GLORIA'S GARDENER

He Cultivated the Flower of Love
in His Mistress’ Heart,

By JOHN DARLING,

Randal strolled slowly past
Ine cottage, Certainly the
lovely grounds wore sadly in need of
gardener's care and just as surely
fagged norves in noed of the
tople that working In that
provide,
taken the day in the coun-
he might select a qulet
house In which to spend a
th or two, but alas! The qulat
houses were so totally lack-
veness that Randal had
that of two evils the lesser
city bourding bhouse. Even
the appalling set of people In the city
Wis no doubt preferable to
deadly monotony (n the country,
“But 1 would love to gurden that
bit of property,” he sighed and would
passed the Woodvine cottage
the last time save that a slip of a
At that peychologleal moment
to come out of the vine
: porch. Her halr was bralded
sunny plait and her smile
the dl:.tum between Ran:
retraced his footsteps and went
) toward the girl. His walk
e a8 were his inten.
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gazed quentioningly at him
th a gleam of Interest In
eyes that were far seelng,
If they expressed tha beauty of a
t mind,

“Is there a chance in the world
that you require a gardener? Rane
dal asked us he reached the girl'n
slde,

“1 certainly require one,” Glorin
Woodvine returned quickly, then with
elight hesitation, “but I am not pure
that T want ope.”

“Oh" was Randal's ejaculation,
“then do you perhaps know anyone
who does both require snd want my
services?"

"Youra? Are you the gardener?”
8he looked him up and down with
dawning wonder In her eyen.

“Yes. And I would have this bit of
property looking llke u show place In
two weeks If you would let me
There are wonder possibilities
here,” Randal said, and the pscullar
look In his eyes brought a slight Nush
to Glorin's checks,

“l couldn't pay very much,” she
sald quickly, "becnuse I keep this 1t
tlo place up myself. My family cop
slders me mad for coming down here
in the country to live, It 18 my own
rotrent for writing and I bave not been
able to get someone to make It boau-
ttul, much as | wanted to."

“It you permit me to pitch a tent
down by that clump of fir trees and
camp there 1 will eare for the garden,
plant somwe vegetables, get a few lay.
ing hepn and help you an lot. 1s It a
got 1 really need the work.”
__Qloria looked rather startled but a
tiny #mlle played about her lips. As-
suredly here wii a type around whom
whe might write a story. Bhe would
chance the trial anyway. If he did
not please bher she could easlly dis-
misn him.

“I am down here for absolute qulet
and concentratiod,” she told him, *I
would have to msk you to go about

T
iga

your work without consulting me
more than Is absolutely necessary.
My old black mammy will always be

about.

Randall  looked searchingly at
Glorin Woodvine, Suddenly he knew
who It was she rominded him of. It
wan Froddy Woodvine, but Randal
bad not associated the name of the
cottuge with that of the glrl, Now he
know who sho was and his task bo-
came one of trebled Interest. Bhe
was Gloria Woodvine, Freddy's sister,
and an authoress of no small famne,
“Sis Is a bit dafly,” Froddy had
sald on one ootasion when Randal
had wanted to meat her. “SBho goes
off into silonces and rotreats and
tover shows up untll she brings a
full-fledged novel back with her"

“l will pitch my tent tomorrow, If
it 18 agreeable to you," ho sald and
reallzed that be could scarcely walt
to shake the dust of newspaper of-
flees trom his feot and take up his
abode in the garden of Glorin

As he traveled on the Long Island
rallway back o town all he saw s
he went past villages was two long
bralds of golden halr that bung down
Gloria's back.

“Absurd,” he warned himself, “and
remember,” he added to his mental
conversation, “you are to consult her
black mammy and not herself for
anything you may require”

And Randal found after a fow days
in Gloria™ garden, that his nerves
were begluntog to respond to proper
treatment, but that they were apt to

tricks when the girl with the
hair wus snywhero in sight.
soek to talk with ber,

& hint on eooking
thut source. He
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BOIng to be a great suc-

garden, 100, responded to
care and looked much like o
flower

HELE

Vegotablea which found thelr way to
black Martha's kitchen and honee to
the table of Glorla, were a great sue
ocss, The echickens, too, prodyced
Gilorin's breakfast, and Randal re
each day In the chancs that
sent him past Woodvine cottage.
. mpparently deeply engrossed
hero of fancy, did, however,
0 to discuss the new gardener

'k Murtha, and to learn from

body an It plowed or bullt ohiexen
opops or gulhered sticks for his camp
fira, Her speculating as to his real
reason for working In a garden was
more vague than she liked,

“I wish | knew," she repeated often
to herself.

