At Seventeen or Seventy

)
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.By Jeanne 0. Loizeaux

Bent and trembling, Grandma Simp-
son held her coarse, gray shawl mOL
closely from the rough March wind,
and trudged along in the slush, search-
ing every inch of the way for the lit-
tle folded paper she had dropped. It
was late twilight and her eyes were
dim. Besides, she was afraid to go
home—Liz, her daughter-in-law, was
none too gentle.

“I thought I was .holdin” it tight,”
she said aloud, childishly, “but when I
got to the store, it was gone. What'll
I do?

A step behind her made her step
agide—whoever it was would want to
pass. But old man Best did not pass.
He stopped to peer kindly into the
wrinkled face—this was the widow of
his dead comrade.

“Did you lose something, Mary?
“Aain’t it pretty raw for you to be out
with your rheumatiz?’ He stopped
and leaned on his cane, a bluff, brisk,
kindly man a few years her senior.
He lived a few houses farther along
on the humble street; he owned his
‘meat, sailor-like home, and was ac-
counted rich because of his small
pension, and because he paid no rent
—that burden of the poor.

He had seen little of Mary Simpson
since she went to live with her son,
John. Liz—John's wife—was slattern-
1y and the children noisy, which the
old man could not endure. He seldom
went there; but now he saw trouble,
@ thing that called for help.

“Did you, p'raps, find a paper?”’
Grandma Simpson asked, tremblingly.
“Liz sent me to the store with-John’s
pay-check for the week—she was
afraid to trust the children—and,
somehow—]I lost it. 1 dassen’t go
home without it, William. I thought
I was a-holding it tight. but it’s gone.”

“Well, ain’t that too bad?And in
this March wind, it must have blown
off. It's too wet to hunt for it—and
too dark! T'll tell you what you do—
you go home; and I'll turn out and
bunt for it at first light for you. You
tell 'em I will and it'll be all right.”

She shook her head, and he saw on
her cheek the bitter, scanty tears of
the old. He knew what ge and lone-
liness were, and tried to comfort her.

“You'll get your death o’ cold out
here, and p'rhaps it'll be found and
returned in the mornin’—folks is hon-
est about here.”

“It won't be found,” she answered
gloomily, “an’ ’Id rather die 'n hear
what Liz'll say! John ain't home an’

~she's tired an’ cross. She’s got too
much to do an’ I'm a burden even

- wwithout losin’ money for 'em. An' it
does seem, though I hate complainin’,
as if T never could stand her slack
houseeepin’ an’ the children’s noise.
An’ there ain’'t a corner I can call
my own anywhere. Couldn't you go
back with me an’ tell them it might
have happened to anyone?”

The old man turned immediately.

- *Of course I'l go! No—wait. You
come on to my house and I'll stir up
the fire and you can stay there and
make some tea for yourself, and I'll
£o along and tell them. Would that
be easier? I know how it is to be
blamed for losin’ things! I'll tell them
I found you huntin’ for -it. and you
bhad one o' them spells with your
head and I took you to my house.
And when John gets home from town,
he can come after you.”

Grandma Simpson, brightening at
thought of temporary freedom, fol-
Jowed him without a word. He led her
into the trim, three-roomed house with
the garden behind, where he had flow-
ers in summer. He lit a bright, kero-
sene lamp, stirred up the fire in the
kitchen stove and put on the kettle.

“You get you some tea while I'm
gone. What did Liz want from the
store? You can tell me and I'll get
it and take it to her. Say Mary—
why not? Yes; let me make it good!
It’s fifteen dollars, ain't it? I can’'s
well as not!” He stopped, a new
thought in his head. His heart was
sore. All year, he had béén saving to
visit-his daughter in Denver; and just
today she had written him that her
husband’s people had come and could
he wait till next summer for his visit?
The letter was kind, but it hurt. . He
would use some of the money to help
Mary out.

“They needn’t to know about the
check at all, unless it’s found—David
would have done as much for me;” he
said of her dead husband. ‘“We was
always friends. What did Liz want?”

Unbelieving joy lit the old woman's
face. Tidy and trim as a girl in her
clean gray calico, she took off her
shawl and warmed her hands at the
fire. g :

“You're a good man, William! She
wanted some sugar and potatoes, and
bacon—and two loaves of bread. I
can bake lovely bread, but she won't
let me!—my children never ate ba-
ker's trade! TI'll. get your supper
while yoti're gone.”

