blingly, to her. “You will come,” he |
sald In a volee husky with deep feelk ’
Ing.

“"For my mother's sake —and for

yours,” she sald, and placed her hand |
in his, 1|

GIANTS OF MODERN TIMES,

What Produces Annual Crop of Centes
Rush Material?

The first garses of the college foot:

ball teams are not Important and al

HAD A LAUGH COMING.

Kick,

“You must excuse my

in my own mind.
same as laughing gas?”

“I never heard any one laugh over

it very much replied the clerk.

fact, it Is generally the other way.”

“But I-—I—ha, ha, ha!"

"You are laughlng over it, it geems?”

[ Ity 1o see what the coiaches will do
Why Citizen Paid Gas Bill Without 8  with the new rules,

Ignorance,”
he softly began at the window of the
gas office, "but 1 want to gettle a donbt
Is your gas the

8on has escaped the attention it de
| BOrVes,
| ports the arrival of squads of huge

»
Ld tessssssssssssnas Lt Sl S B R R B CQMOMO-H“M-A[
& BEFORE NIGHT.
S seBs0se ae L e B T S T T = = = )
e of It 12 the hour when falnts the long, gold
Hay
7 Thut hour when all the spent world
\ #ighs 1o res)
The jew wind sleepse, the Hlles idly sway,
Ard draps the bee Inte the rose's
breas
Now thnl" last weary swallow wheels om
A # ' of sibver on the roey lght:
Boon the firet st shnll gleam in the stin
Am; l')ﬂ.rlh be clasped by the cool arms
of night
Now the round notes of nestless birds are
l'.-m-lc-m.;n the scented land and shime-
L mering sen:
Now porrow fades ne fades the sunest red,
And ‘wilhl‘llu- tender night comes peaco
-—i-:ln-:lllm'rm!\:ortun. In Harper's Magazine,
v | HER SACRIFICE
Y —— B, ELEANOR LEE
| Copyrinhted, 100, by The Authors Publishing Company
He walked slowly along the dusty y of edueation and travel, One great
country road on a lovely July even- | gorrow though—my foster father died
ing. His alr was dojectod, his clothes | a vear ago, This s his grave,”
worn and shabby A teamp. one might The man looked at It with new In-
decide at first glanee; at a second, one | toregt. Chen he noted the black rib-
could see that he had known botter | hong on the girl's simple white dross,
days, Not age but a sense of fallure | “And vou ave happy In Your now
had bowed hix form and drawn lines | home?"

) on brow and mouth, He had wrecked “It is not new to me; | seareely re-
his life; lie had nothing o live for, 10 | member any other. I love my mother
one to love, -] have always called Mrs. Osborne

The sharp click of vhears suddenly | gq"
attracted his attention.  He ralsed his “Dut your father,” persisted the
tired eves from the road and turned | giranger, “do yon never think of him?
in the direction of the sound. 1t came | O have your new friends taught you
from a cemetery on a steep, green Wil | (o forget im?"
to his right. He could see the marble
shafts gleaming through the trees, A
I. neat picket fenee enclosged it and the
pate was slightly ajar.
Impelled by a curlons fecling he did
not stop to analyze, he pushed it opon
and walked wearily up the slope. A
young woman was on her knees beside
a grave, clipping the grass along Its
; { edge. Her back was turned to him and
l ghe had not heard his footsteps on the
turf, In a soft, cultivated volee she
was singing:
“The sun f= sinking fast,
The daylight dies;
Lot love awake, and pay
Her ovening saoritiee’ .
He felt a languld interest in wateh-
ing the girl as she took some flowers
from a basket and arranged them in
a crown—white roses aud pink, sweet
peas—and scattered pansics on the
velvely green swari.
Then she arose and stood at the
foot of the grave, regarding it with a
, look of subdued satisfaction. Her a0 | pe stretched out his hand, trembling
» was turned in the direction of the lilae ly, to her.
shrub, behind which the intruder Allce looked sadly up at the placid
stood, and the sight of it made him | aveping sky. “I pray for him always,”
start violently and come forward hast- | gshe murmured softly.
ily. The man's face gleamed with a sud-
The girl's exclumation of surprise ' den hope. “And would vou be glad to
and alarm  was cut  short by the | know him? Would you forgive him?"
stranger’s eourteous Hfting of his hat, “I forgave him loneg ago.” She
any saylng in the voles of a gentles | tyrped to him quickly, and noted his
man: “Do not be alarmed, madam. | aejiated face, “Yon know where my
Forgive my intrusion; and may 1 ask | father |s—tell me.”
your name?" “He has served his term of punish-
The girl pushed her hair from her | pone, He is free onee more. He s —
heated forehead with a norvous move- | Aljoa—] am your father!"
ment, "My name is Allee Osborne,” The rosy light died out of the girl's
v she answered, face, her hands clutehed the grass at

LR A St L e

“Oshorne'—in a disappointed tone.
“Are you not—yon reseinble my—
someone 1 knew, Did von over hear
of Alice Dale?" He spoke cagerly and
yet hopelessly.

