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Time plods slow in very truth;
Love—-what man may hold?
Ab, we know who fliched our youth,
We, grown old.
~Theodosla Garrison in Harper's

“Show Me."”
Do you know Mr, Tell-you-how? He 1s
the man who eyes

Your patient efforts to succeed
sneers he can't disgulse,

No matter what your work may be—per-

haps it's driving nalls

Or keeping books or selling goods or may-

be splitting ralls—

Put Mr. Tell-you-how will come and ven-

ture to suggest

Another way for you to work, and thea

you should request:

“Show mae!"

with

Just when you're hustllng at your task
with all your main and might
Comes Mr. Tell-you-how to say he doesn't
think that's right
“Now, what you ought to do," says he—
“of course, It's not my trade,
If it was, why, this and that and
other moves 1I'd muade,
And, while you're dolng pretty well, I'd
choose another way."
Right then 's the time to hand your tools
to Tell-you-how and say:
“SBhow me!"

Dut

Behold, the tribe of Tell-you-hows are
most egquipped with tallk
You say, “I'd rather see than hear,” then

on thelr way they walk.

may not be entirely sure of what

success you'll reach,

But what you want I8 acts, not words,
from those who want to teach.

And so when Mr. Tell-you-how begins to
Interfere

You'll find rellef If you will pause and
murmur in his ear:

“S8how me!"

=W. D. Nesbit In New York World.

You

The Book of Wars.
When the book of the wars of men Is
done
And the story Is truly penned
From the yellowing page of the tale be-
Kun
To the chapter that holds the end,
When the trumpets of peance the
around
Have blent in a chorus grand
And the battletlng shall no more be found
As a shadow above the land,

world

Wil we keep the book of the wars of men
In a high and honored place
That our children’'s sons may be thrilled
mgnln
With the storles thelr eyes may trace?
Wil we cherish the book In falthful pride
That men of & future age
May ncquaint
who dled
That the volume might have a page?

Wil the book of
truth?
Wil it mingle the songs and cheers
With the sacrifice of the beardless youth
And the dew of & mother's tears?
Wil it blazon In gold the noble deed
That won a forgotten fame?
Wil it tell of the gripe of a ceasecless
greed
That has wrought for a natlon's shame?

themselves with the ones

the wars of men tell

Oh, the book of the wars of men!
Til the wakening of the world,
Til the banncrs that tell of scorns and
hates
In the glory of peace are furled!
Wl we keep It to tell of the rolling drum
And the peals that the fifers know,
Or to speak to the men of the days to
come
Of the way

It walts

that they must not go?
—Chlcago Tribune.

The Dog's Cold Nose.
When Noah, percelving ‘twas time to
embark,
Deslred the creatures to enter the ark,
The dog with a friendliness truly sub-
llme
Assisted In herding them.
He drove In

Two at a time
the elephants, zebras and

Enus

Until they were packed llke a boxful of
BOTeWS—

The cat in the cupboard, the mouse on
the shelf,

The bug In the erack—then he backed In
himself,

But such was the lack of avallable space

He couldn’t tuck all of him into the place,

And so, though the rivers rushed over the

plain

And down from the heavens fell blankets
of rain,

He #tood with his muzzle thrust out
through the door

The whole forty days of that terrible
pour!

Because of which drenching, the sages
unfold,

The nose of a healthy dog nlways ls cold.
=Arthur Guiterman in New York Times.

Love.
Love Is like the glass
That throws its own rich color over all
And makes all beautiful.
-Landon,

In love there's no such word as absence!
The loved one, like our guardian splrit,
walks
Beslde us ever, shines upon the beam,
Perfumes the flower and sighs In every
breeze!
—DBulwer.

Love rules the court,
gTrove
And men below and salnts above,
For love ia heaven, and heaven 12 love,
Sir Walter Scott.

the camp, the

The rose s falrest when 'tls budding new,
And hopa s brightest when It dawns
from fear;
The rose 15 sweetest when washed with
morning dew,
Andl love le Joyellest whan
in tears.

"t washad

~Shikespears.

