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speculative rushes are not of the sert THE LEGEND OF THE PINE lar and passed It up fo the mab on | paused & moment
Dd“ Mt’ Hel'ﬂld to earry the game through to its fin — the fance. )‘.l.l'll”l!o— and today her son saves L

f ake actual raschers of iah ben Jehoidah, he that Jed “Get & good seat” he laughingly | my life” '

DAROTA OATY :;Emn,:?‘.,.,n — n'.:;:"m:“d ;:,“ of Bolomed. bent low sald. “And don't forgel the red lamo. The young man bhad drawn back 8 O’d Favor!tes
- ooy Hefore (hat anc'oit king nade ™ | Hitle. Now he came nearer

dehn M. Raam, =~ - Publiaher
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TOUr Credit Tuay e oo, It vauy

money s beller

Nebody hnas as ye! made & success
of predicting the end of tho world

I & man knows all abou! you and
W #IM gour friend, he'll do to tis fo
When the muth pole In discoversd
Lot somebody stay (heré and gt on I

When & woman acquires a job lot of
trinkets ehe begine to mponk of her
eweln

The awdo runs ovel
he adroplane runs ovaer
don’t mind It a bit

you and vou die

and you

The proof that thers is no copl trim
e found when the i
barcasned ono iriesm
ik

H-rn!-..;qr.l-.
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Tho snng bonls of the futurd will be
emyplayed to yaok the dark and men
acing cleudn out of the anerial high
WL,

On her et trip over the Lusitanii
eonammed $16,000 worth of coal How
would you ke to be the Lusitania’s
oon! maad

“"What In l kisa " anks the New Or
eans States. 1f the editor of thal pa
por doesn’t know by this  Ume he
Rever will Jearn,

Perhaps melther DPeary nor Cook
would Bave discoversd the north pole
# they'd known thers was golng to
b emch & fuss about It

Mara l only 25000000 milas dis
tant [ram the earth now, It Is o fact,
bowever, that thore are s good many
wide, open lends belwnen the iwo
planets

The Wea that there Is always room

the top may be all right, neverthe-

N §s fortunate thst Cook and

Peary diin't reach the north pole st
the some thme.

During “unviation weak” at Rheims
an aeroplanist was fined twenty francs
for reckless fylng. He did not run
into any eome, nor did he swmash Into
anything: he merely frightened the
spectators,

Dr. Murphy says the man who dis
oovers how to kill the cancer germ
will be n greater man than the dis
eoverer of the north pole. We might
make n slmilar claim for the man who
shall disoever & hair restorer that will
restore

—_—

Yes, fellow citizens, your Uncle Sam
uits on the North Pole, rests one fool
on the Far East, the other on the Far

and progress.

E THE END OW THE FEUD. g!
A AL AL LR 4

Recontly there dled & man of wealth
and prominence whoss busmoess WwWas
conductad In accordance with a policy
of enlightensd sall-interost—that net
Ive #ndenvor toward perseonal advance
ment which takes luto account in large
measure tha general good. He was &
manufacturer of hleyeles, and reallzing
that lmproved highways roeant In
creasad demand for the products of his
factorien, he became & plonser In the
movemeant for good Henllzing
aleo that & mora genaral appreciation
of (he many pleasurss and benefits of
outdoor life would mean more bicycle
riding. he established a magazine de
volad to such life. The two causas
which he helped along in energetic and
practical fashion need no defense
floth are generaly accepted s lmport
ant facters in the material advance
maont of the country and in the per-
ponal welfare of s people. When the
bicyele declined in popularity this man
engaged in the manufacture of Auto
mobiles, and continuad his advecacy
of good roads. That he prospered by
his faralghtedneas vindicated the wis
dom of hix eourse, sven frem the self-
fah polnt of view, [Every man Is justl
fed In promoting his ewn welfare, in
protecting his own Interests and in
nequiring n competence ugainst the
inevitable old age. [t I8 his duty to
do this, and happy the man, and happy
the community In which he lives and
Inbore, when he does It In such & way
that those reund him are benefited
rather than Iinjured, Neot null can be
great manufacturers and*galn wealth
by leadership In natlonal movemsnts
but every person can act on the sound
theory that self-interest Is bost served,
not by the narrow selfishnoss which
sees only the preseut day and the fm
medinte surroundings, but by the far
slghtodness which Includes the days to
come, and the comprehensive planning
which Involves the common wellare

roads
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The idea of tercy Is not assoclated

met the dluabled master of rallways
and talked with him for a brief hour,
and then the eminent physiclan had
called & halt and ordered hils patlent
back to his hath and his bed.

