Hope and Good Cheer.
Hope and good cheer are things that

everyone should cultivate, We ought
to make it our husiness to make sun-
ghine. Sometimes there are clouds in
beyond the clouds. When it Is dark
without, it is all the more necessary
to make sunshine within, When you
look Into a mirror, you see the reflec-
tion of your face, and when you come
Into a room where there are many mir-

rors, your face will be reflected many |
Now our faces are like mlrrors; |

times,
they reflect the joy or gloom which
comes before them. Suppose a per-
gon comes in with a very sad face; his

faoce casts a gloom over us all. An-|
other person. enters, his face shining

with good cheer, and he brings In in-

fluence which you feel striking down |
| she is the one who needs to have the |

In your heart.

We must think cheerful thoughta as
much as we think of living properly
and behaving ourselves with propriety
before the world: we should conglder
it a privilege ns well ns a duty to do
It. But there are many who become
80 depressed by disease that they
think there 1s no hope for them, either
here or bereafter, and they lle down
in the lap of an Infilnity of misery and
give themselves up to suffering and
sorrow. [ wish to exhort such to look
up. And why should we look up? In
the first place, there Is a Great Physi-
cian who wants to heal every sick per-
son. He made us, cares for us, and
dwells within us. If we are sick, He
is trying to heal*us, and is always do-
ing the best He ean consistently do for
us.—J. H. Kellogg.

The Bootblack's Tenth,

“Have your shoes shined?" sang out
a small boy near the Unlon Station,
among a group of people just from the
train. A young man who heard the ery
stayed his steps, hesitating; for he had
not much more money in his pocket
than be had blacking on his shoes. But
to hesitate was to fall iuto the shoe-
black's” hands and the brushes were
soon wrestling with splashes of rural
clay.

When the shine was completed the
young man handed the boy a dime, and
felt that he had marked his way Into
the great city with an act of charity;
for, at his heart, he did not care how
his boots looked. But, ag he was pull-
ing himself together for a new start,
he saw the boy who had cleaned his
shoes approach the blind beggar who
gits behind the railroad fence, and drop
a dime into his cup.

“What did you do that for?' asked

-~mnl

world.
tered that we think only of ourselves |
| and the gratification of our own de- |
| sires, our lives are a discordant mote

must be loving and unseltish to pay
back the debt we owe,

Do Yoeur Duty.

Let us do our duty, and pray that
we may do our duty here, now, to-Gay;
not in dreamy sweetness, but in acflve
energy: not ln the green oasis of the

| present: not In the imaginations of |
otherwhere, but in the realltlcs of now.
| —Canon Farrar,

| -
| Bubjects of Thonght.

+ The person who groans a good deal
about the sins of others will
wantching.

| The public I8 a baby, depending
| largely upon the nature of the indulg-
ence of Its nurse,

upright, energetic character and con-
scientious observance of duty,

There Is none made so great, but he
may both need the help and service,
and stand In fear of the power and un-

tals, -

I am glad to think I am not bound
| to make the world go right, sald Jean
Iugelow, but only to discover and to
do, with cheerful heart, the work that
| God appoints,

renson that It should be restricted to
that Hmited sphere; of all the virtues

most constant exercise.

God s in our souls, as our souls are
in our never ceases to
speak to us, but the volee of the world
without and the tumult of our pas-
glons within bewilder us from listening
to Him.

bodies He

stoop until you are smaller than your-
self, but to stand at your real helght |
agaiust some higher nature that shall |
show you what the real smallness of
your greatness is.

escape from the consequences of hav-
ing been wicked, only by being good.
Crave the most perfect mercy. Ask |

lease from death. So only ean your
religlon glow with enthusiasm, and
open Into endless hope.

acter and conduct is invariably to be
found in the opinion of his own famlily
cirele, who, having daily and hourly
opportunities of forming a judgment
of him, will not fall in doing so. It Is
a far higher testimony in his favor for
him to secure the esteem and love of a
few Individuals within the privaecy of
his own home, than the good opinlon
of hundreds in his Immediate neigh-

ber residing at a distance,

NEGROES SANG AT WORK

French Opera Etars Lintened in a New
Urleans Street,

tators of a picturesgue strest scene a
night or two ugo In the vieinity of the
old Irench opera house, says the New
Orleans  Times-Democrat. Bourbon

the young man,

“Yer see,” sald the boy, “that was
me tenth dime terday, an' me teacher |
at Sunday School told me 1 oughter |
glve a tenth of all 1 III’!Ii'\"F to the Lord. |
See? An' 1 guess that ol' blind man
wants a dime more than the Lord, so

1 give it to him. Ree?”’