It was her very Intorest (n him
that kept Glorls away from Randal
whett she would often have wtrolled
about seoking Information from him
about flowers or chatling on general
subjects. She was ourfously ahy about
#oelng him and wondered not a Iittla
at her own silly reasons for not wish.
Ing to see muoh of her gardener.

Bhe had been sitting at her type
writer for many hours and was just
#topplog onto the porch when s great
man threw his arms about her and
held ber struggling against him.

“Thought I'd come down and pay
& murprise visit,” the man told her
with & hearty laugh. “SBis, you are
dufty to live all by yourselt,” Freddy
Woodvine told her for the hundredth
tima, “but it's jolly good to get into
the country for a day. Hope you
don't mind and that 1 am not butting
Into one of those allences or some-
thing."

Gloria laughed and hugged her big
brother affectionately.

"Hollo! Who's the man in the
tent?" Freddy cast swift eyes at his
sister,

Much to Gloria's disgust,
blushied hotly.

“That I8 my gardensr—he takes
chirge of the chickens and—"

“Guess | will go down and have a
look at him,” Freddy sald with mors
or less brotherly Intolerance toward
his sister's mode of living. “1 am
not sure that it's respectable to have
A sirange man camping In  the
garden,” he flung back at her.

Gloris was so Indignant that she
flounced within the cottuge to tall her
troubles to Martha, Had she walted
untll Froeddy reached the tent she
would bave seen the delighted meet-
ing of tho two men and would have
heard the loughter that followed. She
did, however, hear the returning foot-
steps of her brother, and, looking out,
discoverad that he was coming arm
in mrm with her gardener,

Presented to her gardener In & most
formal manner by her brother, she
smiled the smile that Randal remem-
bered as haviog lingered on the first
dny of thelr meeting in Gloria’s eyes,

“You are a palr of dipples," was
Freddy's comment In a disgusted tone.

“l done knows he wns a gentle-
man,” Martha sald, a8 she stood In
the doorway walching developments.

“I suppose you will be telling me
next that you two have fallen in love
With each other,” there was & hint of
hope In Freddy’s tone,

"You have no right to suppose any-
thing of the kind,” flashed Qloria.
“Hesldos, Mr. Randal has not given
me u ohance to fall in love with him
oven If 1 hnd wanted to."

"We can soon fix that up,” laughed
Randal.

“The sooner my sister (s tled up to
# senslble man, the hotter off she'll
be,"* Freddy sald, and drew Glorla
Into his wrms. “lsn't that right,
Martha?"

“It sure am, Mars' Fred," Martha
nodded, grinning broadly.

“It's & groat pity Mr. Randal Is not
the sensible man," Gloris laughed de-
murely,

“l can be anything from a journals
st to n gardener,” Randal told her.
"Surely being sensible Is not so dim-
oult when there is 8o much at stake,”

Glorla blushed with becoming mod:
osty.

(Copyright, 1918, b:
paper

she

the MeClure News-
yhdicate.)

Iren In Water,

Iron can be detected n water by
taste when there Is onehalf unit of
it to n milllon units of water; and
more than four or five units would
make the water unpalatable. In some
minernl springs fron Is the constitu.
ent that glves the water its mediclnul
value, but ordlnarily, says the Youtl's
Companion, It 1s undesirable, 1t more
than 2.5 units In the milllon are pres
ent In the water that the laundress
uses for laundering, the olothes will
bo stalued. If more than two or three
units In the milllon are I water that
the paper muker uses, bis puper will
bo stalned. The lee made from wa.
ter that contains fron s cloudy and
dlscolored. If wuch fron fs ln the wae
ter that the enginesr uses for mak-
ing steam, it will do harm, for It con-
taing nclds that, when set froe in the
boller, corrode the boller plates, The
amount of Iron carried In solutlon by
most waters is, however, so small that
the damage it does to stenm bollers s
genorally not great.  Water with &
good deal of fron [n It has In many in.
stancos caused great trouble and ex
pense In city water works, for iron
S0 fuvors the growth of crenothrix,
musty, stringy bacteris, that the plpes
overy lttle while become clogged with
it

