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wind’s right away 1t will go,
sings balow, and the birds sing above,

And sweeter in between sings the lover to his love,

~—Johft Vance Cheney, in the Century.

UDDY COVE called ElIl Zitt a

“hard” man. In Newfoundiand

that means “hardy”—not “bad.”
Ell was grufl-volced, lowerlng-eyed,
unkempt, big; he could swim with the
dogs, outdare all the reckless spirits
of the Cove with the punt in a gale,
bare his broad breast to the winter
wilds, travel the lce, wet or dry, shoul-
der a barrel of flour, he was a sturdy,
fearless glant, was Eil Zlitt of Ruddy
Cove. And for .uls the Cove proper-
ly called him a *hard” man.

When Joslah Bunger, his partner,
put out to sea and never came back—
an off-short gale had the gulit of that
deed—El scowled more than ever and
sald a deal lesa.

“He'll be feelin' bad about Joslah ™
sald the Cove.

Which may have been true. How-
ever, Ell took care of Josiah's widow
and son. The Cove laughed with de-
light to observe his attachment to the
lad. The blg fellow seemed to be un-
able to pass the child without patiing
him on the back; and sometimes, so
exuberant was his affection, the pats
were of such a character that Jacky
lost his breath. Whereupon, Ell would
chuckle the bharder, muttéer odd en-
dearments, and stride off on his way.

“He'll be llkin' that lad pretty well"
sald the Cove. “Nar a doubt, they’ll
be partnera.” ‘

And It came to pass, &s the Cove sur-
mised, but muech sooner than the Cove
expected. Josiah Bunger's widow dled

Jacky was 11 years old. When
the little gathering at the graveyard
in the shelter of Great Hill dispersed,
Ell took the lad out In the punt—far
out to the quiet fishing grounds, where
they could be alone. It was a glowing
evening—red and gold In the western
sky—the sea was heaving gently. and
the face of the waters was unffirued.

“Jacky, b'y!” Ell whispered. “Jacky,

lad! Does you hear me? Don't ery no
more!"

“Aye, Elll" sobbed Jacky. “T'll ery
no more."

But he kept on crying, just the same;
for he could not stop; and ElI looked
away qulckly to the glowing sunset
clouds.

“Jacky,” he rald, turning at last to
the sobbing child, *us'll be partners—
jus’ you an' me”

Jacky sobbed harder than ever.

“Won't us, lad?”

Ell lald his great hand on Jacky's
shoulder. Then Jacky took his fists
out of his eyes and looked up Into Ell's
compassionnte face. “Aye, EIL" he
gald, “us'll be partners—you an' me.”

From then on they were pariners;
and Jacky Bunger was known In the

Cove as the foster son of Ell Zitt. |

They llved together in Ell's cottage by
the tickle cove, where Ell had lived
alone since many years before hla
mother had left him to face the world
for himself. The salmon net, the her-
ring seine, the punt, the flake, the
stage—these they held in common; and
they went to the grounds together,
where they fished the long days
throgh, good friends, good partners.
The Cove sald that they were happy:
and, as always, the Cove was right,

One night EHl came ashore from a
trading schooner that had put In In the
morning, smillng broadly as he entered
the kitchem. He lald his hand on the
table, palm down.

“They's a gift for you under that
paw, lad!" he sald.

“For me, EI? erled Jacky.

*“Aye, lad—for my partner.”

Jacky stared curlously at the blg
hand. He wondered what It covered.
“What Is it, Ei?" he asked. “Come,
show me!” .

Ell lifted the harfd, and gazed at
Jacky, grinning the while, with de-
light.

It wan a jack-knife—a stout knife,
three-bladed, horn handled, big, serv-
feceable; just the koife for a fisher-lad.
Jacky picked It up, but never mald a
word; for his delight overcame him.

“You're wonderful good t' me, EIL"”
he sald at last, looking up with glis-
tening eyes. “You're wonderful good
t' me!”

Ell put his arm around the boy.
“You're a good partner, lad,” he said.
“You're a wonderful good partner|”

Jacky wes proud of that

"

They put the salmon net out in the

spring. The lce was still lingering

off shore. The west wind carrled It
out; the east wind swept K In; varl
able winds kept pans and bergs drifl-
ing hither and thither, and no man
colud tell where next the lce wouul
go. Now the séa was clear, from the
shore to the jagged, glistening, white
line of the near horlzon; next day, the
day after, and the pack was grinding
agalnst the coast rocks. Men had to
keep waitch to save the nets from
destruction.