For lragues on lengues
1 eought the priceless gift
To thee, beloved muster

Thone drops that fell be
The Dews of Life, a draft
Immortal youth

Forever, Shleld of Juds
The noble beaker taking,
To dream, as old men w»
“To llve faraver! Ro,

Of sarthly care?

My hear! deaires” \Vhat!

True, gallant soldier? Na
Man's Hfe belongs In (iod
Aud thus

Upon the sands, and wh
They touched the barren

That faithful tree, the n

Youth's Companion

aternal
To him that drains thelr essence

“My lord,” ha sald,
beyond the Jordan's flow
that now 1 bear

lo! within

This cup of golden beryl sparkle falr

fore the world ktew aln-—

wharee! shall glve
deathleas spring

Drink! and live

hi” And the king

paused a apace

ill; then, musing, spoke

when all my race
Hath passed away, alone to bear the yoke
When none in left alive
Of these | love, of those whom even now

Shall T survive

All, all my friends, such perfect friends as thou,

y. The sacred Innis

Lat others rale; my daye are growlng few;

‘s almighty hands;

| do as God would bhave me do!”
He turned (he cup; the preclous drops were Aung

ere with Iife dlyine
waste, In beauty sprung
ever-fading plne
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The conference at Conway hnd been
brief. The man from the city had

The man from the city had virtually

to any great degree with the Amerl
can Indian. Yet he is not now—and
never was—uniformly Implacable and
hard-hearted. In a beook oen “The
Columbla River,” W. D. Lyman re
counta an Incldent, which If net typl
cal, s at least worth repeating for ils
intrinslc worth. Hetween the Shus
waps and the Okanogans there wos a
deadly and longweontinued enmity
This was ended in 8 ecurious and in
teresting manner.

The Shuswaps had captured the only
daughter of the Okanegan chief. She
wis led with other eaptives Into the
SBhuswap camp, The boasting warriory
wers gloating over the poor vietim,
and the squaws wera dlacussing the

eomplated hi=s work, however,
the slok nuuu s successor, self-appoint-
|Qd. it Is true, Lyt
test his clalm

ald captain of Industry by the hand.
that It might be for the last time, and
the feeling

tenderness to his parting words.

piated a two days' stay.
but one,
salzed

He was
with nene to con-

He was consclous when he shook the

added mn unaccustomed

The man from the city had antlel-
He had used
And then a sudden whim
him. The village where he
had spent his boyhood, the old home
he had never revisited, was but twenty
miles away, It was not on the rall
way line, but he could rent a con-
veyancs of some kind, perhaps an auto-

greatest posaible imdigoities and tor
tures for her, when an aged white

West, and with his horny hands dig8 | haired chief got the attention of the

a ditch across the middle of the hom-

Aphera, whila his sons capture all the
prizea of the alr and earth, (Deafen-
ng applause.)

A law has reecantly gone lnto effect
in New Jersey which compels all ve-
hicles—net only automoblles, as is the
custom everywhare, but all teams
using the public highways at night—
to oarry two lghts, one In front and
one In the roenr. SBuch s law, falth-
fully enforced, s a cheap and praeti:
eal method of safeguarding highway
trafMc, not only from collislons, hut
slso freom the numerous accldents
which result from bad places In roada
and bridges.

Continued efforts are malking by the
Natlional Assocliation for the Study and
Prevemtlon of Tuberculosis to discour-
age the practlce of sending Indigent
eousumptives from the East to the
West and the Southwesl, It has lately
reported that more than seven thou-
mand persons, hopeleasly dlseased. go
from the East every year, only to dle
In one of the five States favored by
consumptives. Taberculosia can ba
carod or arrested In aay part of the
sountry, and the percentage of cures
in the East Isn nearly an great as In
the Waest,

