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CASABICRANKA.

The girl sat on the baseball stand—
All but her bean had fled,
And he, poor chap, eould not demand
Relief from what she said.
“Why does the pitcher throw it 507"
She muarmuraed in dismay.
“Such actions vielent, yvon know,
His awkward moves display.
Why does e <o expectorate
Upon the spow white ball?
Was he por tanght natil too ate
That that's nor nice al all?
Why docs that fellow don a cage
Andd let his voice resguad
fn crics of *‘Sirke!” awak'ning rage
« Ta those upon the ground?
Why do the ronners always fall
And slide vpon their face,
Or else— Loy do not care ot ali—
[Upon sotoe other place?
Why do the people murimur ‘Rank?
H has uo rank, "tis plain
Why does tia: player, lean and lank,
Seem o sceh awfuel pain?
Why does Lo catcher wear that pad
Close to kis hosom pressed?
And why has not the other had
Ilis clothies ¢nt like the rest?
" Why does that plaver swing the wood
b such a reckiess way
And question. as no good man shouid,
What those behind him say?
Why do the men such colors wear”—
. But here she turned ber head,
« Amd then ar last beeame aware
Her esoors had dropped dead.
—XNebraska Srate Journal.
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THE KODAK'S EYE.

“I0 was just <X years ago that 1 taok
my fiist walking tour with my Kodak—
darvesay yvon remember. [ had passed
throngh Pluiey one glorious June morn-
fng, and on the outskivts [ eame aecross
onc of the protilest cottages T ever saw
in my lite. Gables, you kuow, amd a
poreh framed in honeysucekle: ami ran-
ning ap tie LI bebind the house, an
old-fashioued corden—such a garden?

“A little Loy was swinging on the
gale” Thowpson went on; “pretiy litle
chap abourt o, T should think., IHe was
Lashing the soie with a great huneh of
whitethori, cand chirruping to his steed
a8 he swung back and forth, He looked
across the toad at me amd langhed, CIf
you'll keop auite still while | connt six,
't givee you o bright new shilling,” 1
sl e oved we eriticaliy. T set the
focus and sizhiod the child in the tinder
of my Kodalk., 1 =saw that the hillside
garden and the honeysuckle  poreh
would come nto the scope of the pic-
ture.  Bur [ wished the ehild hadn't
grown so perpetually grave, *What you
gol in the hox? he said. “I'l shiow you
In & minunie, 1L vou Keep quiet,” I an-
gwersd, Just as 1 put my tinger to the
button a cuckeo in the copse began to
call.  Toe child lifted his curly head
and listened rapturously, It's my bird”
he said, hue just hefore he spoke 1 had
prossed the Eodak button.  Someone
shouted “BilyD from the cottage, amd
the ehild scrambled down from the
gate, ‘Heve's your shilling,” [ said. He
foraed hack, thrust his small hanod
through e wihite fence for his prize
and seampered off with it,

“I had only a short holiday that year,
and oo 1y way home, going from
Thorpe to Frenton, T took a wrong
turning, and found mysel! near Pinley
again. 1 Jidn’t really care, for I had
made my fortyv-eight exposures, and
wasn't looking for anything new, It
was furiouslr hot the moraing I saw
the piciure cottage for the second time,
I eame on It from behind the hill at the
back, and saw that the plice was in
reality a suaall farm, ‘T dare say they'd
give me o glass of milk,” I thought, and
by way of naking a shoit cut T elimmbed
a wali acd dropped on the other side,
But [ come down on a wabhbly stone
Iying in a ditch, lost my balinee, turn-
ed my ankle, and lay cursing dismally
for some mnites. Then I limped up to
the house, There was no one about,
and yet it vore an inhabited air. 1
knocked at a side door and leaned
heavily azainst the lintel.  No one
enme. I lwmped around to the front.
Bly hitlle fricnd wasn't hanging over the
gate this timme. I went into the porch
anied Knocked again, The door was
wpeacd—a woman of about 335, looking
very ill, T thought, stood there walting
to know iy errand,

“*lan 1 zer some one here to zo for
a fly? U'vesprained my ankle, and——'

“There's pobody here,” she said, and
shiook her head unsympathetically, T
had a horrible fear that she was going
toshut the door in my face.

