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By Austyn

The Roupell Mystery

Granv_llle

CHAPTER XVI.—(Continued.)

“Have you ever known of a case where
a men was foreed to commit an act
azainst his inclination"

“Certainly ; but 1 have never known
of its going to the length of a murder.”

“Nor 1, 1 must confess, thongh that
does not prove that this was not just
such a case—~though I don't believe it
was. But you will admit perhaps that
ene person's hold wpon another may be
strong enough to compel him to enter a
house for the purpose of ustealing a
paper.” .

“Certainly it might; and you would
contend, I presume, that this person hay-
ing so entered the chateau, wes compell-
=d to violence to escape the consequences
of detection?”

“Exactly,” replied Camsagne. “Now the
question Is, not who is the accomplice,
but who is the principal? The princlpal
is the party primarily interested, and he
forces the accomplice to obey. The ac
complice, the mere tool, we cannot hope
to find first as we have no clue to him.
But we may reason as to who his prin-
cipal is, and g0 we may [ind them both.
“The mccomplice will be found when the
principal Ia brought to light."

“Go on," again said D'Auburon, as the
detective pansed,

“I ean't go on,” answered Cassagne.
“1 have just got so far and there I have
atuck. 1 am in the position of a hound
who scents a fox somewhere, but knows
not in what direction to look for him."

“But it seems to me that he cannot
be far oflL”

“Very likely. Fle may be right under
our noses, and we not able to discover It
But our opportunities for investigation
are not yet exhausted by uny means.
There are two people who may be said
w0 be interested parties, sufficiently inter-
ested to be instigators of the crime, and
both must be found, if possible.”

“And they are?”’

“Henry Grabum’'s wife and thelr son,
the latter of whom has long since grown
to manhood. Do not forget that, under
the American law, both of them would
inberit if Madame Roupell died intestate.
1 shall mow try and find them."

“Whom will you look for first?’

“The son—I{for reasons too many to
enumerate.”

“Where will you search for him?"

“In Paris.”

“Why in Paris?"

“Because the prlest told me the woman
-who brought him up went to Paris; be-
aides he was a wild young fellow, and
all wlld young fellows come to Paris
eventually, It is simply a question of
time”

“Whare shall you begin to look for
him ™

“Where all young men of his stamp
aventually are known. Take my word
for it, w, shall find some record of Henry
Graham's son, Philip Graham, on the
records of the police,”

CHAPTER XVIL

Shortly before ten o'clock on the fol-
{owing morning, Cassagne and D'Auburon
sntered the bureay, whers under the di-
rect wupervision of the commissary the
records -of the department of police are
preserved for future reference. Cassagne
way evidently ‘well known to the officers
of the bureau. In a few minutes such
books and indices ns he required were
placed at his disposal.

D'Auburon stood by intently watching
his pringipal as be turned to the index
page of a huge volume, Reaching the
tetier “G" be ran lis eye rapidly over the
names, which were arranged in the order
of their date of entry. He started In at
the top of the page full of confidence;
as his finger traveled down the column,
however, his face grew perceptibly longer.
When be redched the bottom, he gave uu-
Aible expression to his disappointment by
exclaiming :

“Philip Grabam eitber was never un-
der police surveillance at all, or he chang-
2d his name when he came to Faris.”

As the detective uttered these words,
an idea suddenly oceurred to D'Auvburon.

_ “Look nder the name of the woman
in whose charge he was placed. [If he
took any other name than his own, what
more natural than he should take hers?"

“That's a good suggestion.” said Cas-
sagne. “Her name was Marie La Seur,
as | recollect it—yes, that was it. Marie
lLa Seur, I'll trouble you lor that *L'
volume."

D' Auburon handed it to him, and the
search commenced afresh, UPresently Cas-
sagne oxclaimed: 3

“Here is Philip Ta Senr. I shouldn't
be wurprised if you were right. Page
filty-three.”

“Hold on & minute. Don't be disap-
pointed if it shouldn't prove to be the
man. La Seur is a common enough name,
and there are over two millions and a
balf of people in Parls to draw from,
Here's page ffty-three; now let me see
what it says."

The two men leaned over the book as
they scanned the page before them. Then
they read:

“Philip La Seur, placed under police
survelllance by order of the commissury.”

