BAONCO BILL

By JANE OSBORN,
0id Peter Heppleton, the owner and

]und the skv are all you ssy they are,
ibut you'd get lonesome same ms 1 did
 You'd quit If you were out there all |
alogs. Well, I'm going right over Lo
gol the clothes | peed, Write It out

| #o tho man In the store will know
.|whnt to hund me. The hess will foot

editordn-chilel of tha Morning Stand- [the bill, so don'i get nervous sbout
ard, was in one of his ralay<ay | how much it will eost.”

moods. The evenls of the day only
maide him moediér. In the first place,
when he arrived at noon he was greet-
od iv his own office by Miss West,
the soclety eoditor, Who wore a trou-
hled expression.

He answered her good morning with
gomething that sounded very much
like n bear's growl. "“"What right have
you to look grouchy?" he asked.
“You're young and healthy and all
you have to do Is to draw your salary.
You don't have to luke any risks, You
don't have to worry, you don't have
the gout or rheumntism, What's the
matter now "

“Only that I have to have 4 new as
sistant.”

Another bear growl, “What did you
do with the last one? Wasn't she good
enough for vou? See here, young
lndy, T ean’t spend all my time got-
ting yvou nseistunts, Is It my fault
they quit?"

“She got marrled—that's what they
all do. And it puts me in an awful
fix, Thers are two charity balls to
‘cover' tonight, & coming-out party ev-
ery day next week and three ‘the dan.
nants,' besides all sorts of smaller af-
falrs, What I wanted to ask you, Mr.
Heppleton, If whether you think It
would be a good idea for me to have
n young man. You see, the girls are
not rellable, They are so likely to get
married—"

“No reasan why they should,” Mr,
Hepplaton growled. “You don't get
ngrried. do you?!" And then, more
griffly still: "And you are a pesky lot
prettler than any of the assistants.
You don't got married—you stick to
your Job, What's the matter with the
girls nowadays? Don’t they apprecl
aty a good Job? Haven't they any
brains at all
[ "May I have a man reporter?” Mar-
garet perslsted. “1 Fnow other socie-
ty editors always have girls, but a
mun you can he severe with, you can
gik hlm to work late every night In
thy week and you can boss him around
without haying to bo afraid of offend-
ng him. Awnd when s man gets mar-
?‘q#.l ho just has to work all the hard-
A
U "Good Idea! Now get out and let
me alone, 'l send to the clty desk
right nway and have a cub sent to
you at onee.'

“Plepsoe he sura that the cub has
evening clothes,” sald Margaret, leay-

0lf Hepploton was still growling
when Broneo Bill strode lelsurely and
with’ porfect assurance into the office.
But tho uncle did not at first recom-
nize in the (all, lanky, brond-shoul-
dored figure, st elad In the goft
ghirt and noft hat of the Texas ranch-
er, hig nephew, Willlam Hepplaton.

“Good mornin', Uncle Pele,” quoth
the nephew, seating himsell unbidden
ustride the only vaeant chalr In the
rovm, “I dare say you are some sur-
prisad to ses mo"” He put out a
lorge tanned band and  vigorously
phoolt the hand that the uncle extend-
ed rathor gingerly.

“Well, 'm hers for a job. That's
about the size of {t. O, yes, ranchin's
all right but It gets lopesome, durned
lonespme, Bo | Just hired a rancher
and hin wife—Iit {sn't half bad when
o fellow's got a wife and a brood o
young onos—and 1 came Fast. Now
I'm countin' on gettin' into this news-
paper gamo, What sort of & job have
you got Lo offor me?”

“There ten't a blessed thing,” re-
plied the unele, He rather liked the
young man's breesy manner and would
have helpoed him if he could have done
#o to his own advantage, "No, there
fan't n thing, though thers may be
Iater.”
| “I'hen ! oupposs 1'd better be goln’,”
replied the nephew, “No, thanks, I'm
pot strapped by a long shot, Good
mortgiog!"  And he held hls hand out
aguin, Hut the uncle did not abake it
Tho tolephono bell at the side of his
dosk Lad been Jingling, and lustead
he took off the recelver.