Glant Grotto,

The Immense covern bearing this
name I8 sltuated near Triesto, Austria,
and is said to be the largest known to
exist, It consista of one vast chamber,
187 feet long, 433 feet broad and 452
foet high. There are three entrances,
two in the roof and one at the edge of
the roof, which has recently been pro-
vided with Indders with sleps, so that
visltors can safely descend Into the
grotto, Onee on the bottom, progress
In easy. The cavern contalns remark
able groups of stalactites, some of
them of glgantle &lze and others of
bizarre shapes. The tallest stalactite
has a length of a Hitle more than 39
feet. No slde or underlying eaverns
have yet been discovered. The boltom
of the grotto Is 625 feet helow the
surface of the ground forming the top
of the roof, which In turn is nbout 1,
G680 feet nbove wea lovel

After the Honeymoon,

“I think bis love 18 growing cold.”

“Now, my dear, you musin't (mng.
fne things."

“It 18 vot Imagination, He reads
n newspaper while 1 am sittlng on
his lap. i
————

Something of the Sort,
“He posed as a rallroad director.™
“Well, was It a fuke!”

“Not exactly. He presides over
the information bureau at the Unlop
station.”

Tirebizond
The Ancien(

EARS! Years! What are yeara?
Ouly 265 days! What are 365
days, or any ocombinations of
366 days, compared with the
unutterable past, whose dust is
being stirred by Europe's war, says
Walter H. Main, in the Utlea Globe,

It was & mere pobble In a mill pond
—that sssssaination of w petty ruler
lust summer—but the ripples It start
od have not yet begun to lap the
ahores of the sea of time mlong which
shades of the past hover, nodding to
one another that humanity Is ever
the same, slways wseecking, always
avariclous, always as ready to kill as
was Genghis Khan, who aslew bis
5,000,000 or 6,000,000 snd wept for
mors,

Take that single city of Treblsond
thers on the Black sea, of which we
bave hardly heard, of whose pust we
know nothing, and for whose trade
Turkey and Russia are struggling.
What s the commerce of New York
for & ningle century compared wilh
the commerce of Treblzond for count-
less ages’

We look with veneration on & bulld-
ing a contury old; the Magua Charta
we look upon with its 700 years as of
unnpeakable antiquity; but hera Is a
city whoss past tralls off into the dim
realm of myth, to the tombs of
Pharsols, to antiguity that ends In
fancy.

It was 1482 when Columbus stums-
bled on Ban Salvador and marked the
beginning of our four centuries of
continental history, four centuries that
soem an interminable past to us, but
which are as a dream which passeth
In the night for Trebizond and It hin-
terland. In fact Ameriea would not
have been dlsclosed for many years
had it not been for the trade of Trebi-
rond, For Troblzond has been the
outlet to the western world of the
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wonderful treasures of the Inscrutable
Eaut.
Was Great Trade Center,

To Trebizond old Genoa turned
when It wrested tho sea power of the
world from old Venloe, Many nations
truded with Treblzond In Its event-
ful pust and everyone In turn waxed
fat and proaperous and fell, until the
Turk came to control the Dardanelles
inn 1453, and now Russla seeks Lo own
the Black sea.

It was because the Ottoman choked
other traders that Columbug, the son
of proud, rich Genon, sought an all
water route to the Eanst.

When the first prow from RBurope
griatod on the shore of the China sea
and found the coral reefs of Indis,
then began to dwindle that caravan
trade which for ages beyond number
had brought all the Orlent, all Cuthay
wostward In the shortest way. Then
waa doomed the camel trafMe, It still
persista; long strings of camels from
the Orlent sull tread the streeta of
Treblzond, but there is a rallway that
brings goods to Batum, In Russian ter
ritory, faster than camels can travel
wnd Datum has the trade.

But Trebizond I8 still & metropolis,
and the dust of Trebizond which is
disturbed by the war strife carries
with It the romance of the race and
brings up a mirage to the fancy that
ineludes the brave figures of & past as
old a8 humanity.
| Mysticlam of Far Cathay.

