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Wo bail to ring threee times be-

sty ot thomght of nuswering our

moss.  ‘Then the door was opeuod
petonsly. and an old woman peored
woat of her speotacle

“Uh, be yon the nosses?” she mum

“You may come tn "

“How kind 1" suid Kathleen in my

Dot yon feel gratitiod. Agnes,

thin gracions parmission '

[ Ble waitied till our traps wore depos:

In W ball, then shut snd looked

“Une never knows what moy hap
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Her cond fo cast sunpriotons aliadows

the low, dark halk Wa oounld

I the dust of agos ws we followed
boumkooper up stairs.  Sho told nt

Mg whe differont rooms  and in-

med ue thing some of them werd

B, but whe didn’t rightly know

“What n delightful house!” said
leety wloud, snd her voloo echowd
away il disturboed the brooding st
1 wanited to hash ber, for 1 kept
Ui e o 1 woro nt chorch. **Socheer
" rang aut hor voloe.
¥ your room, " said onr guide,
Wing gt the top of the stairs 0
Mithe, “and  that's the master's i
I that cho turned and weat into the
regions we had left behind, and we
bd ourve lyes wtanding in o passnge
by & single small lamp, with
bags in onr hands and our hearts
o ng rather vapidly.
| thooght thero must be somothitig
about it said Kathleen. *'Dr
RLlo win w0 very reserved. i
It i charming, "' I aflrmed “Now,
L we introdoce onmselves to our pa-
or to onr room?'’
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brvathing bwovily  Heo was un old wisn
Flim wkiin wis ws ol low s i London fog,
his oyen wore so wupnkon uhder nhingtiry
brvws thst st fAret might  he seemnl to
bowve mone The vowmo was cony fort liss [y
Ehit oxtreme  The flre was nearly out
nndan wotrbmaded  limp u||1..|.'|~d-|||a||.|
the table by his el
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you ought to bo ghie @ do withost i
Hlas Jumos some (0

“Who s Jumes?

*Jans, bie's oy eolehman, of counrs
Who vh (il wos thonk e was?  Ring
tho twll, oan't you? | wll yom | wont
Jdutpes o come ap Ho's Been eolleet ing
my renls I wunt o seo bim alsont
lll‘ m

It's enther Inte in the day to be do

g binislne satill Kathleon
He turisd nmdd stared e her
Who's thut 2 he  asked, pointing ot ‘
her with o bouy Buger

"Rl bs your uurse, " said 1 |
“Bond e Chaar's qqnite
1 o por Odnige Lo pay TW o Burses,
I wnll I oninged you, bnt I pever
wngrageesd bor Bend her aw ayt** ‘

e Juse pow, L answored, **E am podng
wway, snd  yonr seconid porse will PLlI-"l
with yom L ahall sit up with you to- |
night, s I nm goinig tO rest now '

Kathloon followed me to the door, look
g sligghtly seared

I wish von joy. dear, " said L "Wa

have a (elightfol case for our st 1 |

Whet 1 awoke from my nap, | found
Kathiloen by the fire in oo room nod |1|
pion Little teal waiting for me ‘

“PDan't thank M Jones for that,™
wald she, “or espeot 1o find sucel things |
growing in this house  1f you weo hun |
BTV, You most go nnd forpgee nlvmt in
i lnrder for something to sat.  1f you
haven't got the gonibos which distin
gutshos everything 1 do, probably yot
wott 't O auvihing At all eveots, par
ke froely now, for yoa have a loug
night bofore yon ™

e wae very tired, and 1 loft her to
sloop as bemt she oould in our spder

nway, then

enough
yim

hauutesd room

1 was =imply astonished at the change
Kathleots had wrotght in the siekroam
PThe only thing which seemed the Kaine
wis aur purent, and he lowikind edeaner
Kathleon nftorward wold me that she bl
paver found it a0 diffienlt 1o persudoe
any ape to ler hor wash him

O Has she gone?' nsked Josinh

Yo whe's gone to bed, " sntd L

sldaus to bed! Whoss Iwed? 1 won't
hive her slosping in one of my Desda

“Yor, 1t's all rght” 1 said, “and
now  you st et me settle for the
night.’

