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walweys glad to see me,

Have not a milllonth part

In sllver, gold, and other (reasures rare.
Of what is mine In that ope thought so falr
That youn would buy for copper.
Itaelf compared to 1t hath notlilng In't,

The chests of Croesns, Monte Cristo, and

The added wealth of all our lavish land, 1

I would not take for that

“Thou art

~John Kendrick Baupgs, In Alnsles's Mazasioe,

THE PRIOELESS THOUGHT,

A penny for my thoushtw? I'll tell you thist
To me that thought I1s worth the whole of blims,
Ten thousand kings, set on ten thousand thrones,

Yet since you ask, U'll give it you for naught.
'Tis this, Bweethenrt, come hither and ineline
Your enr that I may whisper—

in precions st

E'en the mint

one precions thought,

mine "

A Skating Episode

Yoars ngo, when 1T was a student at
Heidelberg, It was my custom to travel
up a branch of the Neckar every week-
end o au oA sastle where dwelt the
Baron von Hosentower with his daugh-
ter Elgs. My father and the Baron
had been fast friends a% Heldelberg
many years before, and the Baron was
1 for my part
bad fallen deeply In love with the dark-
eyed Elsa. With all the ardor of youth
1 bhad wooed her with my eyes; but as
yet not a word of love had passed
between us. On the night of which 1
am writing It wns my Intention to
#penk to her of my passion, and ask
her io be mine forever.

It was In the early part of the year.
and the river was well frozen. Know-
ing that [ could travel nearly the
whole of the distance on the lee, |
donned my skates and set out. When
1 reached the braneh of the river that
led up to the castle the full moon
rose hefore me, shedding Its glorlous
ellver light over everything., Its ris
Ing hurried my strides, for [ reallzed
that In the previous week | had ar-
ranged with Elsa to meet her at a cer-
taln bend of the river at #=lx, and it
was now nearly that time.

A8 I hastened on 1 could see the
lights of the eastle twinkling in the dis-
tance. They shone In the night lke
stars to guide my feet to her I loved.
Blhe would be coming down the river

E——

am dying. [et me die In your arms!
And-—and tell me your love,”

Then, placing her arms around my
neck, 1 ralsed her up and told her
whnt no other ear shall hear, no other
eye shall read. A tremor of love—and
death—shook her as our lips met. Then,
a8 her spirit fled, her arms fell from
my neck.

Hisa! Bisa!

- L ] . L] - [ ] L]

My student days were over. After
a long search for the murderer of my
love, I had been denied even the con-
solation of vengeance. Yet In the end
it was brought home that the murder-
er's knife stabs himeelf and the “rob-
ber robs to render."

It wins a bleak winter day, and Jan-
uary's frost brought the vigorous
youth of London out on to the skating
ponds. Beneath a gray and frosty sky
I mada my way with my skates to the
ornnmental water In Regent's Park.
There, among people who were hurry-
ing hither and thither In a motley
throng, I galned admission into the re-
served enclosure, and was very soon
mixed in the crowd upon the lce. Yet
it was a melancholy pleasure, for this
was the first time I hnd skated since
the tragic affalr three years cince.
The ring of the skates called the sad
seene up to me vividly, 1 could wee
the banks of the frozen river and the
broad moonlit space where HEisa had
met her death; could bear her last

I'' WAS A MELANC

HOLY PLEASURE.

now, amnd would reach the meeting
place before me.

There had been some talk of rob-
bers In the neighborhood recently, and
for this reason I ecarrled not a re-
volver, but a stick In which was con-
cealed & rapler, thinking this was good
enough for them. Thoughts of robbera
were capped by the welrd, dismal howl
of & wolf In the distance, It brought
a chill to my heart—a vague misgiving
and a presentlment of evil, T was not
overconcerned about myself, but I was
In great haste to reach the spot where
Elsa would be waliting for me. A fore-
boding of eatastrophe followed at my
heelg, and as I sped faster and foster
it still followed close., What a fool
1 wes to be Inte and keep my lovael
one walting in a wild spot !

1 was nearing a bend In the river
when a ory reached my ears. Conld It
be the how! of a wolf? It was e
peated. It sounded more human. Was
ft the cry of a womnn? | increasod
my piaece to the utmost to round the
bend whence the cry had procecded
My furebodings of evll grippal  my
heart and lent wings to my foeot,

Agaln the
now Lnew It

ery Wi repeatod, sod
for that of a

Wolnann

aud, what wng move, it was a ¢y of
distress, Another wmoment and [ bad
rounded the bend There 1 saw. iun o

broad pateh of the moanlit lee,

and a woman stroggling tozether.