The most cursory survey of the
world's Mterature, dramatle or other
wise, will convince anyone that the
profeasion of humorlst or true come
dian ts one of the most exacting aver
known. The lokesmith may get a mo-
mentary Inugh from an audlence that
Is willing to take the will for the
fAeed. Put the man who would set his
name among those who have made
permanent additions 1o tha world's
fun must have a llst of speciflcations
for a permit to make a road throngh
a Plnchot raserve., He must have in-
slght, sympathy, knowledge of charse-
ter. He must have a sense for fact
that is felt beneath his alrlest webs of
fancy. He must have un ear for the
right word that no correspondencs
school can cenfer. It Is easler to be
wit than to be & humoriat: sasler to
laugh at people than to langh with
them. or make them laugh at them-
wiven

The rush of thousands of eager In
Mviduals to the Indian land openings
in Montana shows to what en extent
Innd bhunger s besetting the people
It I8 » question If one out of & thouy-
sand among those that have reglatered
fn the hope of securing Indlan reser
vation land has any Intentlon of get-
tiing and bonestly “farming I11." even
i he In locky. The land hunger has
become an obssssion. fed by the lottery
method the government sees At to
utilize in distributing those lands. 1t
fs the old story of “taklug a chance,”
and the Individual pays rallrond fare
and Myving expenses, which amount to
no inconmidernble sum, in the hope of
Lelng one of the lucky ones In Uncle
Bum's Jottery. If a plot of ground s
drawn, no doubt It will e scorned as
something undesirable—for even
most productive wostern

suticiug o Hs sagebrush

land is not
forme. It

means hard work to bripg s productive

farm out of raw western land, and

opened, and that ke now saw that tor

the

tribe,

He declared that his heart had been

ture and death ought to end. He pro
posed that instead of shame and tor
ture they should confer honor on th
chieftain's child,
He sald, “1 ean hear the old chle
and his squaw weeping all the nighi
for their lost daughter.'
He then propossd that they adors
the captive with flowers, put her o a|
procession, with all the chlefs loadad
with presents, and restors her to her
father,
The girl, meanwhile, who did not
understand a word of the language,
was awalting torture or death. What
was lher astonlshment to find hersell
decorated with homor and msent with
the glftladen chiefs toward her [fath |
er's camp.
On the next day the mourning chilef
of the Okanogana and his wife, look |
Ing from thelr desolate lodge, saw o
largs procession npproaching, and they :
sald, “They are coming to demand u|
ransom."” |
As the processlon drew nearer, one
of the men sald that It Jooked llke a
woman adorned with flowers in the
midst of men with presents of robes
and necklaces,
Then they cried out, “It In our child
and ahe |s resiored to ua!™ |
They met the provession with re |
joleing and henrd the speech of the |
old Shuswap chlel. And after that
thers was peace botwoen the Shuswaps
and the Okanogans,

vHpeed” Means 1o Acgulre Suceess

When we use the siang “too slow™
as applied to non-stucoess we are speak
Ing correctly, according to etymology
for “slow" conveys an ldea oppoatto
to that of “speed,” and for more than
10,000 years Lhe root from which
“speea™ bas grown has prescrved its

quickneus In grasping, In drawing to,
in extending, In making room for ae.
tion, In bringing prosperity und sue
cems by reaching out.

Our Aryan ancestors useid the llttle
word “spa,” and from It has grown
nmong secores of other words, our word
“upeed.” which, through the centuries,
has not been restricted to lta mean
Ing of velocity, It concelved the
thought of wvelocily that reached out
for success. It meant having room
for action, to Increase in the direction
of prosperity. Without “spa” there
WHE Do “success.”

Appropriate,

‘What dld Marle, the telephone op
erntor, say when she broke her en
guwement with Harry Phlunx ™

“Not much. Bhe fust dropped him
a note with an Inclosure and wrote,
‘Ring aft.' " —Naw York Globe,

Americans have a habit of worry
Ing & man Into hils grave and then
telling what a good man he waa

If a woman works a good deal,
other women who do not work so hard
say she works too mueh.

When it is sald of & man that he is
bull headed, It weans that be s foo)

most of tboss whe take part in such

| &and after breakfast

influenes: In n dosen languages and :2':“""-.”“::%::“‘:'-' r' ':3“: ‘.Im d“{‘.'lm :ln‘;l
rontinunlly signified the ldea of - s Pagrer b natad.
has: ¢ & " | Yos, thero was the grist mill where

mobile. Anyway, he had made up
kis mind to gee the village again,

It was a mild curlosity that prompt-
ed him. He had no old friends to re
ward. No grudges to settle. Yes, thers
wWaASs One.