When you feel that dust of nges ris-
dng and smell the sandalwood and
#hicery of the East and the same pun.
gont odor of the camels that you may
have notleed in new America on olr
cus diy, you lose all sense of time; you
lowe view of the land beyond the west-
ern sea, the land Ameries, so new
and fresh and Inexperienced with a
mers two or three centuries behind It;
you lose all tanglble things: you be
come Infected with the mystiolsm of
the East. For the nonee you forget
time; you are transported to the Bag-
dad of the Arablan Nights; you re

" OF TREBIZOND

member Harun al Rashld, Genghls
Khan and the rest of the half real,
half mythical beings that peopled the
fanciful days of your childhood when
you lived within the pages of romance
and the tales of wonder from the Hast
captivated you,

But the trail does not stop there
with the heroes of the tales that came
to barbarian Europe just befors mod-
ern life dawned, when the Marco Po-
los boldly penetrated past the gates
to the East, The dust of the city of
Treblzond, which lles thick, dates back
beyond the Crusaders, The bridles of
their horses jingled, the armor of the
warriors of the Cross rattled within
this same city of Trebizond there on
the Black sea,

Remanca In Its Spicery.

Try to read (ts story as a history
and you are hopelessly lost In a list
of meaningless names. Absorb it as &
romance, as _you absord India in Kip-
ling's "Kim,” and the city of Trebi
zond s of entrancing Interest.

The earliest navigutors, the Phos-
niclans, plied the Black ses and did
oarrying trade for the caravans from
the East. Then Britaln was but a
wild place, Inhabited by savages,
where the low, black ships of the
Fhoenlclans got tin from the mines
to trade at Treblzond for the jewels
of Indin and China, Britain we eon-
sider old, with ita ruins, about which
eling the story of the Roman soldiers.
But this was even before Rome en-
tared the world stage. It was when
Hiram of Tyre was bringing cedar
for Solomon to bulld his temple. It
was when Joseph was the wheat king
of Egypt and before then, even, It
was—heaven knows when (L waa.

Trebizond was a metropolis when the
earllest mian In the West and his wom.
ankind began to covet the silk and
gold and jade and perfumes of the

East. Even Egypt, the Egypt of 6,000
years ago, was a flippant youth when
the Orlent was hoary with age—not
hoary with years, years are not a
measurable standard to use—hoary
with age, eons and eons of time.
Bound the West to the East.

The dust of Treblzond was tracked
there by countless caravans of pa-
tient cnmels through countless cen-
turies. The route they followed was
the slender thread of a trall that for
centuries bound together the East
and West—the West vigorous in Its
crude barbarity, ornamenting itaelf
with the jewels and sllks of the East.

Hetween tho avarice of the West
and the riches of the Eanst nature had
put & barrier of mountain and desert
which could be penetrated at only a
few places. Unerringly, with the ex.
perience of uges, the caravan leaders
pleked the trail, It ran south 600
miles from Trebizond to Bagdad, the
Bagdad of the Arabian Nights and
Harun &l Rashid; It broke over Into
Persin on' the east and ran 350 miles
to Ispahan; then wound among the
mountalns and plains east, always
east, 760 milea to Kandahar in Af-
ghaniston; then up to Kabul 400 miles
further and to Jelalabad and through
old Khyber pass Into Indla—a full
2,000 miles as the camel trails.

At Khyber pags the caravans divid-
ed, going Into far Cathay, into Cash-
merae's lovely vales, sung by Lalla
Rookh's minstrel prince, to mysterl-
ous Mongolln, to all the oldest tribes
on earth, who made the luxuries for
the rest of the world,

This is the storied city, whose dust
Is belng stirred by the warriors of this
the twentieth century, Perhaps the
very gunpowder that may yet awaken
the echoes in the old ecameltrod
streets Is now being made in & factory
in that crude, upstart land, America,
which Columbus stumbled on when he
was hunting around for a way to cir
cumvent the Otloman, to beat the
camel drivers by getting there with a
ship.

Bumper Crops In Rusala.

Rusala apparently has plenty of men
still in reserve. Her wheat crop, ac
cording to estimates published by the
International Institute of Agrioulture,
wlill be about 40 per cent larger Lhis
year than last, and the winter rye
yleld about 20 per cent larger. The
war, instead of decreasing the amount
of farm work In Russin, has stimulat-
od t, and the promised crop yleld in-
dicatos that more men are emploved
in agriculture thls year than there
wore Inst year, Whatever happons,
Russin is not going to be starved out.
—Hartford Courant.