The partners’ net was moored ofl
Rreak-heart Polnt. It was a good
berth, but a rough one when the wind
was In the northeast, the waters off
the point were choppy and coverad
with sheets of foam from the break-
ers.
“'Tis too rough t' haul the salmon
pet,” said EI, one day. “I'll be goln’
over the hills t* Bou-west Harbor for
a sack o' flour. An' you'll be a good
b'y 'tl [ gets back?

“Oh, aye, sir!" sald Jack Bunger.

It was a rough day: the wind was
blowing from the north, a freshening,
gusty breese, cold and misty; off to
sea the sky was Iaden, threatening,
and overhead the dark clouds were
driving low and swift with the wind;
the water was choppy—rippling black
under the squalls. The lce was drift
Ing alongshore, well out from the
coast; there were a berg and the wreck
of a berg of Arctic lee, and many a pan
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while the boat tossed In the lop,
water every moment; saw
amidships, ball out Uke
up the oars, pull to the
moorings and cut the last net-
saw bhim leap from seat to seat
stern, grasp the tiller, haul taut
shoet, and stand off to the open
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“Clever Jacky!" he screamed, wildly
excited. “Clover ladl My partner,
my little partner!™

But the wind carried the cry away.
Jacky did pot hear—did not know,

wale In a4 way that kept every faculty
alert to keep her afloat. EN watched
him until he rounded and stood In
for the tickle. Then the man sighed
happlly and went home,

“Us'll grapple for that net the mor
row,” he sald, when Jacky came in.

Jacky opened his eyes. “Aye™ be
sald “'Tis safe on the bottom. [
thought 1I'd best cut It adrift t' save
A

“I seed you” sald EH, “from the
Knob., "Twas well done, lad! You're
a true o

“The knife come !n bhandy” sald
Jacky, smiling. *“'Tis a good knife™

“Aye,” sald ENf, with a shake of the
head. ™1 bought un' for a good one.™

And that was all,

Ell set about rearing young Jacky in
n fashion as wise as he knew, He ex-
posed the lad to wet and weather, as
judiclously as he could, to make him
hardy; he took him to sea In high
winds to fix his courage and teach him
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“FOR THE THIRD TIME, THE LITTLE PARTNER WAS HELPED

ABOARD.”

—

from the bays and harbors of the
coast,

With the wind continuing In the
rorth, the lce would drift harmlessly
past. But the wind changed. 1In the
afternoon It freshened and veered to
the east. At four o'cloek it was haif
a gnle, blowing Inshore,

“I'Il jJust be goln' out the tickle t*
have a look at that lee,” thonght
Jacky. *'Tis like It'll come ashora."

He looked over the punt carefully
hefore setting out. It was wise, he
thought, to prepare to take her out
into the gale, whether or not he must
go. He saw to it that the thole plos
were tight end strong, that the ball-
bucket was In its place, that the run-
ning gear was ft for heavy strain,
The wind was then fluttering the har-
bor water and screaming on the hill-
tops; and he could hear the sea break-
ing on the tickle rocks. He rowed
down the harbor to the mouth of the
tickle, whence he commanded a view
of the const. north and south,

The ice was drifting toward the
Break-heart Polnt. It would destroy
the salmon net within the hour, he
percelved—sweep over It, tear it from
its moorings, brulse It agalnst the
tocks. Jacky knew In a moment that
his duty was to put out from the shel-
tered open where the spume wns fly-
ing and the heave and fret of the sea
threatened destruction to the little
punt, If he was a true man and good
partner he would save the net

“He've been good t' me," he thought,
“Aye, Ell 've been wonderful good t'
me. I'll be true partner t' him!”

S0 when El, returning over the hilly
from Bou'west harbor, came to the

to sall; he taught him the weather
elgna, the flsh lore of the const. the
“marks” for the fishing grounds, the
whereabouts of shallows and reefs and
currents; he took him to chureh and
sent him to Sunday School. And he
taught him to swim.

On the fine days of that summer,
when there were no fish to be enught,
the man and the lad went together
te the Wash-tub—a deep, little coyve
of the sea, clear, qulet, bottomed with
smooth rock and sheltered from the
wind by high cliffs; but cold—almost
ns cold as lce-water, Here Jacky de-
lighted to wateh El dive, leap from
the cliff, float on his back, swim far
out to sea; here he gnzed with “ad-
miration not unmixed with awe” on
the man's rugged body—braad shoul-
ders, bulging muscles, great arms and
legs. And here, too, he learned to
swim,

When the warmest summer days
were gone, Jack could paddle about
the Wash-tub in promising fashion,
He was confident when EN was at
hand—sure, then, that he could keep
aflont. But he was not yet sure enough
of his power when EIl had gone on
the long swim to sea, EI!l gald that he
had done well; and Jacky, himself,
often sald that he could swim a deal
better than a stone, In an emergency,
both angreed, Jacky's new accomplish-
ment would be sure to serve him well.