“We bave him " exclaimed IFAuburon,
in a tome of trimmph. “We bave him
now, for certain”

“Not too fast, my friend: not too fast.
Yei's see what this foot note in"

At the bottom of the page was written
n red ink:

“Toulon, seventeen years, forgery.”

An expression of intense disappoint-
ment spread itsell over the face of the
detective. D'Auburon, also, understdod.
Philip La Sear could have served out
but little more than half his sentence.
Consequently he could have had no hand
in the commission of the crime.

For a few minutes both men were en-

nonplused. At length Cassagne,

“] shall not be satisfied untll I have
eramined the state papers relating to this
md*!hi Philip

=1 How do you know there
mm“hnlemwthdm-
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“1 must eonfess that did not even occur
to ma.*

“Wall, it ocourred to me; and in any
event it will be time well spent to look
over the record of the trial, Philip La
Seur may have called witnesses to testify
in hls own behalf—to speak, for instance,
of his former good character—and who
koowa what we may learn from them?
CGo out and get a eab, while 1 take down
the number of the case and put away
these books."”

“To the Palais de Justice."

Ax they ere about to step into a cab, a
newsboy approached them, erying:

“Horrible murder! A body found in
the Sgine!™

“Buy a paper, I'Auburon,” said Oas-
sagne, as he leaped Into the vehicle.

D'Auburon did as requested, and jump-
ing into the cab after his friend, spread
the sheet just wet from the press out
upon hls knees.

“Ah!" be ejaculated, “this plot thick-
ens with a vengeance. Whom do you think
the murdered man is?"

“1 cdnnot guesd.”

“It is Vougeot, the detective whom the
prefect of pelice placed on the track of
Jules Chabot.”

L] - L] L - L] .

It was not a voluminous document, the
report of the trinl and convietion of
Plilip La, Seur, To be sure, no one from
A perusal of it could have argued the
identity of the pwlsoner In the case with
the Philip Graham of Belliers. But were
the facts gleaned from the evidence con-
clugive? Certninly not. There were
points of identity, bowever, which were
guite marked; the age of the prisoner
uearly corresponded with that of the man
they were lookiug for; he had not been
all his life in Paris; he bad neither father
nor mother living—>but beyond that there
was little enough about his family his-
tory, The court had offered to appoint
u lawyer to defend him, which offer the
prisuner had refused and bad made a not
unable speech in his own behalf, which
in all likelilood had been the means of
sensibly Jdnfluencing the court, for In
pronouneing sentence, the judge had ex-
pressed his regret that the prisoner had
misused his talents to commit the erime
with which he stood charged. Though
he examined all the papers connectad
with the case, Cassagne was unable to
discover anything by which the identity
of the two persons could be more fully
extablished.

“We have yer the Jocket,” he eald, at
length, “hich perhaps may help ns"

“But it is the locket of Henry, not
Philip Gralam,"” said 1) Auburon.

“l bave not forgotten that replied
the doteetive. “But a family likeness is
a strong thing sometimes. This portrait
of Henry Grahum 15 undonbtedly a good
likeness, Hecolieet that Dr, Muason, the
laundress, the janitor at Blols and the
priest at Belliers have all recognized it as
bis portrait. It was taken when he was
quite a young man. Sometimes' father
and #on, at the same age, very closaly re-
gemble ench other, If there should be a
stroug  likeness between the portrait and
Philip La Seur whom should you take
the latter to he?"

“Why, Philip Grabam, of course, as we
hnve all along hoped; but what of that?
We have no portralt with wlich to com-
pare it ;

“You forget,” replied Cassagne, “the
admirable collection of photographs ut
police headquarters.”

*Which is under the strict surveillance
of the prefect of police. Do you sup
pose he would allow us to look at them,
when our success means his defeat? Not
exactly ; why, we could never get beyond
the door.”

“1 will take care of that,” replied M
Cassagne.

M. Cassagne, on parting with his
friend, buttoned up his coat with the
alr of & man who preparcs himself for
energetic action, nnd passing across the
river, plunged into the most intricate re-
cosses of the Latin Quarter. Before
crossing the river, bowever, he had stop-
ped at a famous confectioner's and pur-
chased a box of bon-bons. What did M.
Cassagne want with such things?