He felt a sudden wave of bitterness

cross his mind, It was absurd, of
course—the thing had happened =o
long mgo. But the anger was still

there-—unger against the man who had
robbed him of Lucy Dalton's love

He knew he had been robbed. He
had found It out when too late. John
Ingram had slandered him to the glrl,
and had brought up In his disfavor
a ¢ruel untruth, And Lucy had mar-
rled John Ingrom and all the world
bhad grown dark and hollow for Jim
Atherton.

He laughed at himself for his ro-
mantio folly, and yet despiie the years
that had elapsed those moments of
anguish seemed very real.

He Inughed again when he reflected
that this bitter disappolntment had
been the making of him. If he had
married Luey Dalton he would have
settled down In Winsted and might to-
day be a plodding old rheumatie farm-
er. An It was, the loss of the girl
he had loved had driven him to the
great clity and to-day his was & name
that all men were forced to respect
and many men feared.

Yet, unworthy as the thought sesm-
ed to him, he felt that It would please
him to know that John Ingram had
not proapered, and he had a keen de-
sire to meet his false friend and re
mind him of his peridy.

“Beelng poor old Barton has made
me sentimental,” he growled. “What
haa Jim Atherton to with old
homes and early loves? Just the same
I'm going over."

He wstayed all

do

night at the hotel,
secured an auto-
mobile to carry him across the rldge.

It was a plensant ride, clear and
cool, and Jim Atherton enjoved It In
his qulet way., He remembered walk-

RN o

.

at the money. “He's too good a prop-
osition for Conway to loge™

Then he regretfully turned the car
and started on the return journey.

Jim Atberton sniffed the morning
alr. It seemed to have m famillar
odor. There was something ozonic
about it that put new lite Into hie
oramped legs. It gave a fresh brisk-
ness to his galt

Yes, there was the old butternut
grove where the farmer had caught
him and made him saw wood. He
laughed aloud at his early discomf-
ture., And there was the old school-
house—no, this was a newer bullding,
But the maple trees were the samse
and the nolsy stream where hs went
fishing for shiners and bullheads, was
still thers. He could hear It brawling
along behind the bushes on the lower
level.

A man was sltting on the top rafl
of a nearby fence, He was a limp
looking man and his attitude BUggent-
ed an extreme degree of comfort. Ha
was a man of perhaps forty, with pale
blue eyes and a straggling growth of
red whiskera, Jim Atherton halled
this wayslde figure.

“CGlood morning” he sald as he paus
ed and removing his hat let the cool
breeze lift his gray halr

The pale blue eyes surveyed him
lelsurely.

“*Mornin'"

“Tine weather."

“Yen, but we need ruln.'"”

"Lived here long?"

“Born over there on th'
tion."

“T'nds your farm?

“Nope. This is Ab Coleman's farm.
I'm hirin' out to him. Ab's down in
th' village with a lond o' stum.”

Jim Atherton faintly smiled,
fancled the genua hired
changed but little.

“1 suppose you know pretty nearly
everybody In the valley?

“Guess T do. There aln't
newecomers to bother me.”

“Then, of course, you know all the
old familiag?"

The pale blue eyes half closad

“"What you sellin'?"

Jim Atherton suddenly laughed

“Nothing that Winsted would buy,”
he answored.

“There was a feller bere, writin' up
th' history of th' village once,” sald
the hired man. “You got your plcter
an' some stuff written 'bout you in th'
book fer five dollars. BIll Quigg pald
him, an’ Rodney Gear, and Sile Barnes,
an' mebhy seme othera. Feller put up
at th' tavern fer a week an' then him
an' th' money he'd collected, an' Sam
Henderson's board bill,  an'  Tod
Brown's lvery WM, all went away to
Evther an' dever came back.'™

He luughed noisalessly, and
Atherton laughed, too

“1 don't write histories,” he sald and
lnughed agaln. “Perhaps 've done a
little something toward making his
tory of a certaln sort, bul there were
no unpald bills™

The owner of the blue eyes accepted
the stutement with s tranquil alr

Patter sec

Hoe
man  had

‘nough

T

the farmer had glven him a 11,
well be recalled the sleak
hornes

How
span of

adventurous boy. Jim Atherton sud
denly wished he could do something
for the mun who had extended the
first helping hand to him In his earll-
ast venture, hut no doubt he had been
dead many yenrs

“Pretty country,” sald the chauffeur

*Yes" hia passenger ngreed

“Ever this way before?