“'Can you let me have a glass of
milk? I said. I wanted nothing in the
world so much as an excuse (o sit down.

" Yes, I suppose so,” she said, indif-
fereatly. “Come this way.'

I followed her into the Kitchen, She
gave me a chair and went out. 1 sat
nursing the injured ankle until she
came back with the milk.

U1 passed here about ten days ago,”
1 said, ‘on iny way to Frenton'

“rid your said the woman in a
stupid way. She turned to the window
awd sat down on a low stool by a mar-
ket bhasker. I saw she had been shell-
fug peas when 1 knocked,

"L ooticed your garden particularly.
I haven't secn a finer one this year.'

¥ *No, it ain’t bad,” she replied, drop-
piag the Iat peas into the pail at her
slde.  They patiered down like hail-
atones,

**How far shall I have to wallk bhe-
fore | can get a trap? 1 said.

* *Nothing this side o' Tarver's, I
whould think.”

*‘How far is that?

“RBout half a mile' [  almost
groancd aloud. I ecouldn’t walk it
Bomebody must be found who would
e nnd treat with Tarver for me,

“9 gaw a little boy swinging on the
wgaté when I passed some days ago

w woman turned her head  so
mhacply in my direction that I stopped
i It was only an instant’s inter-

dion. The face was averted again
he peas began to hail against the
i3 o

sw'f. ere now? I asked.
_ ™The wowan shook ber head. It was

iswval)

very warm. The perspiration stood in
beads on her forehead. She lifted her
arm and passed the sleeve of her print-
ed gown over her face. 1 set the empty
glass on the table at my elbow, and
took out my purse. [ noticed the wo-
man’'s quick hands were idle again, and
hee hend bent down. ‘She is very il
[ thought. ‘She can't go to Traver's,
but—-'

“<1'I1 be glad to pay somebody half a
crown who will get me a fly," 1 said
alowd. ‘Do you know of —-

“she had litted her head and looked
at me.

“*Wuas it you who gave him the shil-
lin"?

“*Gave who?

“Billy, my boy,
him swingin’ on the gate.
gave him a new shillin®?

“+Oh, I believe 1 did," I said.

“The sunburnt face worked and
dropped on her folded arms.

““What happened,” [ said, after a
panse,

She sat up and
through the window,

“+ usen’t to let him go outside the
gate to talk to people passin’,” she said,
‘1 called him in when I heard voices
that day. He showed me the shil-
lin'——"  She broke off and wiped her
eyes on the back of her hand.

“*Yes? 1 said.

“ I didn't like him takin® money from
strangers; 1 scolded him, an’ he—he
criml’ Herown eyes were full of tears,
‘I tried to make him say what the shil-
lin® was for,” she went on.  “He said,
“Nothin.”  “Then you begged it” 1
says, “an’ you're a disgrace,” and he
eried more an’ said he hadn't—~

“*But that was quite true,’
rupted.

“+Ooh. I didn’'t know that. T didn’t
know that! the womwan moaned, °I
said I'd give him a beatin® if he didn’t
tell me why the sirange gentleman
gave him the shillin®, T might "a done
it. oo, but he stopped cryin’ all of a
stnlden, an® said:  “Why., of course,
mammy, I know why he did it—it was
hecanse my cuckoo sang for him, an'
I kep' quiet so he could hear.” 1 knew
that was Just Billy's nonsense, hut [
didn’t beat him—okL. I'm glad I didn’t
beat him.”

“1 waited till she found her volce
again,” Thompson said, after a pause,
as an excuse for the sudden failure of
his own.

“The woman explained,” he went on,
“that Billy had climbed up the labur-
num tree that same afternoon. ‘He
lost his hold,” she said. an' the doetor
says he must a’ fell on his head - be died
that night.’

