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For The Term of His Natural Life

By MARCUS CLARKE
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CHAMTER THL—(Cuntinwed)

"Moe.” saye Uaptaln Blunt, as the
two were loft alove together, “you nnd |
are always putting oonr fool inte (1™

“Wamen are always in the way aboard
abip” returned Ploe

“Ah! doctor, ou don't mean that, |
know." sald & vieh, saft volve at his
elbow,

1t was Barak Purfoy emerglog from
her enbin.

"We were talking of your eyes, my
dear,” orles Want, “They're the fnest
eyes I've sesn In my life, and they've
got the reddest lps under ‘m that-—"

“lat me pase, Captain Miunt, if you
please, Thank you, doetor™

And befors the adwmiring commander
could prevent her, she modestly swept
out of the cuddy

“Hhe's a fine plece of goods, oh?’
asked Blunt, watching her. *1 don™
know where Vickers pleke! her up, but
I'd rather truat wy Nfe with the woret
of those eafflans ‘tween deck than ln
her keoping, If I'd done her an Injury
1 don't belleve sha'd think much of stick
Ing & man, elther. But 1 wust go on
deck, ductor”

Pine followed him more slowly. *1
dou't pretend to know tanch abont wotne
en,” he sald to Slmself, “Bat that girls
got & sfory of her vwy, or 'm much mis

taken. What hrlugs her on board this
ship as & lady's mald b mare than 1
can fathom.”™  And as he walked dowa
the now deserted deck to the main
hatchway, aod t(arued to wateh the
white Hgure gliding up and down, he
saw It julned by another and a darker
one, he muttered, “Bhe's alter uo good”
Al that moment his arm was touched
by a soldier In undress unlform, who
had come up the hatchway.

“What s 1?"

“If you plase, doctor, ane of the pris
oners bs taken slek, and as the dinoer’s
over, atd he's pretty bad, | ventured to
disturb your hopor.™

“Why didn't yea tell me before?”

In the meantime the wonian who was
the object of the geim ald fellow’s sus-
plelons, was enjoying the comparative
voolness of the night air. Her mistress
and her mistress’ daughter had not yet
come out of thelr cabin. The awning
had been removed, the stars were shin-
Ing In the moonless sky, and Miss Barah
Purfoy was walking up and down with
0o lews & person than Captaln Blaut
Limsslf. RBhe had passed snd repansed
him twice allently, and at the third
turn, the big fellow, poeering into the
twilight alead somewhat uneanily, obey-
od the glittor of her great syen and Jjolo-
ol her,

“You weren't pat ool he asked, “at
what | said to you below, 1 was s bit
rode, 1 admie™

“1T O, desr, no.
rode.”

*“(Glad you think sa!™ returned Phin-
eas Blunt, a liitle ashamed at what look-
el llke & confessivn of weakness on
his part,

Barah Purfoy langhed a low, full-ton-
@d langh., whose sound made Blunt's
pulse take 8 jump forward, and sent the
Blood tingling down to his fingers’ ends.

“Captals  Blant,” sald  she, “you're
going Lo do a very silly thing.”

“What ¥

“You are golog to full in Jove with »
girl of ninetesn ™

“Who bs that T

“Myself™ she sald, giving him her
hand and smiiing st bim with ber rich
red Hos

“I belleve you are right” he eried;
=1 am half in Jove with you already.”

“That is your affair,” she said; apd
as the head of Mre, Freve appeared abave
the rompenivn, Hlunt walked afy, feel
Ing consldiralily bewilderal, and yet pot
displeased.

“She's a fine girl!" he sald, encking
his eap, "and ' hanged If she ain't
sweet Gpon we"

And then the oM fellow began to
whistle softly to himeell as he paced the
deck, and to glance toward the man, who
had taken bis place. with oo friendly
eyes, But a wort of shame held him as
yeb, and be kopt aloof, Maurice Frere's
groeting wan short enongh.

“Well, Barah,” he sald, “havs you got
cut of your temper?”

“What did you strike the man for?
e did you au harm.”

*Ha was out of his place, What
business had be 1o eome aft? One
must keep these wretches duwn, Wy
girl"”

“Or they will be too much for yon,
ea? Do you think obe man coald vapture
a ship, Me, Maurice? What could they
do against the soldiers? Thery are Gfiy
polllers."

