-

- -

-

1

Teelestacte

L]

fodelet

e _OLD i s
FAVORITES

ad

PR

e sfosfesdecforfe oot oo oo s oofonfoofecte e fec oot sfecfososts

The Wonderfal "One-Hosn Shay."
uve vou heard of the wonderful one-
hoss shay,
That was built in such n logienl way
ran a hundred yeurs to a day,
?'l then, of a sudden, it—nh, but stay, l
¥ tell you what happened without li!‘-{
Rearing the parson into fits,
Frighteuing people out of their wits—
Iave you ever bheard of that, 1 say?

Reventeen hundred and firty five,

Cicorsius Secuindus was then nlive——

Snulfy old drone rrom the Germnn hive.

That was the

Baw the earth open and gulp her down, |

And Draddock's army was
Lirown,

Left withom

J& was on the terrihie f:‘\l[l '].'.lil:."

That the Deacon tinished the

shiay.
» . » . L . L ]

enr when Lisbon town
dole B0

A sealp to s crown.
1"1.\'

one-lioss

swure (ng Deacons do,
vium,” or an 1 tell

mt the Deacon
With an I dew
‘\-‘-4-11";.

e would huild one shay to beat the
Lnowin,
'N' the keounty 'n' all the kentry raoun’

1t should be so bullt thoat it conldn’t
brenk daown;

“Par soid the Deacon, *'t's mighty
plain

Thut the weakes' place mus' stan' the

strain;

*N* the way t' fix it, uz | maintain,
Is only jest
1 make that place uz strong uz the rest.”
L . L L ] - L] L]

Step and prop-iron, bolt and screw,
Bpring, tire, axle, and linelpin,
Steel of the finest, hright and bhine;
Thoroughbrace bison-skin,

wihiles:
Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hide,
Pound in the pit when the tanner died
That was the way he “put her through
“Phere!” said the Deacon, “naow she'll

dew,”

Lewh,

thick and

Do! 1 tell yvou, 1 rather guess

Nhe was a wonder, and nothing loss!

Colts grew horses, beards turned geay,

Dencon and Deaconess dropped nway,
Cuildren and grandehildren—where were
they?

there stood the
bllll_\'.

Asg frosh as on Lisbon-earthquake day!

[

But stout old one-hoss

Fighteen hundred—it came and found
The Dencon's musterpicce strong  and
sound,
Fighteen hundred inereased by ton—
“Ilahnsum kerridge' they ealled it then,
Fighteen hundred und twenty came—
tunning as usoal; much the same.
Thirty and forty at last arrive,

And then came fifty, and fifty-five.
] - L . - L L] &

Tirst of November—the Earthquake
' doy—
Mhere are traces of age in the one-hoss

i shay,

IA general flavor of mild decay,

[But nothing loeal, a8 one may say,
Ilhere couldn't be—{for the Deacon’s art
[Had made it so like in every part

fI'hat there wasn't a chance for one to
! sLnrt
L] L] L . L - L

First of November, Fifty-five!

MThis morning the parson takes a drive.

Now, small boys, get out of the way!

Tere comes the wouderful one-hoss shay,

Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay,

“Huddup!" said the parson. Off went
they,

"Mie parson was working his Sunday's
text—

[Had got to fifthly, and stopped perplexed

At what the—Mosos—was coming next.

All at onee the horse stood still,

Wlose by the meet'n-honse on the hill—

First a shiver, and then a thrill,

'hen something decidedly like a spill—

And the parson was sitting upon a rock,

At half-past nine by the meet'n’-house

; clock—

Just the honr of the Earthgquake shock!

What do vou think the parson found,
When he got up nnd stared arvound?
The poor old chaise in n heap or mound,
As if it had been to the mill and ground!
You gee, of course, if you're not n dunce,
How it went to pivces all at once—

All at onee, and nothing first—

Just as bubbles do when they burst,

¥nd of the wonderful one-hoss shay.
Logie I8 logie, That's all 1 say.
p—Oliver Wendell Holmes,

FANCY TASKS IN SCHOOLS.

| FEa=—

Much of the Pupile’ Time Is Occupled
in Learning Uscless Things,

The fathers and mothers of New
York are beginning to waken to the
fact that there is altogether too much
fancy teaching in the publie schools
and not enough ot the solld essentinlg;
that the children are drilled in the
fancy branches and do not know how
to read and spell. That a common
school education has become something
'uncommon, indeed,

A committee acting In
}(‘un:plt‘ulh-r Grout has been looking
Hnto the matter. Thelr report Is full
of meat. “Teachers and pupils,” they
say, *are called upon to do not too
hnuch, perhaps, but too many things to
mermit thelr dolng anything well or
thoroughly."”
eI will hardly be contended,” agaln
they say, “that puplis graduated from
the elementary of this
or any othor elty are as woll gronnded
nnd as profielent in the conmyuon school

behalf of

pubille school

1 LD read i LAl 1.

ibranches of study as could be :~'ll'l'll.J

or as the time and money ostensibly
approprinted to that end would seem
to warrant.”