Arcadian Disturbances,

The nolses of the night can be Just
as aggravating In the country as in
the city. 'To be sure, there 15 not the
clang of the trolley, but the clang of
the cowbell In the still watches of
the night can be just s irritating to
the nerves of the cllizen who Is try-
ing In vain to woo slumber, These
moral reflections are Induced by the
fact that n resident of Carman was
seen chasing & cow around & pasture
fleld about 5:30 o'clock one moming

———— = Al

recently, trylng to capture her In or
der to get the bell with which she
was  adorned.—Dufferin  (Manitoba)
Leader,

“Talk™ Kittle Understood,

The girl was making cookiea. Little
Mary was toddling round the kitchen.
The blg houge cat bothered the little
one.  “Tell Kittle to go out” she de
manded to the cook. The Iatter was
busy, so spoke rather perfunctorily.
“Kittle, go out! Go ont, Kittle!" A
disgusted look came over the toddler's
face as ghe pald: “Kittle don't under
stand that ialk. Speak to her with
the broom."

Newspaper Holders,

A slmple newepaper holder can be
made by cutting wway & portlon of one
slde of an ordinary clothespin, drilling
a hole through the thick end for a
serew or nall, and fastening it In place
where desired. Another way Is to split
off ote slda of a clothespin and cut
the bottom of the remalning part, ta
pering as shown; then drill a bole to
avold splitilng the plece and fasten In
a convenlent place,

HANS' DREAM,

Hans and Martha were an old cou-
ple who lived in a little house on the
bank of a river. Hans was & miller.

He wan & very cross man and found
fault with poor Martha, blaming her
for all that happened to displease him,
His breakfast was too hot or too cold,
and his dinner was too late or too
early. If many people came to the
mill with corn to be ground he fussed
because be had to work so bard to
support her. When they did not come
he grumbled because he had two to
feed and so little work

Poor Martha was very patient and
bore it without complalning, but ahe
sometimeg wished he would be a little
kinder to her, for she worked as hard
as he did, sometimes helping him in
the mill,

One day It was cold and Hans came
In and sat by the fire.

“Wheras s my pipe?" he asked,

Martha told him she did not know.

“If you would let it alone,” he sald,
“1 should know where to find it"

He found fault with the dinner; it
was not what he wanted, ~

“It 1s all we bave in the house,” sald
Martha,

“That {s just it,” replied Hans, *If
I did not have you to mupport 1 could
have better things to eat.”

“But who would cook it?" asked
Martha.

Hans told her be could cook well
enough, and better than she did, for
the pudding they had for dinner was
burnt.

Just then he put his hand in his
pocket, and there was hls pipe. Mar-
tha saw him smoking, but sald noth-
ing, and kept on with her work.

All at once Hans saw an old woman
gtanding beside him. She had on a
long black eape and leaned on a cans,
On her herd she had a queer hat with
& peak at the top.

"8o0 Martha I8 & nufsance to you,"
she eaid. "Well, what can 1 do to
belp you? You can have your own
woy If you will tell me what you
want."

Hans removed his pipe from his
mouth- and looked at her. “How did
you get in here?" he asked, for he was
sure she did not come In through the
door.

"l came down the chimney,” she an.
swered,

"Well, you better go back,” said
Hans, for he did not like to have peo-
ple take him by surprise.

“No," sald the old lady, “not until
I have satisfled your wants. Do you
wish to live here alone and not be
bothered by Martha?"

“1 ghould have more if [ dldn't have
her to support,” sald Hans, feellng
that he must defend himself In some
way,

"Very well,” said the old lady, “you
ean be alone, T will take Martha with
me, and here 18 a chicken for your
dinner.” And she took a nice, fat
chicken out of a bag she had under
her cape and put it on the table and
then disappeared,

Hang thought she had gone upstaire
to Martha, and he laughed to himselt,
for he was sure Martha would not go
with her. After a while he became

“So Martha Is a Nuisance to You,”
She Said.

anxlous and called, but Martha did not
answer. Ho went upstairs, but he
could not find her. Then he remem-
bered what tho old lady sald, that she
came down the chimney. He was sure
if she tried to take Martha up the
chimney that Martha must be there
now, for Martha wag very stout; so he
looked, but could not see anyone,

“Let her go," he sald at last. *1
will have all the chicken for myself,
and I will make a pudding that | can
m‘ﬂ

He looked at the fire, but it had died
out; he tried to bulld it, and then put
on & kettle ot water for the chicken,
but ke did not know whether It should
be bolled or baked, and he did not
know how to do elther. He next went
to the closet and brought out soma
flour, which bhe mixed with water,
and without greasing the pan, put the
mixturs In 1t and put it in the oven.