Her eyes opened wonderingly upon
him, “That was my mother's name,
Is it she you mean?"

“It can be no other, You are her
very image—when | saw her first, The
same features, the =ame wavy hair,
the same pretty color—your eyes——
how like her you are!"

“l am glad you knew my mothor,"”
she said, gently., “Sit here on the
grass and tell me about her. ' was

‘Forgive my intrusion; and may | ask
your name?”

gearcely two years old when
died."

“And fortunate it was that she dled
then.” The man's volce was full of
bitter despair, “She escaped a world
of trouble.”

“We will not speak of my father

she

\ w,"” the girl sald quickly,

b “Do you remember your father?”

“Yes," reluctantly.

“What became of you when he ab-
sconded with his partner's money?"
the man went on, as though taking a
grim pleasure in raking up past mis-
deeds,

“A wealthy farmer adopted me. 1
am called Osborne now, [ have a
Juxurious home and every advantage

her side. Even in her worst dreams
she had never pietured her father lke
this. She shrank involuntarily from
him as he moved a little nearer, Her
evos had no weleome for him,

Without a word the conviet turned
away. The rav of hope faded from
his face, and the old, bitter look re-
turned. He got up slowly from the
grass, and stumbled on his way blind-
Iy among the graves,

Allee watched him for a moment
unrelentingly, Then the bent, gray
head and stooplng shpulders, the attj-
tude of a man prematurely aged,
moved her soul to pity. She sprang
up and followed him,

“Father!"” she called,

The man turned, The girl's arms
were around his neck, her lips tonched
his rough beard, her soft halr brushed
his cheek,

“Father, what would yon have me
do for you?" the daughter asked after
n pause, -

“Take your mother's place. Mako a
home for me, Had she lived T would
not have sinned, Help me to be a
better man."”

Allee drew herself from his arms
with a sudden revulsion of feeling. Go
away with him! live with him! She
had not anticipated this. That she
should shelter him for a time and pro-
vide money to start anew was all,
snfely, that could be expected of her.
Money she knew she could obtain for
him-—-was not that enough?

The sun had set behind grey clouds:
the night breeze moaned through the
trees; she shivered in her thin dress.
It seemed thut all the brightness had
gone from her young life with the set-
ting of the sun,

The man watched the expression of
the girl's face, saw the struggle golng
on, the chapge from a light-hearted
girl to a ecare-burdened woman.
was dimly aware of the magnitude o
the sacrifice he had called upon her to
make, And he knew, perfectly, that
his destiny depended upon her decls-
lon. 1

An he watched her, now hopefully,
now despairingly, the expression of
the pweet face changed again to one
of high resolve, of noble purpose, and
he knew that Duty had won the vie-
tory over Bell. In his heart there grew
a strong resolve, with God's help, to
live down the past.

H?‘P

He stretched out his band, trem-

"Yes; can't help it, yon know. My
June bill was $2.26. We go away for
July and shut the house up, and yet |
my July bill 18 much largoer than the
June,"”

"Perhaps
comes in?"

"I know It does—ha, ha, ha!"

"Yog, we are always hearing of those
things, and it {8 unnecessary to say
that they make us tired. The bil
seems to be $4.80,

“Yeon,"

"And you—you—1?"

“I'm golng to laugh. It's a good joke
~<capltal joke—ha, ha, ha!"

“And you'll have to pay and nof
Kiek?" queriod the astonished clerk,

“That's 1t. I'll even—ha, ha, ha!"

