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“A LASS AM 1"

A lass am I, and I walt my day;

To some 'L will be nay, but to one 't will be yea;
When the time comes, | shall know what to say,
The winter goes, and the warm wind blows,

And who shall keep the color from the red, red rose?

A lnss am I, nelther high nor low,;

My heart I8 mine now, but I'd have the world know,
When the wind's right, away it will go. .
The brook sitigs balow, nnd the birds sing above,
And sweeter In between sings the lover 1o his love,

~—John Vance Cheney, in the Century,

b THE PARTNERS |
Weecccccecccecccecseeecd

UDDY COVE called Ell Zitt a
R “hard” man. In Newfoundland

that means “hardy”—not*bad"”
kil was grulf-volced, lowering-eyed,
unkempt, big; he could swim with the
dogn, out-dare all the reckless spirits
of the Cove with the punt in a gale,
bare hig broad breast to the winter
wilds, travel the lee, wet or dry, shoul-
der n barrel of flour, hie was a sturdy.
fearless giant, was I2H Zitt of Ituddy
Opve, And for .ulis the Cove proper-
ly enlled him a “bhard” man.

When Josiah Buonger, his partner,
pul out to sea and never came back
an off-short gale had the guillt of tha!
deed Kl scowled more than ever and
sald n deal less.

“He'll be feelin® bad about Jostal,"”
sald the Cove,

Which may have been true. How
ever, Eli took care of Jogiah's widow
and son. The Cove laughed with de-
#Hght to observe his attachment to the
lad. The blg fellow seemed to be un-
able to pass the child without patting
Lim on the back; and sometimes,
exubernnt was his alfection, the pats
were of such a character that Jacky
lost his breath. Whereupon, Ell would
chuckle the harder, mutler odd en-
dearments, and stride ol on his way.

“He'll be likin® that lad pretty well”
gald the Cove. “Nar a doubt, they'll
be partners.”

Aud It eame to pass, as the Cove sur
mised, but much sooner thin the Cove
expecied. Josinh Bunger's widow died
when Jocky was 11 years old. When
the little gathering at the gravevard
in the shelter of Great Hill dispersed.
Kl took the Ind out in the punt—far
onut to the guiet fishing gronnds, whitir
they could be alone,
ovening
gky
the

“Jacky, b’y
lad! 1oes yon hear me?
more!”

“Aye, EN" sobbed Jacky.
no more."

ut he kept on erying, just the same;
for he could not stop: and BH looked
away quickly to the glowlng sunset
clouds.

“Jacky,” he =ald, tarning at last to
¢he sobbing child, *us'll be partners-
jus’ yon uan' me."

Jineky sobbed harder than ever

“Won't us, lad?"

1211 1aid his great hand on Jacky's
ehoulder. Then Jacky took his flsts

0

It was a glowlig
red and gold In the western
the sen was hieaving gently, and
fuce of the waters was unfirued
1 “Jacky.
Lion’t cry no

N whispered,

“1'1 ory

oul of his eyes and looked up into 1ii's |

compassionate face. “Aye, EIL" he
said, "us’ll be partoners—youn an' me,"

IFrom then on they were partners;
and Jacky Dunger was known in the
Cove the foster son of Ell Zitt.
They lived together in Elf's coltage hy
the tickle cove, where Bl had lived
nlone since many years before his
mother bhad left hlm to face the world
for himself. The salmon net, the her-
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off shore. The west wind carried 1t
out; the east wind swept it In; vari-
able wilnds kept pans and bergs dreifi-
ing hither and thither, and no man
colud tell where next the lee wouud
go. Now the sea was clear, from the
shore to the jageed, glistening, white
line of the near horizon; next day, the
day after, and the pack was grinding
aghinst the coast rocks. Men bhad to
keep wateh to save the nets from
destruction,

The pariners’ net was moored ofl
PBreak-heart Point, It was a  good
Lorth, but o rough one when the wind
was In the noitheast, the waters olf
the point were choppy and covercd
with sbheets of foam from the break-
©rs.

“"Wis too rough t' haul the salmon
et rald B, one day. “I'll be goln’
over the hills t* Sou-west [Harbor for
A sack o flour. An' you'll be a good
by 'til I gets back?

“Oh, aye, sir!” sald Jack Bunger.