“You, yoa," he growled. “1 know. 1
havon't forgotten. Il try to get you
o man. This afternoon sure. 1 am
not sure the city elerk ean spare one,
but 11l tell the city editor when he
comea in to dig up & green ono that
you can break In”  And then he
bangod the recolver down, His nephew
bad taken his weal again,

“Wall?™ ho quorled, “There's one
of your mon wantin' someons, What's
the mattor with me? I'm green enough,
aln't 1"

The uncle knit his brow for about u
minute, “Yen, you're green enough and
thon #bme," he sald, and for a mo-
ment hin grompineas was lost In the
suggeotion of n smile. “Heport to
room 405 and tell the party | sent you
=that you're the man., And as soon
an you get a chance go and get
dolled out the way they tell you to.
That cowboy makeup won't do, you
know."

It was half an hour later and Bron-
co Bill was sitting at Margarot West's
#ldo, and Margarot West was laughing,
UWell, why don't | doT Aln't 1 green
onuigh®  Aln't T cager  enough?
Haven't 1 showod you I could write
the typewritor? Didu't 1 learn how be-
foro | enme Hast—when 1 was takin'
thut correspoudence coutse In Jour
ualom?  8eo hero, young Indy, 1 never
bad o girl beat we at anything, and 1
don't kipd o' ke havin' you sit there
ned fnngh st we na i1 was some port
of naw end stzangn anlival that they
had just anpexcd to n woological park,
Tht bows of 1kl paper Las appoinied
We to the Job, aid so Iar a8 1 can aeo
all yaw've gat to do 's to give mo a
ling on what's to be done and then
sland Lok ond watyb me do It You
pald yon wantod a man, didn't you?
Well, 'm o Werkeo man, ain't 13

*Pleapo, Mr. Tlepploton, It lan't that

J dop’t thick you con do it. I am
0ol laughlog at you. T'm Just laugh-
Ing becatso I

dont't weo why you over
1elt tho rrach to go Into this stupld
uewayaper work, Why, If 1 ever got

out lu this weaderful ranch country
with wl tko air and sunsbine thore
't % iper job in the world
ﬁy' ; M- ‘The sunshine

It was a week later and Bronco Bill
was on the job when Margaret ar- |
rived at 11 in the morning. In fart, |
he had been there since an early morn- l
ing hour. Ranch life had accusiomed
him to early rising, and the late hours
in the newspaper routine had not
changed his habits,

“Now, don't be offended beeause I'va
got my st collar off, girl,” he n!d.|
pointing to the multl-colored handker-
chief that he had loosely tied around
his collar band. “I'll keep the bolled |
razor-edge one on when I'm coverin’ |
things. And right here in our office |
it doesn't matter.” [

"But suppose soms soclety woman
comes In with o dinner lst or some-
thing? Suppose Mrs, Vandevere—"
The telephone rang and the assistant
unwered.

"Yes," he shouted, "“What do you
want. Go on, fire ahead. ['ve got the
pencil handy. Say, spell the nome,
lndy. Not so fast—] ain’t no dicta-
phone—"

Margaret snatehed the recelver
from the hand of her asslstant. “'Oh,
yes, Mrs, Vandervere,” she cooed,
“Wes, this 18 the society editor,” Mar-
garet scowled menningly at tho assist-
ant over the phone and then, putting
her hand over the mouthplece, sald:
“This Is the way you ought to an-
swer:

“Yeos, Mrs. Vandevers. Your dinner
guests for tonight will he—yes, thank
you, 1 am sure |t was very kind of
you, Mrs, Vandevere, to let me have
the names, and plosse don't be crogs
with the office hoy who took up the
phone. He s very green and he was
just trying to help,”