I shouted. 'The mun turwed his head
and saw iy swift approach.  Then,
guick as thouzht, his knlfe Auashed
twice, and there was o sharp moan
from the woman ns she sank to the
ground. T was now aliost upon then,

when the man darted off. [ gave chase,
thinking to run Ulm throvgh before he
could get up speecd. But he was too
guick for me. As 1 oore down on him
with n rapid sweep he eluded me with
the most peculiar and extraordinary
maneuver I have ever goen on the lee.
But, as he executed this strange (g
ure, I made a swift thrust with my
rapler at his right leg as it was thrown
back for a moment within my reach,
and plerced the Neshy purt of the
crlf. But parsuit was hopeless, e
reached the bend, and with o mocking

tangh agaln executed the extraordd
pary figure which had ballled me, Thea
he was gone, and [ saw hlm ng more

All this was a matter of sesconds
As It was now lLmpossible to eateh the
robber, or whatever be was, I hurried
to the prostrate form upon the
Beading over it, I torned the fuee up
to the Hght. Alas, my worst fenrs were
penlized. 1t was Elsa! Awmd upon the
foe beslde her was the erlinson stain of
her life's blood. The eruel kuife had
gvidently done Its work. She
dylng.

ualekly I presssd my braody fask
to her lips. She stirred, and her eyes
looked up iuto mine

“My dear,” 1 sald, tenderly, “to
pight 1 was goiug to tell you how much
1 loved you. Antd now--and pnow—"

frae

wus

words ringing in my ears, and see the
last look In her eyes upturned to mine,

Mingling among the throng I strove
to drive away these memories. Then
s 1 skated on I ecaught sight of n
crowd gathered round o man who was
cutting figures upon the lee.

I drew near to wateh, and soon saw
that he was no ordinary skater. He
displayed a dexterity and a finish that
are seldom seen, As [ watched him
with admiration be suddenly struck
ucross the open pateh and #ped at a
rapld pace towards the line of specta-
tors at one side, But when he came
within a yard of them he executed o
pecullar movement dlficult to follow,
and, darting off at right angles, just
avolded a eollision.

“Bravo! Bravo!" went up from the

crowd, for It was n wonderful feat
Those aroumd me ejnonlnted expressions
of astonishment, for it was Indeed 5

| trick that thiey had never witnessed hoe-
fore. But 1—! clenched my teeth, and
gild nothing, 1 hnd seen it before. 1t
wius the exact movement by swhich the
murderer of my love had eluded me on
that fotal night three sinee.
Could this be the man? I had not seen
his faee. bat 1 had doly noted and re
membered the twist amd turn and glide

YOurs

l This kdea, that he was the man, grew
aoman | upon me as 1 watched him narrowly.

thnt had baffled me.

Then, nctunted by o sudden  ldea, 1
strack forward tuto the ring and mo-
tlonisl to him.  He brought up sud-
denly and faond me,

*Nou're s qulek skater,” I sald. “Now
! will give yon a start round this ring,
and If you cau prevent mee from cateh
Iing you I'll admit you're the smartest
man I've ever geen on the loe,

“very welll" he repled, with a for-
elgn accent; “try (. And If you can
enteh me you're cleverer than 1"

With the words, he startel off and
I followed, HRound snd round the ring
we went e Hghtulng, the spectators
cheering us I galned on blm and
out my band to cateh
when he leaped rlght poross iy
path, and, with a stumbling backward
el

on
wias stretehing
hiin

moyement,
of the ring

me on the other side

The onlookers ¢heered him
turtexl to the
when |
thing:
n shot,

atel 1 re
This thme
on him, he L] tlu
but I was after him ke
and pressing him close In
middie of the ring But he
to he When he #lmost
within my grasp he swiveled and per
formed the Intricnte manenver thit
had first attracted my attenlon. Be
fore I conld look round he was at the
other side of the ring laughiug at me

“I give It up,” 1 sald
clever for me.”

“1 give It up, 100" he sdd, “I've
had enough”  And with that he sounght
the bank, and, sitting down on a chalr,

churge agoin
wne ¢lose

Hiing

was not

caught wias

“You are too

*Murder!” he sald, with growing ex
citement. “Are you sure of ItT"

"Yes," T replied “Do you happen Lo
remember the case of Elsa von Rosen-
tower, killed ou the fce at Heldelberg,
three years ago¥"

“I've heard of 1" he replled. *They
never found the man. You don't mean
to say that——"

“1 do,” 1 sald. “You come and stand
nearby while I talk to him! amd take
your cue from me."”

With this I appronched the foreigner,
and the pollceman established himself
nearby.