It was a rough day; the wind wus
Blowlng from the werth, a freshening,
gusty breeze, cold and misly; off (o
sea the sky was laden, threatening,
and overhead the dark clonds wern
driving low nand swift with the wind;
the water was choppy—rippling black
under the squalls, The lce was drift
ing alongshore, well ont from the
coast: there were 4 berz aund the wrank
of a berg of Arctle lee, and many a pan
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Knob o" Heart-break, he saw hia own
{punt staggering through the gray
| waves toward the net off the polnt—
tossing with the sea and reellng un-
der the gusty wind-—with his little
partner In the stern, The boat was
between the lee amd the breakers, The
space of open waler was fast narrow
ing; but a few minutes more and the

on his kneos, then and
prayed God to save the lnd.
“Or Lard, save my Ind!” he cried,
“0, Lard, save my lad!” he eried.
He saw the punt drmw near the first
woorings; saw Jacky loose the sheet
and let the brown sail Nutter ke a
flag In the wind; saw him leap to the
bow, and lenn over with a knife in his
hand, while the boat tossed in the lop,
shipplng water every moment; saw
him stagger smldehips, ball ont like
mad, snateh up the onrs, pull to the
second moorings and cut the last net
rapie; snw lilin leap from seat to seat
te the stern, grasp the tiller, haul tant

there, and

the sheet, amd stand off to the open
LLLH |

“Clever Jacky!"™ he serenmed, wildly
excited “Clever il My partner,

my little puriner!™

But the wind enrried the ery awny,
Jacky did hear——did not know,
even, that his partner hoad been a spec:
intor of hrave fMithfloess He
wing beating out, to make soa-room for
the run with the wind to the harbor;
and the boat wad dipping her gun
wale in a2 way that kept every faculty
alert to kesp her aflonr. ENl watehed
him untll he rounded amd stood In
for the tick!le, Then the man sighed
happlly and went home.

not

liis

“Us'll grapple for that net the mor-
row,” he sald, when Jacky eame in.
Jacky opened his eyes. "Aye" Lhn

asid  “'Tis safe on the bottom. |
thought I'd best cut It adrift t' save
lr."

“from the
You're

“1 seed you," sald B,
Knob, "I'was well done, lad!
a true partner.”

*“The knife come In handy,” sald
Jacky, smiling. *'Tis n good Kknife"

“Ave,"” snid Ell, with a shake of the
head., I bought un' for A good one.”

And that was all,

1211 set about rearing young Jaoeky in
n fashion as wize ns he knew. Ile ex-
| posedd the lad to web and weather, ns
| judiclously as he could, to make him
| hardy; he took him west In high
1 winds to fix hi= conmge and tench him
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THE THIRD TIME, THE

AU

from the bays and harbors of the
const,

With the wind continuing Ilo the
north, the ice wonld drift harmlessly
past. But the wind ehanzed. 1In the
nfternoon it freshened and veered (o
the east. At four o'clock it was half
a gnle, blowing Inshore,

“I'll just be goln' out the tickle t'

riug Seine, the punt, the flake, the
stage—these they held In common; and
they went to the grounds together,
where they fished the long days
throgh, good frends, good partners
The Cove sald that they were happy;
and, as always, the Cove was right.

One nlght E eame ashore from a
trading schovner that had put in In the
morning, smiling hrondly asg he enterced
the Ritchen, He laid hils band on the
taliie, pulm down.

"Lthoey's 4 gift for vou under that |
pi il b said

“1'or moe Il | Jacky

“Aye, lad—for 1 Al AT

Ji ¢l tared curious!ly at the bilg
hinnd Hn ddered what It coverad

Wihnt 1= 1t. EI? he Asked. *LUon
BRow el

i Hfted the hand, and gazed at
Jueky, grinning the while, with de
lght,

It was a Jock-kulfe—a stout knife,
thvee-bladed, horn handled, blg,
1ceable; just the knife for a fisher-lad.
Jacky pleked It up, hut never sald a
word; for his dellght overeame him

“You're wouderful good t' me, 1211,"
he sald at last, looking up with glis-
tening eyer. “You're wondertful good
& ome!”

El put bis arm around the boy.
“Nou're a good partwer, lad,” he sald.
“Nou're a wouderful good partner!”

wiCky was proud of that.