The old man departed, and grand-
ma, reveling in the clean and quiet
of the little place, began with her old

' guicknpess, to ge the simple meal. She
put potatoes to -bake in the oven,
found some baked beans to warm up,
and a bit of steak to fry at the last
_mipute, and@ made ready to brew the
‘tea. Bhe spread the red and white

. eloth and set the table daintily—Liz
. just slapped things on, anyway.

'~ But she put on only one-plate and

_ask her to stay, she
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talk if she rémained, but her |
talk with some one her own

age, without the interruption of the
children, or the half-contemptuous lis-
tening of Liz. William Best had gone
to school with her and David.
When she had done all that she
saw to do, 'she smoothed her poor plu-
mage with the alacrity of a bird, and
sat down to walt, with her feet on the
hearth. She would not drink tea till
he came. What would he have to gay?

Would the check be found? She tried .

not to worry.

When she had waited what she
thought was an age, and had at last
put the meat on to cook, she heard his
step on the walk. He' looked about
& moment, then walked to the cup-
board for another plate, cup, knife,
fork and spoon.
table,,

“Ycn'll have to stay to suﬁber," he
said ffom ' the sink, where he was
wash!ng his hands. “I left word for
John to come fetch you. I guess I
bungled the job some, 1 took the
things and the money, and told my
little stories, but Liz was considerable
riled. Seems she sent Miry to the
store to see what come of you, and
You must a’ dropped the check in
there, for they found it on the floor.
Liz said I was interferin’ and jawed
some, but I stuck to it that-you had
a spell and I guess she believes that
much.”

Grandma was dishing up the "appe-
tizlng meal and Liz’ wrath was not so
clone that it worried her at the mo-
meht. At least an hour or 80 of peace

wAs hers, and she would enjoy it to
the fullest.

two sat down to eat.

‘. guess perhaps " you better stay-

here—for always, 1 mean, Mary.
There's enough for two, and I like a
tidy woman like you about. There's
too many -in that house—I don't see
how you’ve stood it so long—and too
few in this. You come over here just
to even things up!”

“John—wouldn’t like it—how could
I?” ghe stammered, with the pervers-
ness of woman, at seventeen or sev-
enty, refusing to understand.

“If you married me, John couldn’t
say nothin’, could he? He's a good-
enough son, but he’s ‘at work, and you
really have to live with his wife—be-
sides, you know I always liked you,
Mary, from a mite of a girl up, and
eéven as David's wife—an’ all, He
wouldn’t mind my lookin’ after you,
and it can’t be done any other way
as I can see. Can it?”

Mary Simpson shook her head;
then she began to cry softly into her
apron. He rose s&and patted her
shoulder, e

“You needn’t say nothin’ to any of
them, Mary? You go home with John
and Monday mornin’ I'll get a license
and Preacher Cottrell and you can
slip over here about noon and we’ll
be married and no one can help it.
What do you say?”

The old lady dropped her apron
and looked up at him.

“I—I believe I'd like it real well,
William.. My little pension would help
out some and I've always wanted a
little garden and never had one since
David died. It seems too good to be
true.”

William Best went back to his place
at the table, content, and she poured
him another cup of tea. Then, sud-

g denly, she put her apron to her eyes

again.

“What in tunket ails you, woman?”
he asked, anxiously.

“I—I ain’t fit,” she sniffed.

“You—you’'re good’s gold—TI've
known you all your born life, wom-
an!” He waited for her to explain,

“l mean—that I ain’t got a thing
fit to be married in!”

Even old man Best could not re-
frain a laugh at that.

“You're all alike—you women! You
beat old White's cattle! Isbet Eve
cried for a white silk dress to be mar-
ried in. Finish your Supper, woman,
and I'll, get my mother’s black silk
out o' that chest in the corner there.
It's good as new and you can take a
tuck—or something in it, Father
brought it home from sea, and it was
the finest dress in the village in its
time. She never wore:it to-speak-of;
It was too good. How’s that?”

Then John knocked and entered,
kindly, but rough, and took his moth-
er home. And Grandma Simpson
didn't care in the least what her
daughter-in-law might say—she could
endure anything till Monday.

Congregation on Strike.