The elerk handed him  back tha
change from a five-dollar bill and look-
ed at him In such a way that the
customer felc called upon to explain:

“Yes, house all shut up for July,
but we left six burners blazing away
and I thought you had me for a cool
hundred dollars, Only $4.80—ha, ha
ka!"

that's where the laugh

The Irish.,

Now n‘l;fl‘nlih to the Irish, blg-hearted
amd brave,
From Lrin, far over the sea:
Who have left her for aye, bruved the
wind and the wave
IFor . home In the lnnd of the free.
And though homeloss, perchance, In the
lund of thelr birth,
Which, Indewd, I8 the blue ocean's gem,
They want not for homes, for througl-
out the broad earth
Every home s whle open to them.
deprived of Justly
thelr own,
To rule o'vr the falr Emerald Tale,
In the heart of mankind they have found
A tew throne,
And the seepter they wield i a smile.
Aud St Patriek  himsel, guring down
from above,
Mukt smible on his dony when I8 seen
How all clisses sl creeds show thelr
fenlty and love
For the Itlsh by wearing the groen.

or, the power, so

And If, from thelr country of thealdom
and. wrong,
They
Vs,
Far boetter the mirth and the sunshino
und song
'l'hu-‘{ linve borne to the hearts of Lhe
fost,

:m\v brought lttle gold o in-

We acknowledge thelr genlus and proud-
Iy wdmit

That the world would not half be go

biright !

If these princes of kindness, good hu-
mor and wit,

Were to pass llke a dream In the
night,

When musing alone, looking into the
liumes,

1_'uu‘I|l|r|}; faces of frlonds loved the
et

We marvel to note that the quaint Irish

names
Are the ones that outnumber the rest,
Bo wo'll drink to than all, to the Fitzes
winl Muaes,
To the Murphys, Moraneys and O's!
To the Mikes and the Patricks,
Jumeses and Jacks,
From the lund of the shamrock and
Fivsg

-W. L

the

Equal to the “Stunt”

Harold celebrated his fifth birthday
by attending Sunday school, his first
experience. The tgacher of the class
to which he had Deen assigned gave
to each child a card on which was
printed the Apostles’ Creed and told
each one that she ghould expect them
to memorize it by the following Sun-
day morning,

Harold, having been given one of
the cards, felt g0 very important to
think he had a lesson to learn that
on his return from SBunday school he
rushed to his mother's room, and, hold-
ing the card for her to see, remarked
importantly:

“8ec¢, mother, what I shall have to
learn by next Sunday!™

“My dear child,” exelaimed the
mother, “you cannot possibly learn It
by then!"”

“Yesg, | can, 1oo," respopded Harold
“Why, I know 'way down to hell now!"

Cost of Balloons.

Balloons are “in the air” at present,
and consequently the cost of those
aerlal machines Is Interesting. The
slze gonerally favored by “sportsmen’
ranges from 27000 to 46000 cubje
1eet, the former costing In  “coton
caoutchoutes”™ L£120, In Chinese sil)k
£192, and In French silk £252: ang
the latter £220, £315 and £384, ac-
cording to the material used, Thege
prices Include the balloon complete
and ready to be filled with gas.— Lo
don Answers,

Monument to Shelley,

When the project of erecting a mon-
ument to the poet Shelley in Italy was
discuesed, Gabrielle D'Annunzio, Ed-
mund D'Amlicis and other prominent
Italian men of letters gave their ap-
proval. None of them, however, at
tended the unveiling of the monument
at Viareggla recently. The speeches
were of m political rather than a liter
ary character. Eighty-one years have
elapsed since Bhelley was drowned gt
Viaregglo.

Only a Question of Time.

“Our minlster always hits it right
when he prays for rain.”

“Does It always come when he prays
for 1t?”

“Well, no, not exactly; but when he
starts in he always prays for it till it
wmes‘u L

Railway Mileage.
Durope has 4.4 miles of railway
for 10,000 people; the United Btates
26 miles. i

e S A, g

Kept, in spite of the cinders, soft coal

gineer, seated by the open window,
has hand upon the lever of steel which

until a few weeks ago, the cook In 2
cheap
streot,

the
written
which accompanied the draft.

payable in New York.

payable In New York,” wrote the
brother from faroff Asia, “You can
£0 over and get it eashed there. On

the way I wish you would stop at Tex-
as and see brother Thomas,
heard from him for two years now
and I'd like to know how he's gelting
along."

Cateh

But when, impatlent of delay,

You turned your blushing cheek Awuy

And later, whon In trustful rest,

Your Hps to mine were

Birange that oblivion's shrouding gloom
That Lethe's drop should burst wid Lloom

Can lack of thought so .-mf!I‘y bring
ia ¢

Is heedlessness *o sweel o thing?