L ] L] L]

They put the salmon net out In the

spring. The lce was stll lingering
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have a look at that lee,™ thonght
Jacky., Y'"Tls like Il come ashor:*"
He looked over the punt carefu'ly
ih-»fn!'-- selring ont It was wige, hs
thonght, to prepare to take her o
fnto the gule, whethier or not he mnst
go. Te saw to It that the thole pins
| wore tight amndd strong, that the ball
bucket was In its place, that the run
ning gear was it for heavy straly
The wind waa then Aot'ering the har
hor water and serea n the hill
tons: and he could b wen break
on the tickle rocks e rowal
| down the ha * {0 the mouth of the
| tickle, whenee he command«d a view
i'.r the const, north and south,
The lee was drifting toward thae
Broalk-heart 'oint. It would destroy
the salmon nst within the hour, he

percelved s'.\'r-i-p over It, tear it from
ita moorings, brulse It against the
tocks. Jacky knew In a4 moment that
his duty was to put out from the shel-
tered open where the spume was ly-

ing and the heave and fret of the sea ‘

tireatened destruction to the little
punt, If he was a true manr and good
partoer he would save the uet,

“He've been good ' me,” he thought,
“Ayve, Ell 've heen wonderful good t
me. I'll be true partner ¢ himM™

8o when Kl relurning over the hills
from Sou'west harbor, cume o the

LIULTLE PARTNER WAS HRELPED

JARD.”
to sall; he tanzht Lim the wenther
slgna, the fish lore of the coast, the

“marks™ for the fishing grounds, the
whereabouts of shallows and reefs and
currents; he took lilin to chureh and
gent hlm to Sunday School. And he
tanght him to swim.

On the fine days of that summer,
when there were no flsh to be enucht

the man and the lad went together
to the Wash-tub—a deep, llitle cove
f the sea, clear, guiet, bottomed with
smooth rock and sheltered from thoe
wind by hilgh eifs: but eold - almiost
2 ol as lee-witer Here .T'r-'1,l\ i
[ hed to wateh EN diy lean M1
e el it on hiis bn swim fag
it to sen; here he gozod with “ad
alration not anmixed with awe" on
he man rugeged hold hirond 1 I
ers, b & Mmuscles at arm= and
e, | And here, too, lLe learned 1
gwim,
When the WArnmest suommer
were gone, Jack could paddl it
the Wash-tnb in promising (ashlon
He was coutldent when l-jli wns
hand--sure, then, that he eould ke p

ufloat, Hut e was not yvet sure enongzh
of his power when Ell had on
: the long swim to sea, B! cald that he
|Imd done well; and Jacky, himself,
| often sald that he could swim a deal
! better than a stone, In an emergency,
both agreed, Jacky's new accompllgh-
ment would be sure to serve hlm well,

“Sure, If the punt turned over™
Jacky innocently boasted, “I'd be able
t' swim 'til you righted her™

That wag to bhe proved,

“Ei, b'y." sald old James Blunt,
one day in the fall of the year, “do
| you take my new dory W the greunds

aone

lee would strike the rocks, Eli dropped !

|
|
|
l

''day. Suore, I'd ke t' know how you |
lHkes IL"

Old James had bullt his boat after a
south<const model. Bhe was a dory, |
a flat-bottomed craft, as distingulsh~d
from a punt, which has a round bot-
tom and keel. He was proud of her;
bt sounewhat thmid; and he wanted
Ell's opinion on her quality,

“'Tia a gueer lookin' thing,” =ald
"ElL “RBat me an' my partner'l]l ry
! ghe, James, just for luck.”

[ That afterncon a full gole caught
i the dory on the Farthest Grounds (ar
[ out beyond the Wolf's Teeth Reef, It
L enme from the shore so suddenly that

11 conld not escape I Bo It was a

beat to harbor, with the wind and sen
{ rising fast. Off the Valley, which is

hadf o mile from the narrows, 0 gust

{ eame out between the hillls—came
stiong and sewift, It heeled the dory
| over—atill over—down—lown untll
| the water poured In over the gunwale,
K1 1t go the maln sheel, expecting
the sall to fall away from the wind
nnd thus enge the boat. But the line
canght in the bloek, Down went the
dory—atill down, Aund of a sudden (€
capslzed,

When Jacky came to the surface he
began frantically to splash the water,
momentarily losing strength, hreath
and self-possession, Ell was walting
for him, with head and shoulders out
of the water, llke an eager dog nas he
walts for the stick his master Ia
nboul to throw. e swam clo=¢, but
hung off for a moment-—until, Indeed,
he percelved that Jacky would never
of himself regaln his self possession--
for he did not want the boy to be too
soon beholden to hilm for ald, Then he
slipped his hand under Jacky's breast
nnd buoyed him up.