The world's an Inn; all traveleras are we,
And this world's goods the accommodna-
tiona be
Our life Is nothing but a winter's day;
Bome only break thelir fast and so away:
Others stay dinner and depart full fed;
The deepest age but sups and goes to bed,
He's most In debt that lingers out the
day;
Who dles
pay.

betimes has less and less te

~Poor Richard's Almanag

An Od4d Oplinlon,

Do 1 belleve In putting a stop te
swearing? No, | dov't. If you prevent
the workingman from swearing, and
thus relleving his feelings, what wdill
happen? Why, he will go home and
murder his family.—G. Bernard Shaw,

Wiahie Mave Been Weres.

Church -1 had to walls the foor all
night with the baby. Can you think
o surihing woese thaw that? siotham
—Fea; you might have maried sut M
Ghmaahd where the yights are #ix

brow, exactly llke his,

Could she but
steel his slight figure held!
his,

her own.

face—

Nupleton—askin' for you."
“SBoldlers ™
“A whole reglment passin'!™

wood who entered to Napleton.
“Why, Indeed, you should"—

Is taken

ry!”
“Law, Rob caught!”
Poor Rob—luckless Rob!

presently looking up, she found Jim
Napleton on his knees before her,
“l can’t have you cry, Clysta! I can't

good care, belleve me."

She laughed.

“Get up,” sald she. And up stood

the redoublable Napleton, while, as It
would bappen, his orderly burst in, *I
beg pardon, sir, but "tis time, as you
told me to call you, sir.”
“Presently -1 mean now—Jenkins.'
And be nodded In a confusion of words
and love, “Goodby, Miss Renew.” She
was tempted to eall after, “Do you dine
with them tonlght at Ballow's?' but
she did not, remembering Hob's plot.
Foor eaptive Rob!

She sat down, crossing her knees
with her hands, “8o they caught him.
And now Potter and the men are walt-
Ing him at the crossroads with no one
to lead them.” “And,” she went on,
“who could lead llke Rob? Could 1?7
Could 1T get there? And why not?
And wouldn't they follow me? What
was the girl's name In Shakespeare?
Rosalind! Law, I'll be she, 1 willl"

By this time she was In Rob’s room.
Off went the gown and shoes and
skirts, and on went breeches and boots
and then the coat, an admirable fit
considering. The halr was caught In
the knot and topped with a cap.
“Now, then, I'll be Rob, and Rob's
self shall ride to the men at the Forks,
and RNob's self will say, “In falth we
ride to their dinner at Ballow's! Sad-
dle?" said she,

Presently, with Rob’s scarlet, Itob's
spurs, Rob's heart and her own, Clysta
was on the road. The twilight was
long faded, and there was no moon
when she found Rob's lleutenant, Pot-
ter, and the men in hiding in the wood
at the crossroads.

- - L] L] L ]

It was midnight at Ballow's, a hot
July night of 1781. The officers had
dinner in the long room, hung with
antlers, its floor strewn with lynx and
fox and bear skin.

There Ballow, a trim little man—at
his tongue’s end all the gossip of Vir-
ginla—Dbustled about. Napleton was
telling of the capture of his neighbor
and foe, Rob Renew. '

“A good fellow, though,” sald Cap-
taln Renshaw, “And you falled to see
the fair Clysta when on the Beech-
wood road ¥

“Not be, not he!
n"

“Yes, I stopped,” sald Napleton,

“To the lady of Beechwood!" erfed
one, ralsing high a beaker of Ballow's
Canary

They all rose, our officers and gentle-
men taking this little gayety in pass-
Ing. The spluttering candler shamed
their flushed faces,

“And here's to fair Clysta of Beech-
woesl."

At the moment one stood in the door
aad Leard, purl in anger, part in sur-
prise and perhaps a little In pleasure
Turning, they saw the intruder—dusty,
flushed, martial, menacing, the searlet
figure of “Qur Captain Renew."”

Jaws fallen, glasses suspended, they
turned to faee this apparition, debo-
nair and insolent.

“For us of Beechwood,” sald Renew,
“I thank you."
the king's troopers. Striding to the tn-

ble he caught up a bottle still half full
of good Canary,

Don't you belleve

king.” And be did effectively.

They drank with a llne of men be
hind to shout it hoarsely, while a ser-
geant enforced the position with an
admonition to keep hands well up from
hilts and plstols.