"Not for many years™

“It doesn’t change,” said the chauf-
feur

A moment later they came within
of houses nestling among the trees.

“That's Winsted,” sald the chauffeur.
*It's oo sound asleep to ever wake
up.”

Jim Atherton looked around

“You may let me off here,” he sald
*I'l walk down the hill. ¥m not go-
Ing back to Conway I'll reach the
rallway on the other side

He pushed some bills Into the chauf
feur's bhand and walked uriskly down
the hill

The chauffeur stared at the monay
and then at the retrealing fgure.

“Whe In blazes can the old chap

sk

BT he muttered He looked agaln

He was a kind old man and |
had shown a friendly Interest In the|

elght of a white steeple and a cluster |

“How'd syou geot over here?
nsked

"I came In an automabile from Con-
way.”

The struggly red whiskers suddenly
quivered.

"1 want to know,”
“Anythin' give out?™

“Nothing."

“Thore was a feller

ha

sald

thelr owner

come through

here las’ Ssptember or mebby It wis
later—an' somethin' give out with his
machine, and Tom Bturges—he's th
blacksmith—wns workln' on It four
| hours. He charged th' feller twoan
{ ahalf an’ Dave Pitts says he pald Tom
from a roll o bllls ax blg as your
mrm.”’

Jim Atherton nodded.

“No doubt he neoded it ull Any

amusements In Winsted ™

“Nothin', Jes' a SBunday School ple-
ni¢ In the grove, an’ a church falr In
th' winter, Boys tried to org'nize a
brass band, but It fell through™ Jiis
blue eyea suddenly brightensd,
“Thera’s goin® to be a clrcus nex' weel
over to Mounticello an’ they say IU's a
elipper.”

“You are golug, of course?

“l guoss | be. 1 dunno. A lot o
th' boys are talkia' of geln' over to
gether.”

Jim Athertes produced a sllver do)

The siraggly red whiskers quiversd
again and the pale blus eyes scrutinis-
ed the deliar closely,

“I'll be dummed,” ha muttered and
alld the coln Inte his trousers pocket.

“You say you know all the old Win-
sted faunlllen” Jim Atharton remarked
"o you kmow & man nammed Ingram,
John Ingram?™
[  “Yep. Know him well
lives th* other side o'
th' Ingram farm

Johin Ingram

th'
He's pooty badly
erippled up with rheumatis Can't
do much of anythin' ‘cept hobble
round. Old Doc Peasely says ha won't
be no better here. Only hope for him
is to git out to Collyrado where It's
dreyer than It Ia here—but 1 dunno
as he can afford to go—not, anyway,
till he can sell his farm-—an' nobody
wants It."

“l= he alone there?”

“He's got hin son, Phil, with him.
Phil's doln’ th' work. He's a pooty
good boy, Phil la—mebby a mite stuck
up, but not so you'd notice it much.
An' he's mighty good te his old dad
The boy's mother was dee-termined he

ahould have a college eddlication an'
he got It—though how she managed
it 1 can't understand. But it aln't
doin' him any good. He's Jest tied
down thar to (he old man an' the
farm."”

Jim Alherton stirred uneasily

“And the boy's mother?”

"She died *bout four yvenrs mgo.'

The man/from the elty put on his
hat.

“Thank you,” he sald

“Good-by "

“Clood-by."
drawled the man on the
fence. He looked aftor hiy retreating
figure. Then he drew his silver coln
from his pocket and bit on It. Evi
dently satisfied with the test he slipped
the dollar back and grinned until his
blue eyea were almost closed.

Jim Atherton went down the main
street to the old tavern and drank a
glazsa of buttermiik, and asked about
hia lunch and the means of transpor
tation to Monticello, the nearest rail
way town., And after he had sat on
the old porch a while and half dozed
In the sleepy atmosphere, he ate the
slmple fare that the tavern provided,
and started out for a walk.

The alr was warm and he walked
slowly. Somehow he turned toward
the Ingram farm. He remembered that
the old swimming hols in the Four-
mile creek, a favorite resort In that
boyhood time, was Just off the road
in the ravine and close to the line of
the old farm. He would vislt
anclent resort.

