white, with blue caps and
hose; after them another busful of Gal-
las, also In white, but red on heads
and feet; then swarms of buggies,
hacks and farm wagons, packed with
friends of both nines; last of all a fray-
ed out drizzle of small boys intent up-
on finding cracks or kpotholes In the
fence through which they might at
least vlew the promised land,

It would be hard to say whether
there was more curlosity or anxlety in
the glances which Gallla City folk bent
upon their champions, Interest, of
course, centered on the “phenom.” The
strain was not relieved when careful
counting showed In the Gallla bus only
elght vegular players and two substl-
tutes.  Gloom  deepened  pereceptibly.
Those who had given odds on Gallla
felt their coin already as good as lost.
They began to feel also that they had
bevn badly sold, and by thelr own.
Without new blood in the home team
the game was n gift to Centerport, and
80 (ar there was no sign of new bhlood.

About o minute after the appolnted
hour the nmpire gent the Galllas to the
tield and the Centerports to the bench,
Their short stop spat loyally upon the
gleaming vew ball and rolled It in the
dirt, so the pitcher might easily grip
It. There had been preliminary prac-
tice by both teams.  Gallia partisans
were amazed nnd somewhat cheered to

hils hands. “You

“Grentlemen,

see the substitute pitcher go to the
beneh, not the box. The polnts were
empty. Almost before anybody could

remark It, ont from the dressing room
beneath the grand stand shot a slight,
wiry figure in white, with red stock-
Ings and red cap. When the figure

walked briskly into the pltcher’s place
a buzz rippled clean around the ground
Centerport’s captain seemed to Kick,
but at a low word from the umplre
dropped back, saying to himself

“Fer Gawd's sake!

“Batter up!” called the umpire. A
modern Gollath, big Jim Bunker, stalk
ed up to the plate,

“Play ball! eried the nmpire, The
ball was passed. Brent faced the
mighty slugger with a lMttle irritating
smile,

“SBay, Jim," bawled the captain, “el-
ther this here ‘phenom’ Is young, or it
was pleked mighty green. Anyway it
ain't big enough to send a ball across
the rubber. 1t oughter be set playin’
marbles. This ain't no place for chil
dren.  Now, then, Jim, swat 'er over
the fence and break the ‘phenom’s’
heart.”

“You just watch my smoke” Jim
sald. “When I hit "er a lick, she'll look
like n saucer. I'm golng to knock the
dashed thing fat"

“Excuse me, but thar ain't to be no
swearin' this game,” a deputy marshal
sald, touching the big batsman’s elbow.

“All right, boss, 1 didn't know this
was a prayer meetin',” Jim sald, amaze-
ment in every line of his face.

All eyes were fast on the pitcher, the
“phenom.”  He certalnly looked
slight for the game he was up agalnst.
Would he fall? Harwood serewed the
ball Into the palm of his right hand,
sprang forward, then lghtly, swiftly,
as un archer might loose a tense bow-
string, loosed his arm and sent the ball
hissing across the plate to ralse a puff
of sand between the plate and Reed.

“One strike!” eried the umpire,

“Thunder!" shouted Jim. *“I
see It!"”

Harwood silently pitched a writhing
rise that wound over the plate to the
utter confounding of the batter,

“I'wo strikes!" sald the nmplre,

“Thought it was goln' to be a low
ball,” Jim sald apologetically tu his
captain. The captain glowered.  Bill
Heed put on the mask and squatted
close up behind the bat.  IHarwood
gripped the ball peculiarly, a sign 1o
Il that the piteh would be a wide ont
curve. The ball started apparently for
Jim's stomach. Jim doubted it would
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Harwood screwed the ball into the palm
of hig right hand.

agree with him—he jumped very far

back from the plate just as the ball,

twisting like a serpent, salled right

over the middle of the rubber,

“Three strikes! Striker out!” bawled
the umpire. “Batter up!"”

