I We Knew
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I we knew,

We could view,

Could the vell be drawn asunder. Now, *
dem't you? -
If, Beneath the action, gaxi
M'Iml the nim, S
It We ot so0 mo or p singy
ﬁmu for bBlame? SRS INUMES
Might we not find much unkindneas
Due to our own mential bilndness,
And more sins o catse for plty than for
shame? =
. For this body tranellory
In u mhenth,
HHding nll the spirit glory
'rderneath,
Hurdened man of fullen woman
ll'nlu woutraln divinely homan:
Cast no sones, but from love's bloss
RO Welve n owroath,
We are so remote and lonely;
And we reach,
Boul by soul, by one bridge only,
That of speech;
But this way we keep upplling
With misjudement and reviling,

te vach

That we mar,

Thut we jar,

Ench ts blest,

ls posgesmod

Why not through the lens of mercy
seck the best?
\\;vr.v my Lonrt made plidn, my dearle,
To your view,
Could you see how It grows weary
Just for yvou?
. Then | know the things that sever
Would be driven out forever,
We would love vach other better, If wea
knew,

If we only knew emch other,
If_our Inmost souls, my brother,

1 belleve the things that sever
Would be driven out for 1-\-»:-_

When we might have glven solace, each

There Is o much joy meant for us,
Ho much music in Life's chorux
So groat burdens that we carry,
Which are all unnecessary
Could we only see cach ul}wr s we pre!
With an Inward gleam of heaven
With his portion of God's leaven

Why this nobler part look over
Thut some fault we may discover®

Toba Jclmsun's Baby.

BY E. T. BULLOCK.
{Capyright, 191, by Dally Story Pub. Co.)

The sun shone down hot and parch-
Ing upon the lonely canvas covered
wagon that slowly wound (its way
ncross the burning sands towards the
village of Bear Creek. The panting
horses, wet with dirty foam, labored
heavily as the awkward wagon moved
slowly along. A tall, lean man with
short, stubby whiskers sat holding
ine lines, and urged on the lagging
steps of ‘the tired animals. From
within the covered body came the low
cound of a woman's volce as she
rrooned the sweet melody of same old:
fashloned hymn., Suddenly the sing-
Ing ceased,

“Are we almost there?” she asked,
with a tired hopefulness In her volee,
A heand appeared Lrom behind the flap
of the curtain, It was rather a pretty
head, with its wealth of dark brown
halr,

“Are we almost there?” sho asked
again, pushing her elbows out upon
tae front seat. The man looked
around with a soft smile,

“Yes,” he sald. “Do you see them
tow, squatty houses yonder?' The
woman nodded assent. *“Well, that's
uit,” he sald, as he touched her cheek
iffectionately. He spoke with a slow
irawl, his words dropping as if with
itudled welght.

In a few minutes the wagon en-
‘ered the nparrow, lane-like street,
ined with its rough log huts, At the
irst sight of the white canvas In the
listance the inhabitants of Bear
Creek had éollected to watch the grow-
ing speck and to indulge In curious
speculatién as to its occupants,

“It'e one 'er them fellers ter work
at ol' Jim Crawford's, I guess,” sald a
rough-looking individusl of capacious
girth.

“Yes, dam’' 'cm! They've been ‘er
sllin® in here like bees uv late” re-
iponded another.

It was evident that the people of

lewe, throwing up hls open hand with
finrers pointing In  all  directlions.
“And when yer git ter the fork of tue
road, jest take the fork hand” A
laugh from the crowd greeted his
rough jest. The man on the wagon
showed n slight red tinge under the
gwarthy tan of his face,

“l ain't here to raise no row,” he

“No, by Jingo, I won't go!'’
said, looking the gshort young man

squarely In the eye, “But yr could
be er darn sight more civil to er
stranger.” His pecullar drawl affect-
ed the risibilitles of the crowd, and a
loud laugh rang out on the air, When
the rough vells had subsided a small
girl stepped out from behind the men,
Hers was the dark complexion of the
hasf-breed.

“I'll tell yer wher' ol' Jim lives"
ghe cried. Tae men turned around
abruptly. “Jes' foller this road to
ther forks and then take ther road ter
yer right. Ol' Jim's is erbout 300
yards from the last cabin,” she sald
pointing to the Cistant hut. The men
sneered at her and one of them
grabbed at ber dress, but she easily
eluded them and passed on up the
street. .