Napleton, In open eyed wonder, saw
his quondam prisoner, and he, seeing
Napleton, edged away Into the next
room, near tumbling over Mrs. Bal-
low’s buxom self. “Ah, Mr. Rob, "tls
as in the ol day after the hunt.”

“A gooxd lot of foxes tonight,” sald
Our Captaln,

monthe lng Teaheme Statesmas.

“And vour old acqualntance, Mr. Jim

&

styled “the girl”), her mouth, blue eyes,

have those muscles of
Ah, but
she had his will, and, rather more than
S0 she strutted and
grimaced, “Oh, Captain Renew!” and
“Ah, ecaptaln!” and, Imitating Madam
Pendleton’s voles, “You tomboy!" to
be stopped by Belinda's grinning black

“Mr. Jim Napleton of Gin'ral Wash-
ington’s—and scand'lous ragged for a

The scarlet trappings flew about lke
rose leaves In a gust, and five minutes
after 'twas my little lady of Beech-

“I was passing and could but stop™—

“And 1 eame, besides, to tell you Rob
our prisoner, but don't wor-

How was
be to surprise them at dinner that
night at Ballow's? 8he sat down 1in
dismay, her face In her hands, and,

have you In tears, and a prisoner has

Behind him ecrowded |

“I'll change the toast to George, the

spot, they thought. "Twas not

Of a mood to see, her gown Was| snd then went on
thrown aslde, and presently, before My brother, Captain R. Renew, was
the mirror, In counterfeit presentment, | made prisoner this morning. 1 crave,
stood our Captaln Renew, “Ah, Rob,| ™¥ lord. as a favor, that you may en-
p —— 'l deavor to exchange him for one of these
were I you—were 1 you! But I am."”| prisoners, Mr. J. Napleton of Ipeper
(known among the rebels as *( nel™)

for my lord general,” she sald to Rob's
leutennnt, Potter,

“All's well,” said he, IHe had forgot-
ten this was not the real Captain Re

new, for surely never had Captaln
Rob borne himself more capably. “1'm
reminded that one of the prisoners,
Colonel Napleton, Inslsts on a word

with you 4o

“Does he know that T am not Rob?'
The will was suddenly faint.

“1 fear me he does,” sald honest Pot

ter,
“I'll not gee him; I'll not see him
Get 'em all on to York.,” Bhe looked

despairingly at breechies and boots,

“A great feat, Miss Clystan, and, de
pend on it, I'll bring the prisoners safe
to York,"” sald Potter

Five minutes after she heard the
clatter of hoofs and knew they were
gone, Then she sat down, trembling

at what she had done,

And Beechwood was seventeen miles
awny.

A week after Madam DPendleton and

her niece were at dinner, the latter as
demure and nice as you please In a
confection of a frock, when Belinda

announced a man from York with let
ters,

“From York?' asked madam.

“One from my Lord Cornwallis,” =aid
Clysta, breaking the seal.

“From my lord, indeed, He knows
ns, amnd what says he?’

Sald Clysta, ln some confusion: “A

pretty, n well phrased note, some pe
ply for what was done at Ballow’s:

“My Dear Madam—Surely
loyalty so finely expre
are the toast of us al
I have the pleasur

have had your brother

new, In exchange for their

pleton. With a further exj

sense of debt to your fal

with the sincervet congr n
my dear madam, your humble, de
servant, CORNWALI

“'Tia good of Earl Cornwallis,” sald
Madam Pendleton, “to write you this

V77,
“I thank you,’
after the shock you must
sloned, Fle, Clysta
boots!™
“1 was but Rob—acting as Rob"
“Tut, tut,” said madam. *“Your one

" wadd Captain Reneu

have ocen-
and

bireeches

excuse waa the loyalty of it. And now
I have to tell you James Napleton
your old admirer, is walting to see you
after dinner. Do not keep him walt

Ing.”
First she paused to look nt her frock,

to see how it hung, and if her hai
strayed, and, most of all, If there were
aught of the boy, and ‘twas in contu

slon that she entered. Ile howed and

then sald, “I declare, yon are not like
him."

“Who?

“Rob.”