Some other comments made by the
committee are as follows: “A common
school education—<o provide which ia
universally acknowledge to be the pri-
mary ohject of the public or common
gchool sys=tem.”

YA close examination of the courses
will lead to the that thy
orlinary child betwoeen nge of @
and 14 years cannot begin to digest the
profuse abundance of ostensibly mens
tal pabiulum so rigldly prescribed for
him.”

And here, sy the fathers and moth-
ors, I1s the meat of the whole matter:

“Phe conclusion seems o be Inevita-
ble that « publia
gehool ndministration demands the do-
ing away in ¢lementary schools with go
much at least of Instruction In gpecial
bhranchos

concinsion

the

qotnd onomy in

he required In order

ey
hers tlime and
for ciiclent prosocution of
the !l"'i'||'.'IT'\' siehioal ourse of ‘:f'l'!_\' 4

thie

to afford pupils and to
-i;iln.'f'lilli'_'.

Children whoe atlendod colnon
were tnght
nents of math-

sitliools in the l‘.'II]} ity

fhe el

o ies, the geographiy of the earth on
which they dwell, the elements of
ernmmar. how 1o wi

These are old-fasitoped things, ia
the opinlon of (he professional eduen-
o= of New York The ehifldren must
draw, oven if they do not Know how te

ol

work

tangh construction
whon no
nt they know how e
drilled  In physical
training and hyglene, even if impressed
with the belief that seven times elght
nutke forty-two; are drilled In “natoral
stulios"” whlle perhiaps belleving that
New York

wre

they

sewing and dookinge,

nman can swear t
read;

nre music,

trooklyn Is the capital of
Miate,

'liege are the things, say the parent,

that are a ennuse of weariness antd vexs
ation of gplrit.  Too many frills. Too
much gingerbrend Not enongh =olld-
ity.  Children who are sent into tna
workl with o smattering of many

things and not moch solidity of any
thing.—Cleveland Plaln Dealer.

GIVING UP TOO SOON.

Help Necded Most in the Monr of
Vacillation.
I'rom those to whom we have tried

to render sorvice of inspiration or
gubdnopee, those in whom we have ens
deavored to rouse a rocognition of the
highor rewards of howor amd noble
are too quick to tura
away as soon as woakness or dissembs
ling lack of prineiple prove them *‘un-
worthy.,” Unworthy of what? Doea
the weakness of the wall show that it
needs no prop?  Does the imperfection

cmuiation, we

of o fabrie teil us to cense to repair
its frail spots? Does the pitiable evi-
denee that a man cannot stand up-

right alone convinee us that we should,
because of his infirmity, desert him
and leave him to swerve entirely out
of the line of his duty, and puss beyond
the reach of human hope? '

Neyer ean o fellow being so truly
need onr help as in the hour when he
has proved himself to be anable te
keep within the  paths of rectitude.
Never can hie so deeply want the faith-
ful adberence of a friomd as when he
has shown that he ean be tempted by
sin or falsehwod, !

Iy nothing can a wavering or de-
scending soul be =0 moved ns by the
reminder of his better  self which
reaches him through the unfaltering
fidelity of one who has trusted him
when he was himself false. eproach
or coldness or revengefuol diseipline may
leave a falling wan nnrepentant and
even harden him in wrong-doing; but
a continued hopeful kindness, frank
enough not to disguise or condone a
wrong, but true enough to hold on and
expect restoration, is like a bulwark
to self-respect. It glves to the spirit
of man or woman, struggling to renew

its better life, a firm foundation on
which to aganin find its footing and

reach the path of safety,—New

Evening Post,

York

The Gnowls of a Grizzled Bache lor.
Man proposes and woman fore-
closes,
Too men with unbleached ins
wolnen with hemstitohs

VETRIRY
marry
ed asplirations,

cones

Marringes are made in henven, Thae
wise bachelor s content to wait untid
he goets there,

Whenever 1 bear a muan boasting
thiat his wile made him all that he is,
I wonder how many men will confess
that thelr wives have vnmade them alk
that they ain't

The husbamd of the honwk-
bhilled, deep-voieed reformer 18 perpet
unlly whitecapped by his wife, until |
is natural with him to be so thin llm.ql
when he eats cranberries they sticl
out llke buttons on hls vest. .