Let the Lower l.ilxht- Be Hurning. |

Unecle Zach, coming iuto the
one evening, found It unlighted, ad
stumbled ngainst chairs and tables,

“0Oh, walt a mioute!” called Molly's
voice from somewhere in the gloon,
“lI was just watching the moon from
the front window, and I forgot to Hght
the lamps,” she explained.

The old man was rubbing a bruised
elbow, but he looked down at her with
a kindly twinkle In his eyes:

“The moon is all well enough, Molly
child, but it's up In the sky, ye mind,
and the thing we nead to make us coln-
fortable down here Is the lamps lglht
el in the house. There's a deal of
starin’ Into heaven for [Hlumination
by folks that forgit to keep the lights
burnin’ in their own houses. There's
many a stumble apd fall for lack of the
Iight near by, while the one that should
have "tended to it Is watehin® for some
great light afar. Don't be one of that
kind, child. Look up all ye like, but
be sure your lamps are lighted. God's
lighte are well worth studyin’, but it's
your own He's blddin' ye take care
of.”

honse

Converaning with Gad,

Let your heart and desires contin-
ually hold converse with God In heart- |
felt simplicity. Refleet on Him with
feelings of love and reverence, and |
often offer up your heart, with all that |
you have and are, to Him. In spirit and |
in truth, as cordially and sincerely as
possible. If through weakness or un- |
falthfulness you forsake this exercise,
which !8 so lncredibly helpful and
beautiful, all you have to do so meek
Iy and heartily to begin again: and do |
not be weary of it, although in the be
ginnlng you may not find any great
advantage frowm It, or make any rapld
progress in {t. It Is easy and pleasant
to the spirit, and become in due time
llke a heaven upon earth. A little pa
tlence and courage alone are needed.

The Unchanging One,
fuch I8 life! We are brought near|
persons we love or who do us good for
a time: and then they part froi us,
or we are parted from them. We gain
friends and lose them out of sight; we
have blessings and forfelt them; all Is
change: and all this to teach ns, amid
all that changes, to trust alone in Him
who changeth not; to use faithfully all
He gives us.—E. B. Pusey.
A Discordant Note,
Life !s made possible to us by the
sacrifices of othes people. The wheel

|an “Unecle Tom's Cabin®*

street s belng paved with asphalt, and
the work was being hastenel so a8 to
have that portlon of the street near the
opera house aecesslble for carringes by
the time of the openiug of e opera

BCRSON,

Omn this account an nnusually large
foree of workmen was engagod and in
ovder to push the rk to an eorly com-

pletion the men w ed at mizot, huge
torches being used! In one block be-
tween St Louis nnd Toulouse streets
more than a huodrad wen were work
ing.

Every one familiar with the negro

Kknows that, In o far ns he i able, he

sets lils work to a et
often marveisd at t th ro, whet
he Is singing m ing in n =sort of
rhythmle woml, works with more amlor
than under different conditlons And
If an extra demand 1s made on the pe-
gro workman he sings or chenis the
louder.

The memhbers of the Fr h opera,
|or at least, many of them, I f
| the first time the real melody of thn
negro volee that nt L It was tha
swishful, poctiec thing earicatured
the ragtime of the stag W taln =1
tle, Indetinabli nellilng  whiel
composer has ever heen able to fit to
the well measured octaves of m
arrangements=, [twas the tnneful, hea
ing call of the levee, the taellow sunscet
ery of the cotton flelds, he flaving

torch, the hust

ling hither 1 t}
I

| the heavy fall of the hmplens
toll—all these things gave exiquisite

toue to the setting

All the Others Sold.
Mrs. Hauskeep—I waoi a
eges, If you're sure they're fresh
Dealer—Oh, you ean be sure they'r
fresh, ma'am; we haven't any of the
other kind this morning.
Mrs. Haunskeep—XNo?
[enler Yon see,

dozen

-No'm. there was
*rhow In the
nlght.

opera house next door last

Philadelphin Press,

Or Whaolesaling I,
Tese—That's Miss Gablible, jsn't jt4
Joess—Yes, poor thing, she leads g

hand-to-mouth existence
Tess—Nonsense!
off.
Jess—1 know, but she's forever re
talling some bit of scandal.—Philadel
phia Press

Drawing the Line.

Mrs. De Fashion—My dear, T have
picked out a husband for yon

Mime De Fashlon—Very well; but |
want to say right now, mother, that
when It comes to buying the wedding
dress, I am golng to select the mate
rials myself, so there.