The tall man clucked to his horses
and the wagon moved on. After driv-
fog & few yards he saw to his left
across the street the slgn of the Big
Horn saloon, A sudden idea seemed
to strike him. He again pulled his
horses into the slde of the street and
got down from his seat.

“Friends,” he sald, “will yer all
come and take som’thin’' with me, jest
ter show that ther ain't no hard feel-
ings?”

The crowd was staggered at first
but soon responded joyfully, eonclud-
ing that the stranger was a pretty

little haired, hes seldom cama down
from hig suburban hut-—if, indeed,
Bear Creek could boast of anything so
pretentions ns suburba, Naturally
enough the bhatred for “O' Jim" him-
self fell also upon the innocent heads
of the men who worked under him.
So that the village of Bear Creek and
“"Cl' Jim's Place,” as It was called,
were as two hostlle citles encamped
agalnst each other,

But as Time rolled on Tobe Johnson
falled to get his share of Bear Creek's
disapproval and dislike. He was re-
garded as a good-hearted fellow of
friendly dleposition, yet with as strong
a will and a8 firm a courage as was
to be found In the two eamps. Furth-
ermore, he was a worker, and spent
most of his time away from the gamb-
ling dens and saloond—something
which the miners usually failed to do.

One day Johnzon was Informed that
he was the proud possessor of a son
and helr. But his boy came at & dear,
dear price » the father. The frall
mother, wearled and worn by the hard
life to which she had not been accus-
tomed, and without the proper medical
attentlon to uphold her declining
strength wns In Imminent danger of
death. For days she lay in a hailf
stupor, moaniug piteously the while,
Johnsan staid faithfully at her slde.
He tried to argue himself into the be-
lief that she would soon be well again,
“She can't dle,” he would say hope-
fully. “We will nurse her back to
health and strength. No, no—sue will
not leave me.” But within the inner
depths of his consclousness he was
afrald. The neighboring miners did
al! they could to help the unfortunate
husband, The gentle demeanor of the
young wife had planted a touch of ten-
derness In thelr rough breasts.

But It soon was seen that the strug-
gle would not last long. And one day,
just as the bright sunlight of ...e aft-
ernoon began to fade Into the deeper
shadows of the evening, the mother
braathed a soft sigh and passed to the
realms eternal,

After the funeral was over and the
miners had returned to their work,
Tobe Johnson returned to his hut a
gad and broken-hearted man. The
baby who had caused his grief he
swore he could never love. He never
wished to see the Innocent little thing
agaln so great was his sorrow. He
left the lonely cottage apd walked
down into the village. The little
nalf-breed girl sat all nilght by the
eradle waiting for his returning foot-
stepa; but no sound broke the still-
n= of the night save the howl of
gome lonely dog outside, or the ocea~
slonnl waking wall of the infant In
her charge. Finaily, at day-break,
the shambling footsteps came up the
beaten path. Then a heavy hoot beat
roughly at the door for admittance.
Hurriedly opening the door she re-
turned to the cradle. The staggering
figure of a man came in, It wus Tobe
Johnson, his eyes Dbloodshot with
drink and dissipation. For a moment
he gazed expectantly around 'the
room. “Millle,” he called. Then see-
ing the frightened half-breed beslde
the swaying cradle he seemed to re-
e:11 the Incidents of the past few days.
With a da.k frown on his brow, he
stumbled over to the iar corner of the
rcom and fell heavily on the bed.

Tobe Johnson slept long afd sound-
ly. He was awakened late In the aft-
ernoon by the rough volces of the
men with whom he had spent the pre-
vious night. Hardened wretches that
tney were, they wished him to return
to tte village—to the bar and gaming
tables. For the moment he scemed
ready to yleld. Then suddenly from
the cradle came a falnt “coo.” He
turned quickly to meet the laughing
blue eyes of hin baby. He looked
steadily at the little fac —'twas the
first time since that fatal night. Then
he walked qulckly to the cradle and
lifted the little thing in his arms,

“No, by Jingo, 1 won't go!" he ecried
flercely to the men., For the moment
they were stupefled. Then they bowed
1.eir heads and walked slowly from
the room,

“Was it the look In the soft blue
eyea?” they mused. “Was it the smile
of his lost love he saw?"”