“Sure, If the punt turned over,"
Jacky Innocently boasted, “I'd be able
t' swim 'til you righted her.”

That was to be proved,

"I, b'y” sald old James Blant,
one day in the fall of the year, “do
you take my new dory to the grounds

' tday, Sure, I'd Mke t' know how you
ko It"

0ld James bhad bullt his boat after a
south-const model, Bhe was a dory,
o flat-bottomed eraft, as distinguished
from a punt, which has » round bob
tom and keel. He waa proud of her;
but somewhat timid; and bhe wanted
Eii's opinlon on her quality,

“"Me & queer lookin' thing'" sald
Ell. “But me an' my partnerll wy
she, James, just for luck.”

That afternoon a full gale caught
the dory on the Farthest Grounds far
out beyond the Wolf's Teeth Reef. It
came from the shore so suddenly that
KNl could not escape It. No it waa a
beat to harbor, with the wind and sen
rislog fast. O the Valley, which Is
half 4 mile from the narrows, a gust
came out between the hills—came
strong and swift. It heeled the dory
over—atill over—down-down untll
the water poured In over the gunwale.
ElIl let go the maln sheet, expecting
the sall to fall away from the wind
and thus ease the boat. But the line
caught in the block. Down went the
dory—stlll down, And of a sudden It
capalzed

When Jacky came to the surface he
begin frantically to splash the water,
momentarily losing strength, breath
and self-posseasion. EI was walting
for him, with head and shoulders out
of the water, like an eager dog as he
walts for the stick hls master Is
about to throw. He swam close, but
hung off for a moment—untll, Indeed,
he percelved that Jacky would never
of himeolf regain his solf-possesalon—-
for he did not want the boy to be too
soon bebolden to him for ald. Then he
alipped his hand under Jacky's breast
and buoyed him up.

“Partoer!” he sald quletly. “Prat-
ner!™

Jacky's panicastricken struggles at
once ceasod; for he had been nsed to
giving instant obedience to Elf's com-
mands, He looked In Ell's dripping
face,

“Eany partner,” said ElL, still qulet-
ly. "Strike out, now.”

Jacky smiled, and struck out as di-
rected. In a moment he was swim.
ming at Eil's side,

“Take It sany, lad” Ell continued,
“Just take it casy while I rights the
boat. It's all right. I'l bave yuu
aboard In a §iffy. Is you—Ils you—all
right, Jacky™

“Aye" Jacky gusped

EH watted for a moment longer, Ho
was loath to leave

bad come to depend upon
those things which make life worth
while, He had not known, Indeed,
far away from the old, lonely life
lad had led him. Bo he walted for

after an anxlous glance toward the
Ind, he dived to cut the gear—and
dived agnin; watching, and yet again;
watching Jacky all the time he was
at the surface for breath.

The gear cut away, the mast pulled
from Its socket, Ell righted the boat.
It takes a strong wman and cleyer
swimmer to do that; but Ell was
clever In the water, and strong any-
where. Moreover, It was a trick he
had learned

“Come, Jacky, b'y!" he called

Jacky swam toward the boat. Rl
swam to meet him, and helped him
over the last fow yards of choppy seca,
for the land was almost exhinosted.
Jneky lald a hand on the bow of the
dory. Then ElN pulled off one of hia
long boots and swam to the stern,
where he began cautiously to ball the
boat When she was light enough In
the water he helped Jacky aboard and
Jacky balled her dry.

“Ha, lad!” Ell ejaculated, with a
grin that made his face shine. “You
is safe aboard. How ls you, byt

“Pired, EIL" Jacky answered,

“You bide quiet, where you Is,"” said
Ell. “I'll ind the paddies, an' 1'll
soon have you home."

Ell's great concern had been to get
the boy out of the water., He had
cared for little else than that—to get
him ont of reach of the sea. And now
he was confronted with the problem of
making harbor, The boat was slowly
drifting out with the wind; the dusk
was approaching; and every moment
it was growing more difficult to swim
in the choppy sea. It took bhim a long
time to find the paddles.

“HSteady the boat, Jacky,” he sald,

futo the dory; “I'm comin’ aboard.” ~

EH attempted to board the dory over
the bow. Bhe was tosslng about n n
choppy sea; and he was not used to
her wuys, Had she been a punt—his
punt—he would have been aboard in a
trice. But she was not his punt—not
n punt at all; she was a new boat, a
dory, a fiat-bottomed craft; e was
not used to her ways, Jacky tried
desperately to steady her while ElI
lifted himeelf out of the water,

wprake care, EIL" be screamod.
“ghe’ll be over!"