I mutiered something stupid about
svimpathy. She went on shelling the
peas. Looking vaguely around I caught
sight of a child’s phiotograph in a frame
on the opposite wall

“*Is that a picture of your boy? I
asked,

**No, no,” said the woman; ‘that’s my

You said you saw
Was it you

stared  vacantly

I inter-

| sister's ¢hild, and he ain’t dead, neither !

We never had a picture of Billy, That
seems (o make it worse somehow, |1
tell my husband I believe I could beay
it better if I bad a picture of him.

“*“Why, I took a picture of him? In
my excitement I started up, and
wrenched my unbappy ankle. I sank
ba«k faint from pain.

“*You took a picture of my Billy!
She was standing beside me when |
opened my eyes.,

“Yeg—er—or the house. He was at
the gate, you know.”

““Thank God,” ihe woman said, shak-
ing hor ¢linched  hands  pitifully.
‘Thank CGod! Thank God!

“*But it may not come out right,' I
said, cursing myself for having raised
hopes that my Kodak might not justiry.
‘You see, it isn't developed, T ean't tell
how——"*

“‘Oh, you must make it come out
right, sir. Whereis it? The hard, sun-
burnt face was quivering.

“OIt's here, in this,” T motioned to-
ward the Kodak at my side. She
kneeled down before it with clasped
hands, like a penitent before a shrine.

“*You'll show it to me, sir—just for
a minute!

“*I can't just now —it Isn’t developed.”

“‘But just let me see if it's my Billy.
Oh, please, sir! If you knew, if you
knew-——"'

“I'll let you have it as soon as it's
ready,” I said. ‘It would be spoiled it
I took it out now.'

“1I'd be very c¢areful said the wo-
man. She got up eagerly, and instine-
tively wiped her rough hands on her
apron,

“*No, it's the light, you see, that
would spoil it. It must be kept in the
dark.” 1 tried to explain, but she evl-
dently wasn't listening. She Kept look-
ing down at the kodak with superstl-
tious awe.

“Someone passed the window., She
looked up. “They’'ve got back! she
eried, breathlessly, and raa to the door
in the scullery. She was talking ex-
citedly about Billy's picture when she
came back with two men. It was her
hushand and her younger brother, homo
from market. We soon arranged that
after dinner, when the horse was rest-
ed. I should be driven to Frenton by
my host, Peter Shail, and that mean-
while I should go upstairs and lie down
and let Mrs, Shall put eold water
bhandages on my foot., The pain had
become exeruciating.

“A very comfortable room it was that
they put me in, and when Mrs. Shail
snid my foot was badly inflamed and
that I had better stay whera 1 was for
a few days 1 wasn't at all nnwilling.

. . L] L L L L]

“*Will you show me the picture to-
night? she said, the moment the plan
was decided on.

“A light broke in upon me. ‘Unfor-
tunately, I haven't any developer with
me. I should have to send for.gome.”

“*You can buy anything at Frenton,'
she said. ‘Shail will go for you.'

“*Oh, I should have to send to Lon-
don.’

“ ‘Shail will go for you," she repeated.

r

‘romember

“iAs t*)h:lt. the Eastman Company
would send it. But I have everything
at home, and when I get back—-—-'

“*Oh, if yon please, sir, Jdon't wair,
Shail will take a telegram if you'll
write ir. I—I you'll think me very
strange, but——" she leaned over the
foot of the bad and lowered her volee—
‘the truth is, I think I'll go elear out of
my mind if I go like this. It's all alout
Billy, sir. You won't speak about it to
Shail, but I seem to be forgetting bow
Billy ivoks, I ecan’t go to sleep o' nighis
for tryin® to make a picture of him in
my mimd, and it's gettin® harder an’
havder. Ile'sonly beengonetwelve days,
last night I couldn’t scem to remember
anything but his hair. You soe, I mnst
be gein® out of my mind, Bat ir 1 had
a picture! O, sir, let Shail take a tele-
graph an’ get the—the—whatever it s’

“She left the foot of the bed and
came to the side. [ looked up at the
poor face and didn't Lesitate oug, *Cet
me some paper and a pencil,” T said.

“Shail was dispatched with the ‘tele-
graph,” and the next afternoon a packat
came from the Eastman Company,

“My foot was very painfual,  »rs,
Shail beggzed me not to stand on it

“*I'll get you everything you want/
she said.