When a “.an snores he ought to be
rnppod in slumber.

she's quite well

would soon come to a standstill if
| there were no unselfish love in the|
When we become so self-cen- |

| In the harmony of the uulverse, We |

| future, but In the duty desert of the |

bear |

|  Good luck Is the willing handmaid of |
the sky, but there Is nlwnys sunshine |

kindness, even of the meanest of mor- |

Because charity begins at home is no |

The true way to be humble is not to |

Expect to escape, know that you ean |

for the new life as the only real re- :

The truest criterion of a man's char- |

borhood, or that of ten times the num- |

The French opera slugers were spec- |

' | generally variegnted.

(UeER STORIES

Four-fifths of the Irish Immigrants
rarriving In New York are young wom-
|en between the ages of 17 and 20,

Fort Suelling, at the junction of the
Minnesota and Mississippl Rivers, will
be preserved by the War Department
as an Interesting ruin.

| Prof. Braun of the University of
|Slrul-ur|; bhas undertaken to heat a
rooms In Munich by a tashlight In
Nuremberg, which s one bhundred
| miles away.

The trolley car Is not drawn or push-
ed by the electric current at all, but Is
| lfted again and again by the attrac-
| tion of magnets for the armature colls
| of the motor,

Samuel Dove, an ex-
than onpe hundrad

\.!I\ old, was sold recently at Utica,

Y., under morgage foreclosure pro-
Icmbltg\ to satisfy an  Indebtedness
| which Dove contracted to secure the
freedom of his son nearly half a cen-
lury ago,

The howe of

slave who is more

The most marvelous of all roeking

| stones {8 that of the islund of Cepla-
Ill)l.lll. off the coast of Greece., This Is
|a great rock, about a rod square, in

the edge of the sea,

land and receding from it about twenty
| times a minute. The regular oscilla- |
| tlons of this natural pendulum are un-
| affected by calins or by tempestuous
sens that break completely over It
The welght of ten persons did not per-
ceptibly change its rate of motion, and
when an English eaptain attempted to
drag It away the osclllatlons snapped
his chains llke thread.

I Elght vegetables, new to thls coun-
|try. are belng culiivated In the Govern- |

| ment experlment statlons with refer-
ence to lotroducing them to the truck
gardeners. The are deseribed as fol-
|lows: A Eurcjp.uan okra of giant pro-
| portlons Is a very valuable starch pro-
ducer. From Mexico 1s a pepper large-
ly used In that country, and a husk
which makes dellclous sweet
plekles. A decoratlve and medlcinal
vine Is a cuneuamber, also
| which distributes [ts
when ripe, by
| Chevril, a sedgellke plant from Eu-
rope, produces a tuber of hazlenut size,
which, eaten raw, tastes llke cocoanut.
The Indian basella, a vine, has blos-
| soms ke an arbutus, and frult like a
blackberry bush.

tomato,

sewxdls  broadly

FASHION HINTS FROM FLOWERS

| What a Womnm Can Lenarn in Dress by
“tudyving the Flelda.
|  What can & woman learn In dress
from the flowers? Can the lilies of the
| fleld teach her the principles of beauty
In eolor, line and form that she may
| ba arrayed as they?
The woman who plans her own
gowns and has the artlstle sense will
find abundant suggestion In the colors,
shades and harwonious blendings of
the flowers. Of course, In some of the
freak hlossoms Into which florists now-
| adays dellght to distort nature, com-
| binations of color may be found as in-
| harmonlous as it 1s possible to Imagine.
Diseretion, too, |8 emlnently necessary,
Nature throws masses of color togeth-
er promiscuously and then blends and
goftens them by varlous effects of the
atmosphere. Many a flower looks
beautiful nodding In Its native haunt
surrounded by masses of follage,
which, If tnken In the hand and exam-
Ined by Itself, would be found most
erude In eoloring. Much of the sue-
cess of such a plan would depend npon
a wompn's abillty to produce the whole
| effect of any flower In her gown. The
| antralned eye looking at the rose will
| see pluk. The eye of the artlst look-

| ing at the same flower will see a varie- |

ty of colors—grays and purples, whites
| and plnks. These are the colors, not
Just plaln pink, with which he must
produce the rose upon his eanvas,
There are, however, never more than
| two positive colors in nuy flower. Thia
teaches o valuable lesson, a woman
| should never lave more than two posi-
| tive colors In her costumes, There is
| omething also in the Idea that large
| women would do well to copy thelr
: costumes from the larger flowers. Buch
talip, poppy, ete.—are
A big mass of a
singie color 18 never beautiful—upature
| avolds It.—London Express.
| Over the Telephone,
|  “Flof®

“H'lo!”

“Thatchon, Pim?

“Yeh. Hoozat?"

“Smee—Nell.”

“H'lo, Nell! Smatter?

“Nothin', Thought 'd eall yup. Say,
Jim, Juno Tom Dixon?"