Great Sizo of Canada.

The Dritish possessions In North
Anierica and the West Indles are larger
than the territory of Lthe United Btates
of America, including Porto Rico and
Alaska. On the North American con-
tinent alone, King Edward's posses-
glons are nearly 100,000 square miles

and taking in the West Indles and
Newfoundland, more than 200,000
square miles larger.

Then Papa Put on & Spurt.
Papa was cutting Freddy's bair very
well, but was not quick at the job, and
Fred, who 1a 6 years of age, found the
function very tiresome. At last he
sald: “Are you nearly done, daddy?”
“Very near; I've just the front to do

larger than those of the United States, |

Bdna (after he has proposed)—Ah! what Iy more delightful than o kisa?

Tom—Two.

TOOK A BLUFP.

“l was In a hotel In Indiana & few
woeks ago,” sald the New York drum-
mer, “when the talk turned on Oen-
eral Grant, Pretty soon one of the
crowd referred to his two terms as
president, and I felt ealled upon to
correct him."

“How correct him?' was asked.

“Why, a8 to the two termsa. Of
course he served only one. The fel-
low wias one of the obstinate kind,
however, and he finally offered to bet
me n hundred to fAfty that he was
right. 1t made the cold chills go over
me, It waa a dead sure thing for ma,
and yet I hadn’t the money to put up.
Qee! But 1 never felt so mean In my
lite. Belng dead broke I had to take
his bluff. I'll be heeled on my next
trip, and I'll try and find that chap
and rake in his wad."

“1 wouldn't,” sald the man who had
spoken before,

“Why not?"

“I'd use the money to buy a h;nm
of the United States and have your
ears shortened!”

L]

Rector — “Remember, my . young
friend, there are better things in llfe
than money.”

Young Friend—"Yes, 1 know that,
but It takes money to buy them.” :

PRACTICATL MINS GOLIGHTLY.

E. Singer in the Indianapolls Sun,—
“As | sit here and gaze into the fire,”
sald Cholly Staylayte, dreamily, *I
cannot help but wax imaginative and
poetic, It seems to me that burning
chunk Is old King Cole, and that those
red flames are his dancers—now dart-
ing up, now leaping down and around
in order to amuse their king, 1t geems
to me that the erackle of the embers
18 the musie by old King Cole's fid-
diers three, and —"

“Yes,” interrupted Mies Golightly,
yawning wearily and looking at the
clock, “but in that case the old King,
and not papa, ought to pay the fid-
dlers.”

And, after a long while, it dawned
upon Cholly that a ton of conl was al-
most as valuable as two Irlsh pota-
toes, and he took hls leave,

ONLY JUST HER HUSBAND,
Mistresas—Mary, you had a man in
the kitechen Ilnst evening. Was he o
relative of yours or a friend?
Mald—Nelther, marm; he was only
just my husband.

Teacher—"And why should we en-
deavor to rise by our own efforts?"

Johnny Wise—"'"Cause there's no
tellin' when the alarum clock will go
wrong."

Mrs, Hayseed—I see they've stopped the roof gardens In New York for

the winter.
Mr, Hayseed—I reckin they’'ll have
tables, then.

to rely on thelr hot-beds fer late vege-

Mrs. Jones—Nouh took a palr of every living animal into the ark so

that they wouldn't have been drowned.

Bobble—DId he take in fish?
Mrs. Jotes—Yes,

Bobble—Would they have been drowned, mamma?

ALWAYR READY.

“You're not the man that answer:
the guestions, are you?" inquired the
stranger.

“Yes, sir,” sald the man in the chalr,

“I suppose yon've been asked a good
many times before, but I'd llke to
know the exact pronuncla—"

“Ro-ge-v'lt,” Interrupted the man
in the chalr, turning again to 4l
work.

"Thanks." -

THE ACTUAL COST.

“How do you llke my new hat?"
asked the first woman of the other at
the matinee. "“The total cost was only
$20.” ' y

“Pardon me, madam,” chihed in the
disgusted man behind, “but you should
include the price of my seat, which
makes the total $21.60."

“How do you know he loves you?
snid Miss Cayenne. ;

“He writes me such beautiful Bet.
ters.”

“Humph! That lsn't love. That’

Nterature."”