Ah! let each Instant's foy efface

Bl smUe away ench mantling trace,

And when chill time hax ashenod o'er

Then we'll be thoughtiul—not bofore!

strevt men inslst ook pisce between
J. Plerpont Morgan and John W, Gates
at the time when the latter was doing
eomn remarkably heavy plunging both
In the stock market and at the race
tracks.
just now with much interest,

gamble so openly,
on the market,” sald Mr. Morgan,

things,” replied Mr, Gates in his usual
biaft fashion.

Gutes," was Mr. Morgan's qulet reply,
a8 they separated—New York Times

the janitor philosopher. “Thor Is more
seen through keyholes thon througd
th' biggest windows in th' wur-ruld,”

the outset of this season their only
unusual Interest 18 due to the curlos:

For several years, however, ona
characteristic feature of tho early sen

Every football university re

recrults as “promiring material” for
the center of the lire,

They come mbering from the pre
paratory schools, towering over six
feet, weighing from 200 to 250 pounds
“=Yyonng glants who make the earth
tremble. The phenomenon BUREests,
by way of comparison, the Increasiug
belght of the Amertean mald to meet
the plans and specifieations of the co
logsal “Gibson girl.”

Theso 18 year bova who ovgrtog
thelr elders and spread ont in propor
tlon are to be computed In yards, not
foet, and the puzele of it s, whero do
they como from and why do they grow
In sueh fashion? They are bhecoming
80 numerous as to merlt a sclontife
Inquiry and elther the adaptabllity of
the Amoeriean race b responding to fill
the demand for foothall material by
the ton or the game is belng devek
oped to At the material

The selentific persons who are ex-
perimenting with a discovery which
stimulates  physieal growth  should
drop their samples of “lecithin® and
hasten to  the university football |
flelds.—Sporting Nows,

THE CARE OF LOCOMOTIVES.
Engineers and Firemen Take Pride in
Their Machines.

The engineer and firaman who love
their vocatlon display that liking in
the care which they lavish upon thelr
locomotive, There are many brazen
parts which may be made to shine,
many parts of polished steel which
are to be kept bright, and enamel
parts of which the same may be sald,
Nine out of ten use more care in the
doing of these things than rules call
tor, and, Indeed, this almost aection-
nte care whick they lavish wpon their
groat machines speaks of o genuine
pride which they fee! each for his
own particular locomotive,

With brass polish. oll and two great
pieces of waste, they make the groat
engine to shine In all its parts, and
this with as tender a ecare as i It
wera a living thing. The interior of
many a cab may be goen to be eleanly

dust and other waste of the road, and
not Infrequently a picture or two
ndorns some corner, So does tha on-

controls the movement of the gleam-
ng ralls, feels a genuine pride in the
great englne so completely under his
guldance.~Newburyport News,

Our Country.
One brother is a rich merchant in
the Straits Settlements on the Malay
Peninsula, The other brother was,

restaurant on  South Clark

The merchant sent to the cook a!
draft for sufficient money to pay his |

Sunford in the Gulveston News, | €Xpenses out to Asia, and the coolk
gave up his Job and has started for

his brother's home., The 1nt:-rn.ti|1.:::
thing about the whole incldent, savs
Chicago Tribune, s the letter,
by the wealthy merchant.
In the first place the draft was made

“1 send you the money in a draft

I haven't

Happy Forgetfuiness.
You let me hold your hand at will
And gage Into your eyes the while,
gour low voleo's tender thrill

And buthe me In your welcome smile,

I drew still closer, bolder grown—

And bade me let the lips slone,

As one who dreamed or heeded not,

auti]{ Pressed
Brarting you whispered, "1 forgot!"
Bhould erimson to such wealth of hilss!

And tlower in costasy-—a kiss!

Huch hnppy glow to lips an yor?

Then, sure, 'Us folly o be wise!

The Instunt past, when lips here mot

SUIl kiss me, love, and stll—forget,

On lips with age's bitter dust,
Then we'll remember—when we must!
=Phlladelphin  Press.

Morgan's Quiet Rebuke.
Here I8 a conversation that Wall

Wall street is recalling It

“Mr. Gates, 1 wish you wouldn't
It has a bad effect

“The doors are open when 1 do

*Doors were made to shut, Mr.

The Janitor Philosopher.
“Slze does not always count,” sald

“I hope you will not consider this an
anpropitions moment, but you know
It hag long been my one wish to make
you my wife.”

