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SOME VAGRANT THOUGHTS BY THE WAY

The children started to school last
Monday, and as they tripped down the
street you watched them through the
window, and somehow or other a lump
came up into your throat and the tears
into your eyes. You were not sorry,
of course, that the children were go-
ing to school to get the education that
is to fit them for citizenship. But
the mere sight of the little ones trip-
ping off to school reminded you that
it had been a long time since you went
to school, and that reminded you also
that you were growing old.

0, not so awfully old, of course, but
a little older. You still feel as young
as ever, and you are quite sure that
you could still jump a five-rall fence
with one hand on the top rail if you
really tried your best, and those
streaks of gray in your hair are mere-
ly the result of that sick spell you had
m years ago last spring. Of

rse you are not old—just entering
the prime of life. And yet, after all,
it is such a long, long time sinee yon
tucked your books under your arm
and hastened off to school.

—_— .

Let’s see, what was that first teach-
er’'s name? Waters? Yes, that's it.
George Waters. And it was in the
little old frame schoolhouse, too. The
first whipping in school? O, we re-
member it so well that it couldn’t
have been so many years ago, after
all, and that's proof that we are not
growing old. He told us ,we mustn’t
stop to skate on the pond in the com-
mwon near the school house, but hasten
home. And it just so happened that
we forgot and did stop to skate. Or
did we forget? Maybe we didn't and
just stopped anyhow, feeling quite
gure that teacher wouldn’'t find it out.
At any rate, we stopped to skate, and
teacher did see us, and next morning!
Well, we feel quite young now, be-
cause it was only a day or two ago
that it happened, for we can feel it
yot. They didn't have any discus-

ns about “corporal punishment”

the schools in those days. They
just lit in and whaled us good, didn't
they? And if father thought the
teacher had not done a good job at
it he kindly completed it for him—
put on the finishing touches, so to
speak.

Wonder where George Waters Is,
anyhow? We remember taking a
golemn vow the morning after that
gkating experience that some day or
other, when we were grown up and
physically able to do it, we were go-
ing to inveigle George Waters off into
gsome dark alley and do things to him,
and do ’em plenty, We haven't grown
up yet, so, of course, George Waters
is safe. But just as soon as we do
grow up—well, let George Waters
take due warning.

As you watched at the window you
recalled that it was considerably more
than two or three blocks to that lit-
tle old frame school house., It was
not heated by steam, and no expert
in ventilation had been consulted when
it was erected. The old stove in the
center of the little room was 80 tall
if reached half way to the ceiling, and
when the weather was eold those who

in those days. Remem-
trick mothef used to play

Master Jack Frost? Just beforel

you began to comb your halr prepara-
tory to starting off for the school
house a mile or two away, she would
drap a couple of eggs Into a pan of
bolling water, and by the time you
had the tangles out of your hair and
your réd woolen comforter tied around
your throat and ears those eggs would
be boiled hard. Then you'd shove
your arm through the handle of your
lunch bucket, grab a hot egg in each
hand, jam your hands into your pock-
ets and start, Those eggs would keep
your hands warm until you got to
school, then you'd put them—the eggs,
not your hands—into the bucket and
there they'd be at noon. Great
scheme, wasn't {t? Occasionally she
would change things a bit and have a
couple of red-hot baked potatoes in-
stead of the eggs.

Did you ever stop to think that
your children are going to miss some-
thing when they grow up and have
children of their own? With their
steam-heated, scientifically ventilated
and easily accessible schoolhouses,
how are they going to gather their
children about their knees and tell
them of the hard sledding papa and
mamma had when they were school
children? That's about one-half the
pleasure our fathers and mothers had
—telling us youngsters how much we
ought to appreciate our educational
advantages and explaining the tough
time they had trying to learn the
“three R's.” And we've had a lot
of pleasure telling our children about
the same thing, haven't we? Now
what are our children going to do
when they feel the mecessity of en-
couraging their children in their schonl
work?

0, Jeeminy! There's another thing
our children, with all their superior
schpol advantages, will miss. The
“last day 'o school” when we were
children meant something more than
the beginning of a long summer vaca-
tion—it meant ‘“teacher’s treat!”
Yum, yum! Why is it they ecan’t
make candy these days that is as
good as the candy they made when
we were children? Let's see, how
many years ago was it that George
Waters Initiated us into the delights
of the last day of school? It must
have been—0O, pshaw! Tt was just
the other day, wasn't it? If it had
been so awfully long we couldn’t re-
member it so well. Of course not!
There wasn't much studying done the
forenoon of that last day. Everybody,
including George Waters, was choke
full of expectancy and nervous excite-
ment. At n we bolted the contents
of the lunch baskets, being extra care-
ful not to smear the jam and apple
butter on our clothes., Of course we
had on our best bib and tucker that
day! The noon hour was unusually
long, and it seemed longer than (it
really was, for every parent in the
district was to be there. It was to
be the final recitation day, you re-
member, ~

Finally the bell rang. It was a
measely little old handbell, you re-
member-—not one of those big brazen
things that a hired janitor rings with

were than they were in his day, the
real joys began,

“Dug” Freeman was the first up,
and the way he recited "“The Semi-
nole's Deflance” was something won-
derful, Remember it?

“Blaze with your serried columns,
I will not bend the knee;

The shackles ne'er again shall bind
The arm which now is free!”

Gee, but it was beautiful! We
never stopped then to think that, of
course, no Indian ever got off anything
llke that. We didn't know Indlans
then as well as we do now,

Then “Jim" Holmes stepped forth
and recited "Marco Bozzarls,” and we
thought it was about the finest ever.
As we recall it now he gave a sample
of trembling fear that wouldn't be
much of a credit to old Marco. Why,
we remember it just as well!