Arrived ot a house in the Rue Bat-
tiney, M. Cossagne stepped inslde the
hallway and pressed his finger on a small
white button. The sound of an electric
bell ringing upstairs was nlmost lmmedi-
ately followed by a voice exclaiming
down the speaking tube:

“Who is there?"

“Is that Madame Cresson?” inguired
the detective, In o I6w but distinet voice.

“It s y

“I am Alfred Cassagne. Let me come
upstaire. 1 want to see you about im-
portant business.”

A clanging sound was heard, and a
black door which had hitherto prevented
ingress to the stairway, released by a
spring, swung wlowly back upon ita
hinges. The detective stepped on to the
winirs, and, closing the door after him
with some care, ascended to the second
story.

A wmall, dark-complexioned woman,
apparently about twenty-five years of nge,
opened the deor of one of the npartments,
and invited hiin to enter. The room was
neatly furnished and was evidently one
of & suite, At a table near one of the
windows a little girl sat-doing sums on a
slate, Bhe had the black bair of her
wother; a beaotifpl, saucy, plquant
mouth ; eyes of ‘a deep, scintillating blue;
and a little figure that was the very per-
fection of childish grace. She arose on
the entrance of the detective, and ran
toward him, holding out both hands.

“Ah! Papa Alfred, how do yon do?"
she exclaimed. *“Have you brought me
some bon-bons ™'

“A kiss fint,” cried the detective, lift-
ing ber in his arms.

Mile Celeste Cresson having complied
by placing both arms arpund his peck
and putting her charming mouth to bis,
he set ber down on the floor and bade
her search for the bon-bons, in the course
of which she brought to light a great
many articles of Papa Cassagne’s pecu-
liar ealling, all of which she placed in
her apron, declaring she would never sur-
render them,

At length, having found her bon-bons,
her playmate was at liberty to address

himsolf to the young mother, whoe all

this time had been standing by clapping
her hands, and seemingly evincing as
woeh delight, when a wig or a ' pair of
handeuffs was unearthed from the depths
of the detective’s capaclous pockets, as
the child herself.

Mme. Rosw Cresson, from whose face
all trace of amusement had now vanished,

| apd who sat ensily in her chair prepared

to listen to the detective, was n woman
with n history., Married at an early nge
and cruelly deserted by bher husband, she
had been thrown upon her own resources.
There were many occupations open to her
by which she could have earncd a living.
8he could bave found employment In
dressmaking had she chosen, for she was
un expert with her needle. . She could
have tanght the piano, or set up as &
transiator of foreign documents, for she
was a very fine linguist. FHer personal
charms and accomplishments were great
enough to have induced many a theat-
rical manager to take her up, and proba-
bly she would have drifted on to the stage
1f it had not been for a slight Incident
which turned her from It, and presenting
an opening in an entirely new field, de-
cided her to adopt her present calling.

One day sho entered the Bon Marche
to do some shopping. She had made her
purchases, paid for them and hiad reached
the door when a heavy hand was laid
upon her shoulder, Turning, she was con-
frouted by one of the Roorwalkers, who
accused her of taking a piece of silk from
the counter, Indignant at the charge, she
made an impoassioned nppeal, on the spur
of the moment, to & gentleman standing
near. Her appeal was successful. The
gentleman accompanied hier into the office
of the mannger, beenme voucher for her
honesty, and offered if given half an
hour’s time to produce the stolan prop-
orty. The time was accorded him, and
he left the office, to return with the piece
of silk in question, which he had com-
pelled a notorious fpmale shoplifter to
disgorge just as she was being bowetl out
by an obsequious shopman to her carringe.

“You had better strike the Marquise de
Brabant from your hooks, monsieur,” he
had observed, laconleally, when the man-
nger Insisted that one of bis best ¢
tomers had been Insulted. \

“That woman's real name Is Bergeret.
1 thought everybody knew her, Now you
will p]fnoe pay this Iady five hundred
francs, 'and let her come with me, 1 can
promise you she will Inastitute no action
for damages.”

The manager was thunderstruck.

“Who are you?" he gasped.

“1 am Alfred Cassagne; you may have
beard of me. Good morning.”