Lord Cartlelgh had tossed his elgar-
ette over the shde 2 moment before,
and his face took on that look of enrn-
estness which most men, be they lord
or layman, are apt to feel during that
period when they are supremely con-
scloun of thomselves.

"Now, Bertlo,” sald his companion,
looking at him archly, “please don't
goet serions,  It's too warm.”

They were alone on the deek of the
yacht—her father's boat, 1L was twi-
light in Newport harbor,

"Why shouldn’t 1 be serfous? May-
be it is common for a man to fall in
love with & woman—but, surely, my
dear girl, it is a serlous matter to fall
in love with a woman ke yvou'

She tapped her foot impatiently on
the deck,

“Now, Dertle,” ghe sald, “lot's be
falr with each other., You are a real
nice boy, and 1 lke yon. 1 even like
you for yourself alone. It lsn't your
fault that you were born In a station
that requires an annual expenditure
of & hundred thousand or &0 to be
comfortable, and that you don't hap-
pen to have . I you marrled a
poor girl you'd be a fool. You'd make
her unbhappy, and it wouldn't do. So
you naturally do what is expocted of
you."

“But 1 tell yon I love you."

"Of course you do—but before yon
permit yourself this IHttle indulgence
you looked up papa in the mereantile
register. Munston & Co., bankers and
brokers, Broad street, Branch offices
in London, Paris and Berlin, Capltal
anything over ten milllons.  Marriage
able daughter—Octavin, Can be se.
curad by right party, and so forth, and
so forth. Now, didn't you?"

Lord Cartlelgh got up and took a
turn on the deck. He witehed his
monstache nervously, A launch, ' re-
turning with the laest afternoon pir-
pers, glided up to the side, The man
placed them on the table and went
forward, Then Cartleigh sald:

“It's deucedly erucl of you to put it
that way. I may bo a product of my
set, ns you say, But I'm a better sort
than that. I'm not a ecad, you Kknow."

She put her hand on his arm.

"Of course you're not,” she sald.
“"Really, Bertle, you're all sorts of
good things, DBut—read this"

He took up the paper she handed

him with an air of abstraction, but as
hie looked at the startling headline his
florld face turned pale In ity excite
ment,

"What'" he exclaimed. “Wrat's
this? Munston & Co, falls, asselr
nominal, Habilitles pnknown.”

The puper dropped from his hand,

“Is that true? he asked,

“"Oh, you, Mamma told me last
week,  SBhe's been in town all this
time—nnd it's so  uncomfortable i
fown just now-—trylng to stave it off.
Staving it off, you know, is an Amerk
canlam, not exactly vlang, but near It
Pray, pardon me for {t, Mamma want-
ed 1o glve mo time, Conslderate of
hor, wasn't it?"

“Time—Tfor what?"

She looked at himg quizzieally,

“Rertle,” she sald, “you are awfaly
dull and stupid-—bul, then, that's an
Englishman’s  privilege. Don't  you

understand?  Mamma wanted to give
me time before the announcement in
the papers to g

oy "

It was hiz turn  to  smilo—rather
erimly.

“Well, why didn’t von?  Yon had op-
portunity enough. Why, here | have
been bogging you overy night for a
woek to e my wife, '

“I know it, Bt 1 thought it was so
moean to get you into guch a serape,
and then leave you to got out of it the
best way you conld after yon had
found out about the fallure, Beside,
Lo

He turned and eanght her hands i
his, It was dark ecnough now for them
not to be elearly seen from the other
decks,

“Octavia,” he said  "Whatever mo-
tive may have prompted me in the be-
glnning, can't vou see now that 1 love
you? 1 don't care if you haven't a
penny in the world, It makes no dif-
ference, 1 sthl want you to be my
wife, now, more than ever, Won't
yvou believe moe aow?"

She withdrew her hand slowly and
smiledd wt Wm sancily, yot with a gen+
uine trace of tenderneoss,

“Bertle,” she sald, "1 believed yow
nll along. But it's ovt of the question.
Mayhe some day-———"

“Hut why now now? Now! Haven't
I proved that 1 loved you?"

She turnod again and faced him, aw
#he rose to go down Into the eabin—
perhaps for the last time,

“You stupid boy,” she sald, “don’t
you see that just now papa and I can's
afford n?"