“That's an extraordiuary figure of
yours,” 1 sald.

“Yea," he replled. “I think I may
elalm a—what you call—a monopoly of
that. You see, no one else can do 11"

“Are yon sure?’ 1 asked, polntedly,
“I fancy I've seen it somewhere."”

He looked Ineredulous.

“T'I1 wager you n hundred golden s v
orelgns you ean't show me another man
who can do 1L" he mald  “"Where di¢
you see 1t7°

“On a branch of the Neckar,” 1 re
pliad. “Leading up to the Castle Rosen
tower.”

The man's jaw fell, and he blanched
suddenly as I went on: “Of course, it
was you. I tried to overtake you, but
you—-"

“Me!" he ejaculated, recovering him
self. “What proof have you of that?"

“The trick you performed on the lce
Just now to elude me was the same
that you employed on that oceasion.”

“That l& nonsense " he cried, starting
up and glaring at me. “Do you supposs
that ['m the only one In the world thau
can do 1t7

“You sald just now that no one cls+
could do It,” 1 replled. “You're the
man without a doubt.”

“Absurd ! Ridiculous!” he eoried
angaln, while 1 caught the pollceman’s
aye. “*This Is too much. You are
romancing, 1 tell you X

“Listen to me,” I sald, interrupting
him. Do you know me?"

“No; I never set eyes on you before.’

“Good. That lends additlonal welght
to what T have to say. It is this
While I was chasing you 1 managed to
run my rapler through the ealf of your
right leg before you tricked me. 1 pre
sume the mark Is still there?"

He laughed uneasily.

“Ach! Gott!"” he sald. “You Bug
lish are too much. To accuse a man
of murder because he can cut a certain
figure on the lce, and because you
think he has a little mark on the ealf
of his leg—ach! That's good!" And
he laughed again.

But his amusement was short-lived.

“Murder!" sald I. “Who accused you
of murder? I never sald a4 word about
murder."”

“Not to him,”. sald the polleeman.
now stepping forward, “but you did to
me a iittle while back., Will you charge
this man?' he went on, addressing me
*He seems to know exactly what the
charge 8" ‘

“Yes” I returned. “1 charge him
with the murder of Elsa von Ilosen
tower, three years ago, on the Neckar!”

There was a sensation among the
gpectators as the man, pale us death,
looked this way and that as If for somse
loophole of escape. But, with the po
lleeman's heavy hand upon him, there
was small chance, and he was led away
like one In a dream, self-convicted .y
his own words.

Subsgequent Investigation proved him
to be the right man, for there was the
small mark of the rapler wound visible
upon the calf of his leg. The whole
muatter was cleared up and his ldentity
was proved beyond a doubt. In due
course he was executed, and 1 had the
melancholy satisfaction of knowling that
the very trick by means of which he
had escaped me on that tragle night
had now brought about his just doom.
—Phlladelphla Telegraph.

“ADS" THAT PARIS EKNOWS.

Hernlding of Goods for Sale Differs
from America's Methods.
The new moving pleture arrangement
for advertising on the “Great Whits
Way" I8 one of the means of advir
tisement with which Parisians have
long been familinr. The eilmematographs
are the most amusing things on the
boulevards at night, portraylng crazy
stories, interspersed with many re
clames, says the New York Pust
Posters are more employed than over
here, Although Paris bhonsts of few
giaring blllboards, almost every bhlank
wall space I8 covered with little slips
advertising hongeg to rent, furnitore to
sell or lelp wanted. Rach bill should
have a governmental stamp of a few
centimes, and who do not pay
this duty to the government are [able
fo prosecution,
Politienl nnd mass meetings are also
nnnounced o this way; In faect, It Is
the usunl form of agitating. The recent
strikes were made publle by means of
posters, and at regular intervals the
women's rights members go about past-
Ing slips,
Sandwich mon are extenslvely em-
ployed. especially by the music hall
On the Boulevard 8t. Michaei an old
man walks with half.closed eyes, earry
ing a slgn which reads In hig letters:
“Po Not Behlml.” Needless to
say, every one hastens to do so.
The custom of distributing reclnmes
in the street, nlthough seen here, 18 by
no menans A8 genersl as in France
I'here 1t 18 o common advertising ime-
dtum.  Any husiness, from dressmaking
nud Ary poods to schools and libraries,
is recommended.  This 18, lodeed, o reg
wlor business, aod the distriboters, men
and women, must have a loense.
I'he theater Is an advertising medinm
for dressmakers and milliners. It s n
fact that the princlpal Pa-
ACIPSSDS puy for thelr
these are furnished by the hig
petibllshiments free of charge, provided
thelr names flgure on the program.