The erowd was at first too amazed to
appland, It could hardly belleve its
eyes. A stripling bad struck out the
Invineible Jim Bunker. Jim slunk to
wiard the bench, growling at what he
called “the empire.” He was prompt-
ly silenced by the assertlon that the
“emplre” was all right; it was hlmselr,
Jim Bunker, who had an oyster In his
forehead in place of an eye,

When Centerport’s captaln had sald
that, he went to the bat himself, Har-
wood smliled. Back at college It had
been sald that Brent Harwood won at
ball as much by his grin as by his
curves, The grin was slow, Insinunt-
Ing, exasperating, caleulated to drive
the coolest batter wild. Harwood stood
a half winute rubbing the ball and grin
ping at the captalo.

“Aw, gt & move on ye, there, kid,"”
snarled the batter. Harwood grinned.
“Needn't be 'frald I'll bust the durn
ed thing. Glmme er crack at 'er, an'
I'll show ye a trick with a hole In i1
Ye ain't pitchin’ to no blind man this
trip,” the captain went on.

The parson kept on grinning.

The batter got explosively red. Har-

wood, watching him narrowly, gave
the ball a lttle dirt and pitched a wab-
bling “dewdrop” toward the hot cap-
taln, Centerport’'s man was too dls-
gusted dnd too mad to see it. The ball
went over the plate—a strike was
promptly ealled. Then Harwood repeat-
@l the piteh. It seemed an easy ball
Heally it was a bard one, The Cen-
terporter lunged at it llke a wild bull
before It eame within six feet of him.
All he did was to tear a big, ragged
Lhole In the alr. s eyes glared as
Reed eame close behind and crouched
fn his shadow. Harwood drew back
his arm as if to dellver another “dew-
drop.”” The captain fumed. Suddenly
Brent shot his arm across his body
and the ball sped over the plate ke a
bullet,

“Out-t!" yelled the nmpire.
up!”

Gallia City went suddenly Insane
It stood up In mass, yelling, howling,
cheering. The umplre, shrieking for
sllence, was like a ericket piplng in
face of a storm. But when, In the
midst of the din, a third man walked
tc the plate, whacked the rubber with
Liis bat and squared himself, the nolse
hushed as suddenly as it had begun.

Harwood deliberated. 8hould he give
this new man a chance or clinch
things with the game thus young?
He did not quite know how it would
be with the Galllas at the bat, so de-
cided upon the latter course. Three
wide outshoots, sent as fast as he
conld deliver them, yet give BIll time
te come, bewlldered the new batter
and put Centerport out.

It was while the players were
changing and pandemonium  relgnet]
that the “phenom’s" ldentity was made
known to the crowd, At first all Gal
lin City gasped, as from a cold plunge.
A parson In knee breeches and red
stockings pitehing In a gawme of ball!
For a quarter of a minute Gallia Clty

‘“Batter

| bleachers a whisper began and swelled

| apd grew, until & bold man leaped on
the rail end called

“Three cheers for the little parson!™

The cheers came with a will. From

| end to end the fair grounds rang with

“Harwood! Harwood! What's the

matter with Ha-ar-woo-od? He's all
right!”
Faith in thelr unparalleled pitcher

made the Gallias all superbly contident.
Bill Reed, the first man up, went to the
bat like a Trojan golng to battle, Cen
terport’s pitcher had tremendous speed
anid no curves. His third ball met
BlIIl's ashen stick with a noise like the
splitting of a mast. When the fielder
recovered it, IV sat at second, fanning
himsell with his cap. The next man
made o sacrifice hit and advanced Bill
to third. Colonel leaned against the
ball for a single, and Bl came home
amid the shricks of the “fans.”
“One ran! One man out!” sald the
soeorer.