“Yon aren't going  to wash me!"" he
eried, “Tho other one lus just done it

Na, no, (0°s all right. { won't wnsh
you agin o ight. ™
© Wihen he had taken his midicine nnd
wis sottlied comfortably, 1 sat by the fire
in the darkened roam, unid  strunge
thonghis Cama 1o moe How wns it that
my life had drifted lnto this? Five youars
loaghtiess girl, with searce-
il dress und ploasare and
1y frivnds thought it eccen
my youth like this,
1, and conld not seo
to do something use
However it was, here
1 found myselfl, & girl who bhad been
shielded from all the roughiness nnd
troubile of life, in the very presenco of
suflering and death, playing sy impor:
taait part in the trnggedy which I felt sure
woulil end goon, for I kuow the look of
denth so well that pommotimes 1 saw it
with soarcely a shndder.  Our patient
did not seeim consciuis of his condinion
Flo lay thers o his large and _lmwl_v
hinse withont ong friond or rolative be
sido him, lvwas sind cnwe for onr first

It grow moro ant] more m_lvul_ An
uih foll oug of the grate, and it nfmmh-d
a8 if & thunderbolt had burst. 1 Jlim;n:d
in my chair and felt a thrill all down
) Then | bogan 10 think of the
lonoly sitnation of the honse umi‘kl.lu'
distanco between the two old earotd lrra
and mo i anything shonld happon.  Aft
or awhilo the si Jones teemed with e.'mu.ll-
Jos  BOISOR | heard " long BW mh: lf
queer wil ling—moro like n lmmn‘n ory
than the wind—an piter pattor, b bltr.:,z.‘
ing, o faint tapping, wigh.  Awmd l (L l'!ll

g thnd every now and

ago Twnsat
ly i caarm boye
friondship. N
trie to * waste!
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through my desire
ful in the worll
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{ wm not superstittons I firmly be

i the result of
favn thnt superstition 18
t'l;mr-.uhm and  that oduented lm;pl(;
1 A
onght to despise it. Bat 1 bogan to 1::,;]
ax if porhaps there was mare than '1_ -
those sapersLTio
thought in same of B R
1y {hey conld not have I :
r:ll::‘u-nm if thvere had boen DG truth in

. ! L1
lh" ::l}u and fotch mo my rent book.
I noarly seraamed. His \'ulloe had come
1y upon my thoughts. .
ul‘!fﬂt;!?: t{nlrp; cried the thin high

e him to lic down
1 tried to persunde ‘ st
and go to sleop but be g-nm so excll l

¢ b wos teembling so

that toquiot him | wis abliged to yleld.

""Where bs 102 1 ankes),

It wan down stalms in one of those
horeiblo dosertad rooms

“Wouldn't you vather walt till the
morning ' 1 aslosd

“No, fotoli v now, now!  Bosldes,
l?wu you can look roond sl ses thut
tiore e no barglans about. They know
o 1 and st ve got o grsat sam of
wioney heree 'm only walting till 1 got
vottor W take bt myself to the bank '

s volos grow wililer and wildor, He
urgod e o, and | went, for nothing
elso could quiet bim 1 ook a Hghted
oiindlo with e, aid ax | fousd my way
down the orenking st my hsart
thomped agaiost my stde

L wure | heard n low growl at the
foot of the stairs Asthe iokering Lght
of my canille toved anwaed i the dark
ness 1§ poetnodd Lo disperse countloss shisd
ows thit busd i shapes 1 thonght |
W the outlines of w grinsing bead

| Mea dones bind soid some of thess roorms

were o iod —supposing  this one wos!
Bonnothing scuttled awny. 1 st my oan
dle down, wfraid 1 should drop it, my
Bomothing fell
with u thod on the tuble, and that was
toer e for e Soatehing up iy oan-
dle, 1 tuened and il
out, but the feeble (lieker of the lamp
up wtades gaddesd me, und 1 stambled on,
not daring 1o take a bpeath il 1 found
wys lf opee more in s slekroom 1
migew fonnd «ut that the hibrary
wils awunining with oookromhes and
mion

Ol Jowiah biod fortonmrely fullen into
w oo, w0 1 sdttled myself in oy chidy
npenin, having geutly made up thoe fire
Wonld thin nwfol mght nover pass? 1t
wiis pnow 2 o'cloek, sl it semed Tike
thoy beginning of otoruty

Tiek. tick, tick ! What was that?