“Ah, no, not the N t \ud—is the

traveling good, colonel?
“Yes: ronds seemed longer, for T eama
o congratulate you on y i
“You're
o’
“I'm In love.,”

“I'ray, does that alter it?

wir tactics

impertinent, Colonel Naple-

“May 1 tell you that 1 bave that
toast on my lips, “Our Captaln of Bal
I low's? ™

“So they etyled me, did they?

He canght her hand. “They styled
you the dearest lady in the land.”

“Release iy hand.”
| "'"Tis eaptive.”
| “Let it go!"
| "“Say! You've but to say Iit, ‘1 sur
render,' ™

“Oh, if it please you, 1 will. Listen
When my lord and his army become
prisoners of the armles of congress and
King Louis 1'll think on it
! A sixmonth after Ballow brooght
|frut|| his cellar some of that rare C
| nary, captured by a privateer In the

Spanish maln, to drink to Colonel Na
pleton’s lady

For that dire catastrophe had come
when Enarl «
_ll!'t\lll nit

irmwallls'

|
Lier

lines of the victors, while
the drummers beat “The World Turned
'r[']n.-:\la- own, ™

proven so.

Bhe paused, thinking how to sign It

This matter 1 deem feasible. I am, my
lord, y'rs obedlently,
CLYSTA RENEW,
Of Beechwood House, New Kent.
Virginia, July 21, 1781
Ehe folded it and sealed it with the
hilt of Rob's sword for lmpress. “This

| was

I tried to appear as
cool as possible and askel him what
he wanted., ‘1 have come to kill you,
he replied, at the same time taking
from hLls pocket a pistol which he had
galned possession of In some unac-
countable manner., A8 he advanced
toward me his eyes wandered around
the room, when all at once he saw his
own image in a large mirror that hung
the wall, His whole demeanor
changed In an Instant, and, seeming
to forget all about me, be crept to-
wiurd what he supposed to be another
man., Buddenly, with a yell, he raised
the pistol and fired point blank at
bis Image In the glass. The mlirror
broken inte a thousand pleces,
His back was turned to me, and in an
instant I spreng upon him and held
Lim till help arrived. I have always
thought that glass was the means of
saving my life.”

un

What She Recognized.

IPeople like to be told what they al
reqdy know, to hear about old friends
and old Interests, Absolutely new In
formation has nothing In the mind to
hiteh to. This story from the “Mem-
oirs of a Child” Is an {llustration:
probably before the child’'s
began, somebody took her
to a school commencement, and a gen-
tleman made a long, long address, to
which the child Hstened with respect-

unoee,
schooldays

! nntaue axperience of driving tulv Tou

ful attentlon. The general sound of
the words was familiar to her, and she
hardly aware of the fact that she
idid not at all understand.

But all at once he sald something
about a pink sash, and the child look-
e aroumnd at the person who had
brought her and laughed delightedly.
She knew what a plnk sash was, and
she knew he was saying that girls
liked to wear pink sashes. And, oh,
how prefreshing it was! Then and there
the ehild declded that It was a very
nlee speech,

wis

Better Precedent,

The Tunkville Debating soclety was
regular and Watkins

ng wns making an earnest plea
on the affirmative si:‘h- of the question,
“Resolved, That man's every act {s the
result of a selfish motive.”
“I go further than that, Mr. Presl-
dent,” he said, *“About three-fourths
of the things a man does Is because
he's envious of what somebody else
does. The pin headed speaker that had
the floor last on the other side lled like
a pirate when he sald”-
Ilere the president of the soclety
rapped on the desk.
“T'he gentleman must not use such
language as that,” he sald.
“Why not?
“Because it Isn't parliamentary.”
“It may not be parllamentary, Mr.
'resident,”  voclferated G. Watkins
Spurling, loosening his collar and roll-
ing up his sleeves, “but, by gum, it's
Chicago Tribune.

i P '
I sesslon, .

congressional!™
Rules For the Siekroom.
In a sickroom open the door prompt-
without rattling the handle.
Walk In quletly, but do not take os-
tentatious eare to glide In absolute sl
Don't pause and murmur in.
quirtfes to the nurse, but go stralght to
the bed and speak In a clearly audible,
everyday tone to the patient.
Choose toples of Interest that wil
entertain without belng exciting, leav
a few new ideas with your Invalld
a8 food for pleasant reflection after
sour leave taking and making only a
passing reference to the present mala-
dy.
Look as fresh and pretty as the pow
er ln you lles, and thereby act as an
unconscious tonle to your friend. Avold
any article of dress that jJingles or rus-
tlea.
Having risen to say goodby, go In-
stantly without lngering over last
words or pourlng forth exaggeruted
condolences and lLopes.