REUONOMY,

Mrs. Chugwater—What do you buy
such cheap shirts for? They are the
most expensive In the end. They're
all worn out after you have had them
washed half a dozen times,

Mr. Chugwater—Then they only cost
me 60 cents for washing, and that's a
big saving, You go on with your fruit
canning. You can’t teach me anything
about buying shirts,

IN THE FPAPER.
Ida—"“They say Bellods the plcture
of health these days.”

’ ' ' May—"Yes, some remedy company |3 t

good fellow although he was going | now,” replied the father. “I'm 'fraid,” ¥ .
to work for *Ol' Jim Crawford.” mn'.a the martyr, “that the back will :‘:l*:g her pleture in their testimon ol
“W'ere der yer hall from, stranger?"” | grow again while you are cutting the ‘ v &l
‘ru. L) .“, d- y &

:'k;’:toar?:;’; :::““h“ i fimes ok ” Forge—""Your raglan is out of style, 1‘ #
"'Kentuety," “;““d the stranger. e m You should have the new ‘Kitchener .

Johnny (pointing to a centipede)—Mamma, look at that

"It's one of them fellers.”

8ear Creek bore no special good-will
towards “Ol' Jim Crawford."

As the horses drew the wagon along
between the rows of people on either
side of the street the man on the seat
was greeted by many wavea of the
band, He pulled his team into the
rude sldewalk near a small group of
men. “Ken yer tell me tuer way to
Jim Crawford’s?" he asked politely.
A frown spread over the faces of the
men., For a minute no one spoke.
The man on the wagon walted ex-

tly.
“Jim Crawford's is right up thar”
firally answered a stout young fel-

The men looked approvingly at the
size of his whiskey.

“Anyboddy with yer?”

A lew minutes later Tobe Johnson
drove slowly away from the Big Horn,
followed by the lusty cheers of his
newly galned friends,

. & 9

It was conceded on all hands that
Tobe Johnson was the best fellow that
had ever struck a spade In Ol' Jim's
diggings. Old Jim, himself, wis a
stingy, avaricious old fellow who was
held In absolute contempt by the eiti-

distance from the center of the town—
that is, from the saloons— and, know-

“Ah!" sighed Dremer, the eclerk,
“don't you wish you could write llke
Shakespeare?” “Not much 1 dom't,”
replied Adam Upp, the bookkeeper.
“You dom't? Why?" “I'd be fired.
Didn't you ever see Bhakespeare's slg-
nature?’'—Philadelphia Press,

The prosperity of a country depends
pot on the abundance of its revenues,
por on the strepgth of Its fortifica-

tions, nor on the beauty of its pub-
lie bulldings; but it consists in the

pumber of its cultivated eitizens, its
gens of Bear Creek. He llved a snort '

men of education, enllf htenment and
character, Here are to be found fits
true Interest, Ita chief strensih, its

fug that he was looked upon with no | real nower.~—Martin Luther,

Yok... " ; _... v
Fenton—"Not 1! 1 am a Boer sym- Mrs. Newrich—My dear child, don't say such vulgar words. You mesn &
pathizer.” thousand-limb, ' R PSS

CONSIDERATE THE ONLY TIME . IEN'T BAFPE, ”
“WWay i that plcture turned toward “What a great boon hairpins are to “Cheaney lives in Brooklyn, hut
the wall?" women,” observed Pennington. longs to & New York club, Whe

“Oh, that 18 a haying scene, and we
have to hide it whenever Uncle Thom-
as visits us, because he is a hay fever
sufferer."”

VERY GOOD FOILM. '
Rodrick—"1 wonder why ol? Thr s
score took his bookkeeper along when
he went to select a young wife?”
Van Albert—"Oh, 1 guess he wanted
gsome one who was good at figures.”

“And to men,” hastened Meekwood.

“How so?" :

“Why,when a woman fills ber mouth
with halrping a man bhas a chancs to
get in n few words,"”

First Burglar—"Why didnt yon
gneak that chap's chalnless bicycle yer
want after last night?”

Becond Burglar—"Well, 1 found 2ut
there was & chainless dog In the yard.*

happens to meet somo of the old I
he stays all night”
“Why (s that?" I

“He's afrald to eross the

i

a load.” . p

THE NEW PAD
_Btubb—"Since my wite has taken
bowllng she Is