**Well, where is the kodak? [ looked
about as I undid Eastman's packaze.

O it's in my room,” shie said, lool:-
ing a littie guilty: and she nurried ot

“*I hope it hasn’t been tampered
with,” ! observed, when sa> came baek
again,

= *No, indeed,” she said; but she lush-
e under my glance.  Cit's only Deen
settin® on my chest of drawers, where
I conld see it plain.’

“But I mistrusted her. T dave say 1
showed it too, for she hesitatesd an in-
stant, and said, slowly, in a Mundering
Kind of .way: *“You can't think, sir,
what a comfort it was for ne to he
and look at it. I Kkep' thinking my
Dilly's in there. Maybe he's ookivg
ot now, through that little round win-
der! Shail sabd no, and 1old me how
it was; but, anyhow, it don't mater so
much now it I do get mazed, and can t
his picture’s safe in that lit-
tle hox, Seems queer, too,  've had
such a lot of pictures of Billy u my
Lead, an® I can’t Keep one cleas; an'
that little eye in the box nevor forgets

Lim -never forgets him--like Lis own
mother does!” Thompson cleaved his
throat.

“I asked Lier if she had a lamp with
f red shade, ‘Yes, sir' she sauld, awd
started for the door,

“*Anmd bring in a couple of shallow
dishes, pudding or vezetable dishos,” [
said, ‘and a pair of scissors.’

I examined the kodak, but couldn’t
deteet anything amiss.  Still, T was full
of foreboding., The presentiment that
something had happened to the par-
tienkire pieture [ wanted became almost
a conviction,

“At my direction the wooden shutters
were closed and a pair of Blankets and
an eiderdown quilt were put over the
window. The small, red-shaded lamp
gave out a dim glow. On a table by
my side were the dishes and the bath
of developer.

“*Now, youcan go, Mrs. Shail,' T said.
‘I'lIl eall you when I'in ready.’

“*Go, sir?

“Yes, 1 won't be very long.'

“*Oh, you mustn’t send me away,
sir,” she sald. “Let me stay an’ ' help
you. I ean’t go away an® waitl' She
began to sob,

“I wished to the Lord I was out of it.

But I thought, *If the picture turns onut *

right, after all?
more hopeful

“The light was put behimd the bhed,
and I opened the Kodak, and tock out
the roll of film.

“Where Is it? said the woman in a
whisper, peering forward in the dark,

“* think it's the third on this reel)
I sad. *Give me the gcissors.

She fumbled about on the table,
‘Here! sho said. The word was hoarse,
and spoken with difficulty. The sonund
of her voice made me nervous, What
an idiot I had been not to send her out!

“I unrolled the film and cut through
the punctured lines. *Where is the pic-
ture? said the voice across the table,
I was consclous she was peering into
the empty kodak case,

“ ‘I hope it's there,” I said, miserably,
my presentiment coming back,

“*Where?

“‘On this picce of paper.” I mechan-
ieally laid down the third exposure and
returned the reel to the case,

“The woman came nearer. -

“ ‘Please, sir, turn it over,” she sald.

“*What? I asked,

“The paper.

“*This, do you mean?
the serap of film.

“*It isn't there! It isn’t there!” The
woman staggered back in the darkness,

S“oowWalt, I said. *We can’t be eertain
for a few minutes, Don’t go out, The
door musn’t be opened.” But I was al-
most glad that she was prepared now
for the worst. I was as certainagif |l
had seen It that Billy's picture would
be a failure.

“Mrs., Shail was erying hoarsely In
the corner. What a fool I'd been to say
anything about that snap-snot! [
poured the developer into a dish and
submerged the film, I washed the
liquid back and forth,

“‘Please bring the light nearer, 1
eald, presently. Mrs. Shail got up and
get the lamp on the edge of the table, 1
help up the film,

“*“That one's turned dark;” said the
woman, hopelessly. 1 knocked down
the scissors with my elbow. She came
round, fumbled on the floor and picked
them up. I returned the film to the
bath, with a sense of infinite thankful-
ness and relief.  Billy's pleture was
coming up all right! As I washed the
stuff back and forth I could see his
white-thorn whip coming out black and
distinet, and above it! —

‘Mrs. Shall had laid down the secissors
and was looking over my shoulder,

““That one's something like this
house,’ she sald, drearily,

Well, I began ta feel

I picked up

b o . el g

| fessional pride.