The unusual scene of a congregs-
tion on strike was witnessed at a
Dumberton (Scotland) parish church
recently. Owing to the minister's
financial difficulties and his refusal to
resign, the congregation unanimously
agreed to abstain from attending serv-
ices during the present ministry. At
this .service- the other Sunday fore-
noon there 'was a total congregation
of ‘only 12, including tke organist,

_beadle, and minister's family. At the

evening service only half a dozen per-
sons entered the church. 7

Disgusted- Hen Quits Task:

Mauch Chunk, Pa.—A desertion in
the poultry yard of Victor P. Miller,
Bowmanstown landlord, has
spoiled his chances of obtaining more
than two goslings from five eggs put
under a hen. A gander preempted the
first gosling hatched, and when the
hen went to coax her youngster back
a Wyandotte rooster captured = her
nest, and hatched out a second gos-
ling. The hen. then abandoned the
nest, m x

He put them on the

-She ‘made the tea and the |

A FPINE~GCROWIY POINT

HAT which is rare in the world

of mature is always richly

prized by man, be it some

strange fantastic form, some

exotic growth, or some very
beautiful bloom. The stonecrop, the
sage-brush and the ‘ cactus have
claimed California for their own,
spreading out into the  desertlands
which lie to the eastward, and climb-
ing up over the foothills of the Sierras,
where they mark the boundary of fer-
tility and clothe the nakedness of
sand-dune and soil-serac with a spuri-
ous vegetation; thus by the artemisias,
salvias, “audibertias, dudleyas, opun-
tias and mamillarias is the wilderness
made to bloom. But it was not td
revel in the marvels on the mesas,
nor the charms of the chapparral that
I journeyed one afternoon to Del ‘Mar,
a tiny wayside station near San Di-
ego, perched on the top of a high cliff
above the wash of the blue Pacific
waves. For days I had steeped my
soul in the delights of the woods and
wastes, found companionship with
birds and things that creep, and gath-
ered here and there fragile fragrant
flowers. But now the rarest tree in
the whole wide world had called to
me from its isolation; the report of
its marvelous characteristics, its
rugged beauty, its picturesque habitat
had all been detailed, and so one
glorious day, when the California sky
was domed like lapis'lazuli, I traveled
to Del Mar to see the famous Torrey
pines.

It is enthralling to think how na-
ture has set this handful of conifers
on a Californian cliff, the only speci-
mens of their kind ever found on
earth, save for a few on the near by
island of Santa Rosa. It was not un-
til the year 1850 that these trees were
discovered by Mr. J. L. Le Conte, who
forthwith named them Pinus torrey-
ana, after Dr. John Torrey of New
York, and since then many botanists
and nature-lovers have made a pil-
grimage to this lonely shrine on the
summit of the windswept bluffs,
among them Engelmann, Asa Gray,
Bayard Taylor and Charles F. Holder.
Leaving the station at Del Mar, I fol-
lowed the railroad for a mile or 80,
emerging out of a cutting on to a
strip of track which skirted a deep
ravine chiseled and channeled like the
Grand Canon of Colorado in.miniature;

-thence rounding ‘a-rampart o6f rock I

came upon a mass of quarried quarts
shimmering in the sunlight, such as is
used for the foundation of roads in
this vicinity. The shining pyramid
was my signpost to leave the steel
rails and turn towards the sea.

A steep, sandy trail led down to join
the oiled road which skirted the shore
as far as the foot of the southerly
headland, and then wound away
among the hills behind the cliffs. From
this point I gained my first view of
the Torrey pines, a cluster of tortured'
trunks and twisted branches covered
with fascicles of immensely long
leaves outlined against the sky sev-
eral hundred feet aboyve me. To scram-
ble up the dry banks covered with-
manzanita, masses of pinkish buck-
wheat and all manner of cacti and
stonecrops mingled with the inflated
pods of the locoweed and the aromatic

“plants of the Yerba santa, or mouptain

balm, was but the-werk of a few mo-
ments, and there on the top stood the
little groves of rare trees,- sheltered
for the most part in small ravines,
some specimens, however, growing at
the extreme edge of the bluffs where
the nooks and crannies offered but
scant foothold or nourishment for
vegetation. Some of the trees are as
much as four feet in circumference
apd rise to a height of from five to,
fifty feet, those standing in exposed

places being more bent and fantas- ]

tically formed than.those growing in
the dells. - Most remarkable are the

.dark green tufted leaves and abundant

cones of these Torrey pines; the for-
mer grow in fascicles of five in close
sheaths, and are the largest pine
leaves known to the world, being from
nine to thirteen inches Iong; while the
cones are five to six inches long and
ten to fourteen inches in ecircum-
ference, oval, with thick scales termi-
nating in stout recurring beaks. The
nuts are- flattened and have a black
wing, the shells being hard and thick
and the seeds edible.. The pollen-bear-
ing flowers are terete, about three
inches long and half an inch in diam-
eter.