Hollis reached fivst on balls,

“Jones to bat and Harwood on deck!”
culled the scorer

Joves walked to the plate. DBrent se-
lected his stick. A bad fumble gave
Jones his life and advaneced each man

a bag. The bases were full—Colonel
on third, Hollis on second, Jones on
irst. Harwool stepped to the plate,

He was a safe batter, but pever a hard
hitter—he was too light., Desides, phe-
nomenal pitechers do not, as a rule, bat
well. But this was Harwood's lucky
day. The first ball pitched eame at him
like a ritde bullet exactly where he
wanted 1t, and the parson rapped with
all his might. 1t started on a low in
cline, rising as it salled; passed over
the beads of the fielders, who had edg-
ed Im; strack the ground far back of
them and rolled and rolled as though It
couldn’t stop.
Then Harwowml

wade his first, last
mmd only home run. To this goml day
he does not know how he did it. When
he came, putling and panting, across
the plate, the Galllas became a cyelone,

which filled the alr with hats, coats,
canes amd umbrellas A locomotive
whistle would have been drowned in
the hubbub.  The grand stand and the
bleachers joined bands and  carvied
Harwood on thelr shoulders, Al

Harwood grinned,

As a chronicle of sport the game aft
erward was quite too one sided to be
Interesting. But Gallia Clty sat wateh
ing it, gorged, almost with
Joy, No game could be too one sided
for the Gallians. They owed Center
port much, you What did
care for close scores and fine points?
Every one of the forty-four runs piled
up h_\’
to them an

drunken

sSee, they

the red legged sons of Gallia was

increment of unalloyved

bliss and as such halled with tuwult
and shouting
The Centerports! They playved like

old women and were trampled fnto the
eareh,
ed by the rankest errors amd gave no

Thelr two poor runs were earn-

sort of comfort Thelr glory Lhiad de
parted along with thelr nerve. Thelr
name was “lebabod” or worse. And
they laid It all on “that dashed little
parson,” as the captain sald senten
tlously that night. “Galllas—nothin’!

The Centerports can wallop them casy,
What we've been up against is Gallins
and Gawd.”

Thenceforth Parson Harwood was
Gallia City's idol. He had won the
mass of eltizens and could do what he
pleased and have whatever he wonld
take that lay within their gift. The
church no longer lacked a congrega-
tion,

“We went to see the little preacher
piteh,”
go to hear the little pitcher preach.”

!':\'n'l'.\hulf}' went All sorts and con-
ditions of men and creeds squeezed in
to the pews and even sat upon the pul-
pit steps and overtlowed the cholr loft.

Do you ask the sum and resultant of

said the people: “now we must

all this enthusiasm? letter ask the
mothers of Gallla City—mothers whose
sons are good ecltizens because Brent

Harwood came to Gallin and played
ball with them, for there has reigned a
new era in Gallla City ever since the
day her nine defeated Centerport.

The King and the Seidlitz Powder,
On the first consignment of seidlits
powilers to the capital of Delhl the
monurch was deeply interested in the
neconnts of the refreshing box, A box
was brought to the king in full court,
amd the interpreter explained to his
majesty how it should be used. Into a
goblet he put the twelve blue papers,

and, having added water, the king
drank it off. This was the alkall, and
the royal countenance expressed no
sign of satisfaction, It was then ex.

plained that in the combination of the
two powiders Ilny the luoxury, and the
twelve white powders were quickly dis
solved in water, and as eagerly swal-
lowed by his majesty.,

With a shriek that will be remember-
e while Dwelhi Insts the monarch rose,
stared, exploded and in his full agoniea
serenmed, “Hold me down,” then rush-
ing from the throne fell prostrate on
the floor. There he lay during the long
continued effervescence of the coms-
pound, spurting like 10,000 penny-
worths of lmperial pop and belleving
himself in the agonies of death, a mel-
humilinting proof that
ludian Mirror.

ancholy amd
kings are mortal,
Historienl Fietion,

In lecturing Dr. Gardiner was very
fond of retalling the hackneyed old
historieal anecdotes that garnigh the
schoolbooks, and he would commonly
append the comment: “Now, that story
is not troe. | have reason to know,
indeed, that it is pure fiction, but for
our purpose it is better than the truth
beeause the truth cannot be rounded
off and polished so nicely to sn't one's
conception of character or of circum-
gtance.” For similar reasons he was
instant In praise of historical novels,
“A genins like Scott or George Hliot,
especially In *Romola,” ™ he would say,
“has many advantages over the plod-

ding historian and ecan often arrive,
by the intoition of genius, at truths
which the most laborions research

conld never reveal, and, on the whole,”
he wonld add, “historical fiction s
much more trustworthy and ineompa-
rably more respectable than fictitious
history." —London News,

lefore the date of Inauguration day
fs changed the house will have to agree
to Sepator Hoar's regolution setting It
on the inst Thursday lo Aprit, and then
the proposed amendment will have to
be snbmitted to the legislatures of the
states and agreed to by three-fourths
of them

was stricken silent.  Then down in the

BOTTLED SUNSHINE.