“Partner!” he sald quielly.
ner!"

Jacky's panle-stricken struggles at
once ceased; for be had been used to
giving lnstant obedlence to Eli's com-
mands, He looked In Eli's dripping
face,

“Fney partner,” sald B, still quiet-
ly. “Strike ont, now."

Jacky smiled, and struck out as di-
rected. In a moment he was swilm-
wing at Eli's side,

“Tale It easy, lnd,"” Ell continued,
“Just take It easy while I rights the
boat. It's all vight. I'll have yon
abhoard In a JilYy. 1Is you—Is you--—all
right,

‘I'rat-

Jucky?
“Aye," Jacky gasped

EN walted for a moment longer. Ie
laath to leave the boy to take
care of himeelf. Until then he had not
known how Inrge a place in his heart
Wi little partner flled, how much he
kad coge to depend upon him for all
fhose things which make life worth
while, He had not known, Indeed, how
far awny from the old, lonely life the
Ind had led him. So he waited for a
moment longer, watehing Jacky. Then
he swam to the overturned dory, wh
nfter an anxious glagee toward the
Indl, he dived to ent the gear—and
dived agaln; watehing, and yet again;
witteching Jacky all the tlme bhe was
at the surfance for breath,

The gear cut away, the mast pulled
from Its socket, Ell righted the boat,
It takes a sirong man and eclever
awlmmer to do that; but EH was
clever In the water, and strong any-
where, Moreover, it was a trick he
had learned

“Come, Jacky, b'y!" he called

Jacky swam toward the boat, Rl
swam to meet him, and helped him
over the last few yards of choppy sea,
for the lad wpas almost exhan=ted.
Jacky lnid a hand on the bow of tha
dory. Then Ll pulled off ane of his
bong bootd and swam to the stern,
where he began cautious'y to ball the
boant, When sghe was Hzht enough In
the water he helped Jacky aboard and
Jueky balled her dry.

“TIn, Ind!" EHl elaculated, with a
crin that made bis (ace sliine, “You
is sufe nboard, Ilow is you, b'y?

wils

“Tired, EIL" Jacky answerad,
“You blde gulet, whers you 15, said
El “'11 find the padd.es, an' 1'll

soon have you home,
Ell's great concern had been to zet

the how she was

trice, But she was not his punt—not
a punt at all; she was a new boat, a
dory, a flat-bottomed craft; he was
not used to her ways. Jacky tried
desperately to steady her while 1)
lifted himeelf out of the water,

“Take care, EIL'"” bhe sereamed,
“Bhe'll be over!”

Ell got his knee on the gunwale—
no more than that. A wave tipped
the boat; she lurched; she capsized.
And aganin EN walted for Jacky to
come to the surface of the wat.r;
apgnin buoyed bim up; agalo gave hin

fone  of Jacky's Dboots—and agalm

the boy out of the water., He had

carved for little else than thnt—Itlo gel

im out of reach of the sea, And now |
Lim wns confronted with the prob.em of

making harbor, The Loat wns slowly

drifting out with the wind; the dusk

was npproaching: and every moment

it war growling more diffien t to swiin

in the chopny sea It took him a long

tine to find the paddles,

“Sieady the boat, Jdacky,” he eakld, [
when the boy had taken the paddles
into the dory; “I'm comin’ aboard,*

Ell nttempted to board the dory over

lo-sng nbhout in a for more death= than typhold fey
Lhoppy sea; and he was vot used to [ soarlet fever, dishihieria, all forms
her wnys, Had she been a punt—his | bronehitls, Influenza, moasles
punt—he would have hieen abonrd in a | smnlinox combliuned.—Now York Mg
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ngnin balled the boat—tlus e mw:'

helped Jacky abonard,

“I'm wonderful tired, BIL" said
Jacky when the paddies were handed
over the second time, “I'm falr® done
out."