“Call me an ofMce boy aguin,” shout-
ed Hronco Bill, jumping to his feet.
"Say, look here, girl. 1 ko you. I'm
darned fond of you and just for your
uake 1 got Into those swallowtails and
thut durned walter's outfit and I've
been hanging around at irlsh wakes
nnd Duteh plenics and bal masques
overy nlght for a week, and every afts
ernoon  I've been  watchin' a lot
of palefaced tenderfooters waltzin'
around till T was so mad 1 wanted to
shioot the town up, Gosh, why them
fellers don't get out and work In the
daytime 18 mare than I can see. And
I've just had enough of it. I've got
to the last barbecue. 1 kinder want-
#d to help you out ‘cause I thought you
ware tryln' to handle a job that was a
little too much for you, but you turn
round and el me an ofee boy and
you and 1 part company. Bither 1
slay here as the boss of the ranch and
you be the assistant and do it my way,
or I'l quit, 1'm no greenhorn.”

Suddenly Broneo Bl stopped very
still. For the girl at his side wos do-
ing what he hod pever seen another
woman do in all his Hfs—wooping ke
a child,

“Bill" she sobbed, “1 ke you, too,
Honest 1 do, and I'm grateful to you
for all you have done and | know you
have tried your best, but soclety Is
no place for you. You're n regular
man anl ought to have a regular
mpn's Job,"

Bill, instinetively, but tmidly, put
his arm around the gir's shaking
shoulders, I'm sorry 1 vexed you,
girl,” ho sald, “But you kind o' hurt
my fealings. Kver since | heard you
sy that about the sky and the alr
the first day I saw you | knew that
you were the girl that could make
livin' on a ranch heaven. I'm wone
derin' whether you would care to
marry & rough guy IHke me and be a
runcher?"

"Really," was Murgaret's way of
consenting, “do you know I've always
boon walting for a regular man ke
you'

(Copyright, 196, by the McClure Newspe
per Syndicato.)

Life All Competition,

Lifo Is one long competition, and
the quicker we realize It the sooner we
will fit ourselves for the struggles.
There s no position for which there
Ia not more than one asplrant, 1f the
place we want were not desirable we |
would not want it  And we should
know that If it seems dexirable In our
oyos It certalnly must seem so in oth-
or eyes,

Bo It must go to the best man—the
survival of the fttest has been the
rulo for  many centuries, the best |
oquipped comes out on top, whilo the
othors drop back one by one, accord-
ing to their compurative dogrees of ef-
flelency,

Hopeless Case.

Smith—1 hear Green was sent to
the lunatle asylum last week. [s L
true?

Jones—Yes! poor fellow; he's an
orasy as & bedbug. Had a manla for
exchanging umbrellas every chance he

got.

~ Bmith—Pabaw! Almost any man

will do that if he has half & chanee.
Jones—Yes, but poor Green always

loft & better one than he took,

Badly Handicapped,

“Are there any poople about here
with  lterary tastes? asked the
agent.

“Not many,” answored the station
ngont.  “We've got a Shakespeare
¢lub that moats once a weak, but slnco
Judge Nenshy's house csught fire and
hig library burned up—the judge hay-
ing the only set of Shakespeare in |
town, you know—the ladles haven't
been nble to write any papers,” ‘

SR |

Hence the Story,

"That boggar worked on my sympa-
thies wo that 1 gave him a quarter.”

"What sort of & story did he tell?™

"He sald he was 8 wur refuges who
fled from his country and loft every: |
thing behiond"”

"He dldn't leave quite cverything
behind."

"Not™

“He still bas his nerve”

Neot Him,

Mra. B, Argalns—I bought some new
kind of dog biscult for your dog toe
day, I bope thoy will please you.