“Nfi_ ll"/l'f'-.'”

flnwers—the

“leteha know some time, Say, jeer-
about Kitten Jim?¥"'

“No,. Whajlaknow "bout "em?

“Don't speak teach other

i
“Wat strubble ¥’
“Idn Enow
“Yoh choor cummin-

over tower house first. "
*Willflean. Gotteny fudges?”

“Lot zavvem.”

Cummlinover soon?"

(uresn B

“Well, I'll come. G'hy.”
“Gi'by. Say!"
“Well ¥

“Don't tell whattitaldjubout Klitten
Jim.”

“1 won't.

“G'hy!"—Chleago Tribune,

Some Brands of Charity.
“Papa, what s charity ¥

“Charity, my son, Is giving away
what you don't want.”

“What Is scientific charity ¥

“Sclentific char Is giving away
what you don't waut to someone who

does not want it

“What s organized charity ¥

“Organized charity, my son, Is giving
away something vou don't want
to some soclety eh will give It away

to someone who does not want It."—

Life,
Prim Miss From the Back Bay.

Miss Wubash—Last Baturdny was
your birthday, wasn't it?

Miss Joston—I'reposterous! How
can you be so sllly?

Misa Wabash—=What's the matter

with that?
s Miss Boston—Last Baturday was the

anniversary of my birth I'm wot an

Infaut.—Phlladelphla I'ress, |
L]

and It is In per- |
| petual motion, alternately touching the |

Mexiean, |

violently exploding. |

(R W

Where love an' hope, an' not splendor,
Where there's jes' the fam’'ly preacher
Bome honestly spoken
Where every word of the service has ax
An' a promise is made that is strong e

Where the flowers are the simple sort t
friends.

When 'Mandy and me was merried—t
Yet the memory of it stands us clear
There wasn't no crowd in waitin' to see

There wasn't no pomp and glitter,
But we spoke from our very inmost he
An' the skies was blue an’ happy; an'
Is no more constant from year to year t
—Washington Star.

HEN Tim Murphy let his en-
Wthnsinﬁm get the better of his

judgment, and, In the excite-
ment of that disastrous night, joined
| the front rank of the strikers In a
general mix-up and cracked the head
of a deputy sheriff, the result was
what he might have expected—two
| years In the penitentiary. That was
.n.l right. The peace oi the Common-
wealth must be preserved, and that 1s
| why laws and penitentiaries exist, but
It sometimes goes hard with the moth-
ers and wives, That is also to be ex-
pected, and the boy should have
| thought of it before he crowded to the
ifl'uut of the angry mob or struck the
| deputy. It went very hard with the
| boy's mother and wife, It went hard
|\\ ith his old man, too. It I8 a cruel
thing to have one's ouly boy In the
penitentiary, even If one is only a
village hod carrier,

! Maggie Murphy, the boy's wife, did
not suffer for food or shelter after the
boy went to wear stripes, for olid Mike
had a handy little roll In the bank and

la shanty of his own, and he took

Maggie into bis home, and made a

dnughter of her; but the girl grew

thin and had no spirits, She cried a

good part of the time, quite ns if Tim
had been a law-abiding citizen, in-

stead of a law-breaking rowdy. Then
the baby came, and after that she
eried more than ever,

be expected that she should
also. Mothers have a way of weep-
Ing over the son they love, even If
he has gone wrong. It s not logieal,
perhaps, but it Is a fact. It is one of
the grand facts of human lfe,

When Maggle's haby came the boy's
mother conld stand it no longer. It
had been urged—and there wans some
evidence to support It—that the boy
had acted in self-defense,
himself, but he admitted he had been
in the front rank. The strikers had
earried things with a high hand all
along, and the jury had decided
agninst him. Night and day the boy's
mother begged the ald man to try for
a pardon, but Mike knew It was not
worth a trinl. The Governor was an
old man and a strong man, and not
one to forgive an Injury dong to the
State or to himself. He had never
been known to forget a wrong nor te
leave a debt unpaid., He was a Just
man, a8 the ancient Jewsa were just
It was this that bad made him Gov-
ernor; hls uncompromising righteous-
ness and stanch fearlesaness were
greater than cligues and bosses,

Old Mrs, Murphy, however, was only
a woman, and the boy waa her boy,
and she pardoned him, B8She knew he
| was Innocent, for he was her baoy.
Mike refused a thousand times to ask
the Governor for a pardon, but as
Mrs, Murphy was the bop's mother
and had a vallant tongue, the old man
changed his mind. One day he put on
his old sllk hat, and, with
Maurlce, the good gray priest,
up to the eapital.