those

TLook

waell-Know
risian never

rhresses ;

IHim Also,
“1ler hats beggur description.”
“And that's not all they beggar If
Lher husband tells the troth."—Houston
Prosr,

There ore two Esperanto olubs In
Moscow, and over a thousand persons

called for his skates to be removed
Beving this, | at onoe made my way l
to u pollceman, and brictly explalned

“Dear,” sbe repled plaintively, “I

my susplcions to bhim.

ure busy studylog the language. A
ook store will ghortly be opened, In
which ouly books. printed in Esperanto

will be sold

——Cood—
Short Stories

SIS NG

Gaston burst ke a whiriwind In
apon his friend Alphonse, “Will you
he my witness?' he cried. “Golng to
ight?" *“No; going to get married.”
Alphonse after a pause lnquired, “Can't
you apologlue®”

It was an awfully old joke, but the
Amerfean thought it might cansa his
English friend to generate a smile
“Just hefore 1 salled for Liverpool,”
«afd the Amerlenn, “1 dreamed that 1
was dead, and the heat woke me up.”
‘Bo?" rejoined the Englishman, serl-
susly, “The weather must be beastly
hot In Ameriea”

Dr. Walter €. Bmith, the populnr
dcoteh poet-preacher, on one oceasion
tried to explain to an old lady the
weaning of the scriptural expression,
“Take up thy bed and walk,” by saying
that the bed was simply a mat or rug
easily taken up and carrled away. "“No,
no,” replied the lady., “1 canna be-
lieve that. The bed was a regular
four-poster, There would be no miracle
in walking away wi' a bit o' mat or
rig on your back."”

Ruobe Waddell, the baseball star, at
a bonguet In his honor In St. Louis,
sald of piteching: “The secret of wiln-
ning pitehing is trickery. 1 once knew
t Nicetown drummer named Horton
l who would have made a fine pitcher, 1
found Horton one day writing In a red
ook, ‘A diary? sald I ‘I didn’t
| know you kept a diary, Horton!' ‘It Is
mly a fake one,' he replled. ‘I make out
m it that I lead the life of a saint.
Then 1 leave It lylng around for my
wife to read.’"™

An old lady was aocosted In a Lon-
fdon sire by a well-dressed and re-
tined-lookIng strogiger, who effusively
'aimed her as a friend, 1 really
don't belleve you remember me!" she
exclaimed, reproachfully, and the old

mdy, never doubting that her memory

wvas ot fault, confessed that she could
netl quite recall the name. “Ah! but
, | have changed it since you knew me,”
‘uald her interlocutor, gayly, and after

1 few more lively speaches she passad
on, having possessed herself meanwhlile
of the old lady's purse.

When Charles Dudley Warner was
the aditor of the Hartford, Connecticnt,
I'ress, baek In the sixties, arousing
the patriotism of the State by his vig-
arons appeals, one of the type-setlers
came In from the comporing room, and,
planting  himself before the editor,
sald: “Well, Mr. Warner, I've declded
to enlist In the army.” With mingled
sengations of pride and responsibillty,
Mr. Warner replied encourngingly that
i was glad to see that the man felt
he eall of duty. *“Oh, It isn't that,”
~uld the truthful compositor; “but 1'd
wther be shot than try to set any more
of your eopy.”

One of Lord Carmarthen's fnture
anstitnents once asked the youthful
Andidate his oplulon npon some nh-
struse question of which he knew noth-
meg.  “Let him alone!" erled another,
deriglvely : “don't you see he's nothing
it 0 baby?" “What do you think?"
witernted his ingquirer, heedless of the

| interruption and determined to have
| un answer, I think,” sald Lord Car-
| marthen, with ready wit, “that it !s
| vgh time for all bables to be in bed" ;
| and so saying he gathered up  his
L papers amd disappeared from the pat-
. torm.  Again—andd this last anecdote Is
. »0 well known as to have become well-
- nlgh historical—at a crowded meeting
[ lust hefore his election, he was
errupted by the question: “Does your
uther know you're out?" “Yes, tle
loes,” was the instant retort, “and ¥
Iuesday night she will know I'm fn"”
ills prophecy proved correct amnd he
aeadid the poll by o large majority.

EFFECT OF AN AWFUL EXAMPLE.
Arought Home to Eleanor Her
Lok of Accomplishments,

“Well, John, what am [ golng to
g with Eleanor? 1 can’t make her
mke any interest in practical things"
vl Mrs. PParks.

| You must remember, my dear, tuat

Jeanor is young yet; she’'s more inter-
sted In having a good time”

“Of course | want her to have a
ool time, but she onght to know how
o o n few things besides play tennis
il basket-ball Why, when 1 was
wventeen 1 conld sew well and wos

zond cook."