“You aro a strange girl: I ean't make
zw vil. Come,” aud ke took her band,

tell me what you are really.”

“Lady's mald in the family of a gen-
tleman golng abroad

“Karah, esan't you be serious?’

“l mm serious. That was the adver
tlsement | suswered.”

“But | mean what you have beso.
You were pot a lady's maid all your
lifee. Have you oo friends?  What
bave you been?’

Bhe looked up Into the young man's
face—a little lews barsh at that moment

t was woot to creeping
eloser to him, whispered:

*Da you love me, Maurice?”
ised ooe of the little bhands that
the taffruil, and, under cover

kisnndd it

do,” he mald. “You
a lady’s mald, or what you like,
a

You were not

---mormmm
the horizon, a strange

They stralned thelr eyes  to  plerce
throngh the obwourity,
“Pest saw something Hke It beforw

dinner. There must be thuoder in the
air*
At that Instant a thin streak of light

shot up, and then sunk agaln. There

A good Ind

was no mistaking It this time, and & |
aimnltaneous exclamation burst from all |

on deck.  From out of the gloom which
hung over the horlzon rose a column of
fAame that lighted up the night fur an
lustant, and then wunk, leaviog & dull
red spark npon the water,

“It's a ship on fire!™ cried Frere,

CHAPTER 1V,

They looked agaln. The tiny spark
wtill barped, and Immedintely over 1
there grow out of the darkness a crim-
son spot that hong ke a lurk] star In
the sir, M Viekers, with little Ryl
via clinglng ta her dresa, came up to
share the sew sensation,

“Captaln, you'll lower a boal, We
may save some of tha poor fellows”
crien Frece, his heartioess of body re
viving at the prospect of excitement.

“Roat?" sall  Plunt: “why, she's
twelve miles off, or mors, and there's
tot & heeath o' wind! They've got their
own boats.  In the meanwhile we'll show
‘em that there's some one neat ‘em.”
And, an he spoke. & blus light flared
hlasing uto the nlght. “There, they'il
see that, | expret!™ ho makl, as  the
ghantly fatue rose, extinguishing the
starw for & moment, only to let them
appear agnin brighter in a darker heav-
en, “Mr. Dest, lower and mnn the quar
ter Loats! Mr. Frere, you can go in
one, If you like, and take a voluntesr or
two from those gray Jackets aof yours
amidships. | shall want as many bands
as 1 can spare 10 man the long boat
and eutter, In case we want ‘em. Steady
there, lads! Easy!" And, ss the frst
elght men whis euld reach the deck
parted to the larhoard anid starboard
quarter boats, Frere ran down on the
maln deck.

At his nod the prison door was thrown
open.  The ale was hot, and that strange.
horrible odor pecullar to closely packed
human bodies filled the place. He ran
his eye down the double tier of bunke
which lined the slde of the ship, and
stopped at the one opposits bim. 2

There seemed to have bheen some dis-
turbancs there lately, for, lnstead of the
slx pairs of feet which should have pro-
truded therefrom, the gleam of the bull's
aye showed but four,

“What's the matter here, nentry 7" hs
snked,

“Prisoner {11, alr.
hospital™

“Hut thers should he two™

The other cames from bhehind the break
of the berths. It was Rofus Dawes
He held by the side as he came, and
saluted,

“l felt sick. sir. and was trylng to
got the scuttle open*

Mautiee Frere stampsd his foot in-
dignantly.

“Rick! What are you sick aboaut? 1'1
give you momething to sweat the sickness
out of you, Btand on one side here!™
Rufos Dawes, wondering, obeyed,
“Which of you fellows can handle an
oar?' Frere went on. “There. 1 don’t
want fifty! Three'll do, Come on now,
make haste!™

The heavy door clushed agnin, and in
another Instant the four “volunteers’
were un deck.

“Two ln each boat!™ erles Blunt. “I'll
burn a Wiae light every hour for yom,
Mr. Beat. and take care they don't
SWAmp Fou, ™

Doctor sent him to

Lower away, lada!