Then bo saw that the fire waa out
and the chicken was just as it was
when he put It in the kettle. He was
cold and hungry, and (t was getting
dark and he could not find a taper to
light the lamp. He begun to think of
Martha; that perhaps he found too
much faalt, and be came to the con-
clusion that le was better off with her
than without her, but how was he to
get her back?

He docided to go to the roof and
look down the chimney; perhaps she
was stuck at the top. He went up on
the roof and climbed to the top of
the obimney and looked down, when
Dang! he lost his balance and dow
he weat. -

“My goodness!™ sald Martha, “you
have dropped your pipe and you near

¥ Jumped out of the chalr,
the matter with you?"

Hune looked around., Thers was
Martha, and the fire wan burning
brightly. He did not say anything,
for over the fire be saw a kettle

“Where have you been?" he asked,
after o while,

“I have been right here” answered
Martha, “but you have been asleep
and snored terribly.”

When Marths went Into the closet
Hann peeped Into the kettle, but he
Baw potatoes, not chicken; them he
alyly opened the oven door, and in
there he saw baking beautiful brown
biscults, a kind of which ho was very
fond,

That night at the table Hans ate his
supper with a rellsh and even pralsed
Martha's cooking, which surprised her
very much, and later, when Martha
was washing the dishes Hans came
up behind her and kissed her.

"Martha,” he sald, “you are the best
wife & man ever had" Martha's old
face lighted tp and,she wondered
what bad coma over him, but she only'
smiled at him and kept on with her
dishes,

DEVICE FOR A WATCH CHAIN

Diminutive Carp or Sucker Arranged
by Recent Invention to Be Worn
as Charm or In Pocket,

The Sclentific American in deserib-
ing & toy or amusement device In.
vented by B. 0. Wakefleld of Rogers,
Ark, says:

This Invention is & toy or amuse-
ment device, having preferably the

What In

Amusement Device.

form of a diminutlve carp or sucker,
and adapted to be worn as an append-
age of o watch chaln or as u badge or
carried In the pocket. A ribbon Is
wound on a roller or a drum journaled
In the hollow body of the device, and,
in practice, It bears photographs or
other pletures of persons, landscapes
or other thingd, or la provided with
printed matter of any desired charac
ter,

LESSON OF SUFFICIENT REST

One of Hardest Tasks for Grownups
to Master and Not Surprising
That Child Ignores |t

It has been ohserved that while we
are trying to do something for the
child who is overworked, we need to
remember the other danger of overs
play, Parents and teachers too often
full to realize the injury that may
come through the exciting stimula-
tlon of gumes ecirried to excess,

Most children need to be restrained
now and then in the matter of ex-
hausting exercise, The lesson of suf-
ficlent rest is one of the hardest
which grownups have to learn, It Is
not surprising that children do not
know how to observe it.

Yot many cases of nerves and Ir
ritability could be traced directly to
the fact that a child has been allowed
to run from morning till night with no
relaxation at a time when the de-
mands of youth make rest especlally
needful, It is better to insist upon
plenty of sleep and quiet than to pun-
Ish a youngeter for the natural result
of 4 fagged body.—Haverhill Gazette.

HE WAS SLOW BUT THOROUGH

Quallty of His Work Spoke Well for
Boy Engaged to Pull Weeds Out
of a Lady's Garden.

A lady engaged a boy to weed In
her garden, He started to do the
worlk as she directed, and she went
ubout her houschold duties, After a
half hour bad elapsed she looked out
the window and saw the boy at about
the wame spot she had left him,
“Pretty slow,” sald the lady, and
agaln went about her work,

Another half hour elapsed, and
again she looked out the window,
She notleed that he had done very
little more, and sald to herself, “1
wish I had secured a man for this job;
it will not be finished today at this
rate.”

At the end of another halt hour
she concluded to speak to the boy
and huery him up, so out to the yard
slia went,

Sho stopped suddenly. It was true
that not very much of the garden had
beon covered. The boy was slow, that
was sure, but such a job of weeding
ns he had done! Not a single stray
plece of grass was left. It was as
clean as could be, She stood and
looked In amazement. There was Just
ons word for it—thorough. Instead
of telling him to do the work faster,
she sald: “That's fine, That's the
kind of weeding I llke to bave done
every time."—Exchange,

The Minister's Mistake.