“But you nre o remarioble woman,
you know,”™ snld Mr. Purks, with a
weinkling eve, “and you doubtless be
gom by belng a remarkable giri—"

“sNow, John, don't foolish," an-
sweoered Mrs, Parks, biushing with pieas-
yre.  “1 wasn't remarkable at all, and
really I've tried o hinrd with Eleanor.

got up n luncheon club, o try and
inspire her to learn cooking. Each
girl was to prepare two dishes; bat,
denr me! Eleanor nlways had an fin-
perative engagement, and at the jast
moment the ecook and I prepared them.
Then 1 told her she might have an-
viper mustin dress, which ghe wnuoled,
I shie'd make It heeself, with my help.
She tnlks about 1, bot never gets at

it

i, What & time she’'d have if she
were married !
“Oh, don't worey abont 1t, Martla.

fomething will happen perhaps to di-
rivct her Iterest to home things, HBot
<he won't be marrving yot a1 while *
“Well, 1 don't know, John, Madge
Richards was only nineteen—"

At this moment Eleanor burst in,
pretly as o n pleture, hor balr a lttie
wild and her face fushed from the

s of tennis

Mother,” shie exclnlmed, “huve you
Ieard what's happened? Why, [ obink
(' perfectly awful!  Madge Richacds

has come home! T mean she's been
brought home,  Her hasband  brought
her, She sald he hadn't enough money

vl to supply the necessiry servants
16 take carve of her, and be'd brought
her ook because she couldn't do any-
thing, Isn't that awful?”

“Yes, | think it Is pretty awifal,"
upswered Mres, arks, not daring to

boarks md ber huosband, “bot if she loves
it shie ean begin and learn now."

“OUh, Jobn, Isn't It funny (o see 1t

work?" exclalmed Mrs, Parks the uext

This morning Weanor asked nm If 1
could help her with that dress, and
though I had planned to do other
things, 1 said yes, and she worked llke
a Trojan all the morning. Then at
lunclhicon she sald she thought she'd
surprise the girls of the old luncheon
club by learning to prepare a whole
meal, and then Invite them to eat It.
I told her she might, and to-morrow
merning she's golng to learn to eream
petatoes and make mayonnalse dress
ing. Poor Madge's return has had
more effect than all my planning and
trying."”

To which Mr. Parks replled, “Oh, |
told you not te worry, Eleanor's all
right."—Youth's Companion.
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Almost every ship which gets intg
port hns an experlence to relate of
stolen passages. Perhaps the most cus
rious case of a stowaway is told in a
recent number of the New York Times,
The adventure took place on the
Britsh freighter Matoppo, which reach-
ed Its berth a short time ago at a South
Brooklyn dock.

In February the Matoppo salled from
Caleutta with n load of ralls for the
Trans-Siberian rallway. It unloaded |
at Dalny and on Its return trip, on the
third night out its strange stowaway
was discovered.

A number of chickens, kept in & coop
on the poop-deck, were found slaugh- {
tered one morning. The next night n
sheep was killed, and its half-eaten |
carcass left near the machlnery room,
A watch was then kept, and It was
found that # Manchurian tiger was on
board the ship. The creature had stolen
on board at Dalny, secreted ltself and
driven on deck by hunger had commit- |
ted the depredations which bad set the
crew to wondering.

In spite of a strict lookout no near |
view of the cat could be obtained. At
daytight search falled to reveal its hid-
ing place. Onee or twice the crew
eaught sight of two green oyes glaring
out of the darkness, but they vanished
before a gun could be brought to shoul- |
der.

The theftsa went on. Then, one night,
a Chluese fireman, crossing the deck, |
was badly scared by the sudden appear- }

ance of the anlmal. The captain decid-
sd that something must be done. An-
other hunt was organized, The first,
second and third offlcers were armed
and the crew provided with clubs to
beat up the game. It was night when
the erenture was finnlly discovered be-
hind some odds and ends In the space
under the poop-deck,

The second officer wns the first to
see the big eat. Two biazing eyes were
turned in his direction and the officer
fired: There wns a cry from the anl
mnl, and then the lithe body was
Inunched full at s would-be slayer.
The officer fired Agnin, and then, ng he
half turned to avold the springing anl-
mal, It struck him full on the shoul-
der. The cat's sharp claws cut his coat
from the collar down, Then the benst
hounded through the door lending to
the deck.