As the second priscner took the oar of
Freew's bost, he uttered & groan and
fell forward, recovering himself lustant
ly, Rarah Purfoy, leaning over the slde,
saw the ocvurrence,

“What Is the matter with that man?”
aho said, “Is ke INT

Pine wan next to her, and looked ont
instantly, *"It's that big fellow in No.
10" he eried. “Hers, Prere™

But Frere heard blm not, e wan
intent on the beacon that gleamed ever
bright in the distadee. “Glva way, my
lade! he shouted. And amidet a cheer
from the ship, the twa boats shot out of
the bright elrele of the blue light, and
disappeared into the darkness!

Sarah Purfoy looked at Pioe for an
explanation, but he turned abruptly
away. For a moment the girl pansed, as
iIf in doubt; and then, ere his retreating
figure tarned to retrace lte steps, she
cast & quick glance around, and, slip-
plug down the ladder, made bher way o
the ‘twesn-decks,

The lroun-stadded onk barricads that,
loop-holed for musketry, and perfornted
with plated trap-door lor sterner peeds,
separated soldlers from prisonors, was
close to her left hand, snd the sentry
at its padiccked door looked at her In-
quiriugly. Bhe lald her lttle hand on
Lis big rough oue, and opened her Lrown
eyms at hilm,

“*The haspltal,” she sald, “The doctor
sent we:” and befure he could snawer
bher white figure vanished dowo the
hateh, and paseed round the bulkhead,
behlnd which lay the sick man,

Though not so hot as lo the n,
the atmosphere of the Jower deck was
close and unhealthy, and the girl, paus
ing to listen to the subdued hum of eon-
versation coming from the soldiery’
hertha, turned strangely sick and glddy.
She drew herself up, however, and held
out her haod to & man who came rapldly
acrons the mimshapen slindows, thrown
by the sulky swinglng lantern to meet
her, 1t was & young soldler who had
been that day sentry at the convict gang:
way.

“Well, mine," ho nald, “I am here, yer
wee, walting for yer.™

The tone of the seutence seemed to
awaken and remind bor of her errand ln
that ece.  Bhe laughed as loudly and
mrrlsulbduﬂndhldinhml
on the spesker's arm. The boy reddened

ooy tha'e goite. teae” suouph.

at's quite
..n ﬂﬂ;:. soldler, !lla. and
ou_musta't make o me.
d above me, Miss Barah.

T

“Well, 1 wapt to go In*

“Don't sk we, w108 agnlnet o
dues, il "

She turned awayx, O, very well, If
this s all the thanks 1 gt for wasting
my thwe down here, | shall go on deck
snin, Me, Frere will lov me ga in, |
dare say, 101 ask him"

"o In 1E yee Hke: 1 won't stop yer,
bt rememiber what Pm doin® of ™

Bhe turned agnin bt the Tout of the
dder, and came gulckly back. “That's
1 kuew yon would ol re
fuse wie" and smlling at the poar Jount
ehe was befoollng, she passed Into the
cubin

Thers wan to Iantern, and from the
partinlly blocked stern windows eame
valy & dim vaporons Hght.  The dull rip:
ple of the water as the ship rocksl un
the slow awell of the sea, mnde a mel
ancholy sound, wiod the slek man's heavy
breathing seemed ta Al the atr. The
slight nolee made by the apening door
ronnssd him: he rose on his elbow and
began to mwutter, Narah Porfoy pavsed
In the doorway to lsten, hut she sould
make nothing of the low, uneasy mur
wuring. Halslng hor arm, conspleunns
by It white aleove ln the glovm, she
beckoned Miles.

"The lantern,”
me the lnntern,

He unhooked It from the mmpe where
It awung, and brought 1t toward her
At that moment the man i the bunk sat
up erect, and twisted Wimwelf! toward
the light. “Barah!™ he eried, In sbrill
sharp tones.  “Sapah  and  swooped
with n lean arm theough the dusk, wa
though to setre hor,

The girl leaped osut of the eahin liks
A paather, and was back at the bunk
bead In & woment The econviet wis
w young man of ahout four and twenly
His hatids woere smnll nud well shapel,
and the uushaven hrletind  with
promifse of w strong beand.  His wild
black eyes glarsl with all the fire ol
deliciam, and as he gasped for breath
the sweat stood [n beads on his sallow
forehead.