went

| A strange palr they were to sit In
the Governor's richly furnished re-
eeption room-—Mike, with his smooth-
ly shaven face, red as the sunset, his
snowy eyebrows, his white-flecked red
halr, and the shiny biack of his hagey
Bunday sult; Father Maurlee, with his
long gray beard that had been his be
fore the days of the smoothly shaven
-plhﬂ‘*lﬂ his kindly eyes and the jolly
[ rotundity of his well-fed stomach, The
priest's geutie heart was hopeful, but
| Mike sat sadly with his eyes on the
|!rm of his boot, for he knew the er-
rand was folly, not alone because the
| Governor had never pardoned a con-
denined man, but because it was he,
Mike Murphy, who ecame,

He remembered an Incident of hie
boylhood, and he frowned as he re-
called It, Think of It! He, Mike Mur-
phy, had buollled the Governor; had
drubbed him and chased him and wor-
ried the life ont of him, That was
why he had told the old woman It was
no uge to tey I, Who was he to come
asking pardons, when years ago he
had done his best to make lfe miser-
ahle for the quaking schoolboy who
was now the astern-faced Governor;

the Governor who never forgot nor
| fargnve, nor left a debt unpald?

When the Governor entered the re-
ception room he came In unexpectedly,
ns Father Manrice was leaning for
ward with one of Mike's ‘ed hands
clasped In his two white ones. Mike
wns wiping his eyes with his coat
sloeve,

The Governor pansed In the door-
way and coughed. His visitors start-
e] in surprise, and then arose,

It was Father Maurice who stated
their errand, hls seamed face turned
upward to the serious eyes of the
Governor, and as he [Ir-v't't'llﬂi. choos-
ing his qualnt Frenchifled English
smrefully, the Governor's face heeame
He motioned them to thelr

He was a gray-halred man, and his
face wns the face of a nobleman.
Cloar gray eyes were set deep under
his brows, and his mouth was a
eralght line of uncompromising hon-
raty He sat with one knee thrown
over the other. With one hand he
fingered a pen on the deak at his side;
the other e ran again and again
hair that stood In masses

His face was long, and
g (leek Lones protruded. His nose

through the

on his head

“God-bless-you's,"

As for the boy's mother, It was to |
weep

He sald so |

Father |

BIWUWILTIVIMLIL B L arasa v

Me fur the home-made weddin', the good, old-fashioned kind,

are nppermost in the mind;

~the one we have known fur years;
some smiles an’ perhaps some tears.
nesning that's deep and true,

nough to last fur a whole life through;

Where there aln't no sneerin’ envy that pmiles an’ mocks an' pretends;

hat bloom in the sunshine of home an'

he time is years away;
as if It was yesterday.
Us a8 we went pnal.

It wus jes' a home-made weddin' that was guaranteed to last.
The presents was rather few,

arts when we utterad the words “T do™
the light that shines in the skiea
han the love in "Mandy's eyea.
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% Red Head and Whistle Breeches
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| was power and his chin wnas resist-
nnee,
| He lstened silently until Father
Maurice had ended, Then he laid the
{'en  carefully by the Inkstand, un-
folded his gaunt limbs and arose.
0," be said, slowly; *1 cannot in-

terfere.”

“I*ut his wife—hls mother?" asked
the priest,

“He should have considered them
before,” said the Governor, sadly, “If
| ¥ou prepare a petition, I will consider
it, but 1 cannot offer you any hope.
They all come to me with the same
plea—the wife and the mother—but
they do not take the wife and mother
Into account when the blow is struck.
It Is late to think of them when the
| prison door is closed, You wlll pardon
me, father, but 1 am very tired to-
night."

| He extended his hand In token that
the Interview was at an end, and Mike
arose from his chalr In the shadow,.
He stood awkwardly tuorning his hat
while the Governor shook the priest's
hand, and then shuffled forward to be
dismissed.

“Good-night, sir,” sald the Governor,
“1 did not hear your pame——-"

“Murphy,” sald the priest, quickly;
“Michael Murphy. He !s the father
of the boy."

The Governor looked the old man
over carefylly, and the old man's eyes
feli under his keen glances,

“Mike Murphy 7' asked the Govern-
or, slowly, “Are you the Mike Murphy
wlho used to go to old No. 3 school in
Harmontown forty—mno, fifty—years
ago? There was a Mike Murphy sat
Lon my bench.  Are you the boy they
called Red Head?

The old man tried to answer, His
lips formed the words, but his volee
| did not come, He nodded his head.

“Be seated, gentlemen,” sald  the
Governor, and Father Maurice sat
down hopefully. Mike Murphy drop-
ped Into a chalr with deeper dejee-
tion,

“Well, well!”™ The Governor nodded
his head slowly, his gray eyes search-
ing the ruddy face before him, “Bo
you are the Mike Murphy who used
to drub me?"