NATURES GREAT FACTORY IN WHICH
B PRODUCED COAL.

A Lump of the Mineral Tells Iits In-

teresting Million
a Few Waords—A Waoanderful Proec-

VYear History Ia

ess of Evolution

Your life to mine is as & second to a
thousand years. 1 will let you know
that in my time [ have seen such sights
ns would wake you gasp in astonish-
ment. Once, in untold ages past, long
before man had appeared on this old
world, 1 was alive, Yes, the dirty old
plece of col was a living thing In those
dim, distant ages. A thing of beauty,
too—a thing to be admired. 1 was a
fern. Not such a paltry thing as you
decorate your homes with and grow In
little earthenware aairs. My trunk
alone measured five feet aeross,

Yet 1 was nothing out of the ordinary.
In those days there were many little
plunts forty feet or so In height, Ev-
ery bit of coal you toss about in such
heedless fashion was a living

plant—a plant which grew and flour-
ished, even as your plants of today
grow and fourish. But in these de-

generate days plants are poor, feeble
little things. [Dlants were plants in
those days, We had no petted and
patipered ferns. We had no houses of
glass, artificially kept warm so that
the poor little dears shouldn’t get cold.
Those were the days of real ferns, of
healthy ferns free from all newfangled
nonsense about fertilizers and solls and
aspects and such childish weaknesses,
In those early days the earth was not
as it Is today., It was hotter, for it
had cooled from a globe of melten rock,
Its atmosphere was heavy with warm
vapors; ¢lose and oppressive, you would
eall it, but it Just sulted us, as we grew
and luxuriated In it, The earth’s crust
was thin and heaved about, gradually
ralsing vast continents from the bed of
slowly dragging others
deep into the ocean, It was a time of

the sea and
vast changes

1 grew on the muddy banks of a great
pool of water, which was fed by slug-
and bordered by mon.
strous reedds,  On the other side stretch
ed a vast swamp and a dark forest of
tungled vegetation For bhundreds of
miles there was no break to this forest
bevond a few bogs aml pools of brackish
water, The sun shone hot upon me, 8o
no wonder I grew well In this humid
atmosphere. Then there were frightful
storms, when mighty trees were flung
down and swept by floods to the bottom
of the pool. This had gone on ages be-
fore 1 appeared above ground; it went
on ages after. The result was that the
bottom of the pool was a mass of fallen
trees, The newly felled trees pressed
on the bottow oues, and after thou-
sands of years the water, the mud, the
heat and the pressure turned the
mighty beds of vegetable matter ioto
what you eall coal,

In the dense forest it was somewhat
the samwe. Trees were thrown down
by hurricanes; fresh ones grew and fell
vietims to storms. 8o it went on for
long eenturies until the Inst forest grew
on the top of a great thickness of bur-
fed trees, ferns and mosses, Amid this
exuberant vegetation were many fuan.
tastic and uncouth animals. Round
about we they made the forest resound
with their bideous bellowings., They
were so straugely shaped that 1 could
not well desceribe them to you, Even
some of the ties had wings balf a foot
lopg from tip to tip.

One day | suw a commotion in the
midst of the luke far away from me.
The bed rose up and belched forth
gteam and ashes and molten rock. In
the years that followed the fluld rock
rolled down the sldes of the voleano
Into the water below, Mighty clouds
of steam arose, and as the vapor con-
densed it fell upon us a8 warm rain.
This is why 1 grew so well and why
the vegetation around me was so rank-
ly luxuriant.