The aspect of the man was suficlently |
ghasily, and Miles, deawing barck, dit
not wonder at the terror which hud sei
4 Mra Viekers' mald,  With open
wouth and agonlsed face, she stood In
the center of the cabin, (ke ote turned
to stone, gaziog at the man on the bed

“Bood, he be a sight!™ says Miles, at
length. “Come away, mise, and shat
the doar.  He's raving 1 tell yer™

“Me's choking. Can't you seel Water!
glve e wa er!”

And, wreathing her arms around the
man's head, she pulled it down on her
bosom, rocking it there, hall savagely, v
and fro,

Awed into ohedlence by hor  volee
Miles dipped & pannikin Into s ewmall
anheniled panchenn cleated fn the cor
ner of the ealdn, and gave It her: and,
without thapking him, she placed It to
the sick prisoner’s lips. e drank groed-
ily. and closed his eyes with a grateful
sigh, Just theu the quick ears of Miles
heard the Jingle of arma

“Here's the doctor coming, miaa!™ he
erled. "1 bear the seatry caluting Uome
away! Quick!™

Bhe selzed the lantern, and, opening
the horn allde, extinguished it

“S8ay It went out,” she sald, In ll
flerce whinper, “and hold your totgoe
Leave me (o manage'

She bent over the conviet as If to ar
range his plllow, and then glided out of
the eabln Just as FPine descended the
hatchway. As he groped hils way with
outstretched arms In the darkness, Barah
Purfoy slipped past him.

(To be continaed,)
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LIVES WELL ON 8510 A YEAR.

Wiscunsln Man MHas Doane [t for 40
Yrars—=SNeems (onteni.

Near Mirror Lake, ln Wisconalp, Is a
log cablin ln which & man has Uved for
forty years on 810 a  year, u:-urg--]
Swinner In hin name and o seetiis per
feotly coutentw], writes s correspond-
ent of the St Louls Kepublic

The old wan s a Civil War veleran, |
Whetn he was discharged at the end
of the war he bad money snough to|
prrchiase an acra of ground on the
shores of ploturesque Mirror Lake. In
this nere of ground be planted vegeln.
bies and frult trees Close to the Bouss
there grows a thick cluster of Llack.
Lierry bushes and in the garden behind
1t there are long rows of strawhorries
Over the fence thint separates the yand
frow the road are wild roses. Here the
veteran mukes Lis home,

Haow does he live?

Each day be takes his Ashing rod
und goes down to Mirmr Lake. ‘That
is his pork barrel. The fsh that he|
drawa out of those wators supply his
dinner, Hkewise his brookfost

The vegetables and meal made from
eorn grown o his garden complote his
dlet. For hils lake fishiog Skinner has
bulit hlmself 4 boat which Is as unigque
an blmaelf, In onder that he may Ash
and prﬂpd his boat at the same tme
he has tnvented an extraordinary con-
trivance,

At the stern of his boat be has 4
paddle Hke that of a river sleamer.
This s turned by means of & chaln
running on cogs and altached to a
crank that the old wan turns with one
hand as he trolls with the other, From
this strange craft, nlcknamed “the
fiylng maching” by the people of Del
ton, Skinner does his angling,

Bkinner Hvea during the winter as
well an he does In summer. From the
overabundance of one season he saves
enough to meet the pecossiiles of the
other, He cutches on an avernge 100
sl a day, mostly small ones. Ten of
these sufice for bis two slmple menls

'he other nilnety are carefully
cleaned and stored away In great bar
rels of bLrine kept In the cellur of his
ecabin, When he has enough barrels
of flah stored away to last him through
the winter be stops fshlng, s he
thinks It is & sin to kil any creature,
even a figh, except for food.

From his garden he cans bis vogeln,
bles mnd berrles. KEverything that he

noeds is supplied from nature's “pork
barrel.”

The $10 which he spends annuslly
goes for tobacco, fish-hooks and cloth-

tog.
Blx thoussud people sleop iu the open

sha whilspered—"bring

chin

alr In Londen every night

—
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WE'LL KEEP THE LITTLE FARM.