He smiled grimly. His eyes stray-
ed from the old man's face, and thelr
glance was lost In the alr above his
head. He smiled agaln, as he eat with
the fingers of his left hand pressing
the thin skin Into a roll above his
cheek bone, for he reealled an inel-
dent of his boyhood.

The Governor had onee been an ar-
rant little coward, HIs mother lived
in the blg white house two blocks
ahove the schoolhouse, on the opposite
slde of the street.  Red Head Mike
lived nacross the alley .In a  shanty.
The Governor's mother bought milk
of Mrs. Murphy, and Red Head
hronglht it every evenlng. He was the
| first to go barefoot In the spring,
pleking his way with painful earefull-
ness over the clods In the street, nnd
he was the real thing. He even eliow-
od a real tobaceo. The others chewed
leariee or purple thistle tops, but Hed
Hend had the real thing. Jle even
smoked a real pipe without dire conge-
| quences, and loughed st the  sthes
boys' mild substitutes of corn sllk and
“lady clgars,” while the way he swore
was a llberal eduention, All the boys
swore more or lesa, especlally wh;*n
they were behind the barn smoking
corn =ilk, but they knew It was not
natural. It was a puny lmitation, hnt
the Red Head article sounded right,

But it was when It eame to fighting
that Red Head proved his right to
the worship of the words, He could
llek any two boys In the school,

The Governor, who was plaln 'Wil-
lie Gary then, eould not fight at al)
His early youth was one great fear of
belng whipped., The smallest boys in
the school were necustomed to prae
tice on him until they galned sufm
clent dexterity or courage to attack
one another, He Itid a hundred op
probrious nlcknames, which he necept-
ed meekly. “Cry Baby" was the fa-
vorite, When he was attacked he hid
his face In his arm and bawled, lean-
Ing his arm agninst any convenlent
fence or tree, while his tormentor
drubbed his back at pleasure. He
was happy when he conld sneak home
nnmolested. The chlefest of his tor-
mentors was Red Head, but there was
no partinlity. All the boys drubbed
him.

One day Mrs,
palr of breeches,

Gary made him a
They were good,

to school he felt that every one saw
and admired them, He fealt an con-
splenous as when, In a dream, he
weut to school In his night dress, but
he felt more comfortable,

He took his seat In the schoolroom
proudly, nand when he was called to
the binckbonrd to do a sum he walked
with a strut. He feit that even the
big boys. the wonderful youths who
had money to jingle In their pockets,
observed him, and he blushed as he
Imagined the eyes of the little women
on the girls’ side of the room follow-
ing him,

As he cromsed the floor the legs of
| his bLresches rubbed agalnst each
, giving forth the crisp corduroy
sound of “whist—whlst—whisk.”™ It
lmu[-l be heard in the farthest corner.

| stout breeches of dove colored ecordu-
| roy, and his mother was proud of
| them. Ho was Willle. As he walked
|
|

other

slates or books. He CuUgUL wswoe.
Cluyton's eye upon him and his cheek
flamed.
low curls and snubbed him daily,

Even the teacher glanced at his
new breeches. Willle paused in his
sum and looked at them with satis-
faction himself, Then he walked
back to his bench, and the corduroy
spoke agaln, “whist—whist—whist."
It was as musical as the clumping of
& new pair of red topped boots,

As he slid Into his place on his
bench, Red Head turned his face and
made a mouth,

“Don't you think you're smart,
Whistle Breeches?' he whispered.

“Whist—whist,” sald the breeches
in reply, as Willle moved, and every
eye in the school seemed to gaze on
him, not enviously as before, but
sneeringly. Who'd want whistle
breeches?

When the recesa bell rang, Wlllle
walked to the playground with short
stepa, but still the corduroy whisper-
ed. Two boys behind him laughed,
and Willie burned with shame. They
must be langhing at his new breeches.
Bessie Clayton passed him, and he
stood motionless crowded against the
wail, until she was out of hearing.

He paused in the doorway timidly.
Hed Hewd was standing just outslde,
one shoulder turned toward Frecklea
Redmond. It was the signal for a
fight, and the small boys were crowd-
ed about them,

“Aw, you're one yourself,” Red
Head was saying, “an’ you dassn't
say It angin. I dare yon to it," he
cried, but he caught sight of Willle,

“Huh!" he shouted, “look here, fel-
lers. Here's Whistle Breeches, Let's
spit on ‘em!”

The boys crowded Into the entry
and spat on them. HRed Head pulled
Willle's halr twice, drawing his head
forward as he would pull a bell rope.

“Don't he think he's smart!"
“Wouldn't have ‘em!” “Whistle
Breeches!” “Whistle Breechea!" They
shouted In derision, and Willie whim-
pered and edged Inte a corner,

“Don’t you do that,” he sald In a
choking volece, “I'll tell teacher, 1
will."