We are told that married men live
longer than single ones, In Iln“:ll’l!tl
there s a bachelor who s one hune
dred and seventeen years old,  Possis
bly he would have lived no longer had
he been married, but it is a sale wager
that hivd have looked longer.~—Wo-
mwen's 1Home Companion,

average

Vacancies In Army.
Vacancies in the grade of second
Heutenant in the army exist to the ¢xe.
tent of in the intantry,

geventy N e

teen jn the ecavalry and twenty-six In |

the artillery corps.

LIFE’'S SUNNY SIDE.

There's a song fer the man who I8 Jacky and bold,

For the man whoe has
There nre cheers for the f
And are drifting along

ite on his slde;

ik that are jJingling the gold
with the tlde,

But the man who s striving to get to the land

And facing the huangry
We quite overlook, for we
The fellow that's dolng

wave's crest,
don’t understand

his hest

But he has his rewards when the story |Is done,

Though we smile as he

plods on his wany.

IF'or his own self-esteem (8 the prize he has won,
As obucurely he's stood in the fray,

And he knows the affection

1 of home and of friends

And the pleasurea of honest-enrned rost:
There are peace and good
For the fellow that's o«
—Washington Star.
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I, ne, Dr, Hud=zon, |
net to say i, You must not!" | bandaged

Miss Cartwright, in
perintendent's  white uniform, stood
fucing the doctor in the great bare
oflice of the Emergency Hospital, Her
hand trembled as she rested (t on the
desk at her shile, but the man
no signs of agitation. e was
sclous thint WOlnann
was looking unfalteringly luto his eyes
and that by th
was Nling
of despalr.
oF was It
kept the
RO enlm?

e, Hudson knew that his own foe
kept itg professional mask, though he
breathod man who had been
running, A whiteccapped nurse glaneed
In at the door and slipped away bes
fore he spoke again.

“It 18 qulte nseless to ask me to be
stlent now., When a man hing lived to
be 40 he doesn't give up eastly the tirst
WaOrnan It I8 threeo
vou,

her s

S W
IR
oniy this slender
tone of hep volee &he
him with the noambness
Was it sheer foreo of wilil,
ufter thnt
fuce b

lavk of ewmotion

which confronted

like a

he has ever lovedd,
sinee 1 first snw

the

Vours coming

down corridor townrd vour
haldr lke an aureole around your head,
three yvears that 1 have loved you nnd
have been silent.”

Miss Clartwright's lips opened,
I have not

“No, you have not. 1 hove had no
riison to thionk you could care for me,

e,

1t

C“MARVIN, LOOK Al ME"

You have always been thoaroughly pro
fessional,” and he sidled,  **ft is Just
that. The straln of thig life Is killng
vou. I know so well what 1t Is, |
witnted to tuke you out of it."

He turned away (rom her to the win-
dow, where a dreary March rain heat
neainst the glass, A Httle brown birvd,
with drenched wings, fluttered up on
the ledge, and finding no ghelter from
the storm, flew off agninst the wind.,

e, Hudson went on bitterly: It is
a fittlng name they have given you
‘Moounlight, Lady Moonlight.," 1t Is
wlhint you are; cold and pale and beau-

tiful—to drive men mad!"”
The woman drew in her breath
gharply. *I have old you that this

You have
now-—you

bhurts me, bhurts me deeply,
been my good frend, but
are oroel!”

“Torgive me! I do not mean In’
be!™ e crossed o her qulekly, puot

ting hls firm, warmn hand over her cold
one that rested on the desk, and look-
ed straight Into her eyes. “Will you
tell me thut yon do not love me?"

The red left her lps, but she faced
him  dauntlessly. “I bhave told you
that 1 cannot marry you"

“That s not my suswer, If the time
when you can love me,
when you do love e, will you come to
me and tell et

Shie spoke hurriedly for the first time,
“You have no right—how should 1
know that you

“You will know, and you
me,  Promlise!"

‘l‘!ll'_\'
moment, his

Gever coines

will tell

caeh
glrength

other a long

agalnst

looked at

hers,

3 el el o] 1o o
“ AWAITING

S 3 3

you ) rently

will, as the twilight descenda
dng his best,

V] L] o A e

HIS TIME. [

el Lot 1ol e L]

liteless form of a man, with
headd, Miss  Cartwright,
crossing the corridor, canght slight of
the patient’s deathilike face, and her
own grew whiter still.