At that spot conl had been pllg up
to the rail. ‘The men who had run aft
at the sound of the shot saw the ani-
mal bound up this pile and leap far ont
Into the sea.

“It was very Interesting.” sald the |
gocond officer, “but we were all disap-
polnted beenuse we lost the skin.”

OLD SLEUTH UP TO DATE.

:
There Are More Wayn than One of
Folling the Villain,

Right at the mouth of the tunnel our
hero lay, tightly bound across the track,
gays Judge. A few yards up the hill-
side was his sweetheart, lashed to a
tree, Near by stood the villain Tar-
box, arms folded, a dinbolieal grin on
his face, as he invited the helpless girl
to see the destruction of her lover,
What could save him? Already there
echioed from the tunnel the roar of the
oxpress tealn as it thundered down the

mountain slope toward its vietim,

“Keep up your courage, dear,” sald
the doomed man culmly. “I'rovidence
will yet provide an escape from that
scoundrel’s tolls, never fenr.”

“Lat's see murmured the great an
thor abstractedly, us he paused a mo
ment In his dictation. “llow's she go
Ing to get him out of that ix? Bhe
ean't rush wildly Into the tunnel and
flag the traln with a sulphurous mateh
because she's tied. She ean't Influence
the villain, because his 1s o heart of
stone. The englneer couldn't hear her
plerclng shriek, because the traln I8 o
# tunnel, Her falthful hound couldn’t
untie Wim, She - Oh, 1 have 1t! Of
course,” and he resumed his dictation

Just as the headlight of the ap-
proaching train twinkled ioto view far
up the subterranean passage, a sudden,
flerce gust of wind blew down  the
mountaln, struck our herolhe’'s hat,
which had been leaning against o tree
and trundled it across the open space
Into the eavernous mouth of the tunnel
A moment later was heard a long.
bursh, gratlng sereech, unid the locomo
tive, Its whoels tangled and lockad In
the mommoth rulns of the hat, enme
to o standstill with Its cow-eateher just
touching our hero's hale, Men descend-
e from the eab and relensed hilm and
the girl, while the wretch Tarbox dash- |
e awny Into the night, shaking his '
clenclusl fists in Litter anger at the sky

“Thank God'™ gasped ovr herolne |
widly suuk faluting Into her |
lover's nrms. “Thank God that | wore |
my Merry Widow Instead of the usunl |

wild rose!

na she

Obliging, Yet Grateful,
“It 18 very kind of you," said the
lady to her stout husband, as he knelt
before her to put on her overshoes,

“Dion't mentlon i, mwy dear,” he re-
plied. “Nevertheless, | am glad you
are not o contipede” —Judge.

Her Way.

| to Theodore

e Liked Boys Whe Would Spend
Money Upon Hew.

Natalle Joyee held a pretty brace-
leted arm before Pen Darlington. “Ses
what It Is to have a birthday!" she
eried, gally.

“Three! Natalle Joyce, aren't you
the luckiest? And isn't that one with
the pearis a beauty?' Pen's voice
sounded as happy as If the pretty
things wera her own-—it was n way
Pen had.

Natalle twisted the one with the
pearls thoughtfully, “It is lovely,” she
snid, “only I kind of hated te have
Dick Marshall spend so much for It”

“Dick Marshall!” Pen repeated.

Natalle dimpled. “And the others are
from Ralph Dixon and Brent Lyon.
Wasn't It funny they should all have
had the same idea? What Is the mat-
ter with you, Pen Darlington? You
look % solemn as an owl.”™

“I wish you—hadn't let them" Pen
sald, bravely.

Natalle stripped the bracelets off and
thrust them In her pocket.

“I might have remembered what n
Puritan you are!”™ she sald, angrily.
“You needn't have sald a word—It's
enough to stand there looking a hun
dred things, each worse than the last.”

“I'm sorry,” Pen faltered.

“It looks like it!" Natalle retorted,
marching off. At the corner, however,
her anger fell away and her dimples
came back, for she saw Rob Darling-

! ton coming, and In the secret place In

her heart where she kopt her dreams

-still sweet and innocent girl-dreams,
in spite of her vanity—Robd Darlington
moved as hero, The two went on to-
gether, laughing and talking, both well
content. But that evening Rob came
to hix sister’s room,

“I want to ask you something, Pen,”
he sald.

“All right,” Pen responded. Bhe was
very proud of her big brother.

“It's about Natalle Joyce,” Rob rald,
werlously. “Pen, Is it true that she
aocepts presents—valunble ones—from
any fellow who glves them to her?
Fellows llke Ralph Dixon, for in-
stance 7"

Pen shook her head. “No fair, Rob”
she sald, quletly.