Tk, tick, tiok!

I kpew —ie was the death spilder, 1 had
henrd of the horrid thing bafore, wird
hid ot belioved i ity existonse.  But |
hd pevir befare spint o oight with o
dying mun o o hanuied. hogeae I stole
wiftly to the bedside, but Le wis sleop
ing pieely  Ho bhad several doys o live
wtill

“Well, how did yon get an? What sort
of & night hud you*

Kuthloen wis 1ike y btveze.  Her voleo
swept off the vapors of the night

* Boenutifully,”* said L “*1 have had a
delightful pight. **

SWhen shinll 1 got better?*" asked our
patient.  *What's the good of paying a
couple of purses and a dootor if they
can't cure e gquickdr than this? Why
can’t Yoo MM ak. doctor?  Auswer mo L

“Hurtland, i1 18 thoo to prejurs your
welf for anvther worlidl. Yoo cannot get
bmstpaer, "'

I must—1 must. I've a great sum of
motiey o the honse that ooght (6 |
banked. And James husn't got inall the
rents. Hlo's o fool at it Send him op b
me ut ondee, '’

D, Puckls told us thit this perpetual
woreyiug about his business wans Lpston
ing the el He sadd it conld not bt Tiat
distant now, and Kathleen and | deter
mined to try W get the pour man to
think of otler things maore appropriate
ut this solemn time

“Yon canbot take your money with
yon,” 1 smd, “so why worry ubout it |
pow? You are dying, Mr. Hartland
Sorely you can leave your money mat
ters nlone. What importapce can they
possdbily Do just now ™

“Muoch son know aboot business, "’
sueored the old wan. *Business 18 Ly -
o, whether o man 18 dying or not."™" |
Thon he burst oot erying like o child. |
AN my life,”" he wailed, **all my life
I've spont in gotting it and now I've |
got to leave it e isn’t fair, Sond Junes
upto mo at onee, Iwantto know wheth |
er ho's mado that villain Richards pay |
up. Why, the fellow owes two quarters
It's infamons "

1 looked ut Kathileen in despuir.

1t wis alwavs like that.  Sometimes
he eried and sohbod, sotpotimes he radl
ol agaiost the justico of life. His ano
and only idea was still his money, that
money which e el mnde himself, and
which he loved with a concontrated pas.
gion. He looked st the cold, useless
thing, and never miissed the warm, ha
man faoes that onght to have been ronned
him now. He had no relations, no
friends. His money had come bhetweon
him and all the softer joys of life, and
in dying he carid for nothing exeept thut
ho had to part with it

Katlileen started ao the little heap of
salt sho had spiit.

s What's the matter, Kathleen®"

»Oh, nothing, " she answered, start
ing, ‘"Of eourse 1 dom 't beliove in any
guch nonsense, but 1 giw & crow this
morning—unow I've gpilt some salt.”

viphrow @ pinch over your left shonl
der, ' 1 snggested, Inughing at her,

“Goose, " khe retarted, *'do yoa think
I"m wo silly#'"

I stooped to plek up my wviette, and
gho mude o rapid movement as though
throwing something over her shoulder,

WKathleen " T eried sharply. “Put
your knifo and fork straight.”

“Why? What's wrong with them?"'

Sho looked at them, then suddenly
gnastehed up the fork and lnid it down
beside the kuife

w1 donot believe you wete frightencd
bocanse thoy were crossed, ™! she sail

“Did yon hear the soronch owl luat
pight " 1 asked.

“No, bt 1 heard a dog ho~ling, and
when 1 got np to see the time I saw @
ghooting star.