The habitat of the Torrey pine cov-
ers some four hundred acres, owned
for the most part by the city of San
Diego, though recently the finest
groves have been purchased by Miss
Scripps of La Jolla, who, realizing the
immense scientific value and impor-
tance of these trees, has determined
to do everything possible to preserve
them from mutilation and possible ex-
termination.

No words can describe the wonder-
ful beauty of the surroundings of
these Torrey pine woods. The scenery
in California always exercises a fasci-
mation by reason of its individuality,
for it is a land in which man and the
desert are ever waging relentless
war; where the desert has proved im-
pregnable the cacti forbid encroach-
ment and flaunt their flaming red and
vellow flowers.in the face of defeated
toil; but where man has conquered,
wielding the silver scepter of irriga-
tion and aanexing the . territory thus
torn from the prickly fingers of the
opuntia, there grows a garden whose
luxuriance overpowers and whose pro-
ductiveness is“amazing.

Encircling the valley stood queer
honeycombed cliffs, whose strata of
burnt sienna and chalk white stone
formed bands of startling ‘contrast,
and beyond .,them rose the grim gray
mountains of San Bernardino! On the
other side of the point of pines the
cliffs fell away in sheer declivity to
the sea, ~across whose waves, now
stilled by the sunset peace, the level
rays of light were painting paths of
purple, rose and amethyst. Over the
rim of this ocean of color the sun like
a golden galleon sailed down into the
west, the light turned pale, beryl and
primrose usurped the place of fire
and flame, then gray vapors drifted
softly up to the zenith and Venus
shone out between the points of an
ashen aurora, cool breezes sprang to

life, dusk blotted out the.underbrush |-

and the southern day was over.
JULIA W. HENSHAW.

Rapine From Abov_es ;

To see murder and rapine in pure
perfection one has only to visit some
of the more solitary shores in the
autumn when the tide is coming in
and watch the fish hawks, those
wolves and pillagers of the sea, and
see for one’s self how easily they hunt
at heights and deliberately pick their
prey. Not by any means-do they nab
the first too large or too little fish,
but wait and pick out the very fellow
the right size for flying away with.
Nearly every time they fall all in a

bunch from 'a height of a hundred or

more feet with a splash and are off
with the poor wriggling fish—as easy
as falling off a log.

Two Cases.

Towne—My wife’s nerves are such
peculiar things. She always worries
when she’s having a dress made just
ds if— ‘

Browne (interrupting him)—Huh!
My wife only seems to worry when she
isn’'t: ht‘widg one made, :

- 1SAYS THE FELLOW ON ToP

Wage Earner Must Cut Out Luxuries
Before He Has Right to Ask
~for Sympathy, ‘

“How do you account for the high

cost of lHving?”
. The rublcund gentleman addressed,
glanced at a check for $8.85, repre-
senting the cost of his modest meal,
handed the waiter $10, with instruo-
tions to keep the change; pulled out a
cigar that the interviewer recognized
t8 a 50-center, and leaned back in his
chair. . ot

“All rubbish,” he said. “People live
beyond their means and then growl
gbout it. It's their own fault.”

“I see. You believe that everybody
should save part of his income?”

“Exactly.” .

“Umph-umph. Sounds reasonable.
But what proportion of it do you
think he should salt down? Suppose,
for instance, the man earns $1.10 a
day, and has a wife and five children,
and some of the bables get sick oc-
casionally, and the older ones need
clothes in which to go to school, and
the landlord wants his rent right on
the mnail, and a pair of kid’s shoes
lasts a month, and the instalment on
the sewing machine is 50 cents eyvery
two weeks, and he carries enough
ingurance to bury him, and enough
medicine for his wife is half a fol-
lar a throw, and everything that the
members of his household eat and
drink and wear costs more than it
used to, and gets higher all the
time, do you think he ought to save
a very large proportion of his in-
come?” :

“You do not state the case fairly.
Doubtless the man has vices. I am
certain he smokes.”