“‘Look here” I eried,
dish nearer the lamp.
see there in front?

“She leaned over the table and stared
into the dish,

“*Yes. Iseea fence amd a shrubbery,
an’ a gate, an’ a wide collar, an’ a face,
an'—Oh, Lord! Oh. Lord—it's my Billy
swingin' on the gate!” "

Thomson broke off at this point in
his story and began to walk up and
down the room.

“They send me a hamper full of flow-
ers every year, on the anniversary of
the day I saw Billy swinging on the
gata. I haven't seen them sinee one
day in that same year, when I went to
take Mrs., Shail an enlarged photo-
graph of my snap-shot, It came out
splendidly!™ Thomson said, with pro-
“Best child’s photo 1
ever saw; the pretty background, the
branch of whitethorn hanging over the
gate, the uplifted face, intent smiling—
‘just as if he heard his mother callin’
him," said Mrs. Shail.

*“*No; it was the angels' said the
woman, very low.”- Pall Mall Gazette.
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The Marriageable Age.
In many ways the girls of IS are

grandmother's time, and yet observa-
tion tells us without question that the
age at which girls marry now is ad-
vanced by several years beyond that
of one hundred years ago.

The carly marriages of the past have
been of no benetit to the present race,
amd we are showing wisdom in our gen-
eration in seiting the clock of time back
a few years,

For one thing only are early mar-
ringes desirable, and even this resolt
does not always acerue by any means.
We mean the possibility of the eouple
growing more closely together in tastes
and faneies if these are matured after
marriage.
| It is not considered desirable than
the woman should be the elder of the
parties to the contract. But even this
abjection is being lessencd as yvears go
by, for the woman of 40 now is no older
than the woman of 25 was fifty yvears
ago. Nevertheless it is well that there
should he the advantage of age upon
the hushand’s side.  If a man does not
marry until afier he is 35 it is better
that there should be a decided dis-
parity of age between them, as he will
he so set in his ways that the wife will
be obliged to yield deference to his
wishes at every point. A woman who
is also set in her ways will not be likely
to do this. When there is a very great
disparity in the ages, as is seen quite
frequently, the wonder is that the
voung girls can be party to such con-
tracts, though it is very wise for the
man when he at 60 marries a girl of
20, A woman of suitable age wouldn't
put up with his almost certain cranki-
ness,— Philadelphia Call

Arbitration a Short Cut to Justice.

The traveler on the Riviera who ran-
bles over the picturesque promontory
of Monaco—that puny principality of
less than six square miles, with a mili-
tary band of 350 musicians and a stand-
ing army of ninety men-—is struck with
the ludicrousness of finding on its ram-
paris a lot of Spanish cannon of a past
age, bearing the inseription, Ultima
ratio regmn—"The Iast argument of
kings.” Toa man of reflection the sen-
timent seems as antiquated as tho
brass on which it is engraved. Not that
war is a practical impossibility; even
as we write the world seems to he torn
Canew with wars or rumors of wars. The
| impossibility les rather in the revolt of
| the mind against the retrogression in
| eivilization which is implied by war,
when there is at hand so poteat, so
tried, and so honorable a substitute as
arbitration. With this short cat to
justice in mind, it is inconceivable to
a elvilized man that the laborious
achievements of generations of peaca
should be given to the torch in one
mad hour through the revival ol the
barbarous instincis of fighting., -Cen-
tury.

They Did Not Believe It.

A Prussian officer in the conquered
province of Alsace one day visited a
chapel in the outskirts of a town.
Among the offerings of the devout
peasantry he perceived a silver mouse,
which so excited his curiosity that he
asked an explanation of one of the na-
tives.