HS/pperstition
said L

»Yos, isn't W

[ was sitting by him, and in the dark
ened room 1 saw his bony hands grop
about aimlessly or picking at his shect
When 1 had washed him, he had fret
fully declared that we nurses did not h
ing in the warld but wash him, an
sglye other ane'’ had dono it that vor)
muorning. I tried to persuade him thu
the morning had nothing o do with tho
evening, but he didn't see it. He was
now muttering to himself or lapsing in-
10 unconselonsness. He did not know
me His mind seemed 1o bo wandering
into the maney gotting past, for I coald

linwae

is such nonsen e

I'ho canil ls went |

bonr sustobes ons and somo
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thing about the Btock Exehange which 1 I
did not undemntand.

Then all wan silenoe, bat for the beat-
Ing of my heart,

Thate came & tapplng at my window,
I wat up steaight, olotoling the arme of
thio ehnie.  Death himself might bave
been knoeking for ndmivance! 1 knew,
I wis smry, thint 1t was but & bied, bat 1
hud heard that whon & sparrow tips ot
the window it means death. A fow
minutes after theee sounded s loud erasl

| down statrs, eod §apraog op and roshed

inta our room, having jost prosencs of
i Joft to sos thut our patient had not
boen thatorbed. Kathleon wis sitting
up in hed !

“id yon hoar that nolae®** 1 garped.

Yoo, ' pald ahe, through chattertng
tooth, Do you think there's & burglar
horp"!

“Woll, porhaps yon'd better go and
wo,” suid 1 1 would, but | cunnot
loavo Mr. Hartland **

SOh, " wald Kathleen, **1 wonld, but
U'm not deessed. What's the matier, Ag
T A

I took her ahoos, which she had left
on the table by sccident, and throw
them down. Eho started,

=1 tumbled up ktairs yesterday,
Agnon, " she sabil, seling my nrm,

Thure wos anotherorash, 1 had knock-
ed over o hinsd glass!

Next momning u largo pleture of Jo
wlah Hartland was found on it faeo to
the dining room. Mrs Jones sadd it had
fallen several times before, for ?‘ eurd
was rotten and Lopt breaking, Bint Mr
Hurtland wonldn't boy s pew ong, We
mndd it b bitter not be hung u;:ﬁn. as
wit did uot Hke going to see whil was
the matter in tho middle of the night
Khe soomed sarprised  and  evidontly
wondered whnt wo were here for,

1 told Kuthleen that she looked pale,
and she sadd | looked ghastly. 1 askod
wor whither she thonght wo eonld e
dure unother might of it, and she snid
ahe could wpot, bot if 1 lked 1 might
stay, nod sho would give mue M the
protits

Thers wis no veed for us to stay.

Mr, Hartlamd ingisted on looking at
his rentbook o soe whether James had
eollicted all the remis 1 hronght it to
i, and he groped about with bis hands
to foel it

] ean't quite see, ' he moaned. My
eycsk—they nren't so good us they onod
to b Read it to me, yoo nurse. What
are yon here for, wasting wy mogey, if
you eun't voud it to me?'

HLot me read somothing else,*" T en:
trontid, feeling tenrs rising in my eyos
“ Kathleen, bring me a Bible. "

“Pusiness 1= business,'" gasped the
dying man. *Read the last page to mo
[ want to know—whether—that villain
—what was | snying?"’

Kathloen ciuse nearer.
each other

“What do yon: know abont—bunsiness?"’

Ho giared at ns and stroggled with
his bredth, His hands wandered over the
quilt, They tenched the rentbook., A
grin erept over the wrinkled face and
fixed there. His eyes rolled nod shut.

“ Agics, now we ean go home, ' whis
pered  Kathleen, ereeping to my side.—
All the Year Round.