Red Head stock his freckled face
close, and shoved him with a warllke
sbhoulder, His fists were doubled, and
he jJabbed Willle with his elbow.

“Aw, you tell him then, why don't
yon, Whistle Breeches?" he Inquired.
“Jist you tell him, an' I'll punch your
face off.”

He drew his arm back and feinted.
Willle erooked his elbow to hide his
face, and sobbed,

“Aw, come on, fellers,” sald Red
Head with deep disgust. “What's the
nee of foolln' with him? He ain't
nothin® but a ery baby In whistle
breeches. He ain't no fun.”

That noon Willle remalned In the
schoolroom until the boys had gone,
Some went home for ¢ nner, and the
reat ate thelr lunches under the oak
tree at the side of the school, When
tie room was clear, Willle stole out
by the back way and ran rapidly up
the alley. He knew he was branded
for life. The shame of the name of
Whistle Breeches bore him down, He
meditated wild plans for getting rid
of the offending garment, He would
burn it, lose It In the river. He even
consldered running away from home,

After dinner he slipped quietly away
from the table, crept up to his room
undes the slanting roof, and put on
his old, patched breeches. e came
down quietly, but his mother eaught
him tiptoeing throngh the hall,

“Why, Willie,” she sald, “where are
your new breeches, dear?”

“Up stalrs,” he said, simply. *I
don't want to wear them, They—
they're too tight."

Iis mother saw the prevarieation
in the droop of his head.

“Noneense!" she answered lghtly.
“They it you perfectly, dear. If they
are a little stiff now, they will soon
wenr soft. Go up and put them on*

“I don't want to,"” he replled stub-
bornly. He meant, “1 will not,” but
he had learned the disadvantage of
contradicting his mother flatly,

“Willlam,” =ald his mother sternly,
“go up etalrs and put on those breech-
es this Instant.™

He cllmbed the stalrs slowly, e
hoped he would be late to school, He
would be so lelsurely In donning them
that his mother would make him stay
ut home to avold the greater disgrace
of being tardy. He thought of play-
Ing slck, but decided such an liness
wonld be too sudden to exelte his
mother's sympathy. If only the school-
house would burn down, or word come
that the teacher was dead! But
nelther eame to pass, and his mother's
volee sounded from the hall, bidding
him hurry.

With his lond of shame, he slunk
out of the gate and erept to school,
hugging the fences and making him-
self as Insigniticant and small ns pos-
sible, walking with short steps to
avold the endless “whist-whist” of
the corduroy. He sniffted as he thought
of the woe Yhe dev still held for him.
Some men, golng back to business,
ginneed at him to see the eanse of his
whimpering. He Imagined they were
thinking eruel things of his hreechea

He heard the tardy bell ring, and
then he ran in and hurried to his
sent., A8 he hastened down the alsle
the corduroy spoke !“der than be-
fore, but If Red Head heard, he made
no sign, and as Willie sidled on to the
bench beslde him he kept his nose
turled In Lis book and did not look
up

Willle did not go to the playground
at the afternoon recess, e would
have died rather, and for once he saw
the ndvantage of the rule that the tar-
dy scholar must lose that half bhour
of play,

When school ended for the day,
Willle hoped the teacher would keep
him In. He was willing to be whipped
rather than meet Red Head again, but
he was dismissed with the rest. He
paused In the doorway gathering his
hreath to make a run for liberty, ns
lie had often ruf to escape his perse
entors, As he walted, he saw HRed
Head approaching, and he drew back;
but Red Head stepped up to him and
took him by the arm

“You let me alone now,
Willle,

“Aw, shnt up” sald Red Head
ronghly. “1 ain't goin' to hurt yon
Yon shot up an’ don’t be a ery bahly,
Come along an' 1 won't let "em hurt

whimpered

you"

She had blue eyes and yel- |

thumb in his mout: aad .
Head doubtfully inen f, e
was unnatural, (v gia00a o F L
to entice him forth to he « -’ll*(l.
It was not easy to believe | the
Red Head who had drubbed him o
bundred times, and who scored him ns
: cry baby, should seek to defend
fm,

Red Head walted.

“Come on," he said at length. “rn
let you help me drive the cow home
to-night.”

Stlll Willle hesitated, although he
was almost willing to risk a licking
to be allowed to slap the sleek legs of
Mrs. Murphy's cow with a llmber wil-
low switch,

“Come on,” sald Red Head. *“I'll log
you smoke my pipe."”

“Won't you lick me?" asked Willle
doubtfully.