13y

lence,

Ing

For some time astronomers have tried
to adapt the stereoscope to astronomy,
says Cosmos, Paris, and very satlsfac-
tory rellef photographs of the moon
have been obtalned by taking views at
sufficiently long Intervals and utilizing
the slight swinging of the moon to and
fro In space. The moon appears In ex-
aggerated redlef.

A new rural free dellvery route has
been opened from Sabbatus, Me., In
which the mall carrler enjoys the

towns and three counties In Lis ecircle
of twenty-five miles. The towns are
Webster, Bowdoln, Litchfleld and
Wales, and the countles are Andros
coggin, Nagadahoe and Kennebee,
Vickers, Sons & Maxim have pro-
dueced In the 2,000 ton Manxman the
fastest turbine driven merchant steam-
ship afloat. She completed a two days’
trlal In the firth of Clyde, in which
she attnined a maxlmum speed of
twenty-three and a half knots, which is
about one and a half knots faster that
any turbine driven merchant vessel
yeot constructed.

Not Needed,
“Ido you favor the whipping post for
wife benters ¥
“No,” answered the woman who has
been several tinres married. “The flat-
fron or the stove lifter 1s good enough
for me."—Washington Star

Omt.
“He's out a good deal nights, isn't
he?' “He was last night [ won a
hundred from him."—Clevelknd Plain

Dealer, 1

True diplomacy Is to get all you can
with o8 much courtagy as yon ean.—

From the ceuter of the city, with its
splendid houses and its ceaseless shops,
an electric trum carrles one swiftly to
Rixdorf, a district connected by every
possible means with every quarter of
the ecity, however fushionuble or mang
nificent. And when you reach It yvou
scarcely know that you have left the
fushionable and magnitficent
at all, for on every side of you nre
clous streets, with trees planted st

UL tiv s

curb, and on the other hand tall whilie
palaces rising up with solld dignity to
wird a clear sky; huge houses, Lrigiin

and speckless, with wide o

MW 4

i vailed

many shining windows aud ir

balconles, where creepers twine and
children play; splendid and ool
houses, such as you would look for

with dificulty In almost
of London. It is here th
Ing classes of Berll
ful, thrifty and lal

uny quarter
t the work-
live out their care

fons lives

The jerry builder does not exist In
Berlin. As soou as lamd falls vacant it
Is purchased by companles of recog-
nized repute, often by banking houses,
and ouly such streets are planned
which meet all the requirements of
sanitation and art The houses are
built, awd the working clusses enter
them, the well off renting the ground
awd first tloors, the poorer folk mount-

Ing to the floors above, From the door-
Btep to the fan light In the roof every-
thing is clean and orderly

I have had the pleasure of entering
somne of these flats and talking to thelr
owners, | found the interiors no whit
less plensing than the magnificence of

the des,  1lere, for instance, 18 the
Lo 0 a man who keeps a little
" cer's shop In his front room.

On the walls are shelves bright with
pollshed ching and tin, A stove filled
with  hot diffuses a pleasant
wWiar and shines ‘in all its tiles with
the Inbors of the housewife, A table
spread with aoneat eloth occuples the
center of the room and is set out with
ihe frugal tea of the little family. The
grandmother, with a warm shawl over
shouliders, sits In a high backed

beaming at her visitors. The
good housewife, radlantly clean, hangs
over the back of the chair, nodding a
syupathetic head at every twist of the
conversation. Blg and burly, leaning
against the wall, with his eap in his
hand, his arms folded across his deep
chest, 18 the master of the household—
an ex-seaman, with shining dark eyes,
black balr and a red face.