Mr, B, Argalus—Not me, my dear,

LIV i (o the dog, ’
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TABBY AND FLORETTE.
Tabby was a tiger cat, and coul
catch a great many mice. She was no
[ atraid to hunt for them, and pride
| hersell on the fact that where she

4 | wis there were no mice to bother any

ANCIENT WELL IN CATTARO

ATTARO, the lust city In Dal-
matia, 14 a quaint medieval
walled town, Formerly It was
the southernmost of all Aus-

tria’s Adriatic possessions, which ex-
tend almost 450 miles down the east-
¢rn shore from Grado, just above
Trieste, to the ancient fortress and
modern noval base on the Boceche di
Catturo, famoua alike for its wonder
ful harbors and wild beauty, unriv-
aled even by the finest of the tiords
of Norway.

The clty of Cattaro Is situated on
the tnnermost of the chain of five it
tle lakes or bays of the Boeche, and
on thres sides it I8 inclosed with an
ampitheator of rock, formed by the
mountains which almost encircle’”(t.
It 18 n very anclent stronghold and
even in the days of Constantine-Por-
phyrogenetus the eclty was deseribed
by him as belng "the eity whers the
giin never shines except In midsum-
mer.” 1t {8 actually true that the old
town cowering at the very feet of the
great mountaing which eoar into the
gley Just behind It {5 as somber and
shut in as an alpine village in a nar-
row mountain pass, but although
shaded from the sun by the soaring
rocks {t s InaufMerghly hot In summer,

The city walls are enormously high
and thick and keep out any stray
breeza from the water, while the
streets of the town are po crooked and
narrow that they remind one of the
dark little calll of Venice, with hore
and there a small paved campo or
court, surrounded by low atone dwell-
Ings with tiny slits for windows, which
ndd to the somberness and gloom of
the breathlesa clty, which for cen-
turles has been the scene of such per-
petunl conflcts that the dwellings are
miniature forts, the tlny windows be-
ing apertures through which to shoot
rather than openings to admit light
and alr,

Gate to Montenegro,

The lttle strip of alluvia! land on
which Cattaro lies has heen formed by
the raing of centuries having washed
the sofl from the gaunt siden of the
bleak mountaing of rock towering
above (L. The Montenegrin legend
states that at the creation, St Peler
wan flythg with a great bag of rocks.
The bag broke and tha rocks [alling
made Montenegro, It 18 to the credit
of King Nicholas' warriors that no oth-
ar land as desolate, rocky and hope-
lesnly sterile has ever been so re-
vered for centuries by Its dauntless
sons, who, in Its defense, have watered
its crags with thelr blood.

Cattaro has been long known as the

teway of Montenegro, and years be-
ore (he famous road was hewn out
of the sides of the rocks the Monte-
negring made thelr way down Into Cat-
taro from thelr little stony farms on
the bleak heighta above, by the rough
goat track which for agea followed
the bed of a mountaln stream.

The cathedral of 8t. Trifen, or the
duomo, a8 1t 1a called, I8 one of the
oldest and finest bulldings In Cattaro,

The Bocche conalsts of several nar
row canuls of water, surrounded by
lofty mountaing rising almost directly
from the water's edge, between which
lle broad expanses of water, produe-
ing very finn acknery. The frst of
the narrows loads lnto the bay of

Topla and’ the steamer heads directly
for Castelnuovo, leaving on the left
the Sutomia, a portion of Ragusan ter-
ritory ceded to Turkey in 1689 to form
& buffer between herself and Venles.
The town was founded in 1373 by the
Bomian King Tvarko 1. Kokemanovie.
In 1538 the Spaniards built the fort
crowning the hill to the north, now
split up & good deal, but the splits are
partly concealed by ivy. It was the
only part of Dalmat!a held by the
Spanlards.

ane.
But one day Tabby found a large
yellow.and-white Angors eat had come

 'to live In the house. The name of

the new cat was Florette, and her
eyes were blue, while Tabby's eyes

| wara green.

“Your nose 8 broken,” cried the
cook when Tabby came crying lnto
the kitchen when she had been driven
| downstairs, “That new cat Is the pet

‘now, and you will have Lo stay with

us,"

Tabby ate her supper in silence and
knew that the cook spoke the truth,
but she hunted mice and slept In the
corner as though nothing had bap-
pened,

One night while she was watching
for mice in the pantry she thought of
& way to bring hergelf into favor
agaln.