Ell got his knee on the gunwale—
no more than that A wave tipped
the boat; she lurched; she capsized.
And again Ell walted for Jacky to
come to the surface of the water;
again buoyed him up; agaln gave him
courage; again helped him to the boat;

when the boy had taken the paddies

“"Twill be over soon, :ad, 1'll have
you hiome by the kitchen fire in half
an hour, Come, now, partner! Steady
the boat, I'Il try again™

the groater waves ran under the boat
he paused; when she rode on An even
keel, he came fuster. Inch by Inch
humoring the eranky boat all the time,
he lfted his right leg. But be could
not get aboard. Agaln, when his knee
was on the gunwale, the dory cap-
ained.

For the third time the little partner
was helped aboard and given a boot
with which to ball, His strength was
then near gone, Me throw the water
over the until he could no longer
Lft his arms,

“EI" he gasped, “I can do no
mwore 4

KIl put his hand on the bhow as
though about fo attempt to clamber
aboard again, But he withdrew It,

“Jacky, b'y.," he mald, “eould you
not manuge t' pull a bit with the pad-
dlea? 11l awim alongside™

Jacky stared stupldly at him, -

Agnin Kl put his hand on the bow,
Ie was In terror of o8ing Jacky's life,
Never before had he kaown such dread
and fear, He did not dare risk over
turning the boat agaln; for he knew
that Jacky would not survive for the
fourth time. What suld he do? He
could not get aboard, and Jacky could
not row. How waa he 32 get the boy
ashore? His hand touched the painter
—the long rope by which the boat was
gave him an idea; he would tow the
boat ashore!

Bo he took the rope In his teeth and
strock out for the tickle in the harbor.

“'Twas a close call, b'y,” sald MU
when he and Jacky sat by the kitchen
fire.

“An' ‘twas too bad” sald Jacky, “t'
loss the gear”

Ell laughed

“What you laughin'
asked,

“l brought ashore something better
than the gear”™

“The dory T

“No, U'y,” Ell roared. “My little
partner.”—Montreal Herald,
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COST OF THE WHITE PLAGQUE

Tubercuiosis Canses 180,000 Deaths
and Loss of Milllons Yearly.

Tuberculosis causes aunuvally more
than 150,000 deaths In the United
States at the average age of 35 years.
At this age the pormal after-lifetime Is
about 52 yearw, so that the real loss
of llfe covered, measured In time, Is
represented by 4,800,000 years per an-
num. If we assume that the net value
of a year of human lfe after the age
of 85 years s at least $50, the real
loss to the nation resulting from the
disense (a large proportlon of which
is known to be neadleas) may be eastl-
mated at $240,000,000 per annum.

These astounding and almost Incom-
prehensible Agures are far from belng
an exaggeration, but ket us assuine
that only one-half of this mortality is
preventable, and we have a net possi-
blé saving to the nation of $120,000,000
per annum, This estimate does not
take Into account the soclal, moral and
sontimental value of at least 100,000
lives, which, under different conditions,
might reasonably hope to continue for
many years.

The mortality from tuberculosis is,
therefore, a problem compared with
which all other soclal problems of a
medical character sink Into Insignifi-
cance, and it Is safe to say that the
possible prevention of a large portion
of the mortallty from this disease Is
Justly deserving of the solicltude, the
active personal interest and llberal po-
cunlary support of all who have the
renl welfare of the people of this na-
tion at heart. .

Blggs estinntea that New York Oity
sustalns an annual economle loss of
$23,000,000, and that the nation at
large must sustain an annval loss of
$330,000,000 because of tuberculosis,
There are nearly 100,000 denths from
consumption In New York Clty. S8even
thousand persons died In Illinols In
1008, half of them between the ages of
20 and 50 years, while the estimnted
loss to the Btate alone, because of this
disense, was $36,000,000, and the med-
feal authorities of that State have
found that consumption {8 responsibla
for more deaths than typhold fever,
poarlet fever, dlphtheria, all forma of
bronchitls, Influenza, measles and
smalipox combined.—New York Med-
leal Journal,

at? Jacky

Botting & Diflioult Task.

“Jack, dear, I do wish you would
get another photo taken”

“How often have I told you I will
not?"

“But why not?" (Then,. thought-
fully, after a pause,) “Are you afrald
of belng asked to look pleasant?’'—
Punch,

After o man hes married, his flret
glance at every caller at his office s at
the caller's hands, apprehending a bil

In them,