“I forgot .that. Yes, he pays five
cents a package for tobacco and a
package lasts ten days.”

“Ha! Shiftless fellow. And, of
course, he has the nerve to complain,
He’ll cut out luxuries before he gets
any sympathy from me.”

Immigrants 8old at Dock.

It is pointed out by  the London
Chronicle that although the modern
immigrant to American ports may be
“sold” in a way, he is never sold in
the same, sense as were those immi-
grants of the eighteenth century whose
fate one gathers from an advertise-
ment in a New York paper of 1774.
The advertisement runs: “Servants
Just arrived from Scotland, to be sold
on board the Commerce, Capt. Fergu-
son, master, lying at the ferry stairs,
among which are a number of weav-
ers, tallors, blacksmiths, nailers, shoe-
makers, butchers, hatters and spin-
sters, 14 to 35 years of age. For

terms apply to Henry White or said
master on board.”

Safeguard to Health.

One of the most needful and most
important safeguards to health is the
recent invention of the germ-proof
telephone mouthpiece. This device,
made of clear crystal glass, is in-
tended to replace the filthy rubber
mouthpieces in common use, which
furnish all sorts of germs an ideal
breeding place. It has received the
enthusiastic indorgsement of doctors,
bacteriologists and boards of health
wherever introduced and is approved
by all operating telephone conipanies,

The glass part can be instantly re-
moved ‘for cleaning and can be re-
placed as instantly. It can be wiped
clean without removal. It is less liable
to breakage than the ordinary rubber
mouthpiece and admits light to all the
parts of the device, thus securing an
extra good sanitary condition.—Illus.
trated Sunday Magazine.

Women In Farm: Work.

Almost 1,000,000 women in the
United States are either farmers or
farm laborers. -Thanks to the popu-
larity of the homestead in the west
and to a belated apprecidtion of agri-
culture as a field for woman’s indus-
try, this number is rapidly increasing.
The United States, however, has not
gone so far im this respect as Eng-
land. There, in the dairy sections,
women have entire control of the
herds, not only the butter making, but
the milking and feeding. In France
nearly 3,000,000 women are engaged in
farm work, while in lnost of the coun-
tries of continental Europe the finer
breeds of cattle are mainly the result
of woman's efforts.—~New Idea Wo-
math’s Magazine.

Cataclysmic Geology.

“Cataclysmic” geology no longer ex-
ists. It was once the accepted opin-
fon that the great changes on the
earth’s surface had been mainly
brought about by sudden and violent
(cataclysmic) agencies; but Sir
Charles Lyell, as far back as 1838,
demolished the old theory of cata-
¢lysm at once and forever. Sir Charles
proved by facts which were indisputa-
ble that the great geological changes
‘have been produced slowly by grad-
nal processes of subsidence and eleva-
tion, and not by earthquakes, volcanic
action, etc. Lyell may be said to be
‘the father o(\modern geology, or, to
put it more correctly, of real, scien-

i

“ A Startler.

fective is the owner of a dog that is
the terror of the neighborhood in
whieh he lives. The other day he
was accosted by a friend, who sajd:
, “Good morning, Mr. H. Your wife
made a very pleasant call on us last
evening.” ‘ :
“I'm very sorry,” came the startling
reply. “T'll see- that it don’t oosur
again, for I'm going to chain her pp
In future.”—London Telcgraph. :

A gentleman whose hea.rlng-lh do-‘
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DEATH FOR “WITCH”
. / AT s
INTERESTING RELIC OF THE
DAYS OF IGNORANCE.
Historical Archives of Salem, Mass.,
Reveal Depths' of Superstition

and Folly In Which Our
Forefathers Were Sunk. -

Investigators making search through. -
the archives of the Peabody institute
at Salem, Mass.; have -just unearthed
a seventeenth century warrant con-
demning to death Bridget Bishop, wife
of a Salem attorney, on a. charge of
witchcraft.

Contrary to the traditions that
witches were burned in Massachu-
setts, in the warrant’ condemning
Mrs, Bishop to death Willlam Stough-
ton, who with his associages in the
warrant are styled judges~of a spe-
cial court of Oyer and "Terminer for
the counties of Essex, Middlesex and
Suffolk, orders that George Corwin,
the sheriff, shall hang her by the
neck until she is dead. s :

Appended to the warrant is the re-
turn certificate made by Corwin show-
ing that he had carried out the or-
ders of the court. .