“I'll just stop catching mice," she
eald. “1 dom't belleve that proud
Florette could catch a mouse; most
likely she would be afrald of one If
she saw It, or too lazy to exerl her
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Perasto the Faithful.

Bix miles from Cattaro is Perasto,
the one city which remalned faithful
to Venlee, oven after Campo Formlo.
When the Austrian troops came to
take possession it {s touching to record
that the gonfnlon, only consigned to
the army In maritime and land en-
terprises in the Levant, was burled
bengath the altar of 8, Nicolo with a
solemn requiem, as it for the burial
of a father., It had been confided to
the Perastings by the republic almost
foilr centuries befora for their faithrul
sarvices, when Venice distinguished
the city with the title of “fedelissima
gonfalonlera.”

In the early morning the sardine
boats may be seen coming in. At
night they produce 8 mosat brilliant
light with a strange apparatus on the
bow, served by acetylene, Along the
const roads red and white oleanders
mingle; orange and lemon trees; an-
clent figs and chuestnuts, olives, pome.
granates and many beautiful flowers,
lovely in form and color and strange
to the English eye, On both sides of
the wator the road runs a little way
back from the shore, dipping occasion-
ally Into masses of olive or edged with
lovely pale mauve Irfses, Dobruta,
on the left, has a bastion encroaching
on the left, has a bastion encroach-
Ing on the rond, with church and cam-
panile just behind it. and opposite,
Porgagno picturesquely occuples a
promontory, with unfinished domed
chureh and huddled houses, The
lofty lovchen towers above Catlaro
to the height of 6,770 fest.

Cattaro les at the extrems south
of the "Bocche,” thirteen wmiles from
the entrance betwesn the Punta d'Os
tro and the Punmta d'Arza. Both of
thess are fortified, and the ‘channel
has been further defended since 1897
by the lttle Fort Mamola upon the
rock Rondoni In the channel. The
town has about 2,000 Inhabitants,

many of whom are Itallan immigrants, |

part are Albanians and Montenegrins,
and subalterns who have married and
sottled here are of Austrian nation-
ality. It ia surrounded by walls which
ascend the hill In zigzags, and ls en-
tered by gutes which one cannot think
likoly to be of much use in modern
warfare. Of course, the varied cos-
tumes, some very fine, some In all de-
grees of dilapldation, add much pie-
turesquenosa to the scens. To reach
Montenegro, one bas to ascend a road
with no fewer than sixty-five zig-zage
cut in the fuce of the rock, so steep an
to look In places almost as If one
could drop & stone into the sea thou-
sands of feet below. On the road
Montenegring are met, the man on
muleback, the woman on foot carry:
ing & load, and neither of them would

couseut to change thelr positions, | & mouso goos.  She lots them walk all |

CURE FOR DENTIST FRIGHT

If One Could Only Keep From Dwelling
on the Coming Ordeal It Would
Help Much.

Belence tells us that our attitude
toward the dentlst {s a good Hlustra-
tlon of energy wasted on forebodings
for the future.

“The fatigue which results from an
hour or more of this dentist tension is
too woll known to need description,”
says Annle Payson Call, the well
known teachar of nerve training.
“Most of the nervous fatigue suffered
from the dentist’s work is In conse-
quenco of tho unnecessary straln of
expecting & hurt, asd not from any
actual pain inflicted. The result ob-
tained by fuaisting upon making your
solf a dead weight in the chalr, If you
succeed only partially, will prove this
1t will also be a preliminary means of
gotting rid of tho dentist fright—that
pecullar dread which s so woll known
to most of us"

Bo well known indeed to wome of
us a8 to shut out the sunlight for

woeks before the fatal date, the droad

Increaning steadily, till by the time

the chalr {s reached a state of tenslon |

‘I Belieye That Is a Stuffed Cat.”

self,” she added. 111 go out to the
barn to live awhile and let the mice
have a run.”