Ny not the pabitie ward: bring him
| In here!"
ol n

and she threw open the door

pPrivate room.

The men looked thelr amazement at
trange tone and the unusual com-

mnnd,

| “Miss Morae

lnll'l'-‘t‘n't[

e

had
Hudson to me al
e I8 making the rounds, Yon
nededd not

to n who

tsend e,

nurse

come bhaek,™

The men followad the nurge from the
room sl cloged the door,  When D
Hindson opencd It 8 few moments later
Migs Cartwrlght tarned toward him a
fnee wild appeal startied him
Into an exelamation,

“Ielen!"™

Her fingers were on the man's pulse.
“He's alive! he 18! But It ecan't be
long, T know it enn't, We must rouse
him e pist Qulck!
[ BEvery momoent means so much.  You
don't know

e, Ihudson nnd she
wias helping bim, steadlly and eapably,
when she was speaking in that
hlgh, tense volee.,

whospe

he congcious
WwWis

| working

YOy

At last the man's heavy eyelids ttat

tered feebly, settled again, then quiv-
ered onee more, and lfted reluctantly,
while the bloodshot eyes  rested on
Miss Cartwright's face, bent cloge to
hils,
' “Marvin!” she eried, for the eyes
were closing again,  “Marvin, look at
|nux It's  Helen. You remember,
[ Think! ITelen! Helen!" She repent-
‘ml the name with a ringing endence, as
Ill' It were a talistnan to call hlin back
| from the dead. And the dull eyves lost
their slghtless look: Intelligence strug-
gled Into them; the dey lips moved; the
words were inandible,

Y s

almost
yoed, It is. Where did you cone
from? 1 thought 1'd fndshed 0t this
time, T omeant to. 1 wanted to see
yyou, though, That's why T ¢éame bhuek,
L couldn’t find you. 1 dido't mean
you should see me”

Miss Cartwright's eves
ing.

“Marvin, Haten,  You mmust tell me
the truth, all the truath, quickly, about
the bank—the money, Father killed
lilmself—shot himself, Did you know
Ity  Buspleion fell on him and you
wire gone, You never knew-—he never
said a word,  They found him dead
What should I believe?  What could
I think? My fathier and my lover! All
these years—10 years, Marvin—never
to know—amd I loved you then,”

The had been creeping into
the man's fuee, He tried to rise an
his elbow, bhut fell back.

“Refore God, Helen, T never knew!
I've heen where no news ever came, |
the money., 1 ooever mednt to,
And then I had to go. 1 never thought
your futher—would bear

loved you all the time.
Ll God knows, I've
been bad enough since, But I had to
come back, | wanted to see you once

Just and then end It The
woards were coming In gasps, the eyes
closed, then opened ngain with an ex
pression of plteons entreaty,

“Helen, you look lke un avenging
angel, I ean't ask you to forglve me,
but I did love you, ['ve loved you—all
the—while,"

Over Helen Cartwright's face flash-
marvelous, tender pity, and the
swift tears dropped upon the forehead,

wiere burn-

color

tonk

any one else
the hlame, 1
I wausn't so

Ol

across which the gravness of death
wus stenllng, The man's eyes opened
amd looked Into her's, then closed

againg a4 short panting breath; a shud-
der—und quiet,

Miss Cartwright sank faece down
upon the the bed. RBhe was
s0 still that Dr. Hudson, standing by
the window, thought she had falnted,

eded or

then her

eyes fell

“Yes!" she sald It hrv:lthh-uﬂ\‘; “yves, | 8

I will!'
e turned and left her without look- |
1]!1{ back,
Two months later the
tondants bhrought
thin gErvng

Upon it

hospital at-
a stretceher through
the hall,
the bwildled snd appa-

doors and down

lay

but he did not move. The warm May
unshine flooded the room, falling upon
the pure glory of her halr and
the man's ghastly, world-worn face.
Sparrows on the edge of the roof twit-
ted contentedly, The shglll peal of
n child's Inughter floated Gp from the
Blreot,

Suddenly, she rose, and, golng swift-

upon

S ——— - ——————

ty to Dr. Hudson, put both her bands
in hia, looking at him with luminous
cyen,
He bent his head questioningly, umn
bellevingly.
“Moonlight, my
it nowi"
Yos'

Lady Moonlight, s

she searcely breathed it, bhut
e heard, “It I8 now.”"—Utlen Globe,

MISTAKES IN DRESS.