The big boar hound which pulls the
vegetable eart through the streets
presses his full welght agalnst the
legs of the English visitor and drives
him slowly and resolutely to the wall,
where he holds him prisoner till the
master, laughing, and the housewlfe,
apologlzing, eall him off. We learn
from these good people that they have
their hard times and that it Is often
difficult to €ress the children as they

bricks

het
chair

could wish, but nevertheless they
never go short of food—no, no; that
does not happen in Berlin. As for

work—why, life would be a poor thing
without it, and there I8 usually an
hour or two in the evening when they
can go and hear music at the cafe. Oh,
yes; they are comfortable enough, and
Berlin is pretty good as clties go. But
the country—ah, that's fine, that la!
But everywhere, even In this order-
Iy quarter of the city, there Is evidence
of what the Berliners hate and resent
more than anything else—*"the control.”
“Look!" sald my gulde, a working-
man, a8 we mounted the stalrs of one
of these Rixdorf palaces. His hand
poluted to a door on the flrst floor, and
I saw to my amazement that It was a
police office.  “Yes,” he sald bitterly,
‘they live with us; even In our houses!
The control; always the controll” 1
asked to be allowed to enter, and, hav-
Ing n maglec name on my lips as an In-
troduction, I was permitted to Inspect
the place. The police greeted me In a
pleasant fashion, taking thelr clgars
from thelr mouths and pausing in thelr
games to give me Information. As we
passed out and stood for a moment
looking at the photographs and descrip-
tions of missing citlzens on the wall I
told my gulde that the pollce seemed
to me agreeahle enough.

“They are all right,” he sald, “but
they are only the strings. The people
who pull the strings—ah, those are the
devils! You should see them! Oh, my
heavens, you should!™

But I saw no brutalizing evidence of
the control in my wanderlngs. 1 en-
tered little beer Lonses comfortehle
places, with tables and chalirs and mu-
sle golng eheerfully through the even-
ing, nnd saw no check upon the enjoy-
ment of the people. They have thelr
beor. garlenw fn LDizdorf, thelr wosic
halls and thelr places for lectures and
Soclalist meetings. They walk through
(Le broad streets and pay ealls at each
other's houses and crowd to the Tem-
plehofer feld to see the great milltary
reviews It seemed to me that they
are in happy clreumsinances,

Now, I saw during all my wander-
ings through Rixdorf one half drunken
man, but never did I see a drunken
woman. | am told that drunkenness
among the women is unknown.—Har
old Bigbie In London Mail.

Need Never Heproaeh Himwself.
“What word did her father send aft-
er he had found out about your elope
ment?
“Oh, he wrote me a very kind letter,
gaying he was glad we'd taken that
course, as It relleved him of the ne
cessity of glving his consent and hav-
ing 1t on his mind all the rest of his
life."—Chleago Record-Herald.

. ” ryond Reason,

There be two individuals who eannot
be reasoned with—a girl In love and a
mag who I8 determinédd to run for an

his shoulders rival the width of that
wonder of the anclent world, the Colos
sus of Rhodes, their titanic breadth
reaching ffty feet.

But one among the wonders of Ran
gun, this mighty figure rests near the
fumous Shoay Dagon, the center of the
Burmese Buddhist world, erowned by
the golden pagoda, which rises 300 feet
above it, its walls covered with pure
gold, the gift of a pripee who contrib
uted his welght in gold to the pagoda.
In the Shoay Dagon there are countless
other statues of Buddha, as well as
relica of Gautama, the last Buddha.
All, equally with the huge reclining
Buddha, form a part of the religlous
rites of the Buddhists, for the es.
sence of Buddhism consists in the
struggle to become llke Buddha, to at
tain his perfection by obedience to his
precepts, To do this it 1s necessary al
wanys to have Buddha in mind, and 1t
{8 for this reason that every clty In the
Buddhist world I8 lHterally crowded
with his Images. Buddha himself is
not delfied. [Dotentially every Bud
dhist may attain his perfection, but
only by the eternal Imitatlon of his
practice

But, while statues such as langun's
huge colossus are lmportant in Bud-
dhist worship, of even more importance
are the relics of Buddha.