So off to the barn went Tabby, and
| the mice and rats did not frighten her
| any more than the little mice,
|  She made hersell a nice bed beside

the horse, und they became great
| friends,

“1 am glad you came out here," hul

told her one day. *“The rats ran
around here at night g0 1 could not

| sleep sometimes.

“They won't while | am here,” sald
Tabby. “You should be glad 1 am not
a proud Angora cat;, they never do
anything but aleep, eat, and dress up
and st in the window.” And then
Tabby told him her troubles.

“But they will find 1 am the one
that takes care of the house,” she
told the horse; “and {f I am not mis
taken they will gend for me soon and
glve me the best place to sleep and
treat me in a very differsnt manner
from what they have lately.™

It was as Tabby had predicted, The
mice found out that she had gone, and
they could run right in front of Flor-
ette without danger.

“1 believe that Is & stuffed cat they
have here now,” sald & mouse one day
after he had run past Florette and ahe
had not movad,

“Yes,” anld another, “that Is not a
real cat, because | ran up on her bas
ket one night and looked at her, and
she 4 not move. lsn't this o nice
place to Uve? 1 wish we had slways
lived here”

One day the cook came to the barn
and called Tabby, She had a nice
diah of cream, and when Tabby had
finished it the cook carrled her Into
the house,

“This place I overrun with mice. That
Angora Florette might as well be a
stuffed eat for all the work she does,"”

Tabby me-ow-ed and rubbed against
the cook's dress. "I have won so far,”
ghe sald to herself. "] guess 1 will get
upstalrs after & while, too,"

A few days later Tabby heard her
mistress calling “Tabby, Tabby," one
morning, and she ran to the stalrs and
looked up. .

Her mistress stroked her head and
patted her, calling her good Tabby,
and then she took Tebby Into a closet.
Some bits of feathers and flowers were
lying on the floor,

"Seo what those horrid mice have
done,” sald her misiress. “It never
happened while you were around here,

| Florette Is a handsome cat, but she is

'not one bit of use as far as catching

around her”
“Meow, me-ow,” sald Tabby,
“Yes," sald her mistross, who seemed

has been attnined that procludes the to understand her; “you are to stay; 3
possibility of letting ourselyes “go ODIY Keep the mice out, and here fs BIrd 18 thats

dead.” But, says a well-known ney. YOUr old cushion, right by the window |

rologist, ono can drop all this by a It
tle effort, and way to himself, *1 will

in the sun. Florelte cannot have all
the nlee things, Handsome is that

not cry til 1 am burt” In fact, he | handsome does, and you certalnly can-

cannot only acquire the ability to be-
come a dead welght io the chalr but
will (nally give no more thought to
the dentist’s appolntment than to a
date at the golf elub,

Manicure Nalls by Machine Now,

Milady may now manloure her nails
In less timo than It takes to comb her
halr, A Loa Aggeles woman has de-
signed an electrio manicuring machine
which operates in much tho same
manner as a dentist's drill—but, she
promises, It can be used with much

less discomfort to the patient. m| Littls Bobble, who has just begun

oot be beaten catching mice”

Bobble Knew,
Fond Mother—Bobhbie, come hoere

“You stay here tonight,” she sald. |

JAPANESE BOY BLACKSl_ﬂlTHS

Busiest and MHardest Workers in World
—Have No Thought of Play While
Work Is Befors Them,
| In Japan boys are apprenticed to
Iqurn & trade much younger than boys
in our country are, H, Croy writes in
| Northwestern  Christian  Advocate.
| Thousands are put in shops to learn
|to be biacksmiths when an Amariean
boy would still be in school, A Japa-
nese father has so many boys that he
has to put them out at some useful
trade in order that they may bring
in money to support the family. The
boys have to work long hours; from
seven in the morning until six {n the

evening.