Then he took litile Celeste Cresson in
his-arms and, accompanied by the grate-
ful young mother, left the store. She
wns half fainting when he lifted her into
a cab. He felt that It would be sheer
brutality to leave her. He seated him-
self beside her, and bade the driver seck
the address she gave him. On the way
Mme, Cresson sat up and told him her
and history. She must find work soon,
she confessed, for her money was nearly
exhausted, Then it was that he told her
how to enter a new profession.

“The proprietors of all those Ilarge
stores would give you business, if 1 spoke
to them. 1 also will give you employ-
ment.”

That was how Mme. Cresson became &
female dotective, and at the time of this
interview hnd become the most fnmous io
her line in Paris,

(To be continued.)
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The Cameo.

The true nature of & cameo |8 very
much misunderstood by the publle gen-
ernlly. Most people think It 18 the stone
itself, when In reality the method of
cutting ls what produces the cameo,
The real menning of the word Is un-
known, Its derlvation having never
been discovered; but, correctly speak-
ing, cameos are small sculptures exe-
cuted In low rellef on some substance
preclous elther for its beauty, rarity or
hardnoess,

There are emerald cameos, turquolse
caneos, shell cameos, coral cameos
Indeed, nny substance that lends Itself
to earving in such minute detall 2a0
be used for cameo cutting and nearly
all precious stones, except dinmonds,
have been so used for Intaglios, bul
never for cnmeos.  Kmerald I8 the most
common preclous stone from which
enmeos bave been made, and there ure
somevery line emerald portralt cam-
eos In  existence, notably those of
Queen Elizabeth in the Britlsh muse
am.  Shell cameos were first made o
the fifteenth century.

Banded onyx is generally used fou
cameo work because of It hardness
and coloring, and It {8 this fact that has
caused the misapprebension, the stone!
belng used s0o much In making camoos
that It has now become better Known
a8 “cameo” than by Its right name.—
St. Louis Globe-Democrat, “

Motherly Wisdom,
Anxious Mother—Mr. Wllling may be
a gentleman, my dear, but you can't
afford to marry a man who wears plat-
ed links in hls coffs
Pretty Daughter—But bow do you
know that he does, mumma?
Anxlous Mother—Whenever he calls
{n the evening you have black strenks
on your shirt walst the next mornling.

Her Wish.

Tess—Yes, 1 wish all men were bach-
elors.

Jess—What! TTow could we get mar
rled If they we.e to be?

Tess—Oh ! 1 don't mean pem1nrmt1,r,1
but just long enough to learn to kew
on buttons and to mend their clothes— :
Philadelphia Dress.

{
It Hurt Him, i
“Gea whizz! 1 wish I could find the
fellow who stole my umbrella—" |
“Ohb! eut It ount! Why do you make

n fuss over a little thing llke that?"
“Little thing? Why, man, | dctually
bought that umbrelln.,"—Philadelplla

Press

A Bahy,

A baby—that which makes homae
happler, love stronger, patience great
er, hands busier, nights longer, days
shorter, the past forgotten, the future
brighter.—Rupert's Magazine.

You don't bave to be a carpenter o
bulld a fo)tuws

— —

Value of Co-Oper«tion.
8ir Horace Plunkett, member of the
British houss of parllament, who has
been In this eountry recently, sald In

an address to amgricultural students
that there was “not a single county,
not a parish, in Ireland where the
farmers are not completely revolution-
lzing the entire business of farming by
Introducing co-operative methods.” And
It might be added that there |s scarce-
Iy a farming district In the United
Btates where more benefits canont be
realized by a cloger co-operation of the
tarmers. The farmers are understand-
ing each other better each year and
are coming closer together In all mat-
ters which pertaln to thelr mutual in-
terests, but there are still greater possi-
bilitles ahead. Describing the 900 co-
operative organizations of peasants in
Ireland which he was Instrumental In
establishing for the purpose of compe-
tition with commercial industries, fore-
Ing out middlemen, compelling rall-
roads to provide better facifitles, and
dlctating more favorable legisiation to
paruament, done: “The first thing was
to Introduce a system of agricultural
sducation which extended Into every
branch of the Industry, teaching the
farmer, for instance, to purchase every-
thing he requires, Implements and ma-
chinery, of the very best quallty. They
combined to consign in bulk and dis-
tribute thelr goods In the market. They
sombined to ralse working capltal for
thelr operations, They combined to
awn breeding animals. “They did just
what you are doing here, brought scl-
ence Into farming by getting It Into the
schools. They had the same system of
Instructlon and experimentation sup-
plied by your government."