Muany yvears after the land began to
sink. Slowly It went down; slowly
the water closed over our heads until
all the mighty forests were deep under
the sea. Thus we stopped for count-
less years, and a heavy bed of sand ac-
cumulated above us. Then, just as
slowly, we arose until we formed a
vast elevated land. Then came other
forests—trees whose limbs were tan-
gled with enormous festoons and gar-
lands of strange climbing plants. Ter-
rible thunderstorms glone broke the sl
lence of these wooded solitudes save
when some mighty fern crashed to the
ground or when the wind tore down
young branches and burled them into
the swamps.

8o all wegd on anew, as of old, and
the continent sank once more below
the waters of the ocean, taking with it
the beds of buried verdure. Yet agaln
it rose, and again it sank. So layer
upon layer of plants and of sand were
formed—vast layers, which took ages
unthinkable to form—until there was a
depth of 10,000 feet of hard baked wood
and sand, of coal and dirt. Look at
me, and you will find that you can
trace my markings. In every pit you
can find hbundreds of delicate fern
leaves and mosses as perfect as when
allve. You can see even the veins of
the fragile fronds, so beautifully press-
ed are they. Dirty, old coal, indeed!

It was the sun which made me. |
absorbed his rays then. When you
burn me, 1 give them back again. 1
am a mass of bottled sunshine. Do you
realize that the fire you wateh is the
sunshine which blazed in those solemn
forests innumerable ages ago? It is no
flight of funcy to say that 1 am bottled
sunshine; it Is a fact

gish streams

The Tencher Wan Not Slow,
“Ha, ha!" laughed Willle. *1 chucked
a bananer gkin in froot of de teacher.”
“1 don't sev any joke in that,” spoke
np his mother.
“Don't you? Well, he tumbled all
right, all richt”—Philadelphin Record.

For Hlis Discovery.

According to an old document dis-
time ago In Australia,
gold was tirst found by a convict near
Paramatia in 1780 The unfortunate
fellow was at once eharged with hav-
Ing stolen a wateh and “boiled it down™
and, being convicted by the rude court
of those early days, was given 150
laghes for In later years the
record of this Incldent was closely ex-
amined by an undoubtedly competent
authority, who was quite convinced of
the genuineness of the convict's story.

Lnshed

covered s

his pains.

Tts Markes and Lines and lis Sigunal

From the HBrain,

A trewendous amount of

OV iR T

has been written about thumb marks, |

It is cluimed that the curious skin con
figuration on the ball of the thumb is
never the same in any two people and
that it never changes. The tirst sinte

ment is correct, and the same thing can |
and

be sald of the lines on the palm
the creases on the bottom of the feet
But the assertion that the thumb marks
never change throughout life Is a de
clded exaggeration. The alteration may
come from a varlety of causes
thing, In fact, that will
outer layer of skin,

Another modifying cause is the tend
ency of the thumb to develop little
horigontal creases as one grows old.
This is especially true of mechanics and
other working people who tools,
and eventually the creases will break
up the lines to such an extent that it
is equivalent almost to a rearrange
ment of the pattern Specialists in
nerve diseases by an examination of
the thumb can tell If the patient is
affected or likely to be affected by
paralysls, as the thumb this
long before it is visible in any other
part of the body. If the danger symp
toms are evidenced there, an operation
{a performed on what is known as the
“thumb center’" of the brain, and the
disorder is often removed.

No matter how carefully the Individ
nal may attempt to conceal incipient in
sanity, the thumb will reveal it infal
libly, It is the one sure test. [If the
patient In his dally work permita the
thumb to stand at a right angle to the
other fingers or to fall Hstless Into the
palm, taking no part in his writing, his
handling of things, his multiform du-
ties, but standing Isolated and sulky, it
is an unanswerable confession of men
tal disease.— Kansas City Independent.
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POULTRY POINTERS.

A dark comb Is an Indication
congested state of the system,

Land that dries quickly after a rain
Is well adapted to poultry raising.

When one does not care to raise
chickens, It 1s better on the score of
economy to keep the layers without
cocks.

See that the hens are well developed
and not too fat, Mate them (o males
also well developed, and the chicks will
be all right.