They are faithful workers, the
pusiest vou could find anywhere In
the world. Even when a visitor comes
and stands In the door to watch ome
of them work he wiil not look up from
his work. He hes no thought of play
a8 long s he Is at work; but when
his hours are over no boy likes to get
out and have a little fun more than he.

Japanese blacksmith shops open on
to the street, so that the boy at hia
anvil sits within a few feet of the slde-
walk, The shops are closed at night
by putting boarde {n the front and
barring them well. There are no doors
with hinges., The hings la unknown
In Japan; what doors fhere are are
made to slide back and forth.

There are many more blacksmith
shops in Japan than in our country;
there is one every few doors, and In
walking along the street you may hear
the clang-clang of hammers.

The bhoy wears a black apron with
| pocketa; this ha takes off when ready
{to start home In the evening. He
wears wooden shoes—flat hoards with
straps over them to keep the shoes
from falling off. His stockings are
called tebls and come only to his
ankle. And alwayas there {s a geparate
compartment for the hig toe. An
Amerioan boy would have a hard
time in keeping & pair of Japaness
shoes on, yet n Japanese boy can put
up & mighty good footrace with noth-
Ing to hold his wooden shoes on ex-
cept his big toe.

PROMOTION OF BOYS’ CLUBS

Encouragement and Training of Youth
Along Lines of Activities of Coun-
try Among Objects.

The principal objects tp be attained
through the promotion of boys' agrl-
cultural elubs, as defined by those In
charge of this work, are:

1. To encourage and traln boys
along the lines of the activitles of
country life.

2. To put into practice the facts of
| selentifle agriculture obtained from
books, bulletins, ete,

8. To bring the school life of the
boy Into closer relutionship to his
| homa life.

4. To assist in the development of
the aplrit of co-operation in the family
and in the communlty.

6. To dignify and magnify the voca-
tion of the farmer by demonsirating
the returng which may be sécured
from farming when It I8 properly con-
ducted.

6. To enlarge the vision of the boy
and to give hlm definite purposes at
an important period In his life,

7. To furnish to the aggressive, pro-
greasive rural schoolteacher an oppor-

Walter Granlund, Dakota Boy, Whe
Won First Prize for Largest Yield
of Corn.

tunity to vitalize the work of the
achool by correlating the teaching of
agriculture with actusl practice.

The alm of the boys' club work is
the same as that among men—viz, to
secure the adoption of better meth-
ods of farming and greater yields st
less cost. Many of the boys in the
clubs who begin to study agriculture
In this way will continue the study in
the agricultural colleges; othera will
continue such effort om thelr farma,
and all of them will make more useful
and more eficlont citizens.

Tommy Was Specific,

Teacher—Now, James, do you under-
stand the meaning of the word “ex-
tinet ™

James—Yea'm.

Toeacher—Then name one bird that
Is now extinet,

James—Chipper.

Teacher—Chipper? What kind of &

Jumes—My pet plgeon. The cat
caught him this morning.—Judge.

[
|

Idea About the Sun.

In ancient times the philosophers
beld very erronecus notlons concern-
ing the size of the sun, Anaximander
thought that ft might be nearly an

1 have something awfully nlee to tell large ns the then known earth, In-

you,
Bobble (aged six)—Aw—1
care, 1 know what It t8.  Big broth

er's home from college,

F. Mothor—Why, Bobble, how could convineed his hearers that It was |
| You guess?
Lobble—My buank don't rattle any

more~AwWgwan,

Wouid Be MisterSippl,

o~

COULD NOT CONVINCE JUDGE

Policeman Golng 20 Miles One Way
and. Auto 20 the Other Didn't
Make 40 Miles Per Hour.

“This man was driving his car in
the suburba 40 miles an hour, your
honor,” sald the motoreyele policeman,

“What have you to say for your-
self?" asked the judge sternly.