We looked at

The Preservation of Foods,

The great advance in the |m'ﬁer£'aliim
of foods is perhaps most clearly shown
in n recent artiole in o French magnzine.
The article discusses the proserving of
provisions from the military standpoint.
It stares that 40,000 rations of vegota-
bles can be stored in o cubic space gf 40
inches oach way; that millions of -
tions of sobid soups and preservediments
are coutinually stored in Puris, whils
the quantity of flonr and biscnit is fabu-
lous. Milk during the lnst siege of Puris
was worth its weight in gold. Now tho
method of *'pastenrizing’’ milk and
putting it in bermetically sealed cans is
found to preservo milk indefinitely and
insures ngainst sufforing those classes of
the community that suffer most from
searcity of milk—the feeble, nged and
infunts.

Compressed fodder and the silo system
are the safeguards used by the govern-
ment 1o protect animals in cose of gege,
while an enormons cold storage ware-
house at La Vilette insures fresh meats
for a long period. The application of
seienco to the food problem has redoced
the perplexities of families liv on
small incomes, but it may foree.n com-
plete change in military manenvers,
starvation of the besieged being made
almost impossible, —Ontlooks

A Wonder In Minute Writing.

A recent writer on the subject of wave
lengths of light, in describing the ap-
paratus used for taking measurements
of such lengths, mentions the **Nobert
test plates.””  Theso plates are made of
glass and have the soale thereon so flnely
gradunted thae there are often na many
as 150,000 lines to the inch.  Snch n
finftesimnl magnitudes are totally be-
yond our powers of conception, yet much
more wonderful things in that line have
been nocotmplished  An artist of the
name of Webb, a regular mannfactorer
of these ** Nobert test plates, ' once tried
hig hand it microscopic writing on glass.

The specimen turned ont, which is
now in the Army Medical musenm at |
Wirhington, is the whole of the Lord's
Prayer on & picce of glass which is on Iy
1-204 of an inch one way and 1-440
of an inch the other, In the Lorfl's
Pruyer thore are 227 letters, and, as
ghown above, they were put on @ |
pivee of gliss having an arvea of but
1-120,668 of an inch. Had an entire
inch of space been used at thesame rate,
the engraver would have putno less than
29,481,458 letters upon it ‘;‘lm entire
Bitle, Old and New Testaments, could
have been writtea on that inch of space
pight times over.—5t. Lonis Repuhlic.

Are Visting Lists Too Long?

Mrs de Fushion (average society lady
making her round of calls owing to
avernge society friends)—Is Mrs Wig-
gins Vaa Mortlande at home? \

Servant—No, madam, she's—

Mrs de Fashion—Please hand her my
pard w wen she returus

Servant—She won't return, madam.
She was buried a month ago—New

York Weekly.

FOR LITTLE FOLKS.

A FIVE-YEAR-OLD POET,

She liss Nevor Lenrned a Line of Verss,
but Compaoses It Cleverly.

Thero i n Hoboken tot who will some
day shiue among the women poets of
the lad if ber precoclonsnos at the
presont tine counts for nuything, Ger
tio Walker i the littlo girl's nnme, and
a1l day lomg, from the time that her big
bine eyes poor lnzily from bohind her
long brown lashes, to the moment when
the sandmin conies soattering his slum.
ber potions, Gertie s bnsy making
thymos—not mere chililish nothings,
mind you, but good, wousible rhymes

abount the things she sees about her—the
wky, o dog, o trolley car, n ferryboat—
oversthing that goos to make up her
narrow world,

The gift for vorsifying enme to Gertie
quite naturslly, and some of her simple
childish stunzas put on paper make very
protry rending.  Indeed yon wonld never
guspect that the verses were made and
originated by n mere babo of five short
summers.  Yon soe, little Gertie has
pever learned how to read and could
therefore never know just what poetry
means,

Just tho same she goes on making her
rhymes ahuost always in perfect time
and always about the beautiful objects
of nature. At uo time is the bright lit-
tlo diunsel more huppy than at pight-
fall, whon she sits in her tiny rocker
and builds air castles of verso to the
amusement of those who are listening
to her, Weo may ull hear from this tot
over in Hobokeu some day, —New York
Recorder. '

A Brave Little Bugler.