Women of Moderate Income Buy Tose
Muny and Too Kxpensiva Clothes,
Lady Jeune, o writlug on dresas alk

lownnees for givls, notes the fuet that

one why upper-Class KEnglish-
wolen do not Jook smarter than they
thint they will buy toos many

They commit the mistake ot
buying much that is unuecessary and
that they never wear, because they sce

i oawd It is cheap.

reason

do Is

clothes,

“All Eunglishwomen,” she goos on,
“have too many clothes—in fact, oo
much of everything —and the conse
quence s that thele things are old

fashioned and anweanrable long before

they wre worn out, Fronch women
have very few gowns, they have just
what they want and wenr them out,

An Englishwoman loves her old clothes
nnil Hitle, then puts
them away, and when she finds they
are old-fushionsd she has them done
up nnd romodeled, belleving that she
In practicing great economy, wherens
It would be far better nnd cheaper to
give them away. She elings to her old
gowns, jackets, hats, bools npnd shoey
with a sort of romuntic tonncity.”

The mny be sald of many
American girls and women, and It ofs
fors good reason for not huying
the very best materials in everything,
I8 often recotnmiended (o do,
There nre many teitling accessorles of
dress which arve nlee only so long as
they are fresh and hit the fancy of
the hour, Then why gink mach wmoney
in thewm? The swme s true of the tals
lored sult.

“It I8 comonly
tallor

wenrs them n

sitne
e

HN ol

supposed that a
gown Is n thing that »
womsan of lmited means enn safely
mvest her money In, with eonfidenca
thut she will get every dollar's worth
of wear ont of i says an authority.

;_:unnl

“Yet how many women fiindd  them-
pelves with o 8§75 sult on thelr hnnds
which s demode, which they ecannot
word to glive or throw away, and

upoun which they have wo lay out aften
o considerable sum to make it wenr-
able,  Almost any womnn would say
under these eircumstances  the  pens
son in question would hinve fared bet-
ter to have lndd out only $10 or £50 on
her sult originally,  When she had
‘shinbbied’ 1t, or 1t had got ont of style,
she conld then have bought herself »
new one with a elear conselence aul
nt hardly any extra expense, consider-
ing what she would have to pay te
get the old suit renovated,  Supposing
the woman in question has only ong
inllored salt, and bas to wenr it four
yvenrs; she would certainly cat a smart-
or appearance on two sults ai half tha
price, be one of the
Instunces where, while It is never pru-
dent to buy the chieapest, it is certaln-
Iy not wisdom to buy the highest
priced, A good part of the accumunla-
tlons of clothes from which womnen
suffer is due to buying too expensive
things, as well as too many of them.'

This sceing to

‘A Girl’s Heroism

A girl stood one day In the walting
room of an office In London, She had
comie in answer to an advertisement,
to apply for a secretary’s post, and was
awalting her lnspectlon.  Bhe needed
the positlon, says the teller of  the
story o V. O, and she walted anx
lonsly,

'resently she
othee and the Interview wns satisfac
fory, but she was asked to walt ns
there was auother applleant for the
post o he Interviewed, She went inta
an adjoinlng room, and through the
open door she saw a small, pale woms
an, nervously answerlng the questions
put to her, and could hear the pltifal
story  of  ler husband's death, the
small  ehildren  dependent ppon her,
and her nesd of work.

The woman was told, however, that
her services could not be necepted, as
another person had already applled,
and had Just recelved a promise of the
illr““lll“.

The girl llstening In the next room
had hardly understood whiat was gos
ing on, but at this polnt her heart
bounded with jJoy as she reallzed thal
she was the aceepted person, The next
moment she saw degpalr written on the
face of the widow, and percelved suds
denly what this fallure meant to her,

“1 ean’t do It; I cau't take It from
Ler,” she murmured, and withont stop-
ping a moment to consider ghe walked
quickly back to the other room, and
sald guletly to the employer. I wish
to tell you that, on consideration, 1
find the posltion yon offer would not
sult me. Good mornlng,” and she lefd
the oflice without another word,

was called Into the

An Easy Winner.

The poreuplne may have his quills,
The elephant his trunk,

But when it comes to comimnon scents,
My mwoney's on the skunk,

—gruell Widow,

When o woman dles the [Tl;]')l"l"il By
she wus a soclety woman, thinking i
But It's not.

n great comwpllment.

gy