“I'he story 1s," said the Alsatian,
“that an entire quarter of the town
was infested with an army of mice
which were a veritable plague. At last
a devout lady ¢aused a silver mouse
to be made, and offered it to the Vir-
gin. Shortly afterward every mouse
disappeared.”

The officer burst out laughing.

“What!" said he, rudely, “is it pos-
sible the people of this eountry are
so stupid as to believe such things?”

“Oh, no!" quietly replied the Alsa-
tian; “for If we did, we should long
ago have offered the Virgin a silver
Prussian.”

Where Our Duty Lics,

If we do not wring our happiness out
of the fair, peaceful, humble duties of
the present, however great its trials,
we shall never find it in the weakened
forces, in the darkened rays of the fu.
ture. Our duty lies, not In regrets, not
in resolutions, but in thoughts followed
by resolves and resolves carried out in
actions. Our life lies not in retrospect
of a vanished past, not In hopes of an
ambitious future; our life is here, to-
day; In our prayers, in our beliefs, in
our daily, hourly conduet.

No Room in the Senate.

A Western man has a belief that he
ean settle the financial question, and
his friends are trying to get him into
an insane asylum, as there are no va-
cancles In the United States Senate at
present.—Philadelphia Ledger,

Most of the “emeralds” girls wear
look more lke a plece of glass from a

| beer bottle, :

D

more fit to marry than they were in our !

DUMAS, FATHER AND SON.

The Latter Was Made Legitimate

When His Mother Was Dying.

Dumas does not seem at any time to
have thought seriously of matrimony.
Perhaps, had the Rouenuaise seams-
stress been free to marry him, his rela-
tions with her would have been legal-
izedl, and the current of his lire would
have run in a less zigzag chanpel, She
was a person of rare constaney of pur-
pose and dignity of character, liviag
always by her work., and  cavetully
watching over her son.  When she anld

Dumas quarreled, the tiliation of the
younger Alexandre
by the elder, a legal formality which
gave him paternal righrs and ena bl
the father to take him from Lis mcther
and place him as a boarder in tne Col-
lege Chaptal, But as the father's anzcer

was “recoghnizml”

(LA PALMER wonld lauzh 1f
any one called her a heroine,
= “Why" she said in teliing hee
sLory, T hadd 1o do i
frightensd,”
But that's just the wav with paople
often they

aml 1 was awfully

who do reaily brave acis

was evanescent and his heart sott and  don’t seem to know that they are he-

righteous, the maternal claims wers
not long denied.  The woman tir<iag
them sought and obtained, to e near
her ehild, the direction of the linen and
ihe shirt-mending depariment in the
college, and not only lived on her sal-
ary, but made provision to help her son
forward when he grew up, and for her
own old age,

Tiw son cherished her in her afe and
revered her mewmory,  As e maeried
a Russian lady of high rank. his moih-
er would not live with him when e
was rich and renowned until she el
she was dying. This was in 1868 The

prodigal father, who bhardly deserved |

the name of Dumas pere, was !l.vu!l”“: Fope was it
St : caadl

falling into the

broken in health and
state of permanent somnoleney which
took hold of him hefore his desth, s
daunghter, Mme, Petel. with impulsive
generosity, asked him to make hor half-
brother legitimate by mearrying
mother in extremis, and this he did.-
Century.
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“The Old Man,"

Weore T the head of a large concern,
or the responsible exccentive officer of
 great corporation, whether my age
were 27 or 72, 1 should want all of my
cmployves or subordinates to eall me
“The Old Man,” Not, of course, to
my faee, or when they were addressing
me, bui among themscelves, or when
they spoke of me @ their friends,

“His Majesty,” “His Royal Iigh-
ness,” “His Exceelleney,” and the like,
all indicate that the persons to whom
they are applicd possess power; bat in
this commercially democratic age amd
country, the one appellation of undis-
puted antoeracy is “The Old Man.™”

Applied to the head of a concern, il
frequently indicates love, generally re-
spect, and always complete suinnission
to authority. It is as free from any
sngoestion of age as is “reveremd,” It
is never given when there is a question
of authority, or a smoldering rebellion
auainst it

When “The O3d Man™ says a thing,
that settles it; there are no questions to
e asked: there is no comment o he
paade., When “The Old Man™
something, or fails to do something,
<here is no eriticism to be indulged i

“The Ol man™ is the one person
about theestablishment whois absolute-
Iy his own master; whose coming in
and going out are unhampered: whase
encourazing word carries real weight,
gnd  whose l.'l‘]'!‘iill_:illll indicates real
danger; to whom “sir” is a rizht and
not i Courtesy.