New Varlety of Tobacco.

A new varlety of tobacco, valuable
for clgnr wrapping, was first raised In
Connectlcut from seed brought from

47D Florida and whlich

4 originally came
from Sumatra. Af-
ter very careful and
satisfactory tests
results have proved
beyond a doubt the
value of this varl-

ety for growing
coinmercially, to-
gether with the fact
e - — that the seed comes
THE PLANT. true to type year
after year when saved under bog. The
name Unecle Bam Sumatra was glven
to this varlety. It Is a clgar wrapper
variety of tobacco and adnpted for
growlng under shade In the clgar wrap-
per producing regions The plants
reach an average height of about elght
feot at the time of maturity, and they
bear an average of about twenty-six
leaves before topping. The cured leaves
will average about
sixteen lnches  In
width by twenty
Inches In length, al-
though the slze varles
aocording to field and
ctiltural conditions
The yield of the crops
of this varlety Is high,
belng ns much as
1,600 pounds of cured
tobacco to the acre

conditions. The percentage of the best
grades of wrapper In these crops la
corfespondingly high.—Exchange.

Value of Beet Sugnr Producis,

Some Iden of the mngnitude of the
beet sugar Industry In  the United
States can be glven by estimating the
value of the beets sold by the growers
to the factorles and of the relined
sugar placed on the market by the fac
tories last year,

1f we assume that the average price
pald for beets In 1906 was $5 per ton,
the totnl value of the 4,290,112 tons of
beets harvested Is §21,180560, [f we
eathmate the value of the sugnr at 4%
cents per pound, the 7,224,000 pounds
of sugar manufactured were worth
$43,025,080, FProbably the assumed

THE LEAT,
under favorable

'prices both for heets and for sugar muy

be a trifie below those actunlly recelv-
ed, but these figures are sufliclently
securate to Indleate the magiitude of
the industry.

Ripening Green Tomatoes.

Often when frost comes there are
many tomatoes on the vines that are
nearly full grown, but that have not
yet ripened enough to send to market,
I have picked such tomatoes and put

m In a ocool, dark plice to ripen
slowly and sent them to market when
the supply had run low and’prices run
high, says a writer In New England
Homestead. But for home use a bet-
ter way Is to pick the smaller ones
from the vines and then hang up the
branch in the cellar, darkening the
windows and keeping the place cool.
They will ripen slowly, and one may
indulge In ripe tomatoes In January.
when those grown In a hothouse and
not ms large or any better flavor are
selling at 20 cents a pound or more.
Try It

Wintering Cabbage.

One of the slmplest ways of keeping
eabbage s to store in an orchard or
some sheltered place, often alongside
a fence which has been made tight by
n liberal use of straw. The cabbages
nre stored with thelr stems on und are
placed head down and as close together
na possible, Two or three tlers are
often imade, the heads of the second
tier being placed betwaen stems of the
lower, and %o on, the plles being made
of any width and length desired. The
whole 18 covered with Ieaves, salt grass
hay or straw and a little soll, rails,
brush or litter. Small unsalable heuds
when stored In this way in November
will continue to develop durlwg winter
and frequently sell as well as any In
February., Small quantities may be
stored by plowing out two or three fur-
rows ten or twelve inches deep on n
well drained site and placing the heads
with their stems up as close together
ns possible. Some prefer to lay them
but one or two thick, while others will
pile them up two to two nod a half
feet high, bringing them to a point
The pile Is then covered with straw,
salt grass hay or a thin layer of straw
and then séveral inches of soll. They
nare stored before freesing, and when
the soll covering them is frozen It may
be coverad with strawy manure or any
other litter to keep the soll frozen uw
til the cabbages are needed for sale.