When the hens are too fat, reduce
them In flesh by giving them shorter
rationa and glve more bulky and less
fattening food, )

I .wis appreciate good food as well
as other animals, but it Is unwise to
Hmit them to one kind, be it ever so
good or wholesome,

Crude petrolenin thickened to a prop
er conslstency with red or brown min
eral palot is good to use on the outslde
of poultry houses and other farm bulld-
Ings.

Bone and grit of some kind are an
absolute necessity to fowls confined in
small yards and unable to supply them-
selves with these little Items always
obtainable by birds at liberty.

of a

Unnecessary Suffering.

How much wretohedness and misery
there is In the world! Do you add to it
or do you try to help those with whowm
you come In contact? Every time you
speak, every time you act, you add to
some one’s happiness or misery. On
which side do you throw your Influ-
ence? Your opportunities may not he
great, but do you ever canse unneces-
sury suffering in a world wretched
enough at best? It is worth thinking
about. o you say cruel things when
you might say things that would be
kind? If you have the habit, doesn't it
sometimes occur to you that you should
quit it? The writer of this has been

thoughtless many timwes, but as he
grows older he tries very bard to avold
giving unnecessary  pain. Atehison
Globe.

Fate Wounldn't Sapply Fandas,

A woman left her husband a short
time ago, giving as a reason for it that
she had consulted an astrologer and
been told by him that it was her des-
tiny to be a great woman, but that in
marrying she had committed a serious
error. As long as she remalned with
her husband she would fail to achieve
the greatness fate lotended for her
She stayed away from home only four
weeks, however,

“1 see you doubt the astrologer's lo-
terpretation of your destiny,” said her
slster,

“Not in the least,” replied the woman,
“but neither the astrologer or fate pro
vided the money, and as 1 had to give
up money or fame | chose to sacritice
the latter.,”—New York Press.

The Love of Nature,

A real love of nature is one of the
most valuable possessions which you
can have, since it will continue to af
ford you happiness as long as you live
But in order to have this love you musi
get It while you are young—while you
gtill have leisure to give It first place
in your thoughts. Nature must be your
first sweetheart or she will not be your
sweetheart at  allL.—Woman's Home
Companion,
Meckon Forelgmers.

It was a little boy in an American
Sunday school who in reply to his
teacher's question, “Who was the first
man?' answered, “George Washing
ton,” and upon being Informed that it
wad Adam exclaimed, “Ah, well, If you
are speaking of forelgners, perhaps be
was!"—Stray Stories,

Didn't

Forgiving and Forgetting.
“Woman,"” sald the crusty person,
“may say that she will forgive and for-
get, but she will never let you forget
that she forgave.,”—Baltimore Awmeri
Ccan.,

The Legislative Way.
“Buat this LIl sbould bave been set-
tled long ago,” objected the tradeswan,
“Well, suh, de gemmen's out; eny-
how, you cayn't expect a membuh of
congress to settle anything widout &
lot of talkin'."—Baltimore Heruald.

Gentle,
Walter—How would you like to have
your steak, sir?
Frank Custower (who has been walt
Ing twenty mioutes)—Very muet, In
deed, thank you, If it iso't toe much

trouble.— Exchange,
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FARMERS AND MANUFACTURER

A steel, Heversibile,

| i | want them.
Wood Ext Head If you prefer it

Double Lever, Ex-

tension Head., The bost Dise Harrow now on
1 set, Lightest draft. Does the best work,

e sand J sarth to or from the tree,

w drawn tog r and used in the regular

X biand A% \ ', & and 8 feel cut

1 Head. 10

S ASSOCIATION OF AMERICA,

222 Mission Street, San Francisco.

represents their precise location |_:|-

pincott’s.