Every wir brings out stories of hero-
igm that last long after many other in-
cidents of the coutliet are forgotten.
Boyish biravery in the heat and smoke of
battle in particnlur 18 alwaya told of
and soems to have more distinotion than
that of the older soldier, who is trained
10 do his doty under all circumstances.
From the Japan-Chinn war has oome o
stary of u brave little bugler that is like-
Iy to be told over and over again, It was
on one of the battlefields, which were
not frequent in that war, when the Jap-
aness Lroops were somewhat panio strick-
en and were retreating  befare the Chi-
nese, that the little bulger was mortally
wounded.

Stricken und dying a8 he was, the
brave lad did not forget his duty. He
giw the troops flying and knew that the
Chinese were gaining o victory. With
splendid courage he raised liimself, and
grasping his bugle sonnded a loud and
stirring *‘charge.'’ The troops heard
and rallied under its message, charged
valinntly in obedience to it, and the day
was theirs Bt the little bugler had
died as they fonght and did not even
know that his ¢ffort had been successful
His comrades knew, however, what he
had done, and they bore him from the
field in trinmph, and already the *‘uta,’
a poem of honor, has been written in
his memory, while his mother has ar-
rayed herself in robes of state and honor,
and wouud her hair with flowers, the
prondest woman in the empire, that her
only son ghonld have thus
himself. —New York Times

A Good One,

How is this for a conundram from a
boy of 6 years old:

“Mammas, what is it has four legs
and only one foot?"

Mioﬁhnr—lt must be some strange ani-
ma

Boy—Give it up?

Mother—Yes.

Boy—A bed.

The boy was using the foot of the bed
for a horse, which the conun-
drnm.—Louisville Courier-Jonrnal

Little Ben's Request.

Little Ben lives in a new house, one
of the most modern of modern houses,
where light, water, heat and other
things are all to be had by turning a
knob or touching a bell. Heo lives ina
state of 1 marvel over these
things, and the other night when suffer-
ing from o headache the little fellow
gaid to his mother, who sat beside him:
“Pleaso turn on the dark, mother. My
eyes hurt me. "'

Frank and His Shos.

Frank slid his foot hastily into his
butten boot and shouted :

“Quick, mamma, hand me the shoe

koy. Iwant tolock my shoe. ""—Youth's

Companion.

Ans, Mana, Mona, Mike.
In an ¢mpty romn wo three
Play the gnmes we always tikn
And count to see who “it" shall be—
Ans, mana, mons, mike.

Round and round the rhyme will go
Ere tho final word shafl strike,

Counting fast ar counting slow—
Barcolona, bons, strike.

What it all means no one knows,
Mixed up Hke a peddler's pack

As from door to door he gom—
Haro, ware, frow, frack

Now we guess, and now we doabt,
Words enough or words we laok,
T the rhyming brings about,
Wolcomed with n farewell shont—
Hallico, ballieo, we-wi-wo wack, out!
—Toronto Trulk

l

MIMICRY AND REASON,

(ndiention That This Menkey Is Esdowed
With » Share of Esdh,

“That the m;' upu-- intell-
genon o n ounsd degree in
Lly troe,”" mid o bhotel mm":;
has n small menagerie on bis
I bolieve, however, much of the fntel-
Ngonee with which that animal is cred-"
itod in due to hix love of mimicry,

“The other day two mon
two girls were at the monkey's
feeding bim peannts. Obne of tha;
wus chowing gum, and one of the men
wiggonted that she give the
some, expecting that if be took it in ki
month it wonld stick to his testh, and
be would make sarry work of
shew it. The gir]l at ones
the sweot morsal kho was 8o
Iy chowing, extending it toward the
page. The monkey grabbed it instanthy
and gt it ioto his mouth, but instesd
af chewing it, or attempting to,
pulling it out in kmall ribboos, as
dren are froquently seen to do. When
bo had it ull out of his month, be rolled
it iuto n compact ball between his
bunds, threw it into his mouth and be-
gan the operation again, He appenred
to enjoy the performance a4 mouch as hin
yisitars,  That was imitation. "