An Electirie Incubator,

Electricity has been applied to ineu-
batlon by Otto Schultz, an electrician
of Strassburg, and (s the result of three
yenrs of experimentation, The appara-
tus Is made for 60, 100 or 200 eggs, and
18 designed to obviate the duficalties
connected with the ordinary form of
Incubator, The manipulation of the ap-
paratus |8 very slmple, nnd Its mainte-
nanee depends only upon an uninter-
rupted supply of electricity.

An automatie attachment keeps the
temperature within one-tenth of n de-
gree of the normal temperature of In-
cubation, The degree of saturation of
the alr Is kept in the same manner,
Under ordinary conditions, ninety
chickens can be counted on out of 100
eggs Incubated. The quantity of elec-
ticlty required Is very small, for an in-
cubntor holding fifty eges, ten to twen-
ty wafts being sufficient, depending
upon the temperature of the onter alr.

For ralsing the chickens after they
are hatched, an electrle “mother” has
been devised, The upper part Is de-
voted to the freshly hatched chickens,
while the lower part Is arranged so
that the chicks can run around on the
ground and at the same time find heat
and protection when they desire. The
electrle Incubator has already proven
very successful,

Teat Secds at Home,

The Depuartment of Agriculture In
order to ald farmers to determine for
themselves without much trouble the
germination value of seeds has lssued
a short pulletin on the subject. A very
shnple apparatus for sprouting secods
I8 described, It couslsts of a shallow
basla In which is placed & small fint of
porous clany. The seeds, after having
been sonked, are lald  between two
sheets of molst blotting paper or fAan-
nel. A pane of glass coverd the dish,
which should be kept In a temperature
of about T0 degrees, Atmosphere of
an ordinary lving room is sultable If
the apparatus Is left near n stove at
night, Several kinds of seads mny be
tested at once at a trifiing cost. The
bulletin eautions the farmer agalnst
extremes of heat or molsture,

Ferilller Teanta with Corn,

Fertilizer tests with corn In Virginia '

sliow clearly that plowing under green
legumlnous crops 18 a highly benefielal
practice and that where this ls fol-
lowed only moderate amounts of fertll-
ity will be necessary to glve lnereased
ylelds. When vegetable matter I8 lack-
Ing, however, beavy applieations of fer-
tillzer seem  advisable—Andrew M,
Boule.

Ferm Glennings,

There Is no standard for judging the
gninen fowl, They should, however, be
of uniform shape, great aTh—lty nogd
reasonuably good producers” of  eggs
Thelr entire egg erop 18 produced In
summer,

Ditter cream comes from  keeping
erenm too long from cows that have
been milked since early last spring, It
Is best to churn every few dnys, even
thouhg there In otly & small churning
on hand,

In setting out the new frult trees be
sure and lenve plenty of spneg between
them. You must make allowance for
the groath of the years, Crowded trees
Interfere with one another apd have
thelr frult bearing possibilities checked.

The potato storeroom must be dark,
cool, well ventllated and dry. There
should be a double floor beneath where
jarge quantities are plled together,
There should niso be opportunities for
ventlation nt the walls, snd ut Inter
vils through the plle,

A good condition powder, to be fed In
\imited quantities to the brood sow, s
composed of a teaspoonful ench of cop-
peras, sulphor and s half cupfol of oll
meal, Give once ench day for ench sow
welghing 250 pounds. It Is veedless to
say that all tonies should be given only
when the animal Is out of condition

CRIME O0F HUNTING.

This In n Flea for the Old-Fashioned
Sportsman.

No onp who knows anything about
| the trade of making and selling books
|wlll misunderstand the motives of the

nature writers who are protesting at

tevery possible opportunity sgalust the
wicked practioe of hunting game with
a gun instead of a kodak, says the Lou-
Isville Courier-Journal. They know the
!pm\‘er of priater's Ink. They need ad-
vertising and they secure it, But the
nature lovers, whose excltement over
the crime of hunting is due to the ef-
forts of the writers, are doomed to dls-
appolntment and are somewhat desery-
Ing of ridicule, They should know bet-
ter than to take serlously the gentlemen
,who champlon the cause of the coyols
and the timber wolf for the vulgar por-
pose of ralging scads and who denounce
the savagery of the sportsman becanse
every line that (s printed upon the sub-
Joct of thelr vlews lncreases the prob-
ablity of malea

The project of preserving game to the
1am‘l that amateur photographers and
\ makers of hooks shall have an oppor-
‘ tanity to study wild anlmals and birda
will bardly appeal to any consideraole
number of lnw-makers.