roor 0ld Lady Reaconsfield,

There Is nothing In his life, sayvs Lord |
Rooanld, that redommls more to l.--l-ll'
Beaconsfield's eredit than the manner |
in which he treated his wife She
could never have been but a somewhat
commonplace thongh good hearted wo-
man As she grew old she became o
wireck of humanity, but the poor, il
ed, painted obld Indy was ever treatea
by her husbamd with a deference and
regard truly touching. It was painful
to see how, In what we are pleased to
call the highest society, poor old Lady
Beaconsficld was made a butt and a
langhing stock Knowing how sensl

onsfield was to anything
felt how bitter

tive Lord Bead
ridicule, 1

approaching

Iy he must bave suffered when In o
{"I'II\\ili'll hall or drawing room his hosts
wonld what they ealled “draw out old
Lady Denconstield” and lavgh at her
10 ]|-n r face, showing no reticence, re
gard or decent feeling for the poor hus
band, who, imperturbable as he ever

;||.].'-,|1.-.! wis probably suffering acute

tne Firet 1@ dadon Theater,
T et pin I 1 Eng-
| was ! I 1 crected
L L 1 s | ler was
I = 1w f famous
Iich | elf
i raf ' \ccess to the |
I Ll ‘ 0 ¢ been
o i | Cuartaln,
" ur 11 m the re- |
glon or old 1 1 M play-
house was ¢ctedd and pot from the
famdliare drapery of 1l o was sit
wited south of Hlolywe in Moors
field auvodern Gloucestor street), and s
first mentloned in the following year, |
1577 Shakespeare’'s “"Romeo and Ju
let” was among the many plays first |
acted there. The Theater was moved
away to the Bankside, and the old ma
terials were cmployed In bullding the
ilobe, Shakespear chief theater, In
1508, The Curtain continued to be used
s o playhouse far into the reign of
King James No pieture of either of
these origingl theaters bas been hand
ed down, and owing to their position | *
without the walls none of the old maps
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Are Positively Curable.
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Iy at the conduct of his i1 biredd hosts

A Thietd, but No Liar,

Magistrate (1o new iln“l'('[llllll‘ Did
you notice no  suspicious  character
about the nel hiborbool ?

New DPoliceinan - 8hure, yver honor, 1
gaw but one man, an' 1 asked him
what he was do there at that time
o unight Sez e, 1 hinve no business
here just now, but 1 expect to open a
Jewelry sthore in the vicinity later
on.”” At that 1 sez, "1 wish you sue
cess, sor”

Magisteate (disgusted)— Yes, and he |
did open a Jewelry store in the vieln- |
ity later on aml stols seventeen :
witches

New Policeman (after n panse)—Be !
gorra, yer honor, the man may have |
been a thafe, but he was no linr.—Lon- I

don Answers

He Was Hather “Close,”

An English clergyvman of the elght-
eenth century, the Rev. Mr. Jones of
Blewbury, with a nest egg of £200 and |
a stipend amwounting to L350 per annuoin, |
left at death the sum of £10,000, e
had been rector of his parish for forty
years, and during all Yhat only
one person had been known to sit at
his festal table, No fire was ever light-
ed In his house, nor was o servant kept. |
In winter he would visit his parishion
ers to keep himself from perishing of |
cold rather than light a fire at the ree- |
tory.—Cassell’'s Journal,

time

A Peculinre Politician

“He's a mighty bard man to getb|
along with,"” sald the practical politi-
cian sadly. “Mighty hard.”

“He seems thoroughly honest.”

“Of course he {s. That's what makes
him so erratie and unsatisfactory. Ev-
ery once in awhile he Insists on doing
something simply because he thinks 1t |
is right, without walting to figure out
what its effect on his political pros-
pects is liable to be) — Washington
Btar.

Interrapted Grieving.

A woman in Scotland bad lost her
husband, and the minister, ecalling to
condole with her, found her sitting In
front of a large bow! of porridge.

“Terrible lossa, terrible loss!" sighed
the minister

“Aye,” was the reply, “it's a terrible |
loss to me. ['ve just been greetin’ a'
nicht, and as sune as 1 finish this wee
drap porridge I'm just gaun to begin
again'

The Hncroaching Lake.

One of the bhumorously attractive |
characteristics of a child Is his large |
gense of personal Importance. A little
girl was walking with her father on
the shore of n large lake, where the
waves were gently lapping up on the
beach., Suoddenly one enme up higher
than the others and swept over her
foot, when she exclaimed, “Oh, papa,
the lake stepped on my toe!”