‘The warrant and return are in sev-
enteenth century English script, and
transcribed reads as follows:

“To George Corwin Gent'n, High
Sheriffe of the County of Essex
Greeting:

“Whereas Bridget Bishop al’'s Olli-
ver, the wife of ‘Edward Bishop of Sa-
lem in the County of Essex Lawyer;
at a speciall Court of Oyer and Termi-
ner 'held at Salem the second Day of
this 'instant month of June for the
Countyes of Essex Middlesex and Suf-
folk before Willlam Stoughton, Esque,;
and his associates of the said court,
was Indicted and arraigned upon five
several Indictments for using prac-
tising and exerciseing on the . . .
last past and divers days and times
the felonies of Witehcraft in and upon;
the/ bodyes - of Abigal Willlams, Ann
Puttnam . Mercy Lewls, Mary
Walcott and Elizabeth Hubbard of Sa-
lem village single women;:
whereby their bodyes were hurt, af-
flicted, pined consumed and tormented
contrary to the.forme of the statue in
that case made and provided.  To
which Indictm’ts the said Bridget
Bishop pleaded not guilty and for ~
Tryall thereof put herselfe upon: God
and her Country whereupon she was'
found guilty of the Felonyes and.
Witchcrafts whereof she stood in-
dicted and sentence of Death accor-
dingly passed ag’'t her as the Law
directs. Execution whereof yet re-
maines to be done. These are there-
fore in the names of .their maf'ties’
William and Mary now King and;
Queen over England &c. to will a.ndi
command you That upon Fryday next,
being the Tenth Day of this instant,
month of June between the hours of:
eight and twelve in the aforenoon of
the same day you safely conduct the
s'd -Bridget Bishop al's Olliver from!
their maj'ties Gaol in Salem. afores'd|
to the place of executionm and there,
cause her to be hanged by the neck!
until she be dead and of your doings|
herein make returne to the clerk of
the s’d Court and of this pr'cept. And,
hereof you are not to faile at your!
peril. And this shall be your sufficient:
warrant given under my hand & seal.
at Boston the eighth day of June in
the fourth year of the reigne of our
Sovereign .Lord William and Mary
now King and Queen over England,
&c.,, Annoq’e Dom. 1692,

‘. “WM. STOUGHTON.

“June 10th, 1692.

“According to the within written
precept I have taken the body of the
within named Brigett Bishop out of
their majesties gaol In Salem and
safely conveighd her to the place pro-:
vided for her execution and caused y
8d Brigett to be hanged by the neck
until she was dead all which was ac-
cording to the time within required
and so I make returne by me.

“GEORGE CORWIN, Sheriff.”

The First _Requisite. v

When Senator Vance was running
for cengress he called on an old ne-
gro who had in early life served the
Vance family. Asked after his health,
the negro replied: “Mighty po'ly .in
this worl’, but it's-.all-. right - over
yander.” “Do you believe in the doc-
trine of election? asked Vance with
great solemnity. “It's the doctrine of
the Bible,” answered the old man.
“Uncle Ephrdim, ‘'do you think I've
been elected?” asked Vance again,
“Massa Zeb, I'd a lettle ruther you
wouldn’t draw that guestion. I'm too
near de grabe to tell a Me, but the
fac’ am, I neber yet knowed nor hear
tell of no man bein’ elected . what
wan't a candidate.” -

-+
The Parable of the Ten Ideas.

A teacher put ten facts into a boy's
mind, and when he returned a few
months later, to see if the facts were
still there, he was pleased to find that
the boy remembered them. He paid
the boy a high compliment on the pos-
session of a mind that could hold

kfiowledge so securely-and deliver it

up on demand with such prompt and

gave anothér boy ten facts, and some
time after he also tested the boy to
see what had happened. He found
that ‘from the tem he had given the
boy there had grown a large numbe:
of other facts. He made no further
inquiry, for ho‘m ‘not interested to
know whether the facts he had given
him ‘were still there or not. He saw
that the purpose for which they had
been put in the boy's mind was wark-
ing out. all -right, and. there his 1
terest ended. e