“Your honor, [ was travellng 20
miles an hour In one direction when
this policeman passed me on his mo-
toroycle going 20 miles an hour in the
opposite  directlon. That's why It
seemed to him I was going 40 miles
an hour."”

“Ten dollars fne,” said the judge.

Bpiteful Spirit,

“You hear people clamoring for their
rights all the time,” answored the phil-
osopher.

“Quite go," answerad the student of

| human nature, “but they don't seem to

derive much satiafaction from the sltu-
ation unless the restoration of thelr
rights Involves great aacrifices on the
part of the favored few."”

Too Abstruse.

“"Have you made any effort to ns-
tertaln the principles of aconomics
on which your theories of govern-
ment are baged?” inquired the man
with prominent spectacles,

“No” replled Senator Sorghum,
“How to land votes is easier found
out and, so fur as I can see, more im-
portant just now."

Laughter and Medicine.

"A gobd hearty Inugh ls better than
madicine,” remarked the cheery citl-
ren.

“Yea,” replied the fenrfully calcu-
lating person. “But a druggist won't
charge you near as much for a little
medicine as it (8 Hable to cost to sea
& genuinely funny sbhow."

Oratorical Introspection.
“"Have you made any notes of the
speech you intend to deliver?”

“No," replled SBenator Sorghum. “I
nm going to spenk extemporanvously.
When [ prepare a speech in advance
I'm ligble to read it over a few times
and then, being something of a critie
of speeches, 1 loge my nerve'

Gone, But Not Forgotten.

Rankin—What did you ever do with
the §10,000 you got from the rallroad
company when an engine ran Into
your automobile?

Phyle—I Invested
stock.
"Was it a good buy?”
“Good-by Is right”

it in mining

GOSSIP.

“8o that prims donna married the
manager?!"

“Yes, Bhe wasn't satiafied with o
salary. She wants slimony, too."

Its Effect

“The hero in the play sang the
old ballad, ‘Drink to Me Only With
Thine Eyes,’ with an appealing effect.”

“It appealed, all right. When the
men had all come in for the next act,
there was sparcely a dry eye in the
house.”

Not Consistent.

“Dubwaite is a plain-epoken man.”

“Says Just what he thinks, eh?"

“Exactly. He declares that it there
Is anything he hates it's sham.”

“Good!™

“But | bhappen to know that Dub
walte wears a lupee.”

Perfect Cinch,
“Yep, 1 got a job cooking for a

[ 1ady." -

“Gal, you don't know nothing about

cloding southern  Europe, northern | cooking.”

don't Africa and western Asin. Anaxagoras

|declared It could be no larger than
Greeco and her lslands, Heraclitua

about the size of a wan's head.
| No Use to Him,

| "Now, Tommy,” reprimanded his
| mother, “don‘t let me cateh you throw
| Ing any more stones.”

machine Is comprised of & small mo- the study of geography, was told by  ~“Wall, what will I do when the other
tor to which s sttached n flexible | his wunt that the Mississippl wag fellers throw ‘em?™ asked Tommy,

shafting, by which the various Instri- | called tho “Father of Waters” by the

“You must be mistaken,
trimming, cleaning or polishing 8 quntie” repiled the littie fellow, "1t/

ments are made to do thelr work, Ne

Indiana,

;lJm come and tell mes,” his mother
l l'.
“Tell you!* he exclaimed In aston.

dono with knives or scissors, as all | jt was the ‘Father of Waters® it would | Ishment. "Why, you couldn't hit the

the tools are made In dish form.

be MisterSippl"

Wroad sl of & barat"—Lippincotts

"Dan't have to know nothing. She's

|n bride and I'm her first cook.”

That Discussion Got No Further.
“It saya here In the paper that wom-

len are rapldly taking the places of
| men.”

“That reminds me.” said he quletly,
"Have you fxed the furnace for the
vight, my dear?”

She Was Wine.
Joax—Wise'n wife always selects
| his stenographers.

Hoax—Why does she select ‘em?
Joax—E&he used to be his pewritey
before Wise married ber,