It was about the Shoay Dagon that
the Burmese made thelr last Aerce fight
when the British came to Rangun, A
Venetlan traveler of 300 years ago vis-
iting the Shoay Dagon has left a de
scription of this famous temple, con-
ceding Its clalm to rivalry with his
own Venlee, that would serve n8 a con-
temroraneous description, and today,
as '1 untold centurles past, the Bur
mese still bring thelr offerings of flow-
ers and frult, candles and paper flags,
to lay before the huge reclining Bud-
dha, whose hands would afford com-
fortable standing room for four of the
worshipers and whose glgantic face
wenrs the strange, lnscrutable expres-
slon of ealm which Is the outward
mark of spiritual Buddhism. — New
York Tribune,

The Turkey's Real Name,

The orlginal name of the turkey was
00cooc00, by which It was known by
the native Cherokee Indlans. It 1s sup-
posed that our pligrim fathers, roam-
Ing through the woods In search of
game for thelr first Thanksgiving
spread, heard the oocoocoo calllng in
the fawmlliar tones of our domesticated
fowl, “Turk, turk, turk.” These first
Yankee huntsmen, mistaking this
frightened cry of the bird for Its real
song, Immediately labeled it “turkey,”
and turkey It 1s to this day. Much
more beautiful and musical was the
Indinn name oocoocoo, the notes pe
cullur to the flock when sunning them-
selves In perfect content on the river
beaches. —Sunset Magazine,

He Told the Truth.

An Irlsh gentleman bad a splendid
looking cow, but she kicked so much
that It took a very long time and It
was alinost lmpossible to milk her, so
be sent her to a falr to be sold and told
his herdsman to be sure not to sell her
without letting the buyer know her
faults. He brought home a large price
which he had got for it. His master
was surprised and sald, "Are you sure
you told all about her?" *“Bedad, I did,
gir,” sald the herdsman. “He asked me
whether she was n good milker. '‘Be-
gorra, sir says I, ‘it's you'd be tired
milking her."—"Beventy Years of
Irish Life."

The Dragon Tree,

The dragon tree (Dracaena draco),
which ylelds the astringent gum resin
called drugon’s blood, 18 an old settler
of the Canary Islands, A veritable co-
lossus of this family once grew in the
town of Orotava, Tenerife, which was
elghty feet in clrcumference at the
base, hollow Inside, with a stalrcase
for visitors to ascend to the branch-
ing top of the trunk. Humboldt re-
marks that its antiquity must have
been greater than that of the pyra-
mids. This glant went down in a hurrt-
cane in 1867,

At a school Inspection some of the
boys found a difficulty In the correct
placing of the letters “1" and “e” In
such words as “belleve,” “recelve,” ete,
when the Inspector sald blandly, “My
boys, 1 will give you an infallible rule,
one 1| invariably use wmyseil The
pupils were all attention, and even the
master pricked up his ears. The in-
gpector continued: “It is slmply this.
Write the ' and ‘¢’ exactly clike and
put the dot in the middle over them.”
London Telegrapl.

indirect Action.

Hix—Did that trip to Europe relleve
your mind of your family troubles?
Diz—Indirectly, yes; it emptied my
pocketbook so successfully that 1 was
obliged to take my mind off my famlly
for awhile to replenish It.— Detroit
Free Press,

On the Pullman.
“Let's get out at the next station and
streteh our legn.”
“0Oh, leave that to the porter.”—Cleve-
land Leader.

Shining In Soclety.
Jim—Seraggs s shining In soclety.
Jam—80? Jim—Yes; private bootblack
for the Goulderbilts.—Princeton Tiger.

A little sorrow may teach more than
many sermcns.—Chicago Tribune.

The tn-l;;:’n man is the less ready
he is to suspect disbonesty In others.—

“That It shonld be so™ Naple

Rev. Doyd ( ‘arpenter.

office New Orjenns Pleayune.

Cleero,

that one desires to do—such an attitude
buoys up the spirit, sends the currents
of energy and skill pulsing through the
body and makes the maximum of ac-
complishment possible,

There 18 nothing of this nature that
will make hard work unnecessary. But
hard work, vivified by the electrie cur”
rent of falth and trivmphant conf
dence, will be multiplied In effect as
if by magle. The human mechanism
In all Its intrlcacles and potencles s
operated by a mental and spiritual dy-
namo the essence of which s falth, con-
fAdence and love, Why let life be op-
ernted at the minimum when dellb-
ernte, persistent effort can awaken the
forces which will make each one the
full man or woman he or she was
meant to be?—Rocky Mountaln News.