In & small country church, not long
since, a little child was brought for
ward for baptism. The young minis-
ter, taking the little one in his arms,
spoke as follows:

“Beloved hearers, no one can fore
tell the future of this little child. He
may grow up to be a great astrono
mer, ke 8ir Isaac Newton, or a great
labor leader, like John Durns; and It
Is possible ha might become the prime
minlster of England.”

Turning to the mother, be Inquired:
"What's the name of the child "

“Mary Ann” was the reply—Lon
don Tit-Bits,

Jimmie's Stunt,

A small boy was jumping up and
down and giving vent to shrieks,
shouts and exclamations,

Bhaking her parazol at the younmg
sters who watched the proceedings in
great glee, an old Iady ejaculated:

“Aren't you ashamed to mnke that
little boy cry like that?”

“He sin't erying,” one of the lads
explained. “Jimmie 18 givin' a imite
tion of u cattle train.”

PLENTY OF BREAD LEFT OVER

Mr, 8mith, In the Amen Corner, Of:
fered Suggestion to Help Out Cers
tain Young Minister,

One Sunday morning » certaln
young pastor in his first charge an-
nounced nervously:

“I will take for my text the words,
“And they fed flve men with 5,000
loavea of bread and 2,000 fishen.' ™

At this misquotstion an old par-
{shioner from hls seat In the amen
corner sald audibly:

“That's no miracle—l could do 1t
myself,”

The young preacher sald nothing
at the time, but the next Sunday he
announced the same text again, This
time he got it right:

“And they fed 5,000 men on fiva
loaves of bread and two fishes.”

He walted a moment and then, lean-
Ing over the pulpit and looking at the
amen corner he said:

“And could you do that too, Mr,
Smith ™

“Of course 1 could,” Mr. Smith re
plied.

"And how would you do it?" sald
the preacher,

“"With what was left over from last
Sunday,” sald Mr, Smith.—Advance,

Unavoldable. B
“l belleve you are the same man
who was here about & year ago,” sald
the housewife,
“Maybe 8o, mum,” replied the L
tramp, "I was In these parts.”
"And you haven't found any work
to do yet?"
“Only what was wished on me,
mum, by ona or two hard-hearted
Judgea"

8izing Up Father.

“Mother, s my father the greatest
man In the world?"

"No, Indeed, my dear.”

“But he's a greater man than
George Washington, Isn't he?" i

“Certainly not. Why are you ask-
ing such foolish questions this morn~
ing?"

“I was just wondering why you ever
married him.”

Please Remember.

Mrs. Meeks—This paper says mno
parental care ever falls to the lot of
a single member of the Insect tribe,
In general, the eggs of an Insect are
destined to be hatched long after the
parents are dead.

Mr. Meoks—Now, dear, you know
why you have no right to call me an
fnsect, 1 hope. \

HE SHOWED HIM.

“You didn’t know that girl was mar-
ried 1"

“Not until I was printing a kiss on
her lips nnd her husband showed me
that I was making a typographical
error.”

His Courage Falled,

“Did you spesk to father about me,
Arthur?!"

“Yes, 1 did, dear, and he agreed with
me heartily.”

“Then he sald 1 might marry you?™

“Why—er—no, I didn't quite get to
the point of asking him., I just sald
you were a fine girl"

A Work of Art.

“How'd you happen to buy 80 much
etock In that fake gold mine, Hiram?" !

“Th' feller who was sellin' It sald I§
was gllt-edged.”

“Pghaw! They all say that”

“But, by cracky, he showed it to ma 4
an' it did have a giit edge.”

Matter of Color,

Parson Snowball—Dat youngest boy
ob yourn do seem to be one ob de
pestiferous kind, deacon.

Deacon Flatfoot—Dat's what he
am, parson. He shore am de white
sheep ob mah flook.

Anent Cheese.

Bacon—It's funny about cheese,

Egbert—What |s?

“It never gots on iis last legs.”

“Is that right? /

“Sure thing; the older It gets the
more life it han"

el
Guess Too Much,

Dubking seems to think doctors de
pend a great deal on guess work in
handling & patienp”

“You don't belleve that, do you?*

“No. Guess work |s morse Apparent
when they make out their billa™