No Latlinde,
A national school inspector in Ire
land was once exsamining a class in
geography and, baving reason to cor-
rect an answer to a question regardiong
longitude, proceeded to ask for a defi
nitlon of latitude. There was a slight
pause, and a young Iad answered:
“Please, sir, we have no latitude In Ire
land, The government won't allow ue
any."”
A Soldier's Mepiy.,
of Marshanl Saxe's
theft,

A soldler
being discovered in a

army,
was con-

demoped to be bhanged. What he had
stolen might be worth 5 shillings. The
marshal, meeting him as he was be-

ing led to execution, sald to him, “What
a miserable fool you were to risk your
life for O shillings!”

“Gener replied the soldier, 1
have risked It every day for wmy pay,
fivepence.” I'his repartee saved Lis

lifa I

turrne and Sir Boyle Hoches,
Sir Boyle Roche, a famons Irish chap
acter of a century ago, was proud of
his allinnee with an English family of

ancient lineage and was fond of re-
ferring to his titled father-in-law’s
kinddness  in giving him  his  eldest
davghiter, & boast which provoked Cur-
Fan's retort, “Aye, Sir Boyle, and, da
pend on it if he had had an older one

he would have given her to you.”

Whether It was this sarcasm which
| proveked Sir Boyle's hostility -or that
| an enmity had already been created

between Roche and Curran, it 1s cer-

taln that the two men were perpetually
gparring st each other In the house of
i% the debates of the Irish
testify

connons,

pariinment
Nor

ntor

adyvocate and or-
successful In these en-
Carran had observed one
magnlloquently, that
could

wis the witty
alw iays
counters
nlght,
he needed ald from ne one and
be “the gunrdian of his own honor,"
whereupon  Sir Instantly inter-
jected his sareastle congratulations tn
the honorable member on his posses-

somewhat
tayle

glon of a sinecare,

Bohies nnd Moukeys,

A frequent action with bables s to
turn the soles of the feet sideways, op-
posite to oue another, while the legs
remain . steaight Just this attitude
woulid e assumed by a monkey when
elimbing o tree or walking on a branch

i order to grasp the stem with its hind
'I-_-‘

Il inherited effects of thus grasping
tree  trunks o with the hind
hands are often very marked In young
which are a
and n matter of
to mothers, are no more

tree climbing

need not be
character; any
will out

Hmbis

b hies I'hiee bow  legs,

ture of Infancy
otne anxiety
than the relies of the
ot hier

Lhis
by

feightencd about

normally e Iy grow
of it soon enough

2 baby be held so that
et 1o the ground, one may see
ire not put flat to the sur-
e outer portions of the
sround, while the soles
v or less opposed to
the bough
I'earson’s Maga-

Ol ot her they bave
gErasping it le
AR

0l Pnglish Pollce Tax,

I'lie eliled ties of towns in past

! i J mineh responsibility. Al
Kipen el e n god example of thelir
L Iere formerly, after the

of o horn at O o'clock at night

wxt morning., If a

robiw med the owner and

lzd taken proper precaugs

for its safety, the wakeman bad

to make good the loss sustained. Each
householder paid an annoal tax of two-

pence if he had one door and fourpence
if he had two doors to his dwelllng for
maintaining a wateh over the city. The
tax has long since been discontinued,
but the horn is still blown at night

Making Drinking Water Saie,

Uncomfortable consequences may fol-
low the use of the best of water by
persons who are not accustomed to It
know from experience in
changing our usual daily beverage, A
glmple and efficient way of preventing
trouble from a change of water Is to
carry a small vial of the crystals of per-
manganate of potash with you and to
put one of the pleces In each glass of
water that you drink. It will turn the
water a slight plnkish tinge and, ae
cording to an authority, make it a safe
beverage for strange stomachs.

ns we all

Too Optimistie,
“Everything into which he put money
seems to have turned out wrong. I
wonder what the trouble was?’
“He has persisiently insisted on mak-
Ing a molehill out of a mountain in con-
sidering obstacles.” —=Chicago Post,