Woll, Jana, 1 guoss wo'll keop the place,
Wa've Hyed hors, you and I,
Upon thin Hitle favin wa long,
Lat's stay hers till wo ilie,
You konow 1 thought 1'd sell (b ones,
To Joues, or Dinpon Nrown,
And take the money we have waved
And buy a house In lown,
Rut when the buds bogin to swell,
And grass begins to grow,
Somehow It doein't seon to e
I ought to let It go,

1 love tha erlmson olover,
And the flelds of waving core
The quiet, balmy evening,
And the fragrant, dewy marm |
The plok and snowy hlossons
Hanging on the apple troes;
The chirplng of the erickets,
And the humming of the hess
1 love the swmamer's honey breath,
The blushing buds of May |
The teeming autumn, rich with fruly,
The weent of new-mown hay;
The nolsy babble of the brook,
And launghter of the rlll;
The lowlng hends upon the heath,
And Aocke upan the Wi,
And when | think of leaving alk
It Alls me with alarm
Ho, after all, 1 guess 1t's boat
To keep the llttle farm,
. Edgar, French,
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LONESOME BOY. | %
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T8 awful Jonesome to our  house
wliee Ma wont away, sl my Pa,
he don't want to say a word when
I ask hlin when she's conilng back, 1l
Just wighs a great bl sigh nod tells
e, ‘Sonny, don't Your Ma would
come right back here If she eould, but
uhe can't, and there fsn't any one left
‘gt you amd me, and we must stick
And then he sighs agnin and
we both feel so awful sorry Inside of
",

“And mornlongs when my Pa tries to
Areas me we have such turble UHimes
with battons and the things ‘at holds
my clothes on, and my Pa says but
tons Is the meanest, Hut my Ma kiew
just where every button went and
when abhe dresss] me ahe'd kiss me In
the hollow of my neck and snuggle me
up chose and wirm and say: ‘Heart's
delight, | love you, ‘cause you're iy

IR AWPFUL LONEAOME AT OUR Movse”

baby.' And then we'd laugh amd rounp
n ttle and hsve the bestest tie, and
then my Ma would get something good
for DLreskfast and tell me the pleest
stories about other Iittle boys what
did the nleetest things Now the but
twens bother my 1'a so he ean't think
iy storles, and he has o hurry to
the store so's to make motey o buy
brend and baoun for Bonny, so be
LT

“I'm Bonny, and there's just Pa apd
mie At our house now, My Ma was the
nleetest Iady and our houss was the
nloetest place to llve You ever saw.
Now she's gone nway, They took her
tn on great, Glg box and my Pa says
shie never ean come back again, There's
B wotisn 1o our housst who ootnes Lo
el i sweep, bt 1 don't like her
very tuch, Khe dont eare for little
hoys, and when [ ask ber things, she
unys to me, she does: ‘Now you keep
still and run away. 1've got my work
to do and haven't time to talk o
you.'

“My Ma always had time to talk to
me and she sald such funny things we
usedd to get to laughing, and Just Inugh
and laugh untll we almost broke our
weiven. And my Pa would cowme home
and And us and be'd say, llke he was
mad, 'What's all this foollshiness a-goln
on? And then he would entch my Mn
arognd the walst and suuggle her ke
she snoggled me, and I'd haog onto
Pa's hand and we'd all get to lnughing
together, We had awful good thies to
our house then. And after we'd had
supper, my I'a would say, ‘Let's sit
down and talk awhile before we wash
the dishes,' and my Ma and my Pa
and me would sit down In the open
door If It was summer thne, and talk
tegether and talk and tulk,

wPhone was the bestest times when
my Pa and my Ma used to talk snd
talke till 1 fel) asleep and my Ma would
any, ‘Goodness me, Bonoy whould have
been In bed an hour ago!' and ‘st was
where sbhe'd put me right off —smack !

“Now It's turble lonesome, and my
Pu ho just staren nway off when I auk
him where my Ma ean bo, and bo adts
Jke be didn't hear, and both his eyes
is full of tears when we're alone, ana
ho acts llke something hurt him awful.
And when 1 ask him why she don't
eome back, and ory and say I want my
Ma, he starts to ery too, Uil [ put my
and say, ‘Ploase

:
:

-—
Mo of an unfathaipable mystery too |
dny than when the ehild -ll-mmm\rul.l

three and one half yvars ago, s the
eane of the missing itle Wilbur Clarke,
of Peverly, Musa  Ninee that faterul |
Tune 17, 1l when the boy vanishsd
alimost from bereath bls parents’ eyes,
wo tangible elew hins been found e
offorta uf skiilisd detoctlives of the Blata
pollee department, as well as the wil
of leal ofMeers of il the sureoundiog
wwns, and a eblld hunt made by hatf
the popnintion of that part of Kasx
County, the use of blomd hounds  amd
the offering of large rewihrds at L
e all proved anayaiiing