“At midnight in his guarded tent
The Turk lay dreaming of the hour
When Greece her knees In suppliance
bent
And trembled at his power.”

Who said we were growing old?
Why, it was only day before yester-
day that it happened. We can yet
hear the echo of “Jim's" volce as he
lifted its quavering accents and piped:
“Strike till the last armed foe expires!
Strike for your altarg and your fires!
Strike for the green graves of your

gireg!

God and your native land!”

————

Then Il.elia Ingalls tripped forward
and recited “The lips that touch liguor
ghall never touch mine,” and she was
followed by Nannie Maguire who re-
cited an awfully funny plece about
a “little maiden who had a brand new
bonnet, with a ribbon and a feather
and a bit of lace upon it.” Thus |t
went for an hour. You could call the
rol]l if you wanted to, for you remem-
ber them all. It was only yesterday,
or the day before, that it all hap-
pened.

Then Ceorge Waters stepped out-
gide and came back in, and in each
hand he carried a bucket, Each buek-
et was filled with candy, and each
pupil—we called ‘em “scholars” in
thogse days—was allowed to take a
handful from: each bucket, Just think
of it. Two kinds of candy! O, but it
was fine! And—

Goodness gracious!
ahout going to work.

One more glance in the direction the
little ones have gone, a quick gulp, and
surreptitious wiping of your eyes, and
the day's work is begun,

We forgot all

Brain Leaks

As the father is bent so Is the son
inelined.

You have to reach down before you
can lift ap.

It does not require rcuch of a search
to find fault.

The greatest successes
founded on failures,

Loove is blind, but it never wastes
time in consulting an oculist,

If heaven were a reward Instead of
a gift mighty few of us would stand
a show,

Solitary confinement in a dark dun-
geon I8 too good for the man who robs
childhood of its playtime in order to
enrich himself.

are often

IN THE GAME

Once there was a man who thought
Uncle Russell Sage ought to stop
work. He spoke to him about it
“Why get together any more money,
Mr. SBage? You can’t eat it; you ecan’t
drink it. What good will it do you?”

“Ever play marbles?” Uncle Russell
asked.

“Yes, when I was a boy.”

“Couldn’'t eat ’‘em, could you?
Couldn’t drink 'em, could you? No use
to you, were they? What did you
play marbles for?'—Harper's Weekly.

R S T

William J ennings

Bryan's
NEW BOOK

LETTERS TO A
CHINESE OFFICIAL

The most brilliant piece of writ-
ing from Mr. Bryan's pen. “A little
volume,” says the Philadelphis Led-
ger, “that is imbued with the true
apitit of American patriotism snd
American ideals at their highest
and best.”

Paper boards, Postage Paid, 58¢;
Net 50¢.

McCLURE, PHILLIPS & CO,

44 East 23d St., New York.
B S s R e pra—"

10c A YEAR!
Wild West MAGAZINE, 1argest,

brightest apnd' #
trated magazine in the world fo‘r m(-n:‘;eil:-ut:
introduee it only. Stor e of wes ern Ite,
sketches and floe engravings of grand scenery.
mountalns and famous gold mipes, ranches,
Published by an old sod strong pu
house. fend atonee. 10e & year postpald, any-
where In ihe U, 8, Canada and Mexico. 6 yra
B0e., 12 yrs, $1.00, Or elubs of 6 names, 50¢., 13
for §1.00. Send us g club, Money back 1f nos
delighted, Stemps taken. CUT THIS OUTR
Send !.udai.
ROCKY MOUNTAIN MAGAZINE
Statlon 24, Denver, Colu.

PATENTS "“Cppir ot yse
¥ | ¥ M"lll'll;[lﬂﬂlll I
ree re an to Patentabllity, Ilustrated

Book, mmn of luoventions Wanted, sent ”G.:llo

EVANS, WILKENS & 00, Washington,D.0.

u" n wanted to travel, distribute samples
and smploy agents

WUHA" sxpenses advanced. Loeal manager
ol canvassers nlso,

ZIKGLER CO.. 27 Loovsr 8T1.. PHILADRLPELA

PATENTS th

Our 3 books for lavaniors mal
R.S.&A. 8. LACEY, Washin

n.ﬂl.?}:m‘ stab. "

at PROTECT.
E

ARE FAMOUS

wherever planted; are planted

everywhere trees are grown, Free
Catalog of superb fruits— Black Ben,
King David, Delicious, etc,~StakBn's, Lestsiana, M.

ake Money :&i7:%
Ty

$3 to $10 per day sere, Write to-day.
ROYAL MANUFACTURING CO. Box 2205 Detreit, Mich.

MEN WANTED

Liboral wages pald monthly to one good man
{farmer preferred) in esch loeality who will dis-
tribute our big new Fall Mall Order Catalog and
act as our local Representative. Devols all or
only part time, No expense. Write for applics
tion blank and full particulars,

ALBAVGH BROS.,, DOVER & CO.
Dept. 25, Chicago, 111

THE COSTOF A PIANO

should no* be reckoned entirely upon what you
pay to get it. A very important factor, As the
years pass, Is what you pay to keep it in order,
and more important sti) isthe length of serviee
and the degree of satisfaction it gives you.

GABLER PIANOS

while neither the highest nor the lowest prices,
are unsurpassed by any instrument made in
Ameries or Europe in the service and satmfac-
TR TONE™ is Tomons, and the Do
uﬁlmu“zﬂhl Wmmllﬂ#
makes that tone permanent through

after generation of use. A Gabler ls cheapest
BECAUSE BEST. lnvestigate

ERNEST GABLER & BRO.
ESTABLISHED 1854

500 Whitloek Ave., Bronx Borough, N. Y. Olw

#18 & weak, °
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