THE CRIMINAL SQUIRREL.

He In a Thief and a Murderer and a
Foreat Deatroyer,

1 wish to take away for all time the
character of the squirrel. Ile is a
thief and a murderer. Admired by 1g-
norant clty people and by journalists,
he devotes his life to eating the eges
and killing the young of harmless and
useful birds, which, If permitted to
Uve and Increase, would protect the
forests from harmful insects. By kil
Ing these birds the squirrel takes rank
as a forest destroyer. Moreover, the
red squirrel Is not the only sluner, In
my opinion the gray is almost, if not
quite, as bad.

1 bhave killed many squirrels caught
in the act of eating eggs of young
birds. Any bird that selects a nesting
place which 1s also adapted to the use
of squirrels 1s almost certain to be
ejected. When a forest has been de
stroyed by fires, lumbermen or insects,
it 1s almost lmpossible for natural re-
foresting to take place If squirrels are
abundant in an adjoining tract, because
they eat the seeds, Fifty seeds per
head each day would be a low estl
mate, Yet even this would make 18,
250 in a year. And seeds are not the
only thing. In winter the ground ls
often strewn with twigs that have been
stripped of buds by squirrels. The
trees attacked are generally situated
at the border of a dense forest and
would, If left alone, yleld the greatest
seed crop, A slugle squirrel thus de
stroys in one day thousands of seeds in
the germ, In Montana 1 have seen
the grays rob birds' nests.—Couutry
Life In America.

Pee Hunting In Adirondacks,
There 18 a charm about bee hunting
pecullar to this particular spot, and it
can be enjoyed wherever bees locate,
There were flowers about the camp,
over which we had often noticed hon-
eybees hovering, and the guide sald he
had been watching thelr maneuvers
and it was about time to give them a
chase, Our outfit was very slmple, con-
slsting of a box about four Inches
square, divided into two parts by an
ordinary sllde, the lower compartment
contalning a plece of bread or honey-
comb saturated with a slrup made of
sugar and water bolled, The slide was
pushed Into place and the decoy was
ready for the bee famlily, It 1s easy
to trap a boneybee If one only knows
how.—Leslle's Weekly.

A Thoughtful Empress.

One evening Catherine II. of Russia
had dined in one town and was to re-
turn to bher palace in another some
miles distunt. These Journeys were
made with much ceremony and mag-
nificence. The great slelghs were ready
to start for home. Catherine sat alone
In the imperial aleigh. She Inquired if
the drivers and the footmen had had
dinner. Recelving a negative reply, she
at once left her slelgh. *They have aa
wuech need of dinner as we,” she sald
to her party. And she walted patiently
until the servants had dined.

Not Preciplinte,
Cholly—It was the first time I'd met
Crabbe, mind you, and he actually eall-
el me a fool. Hadn't been talking to
him ten minutes, don’t you know. What
sort of fellah is he, anyway? Mlss I'ep-
prey—Well, he's awfully slow, for one
thing.—Catholle S8tandard and Times,

THINKING TO DEATH.

Melancholy Brooding That Is Worse
Than Discans,
Thousands of people actually think
themselves to death every year by al-
lowing thelr minds to dwell on morbid
subjects.
The idea that vne Lus soloe Incipient
dlsease In one's gystem, the thought of
financlal ruln, that one is getting on In
life without improving prospects—any
of these or a thousand simllar thoughts
may carry a healthy man to a prema-
ture grave. A melancholy thought that
fixes itself upon one's mind needs as
much doctoring as physical disease. It
needs to be eradieated from the mind
or It will have just the same result as
a neglected disease would have.
Every melancholy thought, every
morbid action and every nagging wor
ry should be reslsted to the utmost,
and the patient should be protected by
cheerful thoughts, of which there is a
bountiful store In every one's posses-
slon. Bright companlons are cheaper
than drugs and plasters.
The morbid condition of mind pro-
duces a morbid condition of body, and
iIf the disease does happen to be in the
system It recelves every encouragement
to develop. We need more mental
therapy.—8uggestions,

Happiness and misery are two ex
tremes, the utmost bomnds wherecof we

know not. - Locke
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