Long live “The Old Man?™ And when,
through his half closed private office
door, e hears the boys term him thas
Kindly, let him congratulate himself
that loxalty is in his service amd that
he has attained the acme of dignity. -
Truth.

llnl-s

Lil.a-rnl ure and I't.‘dngt;gy.
There are really only two things the
sunecessful teacher needs  to
Enowledge of his subject-muatter and
knowledge of his pupils,  The fivst of

‘Hl-' ol

have — |

Fimes,
Ella lives on a litila

sin.

farm in Wiscon-

Her father bought the place only

! Last summer, amd took his fainily there

to make a home. Everything was in
goml repair excent the well hack of the
woodshed, which had for some reason
run «dry,

.
1210 had

o for the first month or 1wo
tocarry all the water usedl in
cooking (rom the Perkins house, across
Mre Palmer kopt saying that

Be'd bave to “get adior that well,” and
Ella wished from tise bottom of her
heart that he would,

And ene day Le did., Shovels and

spatddes and baekets were brongh and a
iched to the ]Iil“"_-'
that squealed feom (he top of the oll
well honse, When evervihing  wis
ready Mre Palmer took hold of this rope
with his luinds and the hived man an i
Mrs. Palmer and Ella let him slowly
down botween the mos<y curbings

But Mr. Palmer didn’t know that th»
well was already oceuniod. I he hal
I"or
at the drey bottom lurked the shadowy
D choke-damp waiting to strangle out his
breath and smother him.  Miners and
well-diggers all know the choke-damn.
"1t is 2 deadly was that eathers in low
places and a man who sinks into it soon
suffocates, Nometimes it explodes,
"Blowing a mine to pieces aml Killing
many persons. It
mines,

Me. Palmer didu’t know ahou
choke-damp until it had clapped its
damp hand over his myouth.

he would never have zone dowi.

is the tervor of the
tha

And when
e tricd to shout his throat only gur-
gl Then his fingers loosened, slip-
ped and down e went 1o the bottom in
a heap. When the repe slackenad Pote,
the hired man, and Mes. Palmer and
FElla looked down and called., Bm
there was no answer. Then Pete sniff-
ed and said something to Mrs. Palmes
that made her thirow up ber hands and
crry out fowd.

“Can’t papa get out 7" asked Ella with
big eyes—for she dida’t know the wars
of the choke-damp.

The girl’s raddy faee grew white and
she peered down into the well

“No,” answered Pete,

“I'm going down afrer him,” shie said

And all they could do would not pre
venl her, So Peter tied the rope aronund
her slim waist and gzave lier another
rope to take with her,

“Hol" yer breath an’ be quick,” he
called, as Ella disappeared.

Down, down she woent until she conld
feel the “terror of the mines” at her
throeat. Then she shut her mouth tight,
kneeled at Ler father's side apd tied the
rope about his body. Anid \\'?}t"!i it was
done she hardly had the strength to
give the signal to heave away. Then
Pete and Mrs. Palmer pulled for theis
lives and a limp and unconscious Hiile
girl was swung to the top.  Withont
waiting to revive her they pulied on the
other rope and brought .\l!". Palmer up.