“That's a1l right,"* rejoined A
“but 1 bad an experience with
snme mankey wherein he displayed -
telligenon. I was by the enge smoking
ono day, and I thoughi to sunoy him by
blowing smoke in his face. T was mnek
warprised to find that, instead of being
spnoyid, ke enjoyed it, as was ovi-
denced by his edging np a8 DEar me s
possible to recefve the smoka in la
yolumes. Soon he began  seratching
himese If ab the point where most of the
gmoke came ngainst bim. When I had
gmoked one gide for a few minates, he
wonld turn squarely round to have the
othier mide tremied in the same Wway.
Then he sat up direotly in front of me
and received the smoke squarely in the
face and peck, Idon't know W
he bield his breath, but he did not cough,
gnoeze or winee n particle. To complete
the job be then sut with his back toward
me, and it wonld have done yon good
to have seen him throw his hind feet
over his back and seratoh, It made me
think of the kickers of a hay tedder im
motion. Now that monkey knew,
through some sort of intolligence, that
nothing will send fleas snd other insecta
to the surface or stupefy thom as effeot-
ively as tobacco smoke. ''—Utiea Ob-
Berver.

P

COLLEGE GIRLS AND MARRIAGE.

Bits of Confession That Throw s Light em
the Question.

I have no doubt that the remaining
canse of the low marringe rate is that
muny men disliks intellectual women—
whother because such women are really
diragreeable or becnuse men’s taste is ab
fault I shall not try to determiue, And
even among those who like them as
friends many feel as the young man did
who made this confession :

I never expected to marry the sort of
girl I did. You know I always believed
in intellectunl equality and =1l thas
ani had good friendships with the ocol-
Iege girle. Bat, yousee, you girls hadn's
any illosions about us.  After yon had
seon us hanging at the board on problems
you could work and hud taken the same
degress yourselves, you couldn’t imagine
us wonders just because we had gone
throngh college, and when I met a dear
little girl that thonght I knew -
thing—wby, it just keeled me ri
over. It was afeeling I had no idea of.™

And the college woman answered :

] will betray something to you. Lots
of usare just as unreformed as yon. We
want just as much to look up to our hus-
bands a8 you want to be looked up te.
Only of course the more we know the
harder itis to find somebody to meet the
want. Probably the equal marriage is
really the ideal one, aud everybody will
come to prefer it some day. But per-
sanally I like men to be superior to me.
Only 1’11 tell you what I don't like in
them—the wish to keep ahead uf us by
holding us buck, like spoiled children
that want to be given the game mnd
then admired for their skill. If men.
would enconrage us to do our very best,
and then do still better themselves, i%
ought to be good for civilization. —
*The Marringe Rate of College Wom-
en,’’ by Milicent W. Shinn, in Century.

No Precedent.

During a session of the territorial leg-
islature of Montana, beld more than 80
years ago, & measurc Was introduced
Which appeared to some people to in-
volve serious constitutional guestiona
One man, who was supposed to possess
great oratorical powers, declaimed fiaren-
ly against the measore, claiming that ¥
wag ‘‘clearly in opposition to the great
principles of Magna Charta, which the
brave barons in days of old had wrested
from King John, a blessed result of a
bloody confliet.”

A lawyer, more famed for his sturdy
common sense than for erndition, rose
immediately to reply to this burst of
fiery eloquence, evidently bent on mnk-
ing it clear that he for one was not to
be overcome by high sonnding words or
shecnure allusions,

“It's of mighty little importance
what the opinions of King Johu and his
man McCaithy were,”’ he announced
firmly, adding that it was high tima for
legisiative bodies of Montana to think
and act for themselves without any refer-
ence to the principles whicn governed
the remote authorities quoted by his
colleagne
The first orator’s speech had made
gome impression, but the retort was re-
eeived with the enthusinsm which ¢
deserved, and it was owing to his in-
fluence rather than that of his more
brilliant predecessor that the measare
was defeated. — Youth's Companion.

Consoling Him.
0Old Bullion—It galls me to think
that my money goes into your spend-
thrift hands when 1 die.
Young Bullion—Never mind, gov-
ernor, it won't stay there long. —In-
dianapolis Journal