A» time has passed the case has onls
becotne are Inexplicalile, more [lie the
fumous kKidnapplug of Charlle lloss a
goneration agoe

A sarthing suspdeton  has  Ealoed
gronnd of Iate that the reason of this
profoand mystery and the resson why |
no powards have hrought any news of
the bay Is that the kKidnapper was u|
wealtly suuuner resldent who stole the

sotipews of wealth, (nfluence and a4 greht
famlly name have Deen used (o sup
press any Information aboat the case
The kidaapping of WiHbur Clarke ut
the Ume becnme A DOWSPAIWT  MTIAA
tion even greater than the Charfe Moss
case. PPages upon pages of detalls about
1t were telegrapihed all over the coun
try and the reports contlnued  for

‘Pa, lot’s go right off ; my Ma wanis
0y both and we're s lonesomes,  Hut he
dor't seemn to Lear e and all he says
i, "Oh, Monny, den't, please don't’

“1 eat’t fowl happy when we're nlone,
fust I'a and me,  There lan't any fun
and we never got to Inughing any eore
And nights sometimes when I wake
up, i most  surs there's big hiack
tears 10 U room looking for s e
by to eat, and | get seared and holler,
and] sometimes my 'n st thwere, wuly
tha woinan "at foines (o ook Al swewp
anid whe meta croms ‘couse i afrald
and she won't jleave any Hght toe scure
tho bearm away ke my Mo ussnl 1o
Ao, And she don't know funng stories
to tell ta Nithe boys and she nover siigs
pretty songs like my Ma umi] to wlng

all around the house Wi 1 almost
thought ‘twas birds,
sigmetinees 1 most forget my Ma

has gone cid 1 think sh's saning bk
from somewhore she s been at for Just
a Hitle while, misl peetty soon she'll
cotie and put supper on ibe table and
ihen we'll stind at the door s wateh
lng for P o eome, and pretty soon
we'll benr Wis whistle, and my Ma's
clweks will get sl pluk and warm and
sha'll hug e in her narims Al say,
‘Bonny, there coiws your Pa.'

“And these tlmes when | most for
get, | wny o wy Pai ‘Maybe my Ma
will come home soon and put the sap
per on'  Pa's eyes look all blurry and
e snys ho lsn't hongry nnd 't my
Ma ean't cotme.  And then [ say, 1
W't bungry either, and my Pa sayw
so jow | ean haedly bear bim, ‘IS aw
fu) hard,’ and 1 don't quite know what
ne means, but 1 think 1Us enuse my Ma
hins gone away so turbile far she can't
get back again. 1 know she dido’t go
npurpose,  Khe lked we aond s too
well to go away and stny ‘less abe
couldn't help It

“Nights when sho don’t come to put
the supper on, and wa say we lan't
bungry, my Pa rocks me In bis lap
and rubs my head with his hand w'most
an suft nn Ma, and he gaks me If T don't
want to take & nap,  And everything's
w0 still with no one In the liouse 'cepl-
tng Fa and me, ‘st in s Hitle while |
tall asleep pnd he Just sits sod rocks
and rocks, but he don't never go to
sleep ut all.  And when I wake up
his eyes In looking way off somew hores
1 enn't soo the place, and T sy, ‘Is
you trylug to see where my Mua ln at?¥

“And we sit and rock and rock )
1 go to aleep again, and my Pa don's
want to let me go to bed, wo we ait
and rock and rock, and my Pa hugs
we tight and be don't go (o sleep ar
all,  [le says, ‘SBonny, there fan't any
ane left ‘eept you and me and we must
stlek together.