Ella soon opened her eyes, but it wis
a long time after the doctor eame anid
Mrs. Palmer wias alinest hopeless thin
Me. Palmer opened his, And when the

these can be gained only by study, 1he | peizhbors came and erowded around .
second only by experience. The wn | reqpful Ela and ealled her a brave givi,
who has never been a real child him-| and when Mr. Palmer patter her on hey
self cannot effectively teach chibdreas } hoad and called her his lictle herosine,
and he who does not know by experi- | Ella only sail;
ence the warm-hearvted, exuberant gale- “Why, I had to do it, and T was aw- L]
ty of school and college hoys cannot | rylly frightencd.”
suecessflly  teach them, Farther- And to this day I don't helieve Bila
more, the teacher who spends more | knows that she is a beroine,
time on the method of teaching litera- —
ture than on literature itself is sure to 'l'l& ‘;_?‘;:‘"::"s"'“:."':‘(‘lh“‘":"“"'-l v
come to grief. Greatest of all forees e Iollowing exampie ot a philo.
is the 1m’;'xuna!il.\‘ of the instructor; | Sophic Scotch character is rvelated in
nothing in the teaching is so effective ;'“'l T'm:"‘: '\m:rb‘;a:."n Ill lwl R;"“'m
as this; nothing is so instantly recog-| a4 Deen an exceptionafiy - bad - one
nized and responded to by pupils: and :;Ul; l':lu';l::'“l‘s;.l ll;ll“i;: a tt:ulmllr,: (]'Imr-.:lijl.
nothing is more neglected by those | BOU & hundred muies drom  Arbroath,
whao i;;sist that tum:!‘:iuu is a sclonce | the office-bearvers had resolved, accord-
rather than an art. After hearing a | I8 to custom, 16 hold the annual har-
convention of very serious pedagogaes | Vest thanksgiving service. It was no-
diseuss edueational methods, in which | ticed that on that particular Sunday
they use all soris of technical phraseol- | Mr. Johnstone, a rezular attendant and
ogy, one fecls like applying Gladstone’s | & pillar of the church t“'l_wSL‘ Crops
cablegram, “Only common sense re. | had turned out very pooriy), was not
quired.”—The Century., in attendance. The minister in the
e course of the following week met Mr,
Told by the Hotel Clerk. Johnsione, and inquired of him the
Nearly every one now knows how | Feason for his absence from church on
the incandescent lamp is operated, hut | SUeh an important occasion.
still we meet with some funny instan- | “Weel, sir,” replied Mr, Jﬂlﬂl-‘l‘tﬂ!h‘.
ces of Ignorance.  Not long ago a womn- ‘T didna care al.nm!. Approachin gy ~
an came to the house who was in the | Maker in a speerit o sarcasm.™
habit of sleeping with a dim light in Rogers Was Democratic.
her room, and the electrie light both- Professor Jowett once made a remark
ered hier, She either had 1o let it burn | wniel very happily indicates one of
brightly, or c¢lse turn it off altogether. | 110 & rongest characteristies of the late
Fiually she hit upon the idea of wrap- | william Rogers: “Yon always know
ping a towel around it.  Then she be-| wnan Rogers arrives, becanse as soon
gan to question wheiher the towel g5 po reaches the gate hie begins to talk
would cateh five.  Then she adopted | 4o vour gardener, and when he reaches
the happy expedient of wetting the | gpe door he wakes friends with your
towel. That was the worst thing that | goevant in the hall”
she could do.  She soon dropped asleep === ——
and of course the towel began to burn. “My boy,” said the passeager with
A blazing plece dropped on the eur-| the furdined coat and the smooth-sha.
tains, and soon the whole room was| ven, square face, It was the suceess
afire. She was very mnch frightened, | of the season. There wasn't standing
and the contents of the chamber were | room!”  The conducior smiled a sour
ruined.  The building is fire-proof, so | smile, *'Zif 1 didn't have the same eox.
we escaped a conflagration, perience every day.” sald he to the mo-
torman.—Cinclnnati Enquirer,
Rivers—I'm in hard luek to-day, Got - : - ' *
in a crowd amd some thief took my| “My good fellow,” said the dude to
pockethook. Brooks -Shake, okl maun'| the haiter, “how’s trade?" “There's
I've just been over to the court house | really nothing in hats now-a-days,” re-
paying a special assessment for a pew | plied the hatter, trying one on the head
sewer.—Chicago Tribune, | of the dude.—Yonkers Statesman.
- - { P i —"

- .
i ————

i

f