“No, I won't lick you.
I want to lick you for®

Willie followed Red Head hesitat-
ingly, with an eye to a safe retreat |
necessary,

One of the boys enme forward from
the group by the gate,

“HIi, here comes Whistle Breeches™
he shouted gleefully,

Red Head turned, an® ellnched hig
fists, his blue eyes blazing.

“Shut up, Hob Palmer!” he erieq
flercely. “Don't you call him that
That aln't no name to call a feller,
You Jist wisht you had breeches like
‘em."

Bob stopped suddenly. He looked at
Red Head In astonishment. Then he
turned and ran to the boys by the
gate, They listened to what he said,
and then began a loud sing song
chant: “Whistle Bree-ches—Whistle
Bree-ches—Whistle Bree-ches"

Red Head bounded forward, his
eyes glowing with anger. He toppled
two boys over, and ralned his blows
right and left,

“Don't youse call
cried.

It was a surprise, The boys drew
back and stood ready to scatter at
the next onslanght, Red Head walt-
ed, puffing, with clinched fists,

“The next feller that calls him that,
I'll break his face!” he threatened,
“An' 1 aln't foolln', neither.”

They saw that he was not, and they
walted respectfully as Red Head apd
Willle walked away.

Willle went with Red Head to drive
the cow home, and Red Head taught
him how to double up his flst for
battle according to the traditions of
the school, with the knuckles of the
second finger protruded,

“You Jjist do that,” he Oxpllh'nd.
“an' you ean hurt ‘em worse, Ap' {f
they fight back, kick ‘em In the legs,
That's how I do. Why, you're as big
as [ am, an' | bet you're Jist as strong,
You Jist stand up to ‘em. There
ain't nothin' In fightin® when yoo
know how, If you just stand up to
'em, they 'most always back down,
You begin on Tom Ament, He's a
bigger baby "'n you are. Anybody kin
ek Wim. T kin lek him with my He-
tle finger. An’ then yon tackle Shorty.
He's a baby, too, You're jist afrald.”

It was Red Head who egged Willle
on to strike Tom Ament the next day,
nnd Red Head conched him untll Tom
took to his heels, defeated, Then
KHed Head made him lick Shorty and
with the lust of victory In his yelns
Willle worked his way upwa
goon the other mothers Degan
Willie's mother that he was
boy, always fighting, and M
wept over him. But no one
him Whistle Breaches, and he
that he was as much of a man
of them, and more of a man 'Iun
raost,

Then eame a-battle roval, when Red
Head and Willke stood face to face
and pounded edch other tor & good
balf hdur for supremacy, and Wille
went down with a bleeding nose and
an eye that was dark for days,

Bur Red Head had taught him self
eonfidence, and self confidence made
him the Governor of a great State.

When the Governor's eyes came
back to Mike Murphy's face, they rest-
ed n moment on the grizzied red halir,
and a smile softened the lines of his
miouth,

“Mike,” he sald, “T belleve you used
to give me a drabbing about enee &

d

1

What wonld

him that!™ he

Iﬁ'hiﬂ old Irtshman moved uneasily,
and M5 hands played nervously with
the rim of his hat. He drew his feet
qulckly under lis ehair, and slowly
moved his lips without speaking He
thought of that last flerce battle,
when the Governor had fallen with a
bleeding nose, and he shifted his eyes
from spot to spot on the soft earpet.
He felt as does a mouse when the cat
plays with It

The Governor turned to Father Mau-
rice,

“Father,” he sald, “I do not often
allow myself a personal indalgence,
but [ have an unsottled score with
Mike, 1 shall settle It now., 1 am
golng to pardon that boy."

Two tears fell from the pl‘h‘" eyes
and rolled slowly Into the white for-
est of his beard. Mike Murphy stared
stralght before him, while his fingers
felt vaguely for the rim of the bat
that had fallen from his hands

“(Go home, Mike!" sald the Gov-
ernor gently., “Go home and tell the
wife and the mother."

When his petitionera had departed,
the Governor sat long in the reception
room thinking of the old days When
he opened his wateh it was not to note
the Lour, but to look on A Womans
lkenesa: and he crossed his arms on
the desk and burled his face In them.
The old days had given him much
{hat the later years had stelen from
bim. He sighed and lifted his head

“Poor old Mike!" he i, “I'm
square with him at last 1 wonder
why he took my part that day?" and
e wearily ellmbed the stale to his
lonely room.

He did not know that when Red
Hend went home that noon, fifty years
before, he had found Mrs Murphy
cutting out a palr of corduroy
breeches.—New York News

His Name for Ik

Professor—What would you call
ly holding within (tself another
body of smaller size, but of simila
shape?

07—A peanut,
pon
A womans age ls one of natura’s

sir.—Harvard Lam.

grealest secrels