“1 supposed you'd say that” Rob
returned. *1 heard the fellows talk-
ing anbout it, and I wouldn't belleve
it.” He strode across to the windaw
and stood looking out, whistling soft-
Iy, n long time.

Nalalte wondered why Rob Darling
ton stopped coming to see her. Then
uhe decolded that it was not worth
worrying about. She never would have
cured for him, anyway; he was too
proper. She liked boys who were good
fun and gave you things, She had six
wracelets now.—Youth's Companion.

NEW POINT OF VIEW.
Mlever Saggesilon of a Woman teo
Ald Erring Youth,

“I had to dismiss that office boy of
mine, Mary-—yon recall him, don't
you?' sald Mr. Clark to his wife one
avening, according to the Youth's Com
panion., “He stole. We weren't sure
of it at first, but one dny we found
out certainly. There were n lot of print-
od and stamped envelopes that we kept
stored In an unused closet, intending
to have them redeemed some time, Ted
got abead of us, though. He wrote n
jetter on n typewriter, using the office
stationery. It was addressed to the
postmaster, and requested him to give
the money for the
envelopes he was returning.”

“Did he slgn it asked the wife,

“Yes, lie dld that, too; and It was
the Hliterate handwriting that gave
him away. The postal clerk telephoned
up to see if it was all right—there was
about $20 Involved—and so we caught
him."

“What dld you do then?”

“We gave the boy a long lecture—
frightened him with the reform school,
and so on—and then fired him."”

“Was that all? asked the wife.

“Why, yes. We couldn't keep him,
Jof course. Ile is not fit to do any
trustworthy work. We cannot afford
ro risk it."

“It seems to me,” sald the woman,
“that you anre running a blgger risk
in turning him loose this way. If no
sne kuows hls weakness he will be
more easlly tempted agnin, and his fo-
ture employers, not understanding with
whom they nre dealing, may suffer bad-
ly from his thefts.”

“Well, what would you do¥"’

“Keep him. Watch him without let-
ting him know it. Ile Is only a child
it he does not renlizse that every bad
thing he does will be discovered sooner
or later. Some oneé should teach him,
Don't you think you ought to? It was
in your employment that he came to
grier.”

“1 hadn't thought of it In that way.
bput 1 don't know but what you are
right, Mary," sald her bhusband. “I
will tnke him back and give him aun-
ather show.”

Fnlling In Love,

1 do not doubt as the world goes
on & deeper sense of moral responsibil-
ty in the matter of marringe will grow
ip among us. But it will not take the
wlse direction of lgnoring these our
profoundest and hollest Instinets,  Mar-
‘Juge for money may go, marriage for
wnk may go, marrlage for position
uny 2o, but marringe for love, | be
leye and trust, will last forever., Men
i the future will probably feel that a

wlon with thely cousius or near rela-
ions 19 positively wieked ; that unlon
vith those too ke thew In person or
lwposition s at least upde slrable ; thut
v undon based upon constderations of

wenlth or any other cousideration save
arslderntions of  Taaeediate  prtural
pprelse 18 base and disgraceful,  But

o the el of thiae they will continue W
ol 1 eplte of doctrinnires that the
oloe of unturs & better far than the
of the lord clhinpeellor or the
royal soclety nnd that the lustinetive
desive for # partieniar helpmate s a
snrer gulde for the ditimute happloness
Both of the race and of the ndividual
than any amount of dellberate econsul-

\'lll-'.‘

“I wouldn't ery llke that If 1 were
vou," sald a lady to little Allee.

well,” sald Allce between her sobs,
“you can ory any way you like, bat

inthon. 1t 1 not the foollsh fancles of
youth that will have to be got rid of,
ut the foollsh, wicked and mischlevous
Interferenoe of pureonts or outibders--

this 18 my way."—United Pregbyterian.

Grunt Allen.
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It took Max Grelber four years

become the prosperous and
of a restaurant, after
been a loafor and a “bum.” His
had died, his children were with theh
and he himself had beey
twice In the hospital before he got tq
drifting. A useless, objoctless, pitifa)

Ife it was that he led for a while. He
“didn’t seem  to succeed,” somehow,
When he was at last on his feet agaly
and his own master, he told the story
to an acquaintance as follows:

1 was n full-fisdged hobo, 1 tell you(
Slept out nights, nnd drank every time
I got a nickel, Many's the time the cop
has come along and warmed the solet
of my feet to wake me up amd keeg
me from freezing stilf in some alleyway
or hall, DBut | got & jounce one day
that made me sce things differently, If
was this way:

1 used to be good looking—I mean
clean and well dressed. 1 took pride
in belng smart. Why, when my wife
was allve, | wouldn't start to work In
the morning with my dinper bucket tilf
my halr was parted just so—that's the
truth !