Of course hunting as a form of recre
| atlon for human beings would not be
| Indorsed by a congress of wild animals
but was pork packing as a legitimate

Industry ever Indorsed by a hog? Did
hg right-thinking hen ever look with fa.
vor upon the pastime of enting fried
chicken a la Maryland! Was a steer
‘ever known to regard the ralsing of cat-
 tle for the deliberate purpose of making
tbootn of their hides, beef of thelr flesh
and glue of thelr hoofs, as just and
hwumane !

It Is easy to exaggerate the cruelty
of hunting and to picture the sports
man as a savage, eatlating his thirst
for gore by shedding the blood of the
Innocents, But, getting down to brass
tacks, the deer, although somewhat ap-
pealing to the eye, Is not n whit mors
Inuocent than a fut hog wallowing In
a mud puddle and enjoying life with s
zesl never experienced by the timid,
nervous beast of the forest, accustomed
from Infancy to start at the snapping
of a twig and bound away at the sight
~f an enemy.

e o o e e o e e ]

i THE SYSTEM DID NOT WORK %

el e e o e o

Hdueationn]l theories which survive
mny generally be considered to have
| Bome good In them., Nevertheless, even
the best of them sometimes fall to work
1qulw satisfactorlly. An Instance Is giv-
|en by a school tencher, who relates her
experiences In a late magaezine. Bhe
was teaching a country school on the
priiries of Nebruskn. The puplls were
mostly children or French-Canadians
In those days the !dea of tenching the
| yery little ones by means of pictures to
represent the words was regarded as
the best system, and primers teemed
with columuns of words in blg print, nnd
descriptive pletures dpposite,

One day a little black-eyed French
Canadlan man child, who was so this
and tiny he could almost be taken foa
f gplder, came up to my desk to “say
his lessons.” His eyes shone, and he
benmed all over with an “I'vegot-it"
sxpresslon, Incongruous ns it may seem,
little Frederie had a terrible bass volos

e knew his letters, and as 1 point
ed to the letters. of a word he roared
“Len-k 1" He looked at the pieture of »
bottle of Ink opposite. “Dottle,” he
finally decided,

1 hnd to say It was Ink.

“V-nt—-tub."

1 explained that It was vat.

“P-l-g—hog.”

I wis obliged to say It was pig, Fred
erle wns discouraged.  THow could e
know It wina pig when they always sabd
Gog at home?

The little volee trembled on the next
word,  “P-u-ll A Jong walt, thea
taintly, "Bucket,"

1 knew the children nll sald bucket
but 1 suld this word wos pall, and
Froderie was almost In tears

The next word was horse, and oppo
gite wns o picture of a little colt and
{ts mother. Frederle spelled “H-0-r-g-e*
and 1 polnted to the pleture. This thae
he hesitated not n second. “Colty !" he
ronred, trinmphantly,

1 aald, *No,"” very gently,

“Mare," he hazarded, looking at ths
mot her,

“No, deary, It spells horse” I had
to Bny.

Poor ttle fellow! 1 was as discour
aged with the “system” an he was )
' gudd he might take the snme words for

the pext lesson, and he returned to b
sgent crostfallen, Inoa few minutes my
noxt clnss wans Intorrupted by  the
weavy volee of the game little fellow
l “Quy, teacher, we got a horse m
home, an' It aln't got no colt, an' ws
' got n mare, an' she's got the nleest lie
o' colt 1™

Alas for the book-makors! Thel
wisdom was confounded by the workley
knowledge and experlence of a ting
B-year-old farmer boy!

The Noose,

Teacher (expectantly)—Now, chid
dren, how many of your can tell me
what a Inaso I8%
| willle (hurrledly ralsing his hand)—
Please, ma'am, It's a long rope with »
running nose at the end.—Judge.

l Horrible,

“Hnve yon a smoke nulsance In yom
town*

I “In our town? It I8 ususlly on ow
front gallery! The young man whbe
1s ealling on my daughter Ik a clgn
rette smoker."—Llouston Post