Rqalizi";g ;—hev ééld Truth

Perhaps it was a sort of accldent
that first suggested the thing to him,,
At first he refused to believe it, He
declared that it was an optical 1lla-
slon or the result of having over-
stralned his nerves by smoking six-
teon gtrong clgars at the club that
night, when his habit was to smoke
only a dozen, or thirteen at the most.
There wons a mistake, somewhere, at
ull events,

And yet, whon he looked into the
mirror again and again, It was still
there, and It soemed to grow larger
and more glaringly vigible at each
gnccceding survey., It was emphatie,
jnslstant, fmportunate—not to be
downed.

Still he would not accept this evi-
doence; he could not, for It was too
unreasonable a thing to be so,

Ah, u happy thought!

He might be asleep and dreaming it
all, This gave him double assurance
that his mental and physical condi-
tions were not normal. He jabbed his
knuckles into the tender ravine be
hind the lower lobe of his ear to sat
isfy himself that he really was sleep-
ing.

Heavens! He wns wide awake!
Then it must be true; and yel—how
could it be?

There was only ona chance left, one
sole hope, and that one he clutched
At ns an asphyxiating person is popu-
larly supposed to clutch at a sample
from the remalns of last year's thrash-
Ing.

The sense of sight was merely elr-
cumstantial evidence; touch must be
prima facle, and he hesitated before
putting it to this test.

Finally, with stolec and wellnigh
herole daring he went to last resort.

It was true—great heavens'—it was
true beyond peradventure!

The spot was as sleek as a billiard
ball.

Tao be sure It was a very small spot,
but there was not a caplllary vestige
remalning, and he realized at last that
what he accldentally had discovered
In his looking glass was not an iy
slon—It was the bald truth; and, as
he withdrew his hand from the blank °
space top-rearward of hig eranium the
lden eame to him that It was about
time he was getting married.

Not for Russell Sage

“Nearly every man who knows Mr
Russell Sage can tell a story about
some kind of a financlal transaction
of his; but the stories In which Mr.
Sage puts down a cent and takes up
anything less are rare. This story
is one of disappointment,” says Col-
lHer's Weekly.

“One day, a young man of Mr, Sage's
aequalntance—In fact, the grandson of
an old friend of other days—approach-
ed him on the subject of a loan of §10
for two woeks and—got it. He prom-
led faithfully to return the money at
a stated hour, and the promise was as
faithfully kept., Mr. Sage had very
little to say when he gave ap the $10
and quite as lttle when he got it back.

“A week or ten days later, the young
man came to see him again, and this

time asked him for $100, making all
sorts of representations of what he

would do with it. Mr. Sage refused

to mm-.' The young man was sur-
prisad, not to say pained,

"'Why," he exclalmed, ‘you know
I'll pay it all right. Didn't 1 say I'd
have that ten for you on Monday, and
wasn't I toere to the minute with
iy

“Mr. Sage beamed softly on the
grandson of his old friend.

“*‘My boy," he said, with no trace of
unkindness In his tone, ‘you disap-
pointed me once and 1 don't want yow
to do It again.' '

“'I beg your pardon, I did not,’
argued the youth. ‘I sald I would pay
you back and [ did.’

" *Yos, yes, my boy,' purred Mr. Sage,
‘You paid back the ten, and 1 never
expected you would, Now if | let yow
have a hundred 1 should expect yow
to pay it back and yon wouldn't. ©One
disappointment at my time of life s
enough, my boy. Good morning.'"

Young Professor,
The appointment of Mr. Alexander
W. Malir to the Greek chair at Edin-

burgh, In succession to Prof. Butcher,
has excited some eriticlsm, inasmuch
as the now professor s only twenty-
eight years old; but he had a most dis-
tingulshed carcer at Aberdeen and at
Cambridge, he is & highly accomplish-
ed scholar, and has acted as lecturer
and assistant professor of Greek at
Aberdeen and latterly at Edinburgh
with conspicuous success.

The Reasoning Chlid.
It was in & public school the other

day that a class in spelling was going
over a lesson In words of two sylls

bles. One of the words was “mum-
my." “Children,” sald lhe teacher,
“how many of you know the meaning:
of the word ‘mummy’"? After a long
silence one little girl raised her hand.

“Well, Maggle?”

“It means yer mother."

The teacher pointed out her wie-
take, and explained fully the meaning:
of the word., Presently the word
“poppy" had to be spelled, '

“Who knows what '‘poppy’ meanst*’
asked the teacher,

The same little girl ralsed her hand,.
this time brimfui of confidence,

“Well, what's the answer, Maggie?™"

“It means & man mummy,” replied
the child,