CUPwill be over soon, Ind. 111 have
you home by the kitchen fire In half
an hour. Come, now, partner! Steady
the boat. I'll try again”

Even more cautiously Kl attempted
to ¢lamber aboard. Inch by inch be
ruised himeelf out of the water. When
the greater waves ran under the boat
he puused: when she rode on an oyen
keel, he came faster. Inch by Ineh
humoring the eranky bouat all the time,
he Hfted his right leg. But he could
not get aboard. Again, when his knee
was on the gunwale, the dory cap-
klzed,

For the third time the little partner
wns helped aboard and given a hoot
with which to bail. 11ix strongth was
then near gone. He threw the watey
over the glde untll he could no longer

lift his arms.

“EN he gasped, 1 can do neo
ore!

ElIl put his hand on the bow AN

though about to attempt to elamber ™
aboard again. But he withdrew It
“Jacky, by, he sald, “could yom
not manage ' pull a bit with the pad-
es? ' swim alongside”
Jueky etared stupldly at him,
Again El put his hand on the bow.
Ite was In tervor of josing Jucky's Hife.
Never before had be known such droad
and fear, He did not dare risk over
turning the boat agaln; for he knew
that Jacky would not survive for the
fourth time. What could he do? He
could not get aboard, and Jacky could
pot row. IHow was he to get the boy
pushore? His hand touched the painter
—1lie long rope by which the boat wae
gave him an ldea; he would tow the
boat nshore!
S0 he took the rope In his teeth and
gtrireck out for the tiekle in the harbon
“rPwas n close eall, b'y,” sald B8
when he and Jacky sat by the kitchom
fire.
_“An' 'twas too bad,” sald Jacky, “¥
lese the gear"
Ell Inughed.
“What you
asked,
“1 brought ashore something betlee
than the gear™
“The dory "'
“No, b'y,” EN roared. “My ltth
poartner.—Montreal Herald,

Ianghin’ at?' Jacky

COST OF THE WHITE PLAGUE,

Tubercnlosis Canscs 150,000 Deatls
und Loss of Millions Yearly,
'I‘ulnrv{'culasis causes annually mom
thun 150,000 deaths in  the Unitod
States at the average age of 35 yeara
At this age the normal after-lifetime b
about 32 years, #o0 that the real loss
of Ilfe covered, measured In tlne, M
raoprescuted by 4,800,000 years per am
nuwm. If we assume that the net valos
of o ypar of human life after the age
of 35 vears Is at least §50, the real
loss to the natlon resulting from the
disease (a large proportion of which
Is known to be needless) may be eatd
mated at $240,000,000 per antium.
These astounding and almost incom-
prehensible figures are far from belng |
an exaggeriation, but lot us assume
that only onelalf of this mortality ls
preventable, and we have a nel possi-
ble saving to the natlon of $120,000,000
per annom. This est!mate does nod
take Into account the soclal, moral and
sentimental value of at lemst 100,000
lives, which, uucH:r different conditions,
might reasonably hope to continue for
many years, ; .
The mortality from tuberculosis ia
therefore, a problem compared with
which all other social problems of &
medical character sink into insignif
cance, and it 18 safe to say that ‘
possible prevention of a large portio
of the mortality from this disease i
Justly deserving of the solleitude, th
active personal Interest and liberal pe
cauiary support of all who have
real welfure of the people of this
tion at heart.
Biges estimates that New York Ot
[ #ustaing an apnual economie loss
F20.000.000, and that the natlon
miust sustadn an annual Joss ¢
$35.000.000 because of tuberculos
Iliere are nearly 100000 deaths fre
consumption in New York City. Seve
| thotusand persons dled In 1linols
10013, alf of them Letween the nges ¢
20 and 50 years, while the estimate
loss to the State alohe, becanse of th
| isease, was $35.000.000, and the me
ll-,a. nuthoritles of that State ha
{ found that consumption Is responsit
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leal Journal,

Sotting & Dittloute Tosk,

“Jack, dear, 1 do wish you wo
get another photo tuken.”

“How often have [ told you I
not "’

“But why not?' (Then, tho
fully, after a pause.) “are you nfy
of being asked to look pleasant
Punch,

After a man lhas married, his f
glance at every caller at hls oflice
the caller's hands, apprehiendiog &

courage; agaln heiped bim to the boar;

in them.