Well, maybe vanity lsn't the worsi
vice a man can have. I was going along
the street this day I tell you of, and )
eame to where some fellows were put
ting one of those big pinte glass win
dows Into n store front. They'd gof
the boarding off one face of the ginss
and I turned the corner and came poy
onto a full length reflection of myself
in that window pane.

“Why," says 1 to myself, “what §
flthy looking bum that fellow is!” And
then I realized that the face was ming

When 1 got it inte my hend that thap
blear-eyed, ragged, unshaved, dirty vk
ston in the gloss was the reflection of
Max Grelber, that declded me. )
wasn't . minote declding to turn
square, 1 knew 1 was gradually drift
ing from bad to worse, but this struch
me ke a cluby I stopped drinking they
and there—and It wasp't any
brenk. It was harder still to get
work. 1'd got so used to loafing that
thought 1 wns sick when I began to pul
wome hard llcks In onece more,

I took the first thing that eame
hand. 1 found a couple of bags and
went to the nearest place where they
were tearing down a house, and begged
some wood, [ didn't have an ax, and
the worgmen wouldn't have trusted mq
with one If T had asked to borrow if

I broke the wood Into kindiing lengtd
with a paving brick. When I had twe
hags full I went through the streety
hollering, “Wood! Wood!" till 1 sold
them. ‘I'hat gave.me twenty cents. 1}
pald half of It for a shave and the next
day, when 1'd earned more, T went tq
the barber ngnin and got my halr cut.

I kept at it like a dog In a treadmill
[ wasn'i contented with just filling my
stomach. As fast as 1 could I got wholg
clothing from second hand shops. 1
hired & room for a dollar a week. A
lot of my old pals,still hung nround,
and 1 et them to work. 1 bought an
umdupmetlmlmnlrurtherlm
to clean out the refuse wood where 8
contractor wns at work. I cut the
and sold It to my pals for five or
sents a bag. They had to bring
bage back or they didn’t get any

Finally, when 1 got a little money to
gether, I went back to my trade, saved
up, and here 1 am with a little business
of my own today. 1 have a home, with
the old folks and the kids In it. I cay
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sce myself as I was.

COSMOPOLITAN CARDIFF.
——
Few Cities In the Werld Have Sueh
» Mingling of Races,

The preconcelved Impressions of Car
A1 are very far from accurate. Peo
ple generally suppose It to be a sooty
and ugly coal town, with a thick atmos
phere and processions of grim miners
passing through the streets between the
shafts and their slate thatched cot.
tages. On the contrary, it is one of
the prettiest cities in the kingdom, with
wide, clean streets, lined with shade
trees and rows of comfortable villas,
with flower gardens, shrubbery and
elinging vines, writes Willlam E. Curtls,

Although CardiT handles more coal
than any other plice In the world, and
that Is the chief occupation of its eltl-
zens, a stranger might live here for a
yenr without suspecting such a thing
from appearances.  There isn't a mine
within nine miles of the place, and the
conl i8 enrried directly fram the shafts
in rallway trains to the docks, which
lle some distanee below the residence
portion of the city. They are reached
by n long sireet that Is inhabited by
peaple of every clime on earth, chiefly
sullor folk, who have been stranded
here ot the end of voyages or are keep-
ing bonrding houses and shops for the
patronuge of thelr fellow countrymen
who come here by the sea.

The conl of Cardiff goes to every
port except those of the United States.
It cian be founid at almost every face
tory In the world outside of our coun-
iry amd furnlshes steam to moye the
Nepts of nearly evYery oatlon,  Hence
the shiipping that comes to Cardll rep-
corresponding  pumber  of
ountries, and perhaps noe other city
sxeept It he PPory Spkd, nt the entrance
of the Suez Cangl, or Panama, or Pun-
tn Arenns, on the Stralts of Magellan,
Has so vny races represented in ite
popaintion. IFf you will tnke n tram-
car from the ¢y to the docks you mn
sieaw In alinost every Innguage
Bunglog over the doors of shops and
remliiurents nl boanrding houses,

reracnts N
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What He Saw.

Mra. MeSwa Cihiger, how did you
e the decorstons st the éhuarch this
morning?

M, Meswut—All the decorations I
conlit see, Lobelin, were worn by the
voung by fpomt of me, 1 liked
the grrad sweop of the brim, the Soral
Aisplay and e geteral arrangement of
the riboopa, bt 1 theught the dead bird

lookied] ond af
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