“It's awfal lonesome at our house
now ‘cause my Ma has gone away, |
wisht o hard I eouldl hear my Ma
say, ‘Heart's delight, 1 love you, 'cavse

L ‘ounty

oy to adopt him, and that all the re j
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absit 1t ooudd be condetisesd Inte two

pmragraphn

AL 10 o'eloed o June 1T, TINEL, M.
Clarke closed hLite oiflce, s It was a
Watf bBollidny, ot @ earrings and toak
s tamilty, consisting of Mrs, Clarks
and  his fode s, Walter,  Wlbuar,

ftnssell mml Uiarry, the Iatter a baby
i oarms, for o deive finto the Essey
winsle. Iy vhianewe they dame
to Uhahineco peand about noott and were
tuvitedd to eat thelr tuneh st the camp
of Me. Byan, an e¢x aliderman of Ralen,
who hnd gone there for a day's outing.
Mrs Clarke took the baby and the two
wllwr Laye to the eabln, while Wilhar,
four yeare uld, retnaloesd with his Fath.

lor while Mr Clarke utharnessll tha
hworme and Nitebod 11 1o & tres. When
the bise was atteadsd to Me. Clarks

bewrkk around for the bay, it he wan
&rn,

A cry wan ralsed and a hunt of Lhe
wissds hegun, 1o an bhour or s search.
ers hronght back from & wod road
Dalf » mille away a blue chambray te
whiteh the mother lentifed as belotig-
liig 1o the by Near the spal where
thin was pleke] up the fostprints of A
winh and boy were found. Ao olil palr
of Wilbur's shoes were found e 0t

| exuetly the small fostprints in the mnd.

Hoyond these two bits of evidencs
nothing definite has ever heen diswov-
ored] eniept the very slgnifeant fact
that a fashlonably dressed man wilh
Panatmia hat and plok stelped outing
shilrt was sovn by one of Mre Iyan's
toym Dalf an Boue previously pear the

weeka Yot all that was ever known Ipllh whete Wiibur Clarke disappearnsd,

.

FORM ARMY OF EDUCATION.

FEO M Men and ARG000 Womes
Empleoyed as Tearhers,

The army of wlucation teachers In
the nlted Mintes s mwmde up of 400
nr teachwrs, of whom 1000 are men
wid R winpen  The overw heliming
mngority of the tenchers are natives of
the nltes] States, loss than B89 har-
g been born abroad  one In Bfteen.

Mot of the wen tonchers are botwoon
the years of 20 and 305 The majority
wf the wowwn temchers are betwesn 13
hiwl 24

There are 20040 men toncliers over
W There are Jess than 10N wainen
toachers over I8 Thiee tines as miany
witpen ns wen teachers are putl down
an e unkaown "

Tiwpe are 21000 enlorsd teachers In
e Unliesd States, (hoas  divided -
tween e Two sepes 7500 mwen il
LN wotnen,  Thare are 300 Tndlan
toaichiers i the Tndlan sclisids of the
Pafted Slates 240 men s 200 womn-
il

The avernge age of teachers In the
Unitbsd Btates s bigher than n Eog
Inned andd lower than in Gevmany, The
progertion of very youthful teachers
I mueh greater ln the coyutry than In
the oty districts,

The Inrgest proportion of men teach-
ers It be foumd o West Yirginia,
where they numler 80 per cent of the
totnl.  The largest proportion of wom-
el s 1o e found In YVermont, whers
thay form 0 per oent of the whole
pomiber, The standarnd of educntion ls
miel higher In Yermont than It s In
Wost Virgiula

The pumber of teachers in the United
Stntes has Increassd greatly In recent
yours. Lo IRTL there were 126,000 In
IRN0, 2200600 In 1RGO, 340,000, and 1t
In At present LI LKL I

Mis vivw;l—l_t_.-—

Little Willle—Papa, what Is & bige-
mint?

Mr. Hennypeck—A  bhignmist, my
son, I8 a—ahs smnl I8 that your mam-
ma eoming up the street? No, | see It
lan't. Well, o Wigamist In 8 benefae-
tor who prevents at least one of his
fellow men from mareying " —Puck.

Vor Uross Furpuses,
“Why do they eall It the bridge of
e nose T
“Hocause, you know, objocts have ta
pass  from  eye to eye—Baltimore
American,

Amabithan,
Now, this |s my sibitlon
1N may Ity frank and blunt—
A nlew long row of Hgures
With u dollar mark In front
—Waal lngton Ntar,

No Way to Please Wim,
A man bates to sce hin alster got

marrled because be kuows what men
wrw, and ho despises bher If sbe doosn't.

your my baby, "—Toledo Dinde,

~New York Vress,