It hadn't changed. It was stil]l the
same qulet, shaded spot. He dipped
hls fingers In the water, It was just
of a proper coolness,

Jim Atherton was fond of the water.
He had been a clever swimmer when
he was a boy. [t was an art he had
practiced whenever opportunity offer.
ed. At the seaslde resorts he had
visited he always Improved the chances
for hils favorite sport.

A sudden desire to get into the
waler came to him. He looked around,
The place was absolutely quiet and
deserted.

He rapldly removed hils clothes and
Inld them on the big flat stone he
had used for the same purpose seven
and-twenty years before.

Then he slipped into the water

It gave him a pleasant sensation.
The temperature seemed exnetly right
He waded out to the deepar places
and presently found himself swim
ming englly and lghtly.

The old swimming hole
none of its alluring charms.

He was foating on his back looking
up at the Interlacing branches of the
trees, and the patches of bright blue
shy beyond, and the drifting white
clouds, when, without warning, his
lega wera selzed by a terrible copstric
tion. He tried to kick It off. He wns
powerleas. He felt himself sinking and
uttered a wild ery of terror

He knew what had selzed bhim. It

the

had lost

was cramp. Hls mind was quite clear
deapits the drumming in his ears. He
realized that he was drowning. He

wondered how the would take
it, and what the papers would say
He offered no reslstance as the waters
drew him down tis head roared:;
there was fire before his eves,

Then he was fighting and struggling,
He struck out with his clenched hands
He clung madly to the dark thing that
was attacking him,

The next thing Le remembered was
the sound of a pleasant volee. He was
Iying on the soft #od beslde the swim
ming hole with hls fare downward
Somebody was rubblng him briskly
with a conrse lLowel,

“You're coming back all right,” sald
the pleasant volee,  "Lia stlll untll |
got the eirculation golng, 1 fancy the
cramp has gone, It was lucky 1 saw
leaving the

“slreet™

¥ ou road And It was
lucky, too, that I heard you call for
help. You were In the deepest hole of

all, and you gave me a hard fAght tor
& moment or two. But you're all right
There Now you can put on your
clothes. No symptoms of & chill, eh?"

e was n fine looking young fellow
clear eyes and dark halred, slert and
guick and cheery. He brought Jim
Atherton his clothes and helped him
dresa

“8BIit here In the sun until you are
wiirmi Lhrough.,” he sald "Now you
are looklng yoursell again.”

The rescued man found his volee

“Fine boy,” he murmured. “Fate
sent a worthy messenger. It's n good
thing she didn't send & laggard. But,

boy, you are dripping. Take care of
yourself. Don't mind me."
"I'm all right, laughed the young

man, “1 warmed up working over you
I've a coat on the fence vonaer, and
'Ll slip 1t on—and when my shoes are
a little drier I'Il slip them on, too."”

Jim Atherton eagerly watched him

“Boy,” he sald, “a good many people
will think you have done a good after
noon's work. | confess I'm one of
them. Give me your hand.” He took
the young man's hand and stared into
his face. “You need not tell me your
pame. It is Phillp Ingram.”

The young man started

“That Is & very good guess,” Le sald.

“It 1s» pDet & guess,” Jim Atherton

village on |

1 ask your name, sir?’
“James Atherton.”
"Why, why,” ¢ried

I “May
‘ “you onve lved here!

the young man
And you know

Of course, ol
I've heard of you very often,
pir. The village In quite proud of you
You are really the Mr. James Atherton

of Wall street
The financler alowly wmiled

“1 think 1 am the Atherton you
| mean.”’

“Then," sald the young man, "1 have
n packet for you.'

“A packetT*

“Y¥es. It is nt the house My mothe:
gave It to me just before—before she
died. It contalns all the letters you
sent to her when you wers ohildren
together., 8he wanted me to give It
into your hands some time, and =ay
to you that she had not forgotien.'

There was a ltile silence.

“I want the packet,” anid Jim Ather
ton slowly, “and 1 want you."

The young man started and drew
hank

“Walt,"” sald Atherton. “1 am doing
this not o0 much for you as for your
mother's memory. 1 know ghe would
wizh 1. Bhe gave you an aducation
to fit you for better things. It I8 In
my power to help you, te develop you,
to make 4 usefyl and Influentinl man
of you. 1 have no son. 1 am nlone In
the world"”

The face of the young man wns pale,

“NO," he gald, "I cnnnot accept. 1
tave a father who needs me."

"l know about your father”
Atherton. “I1 know about the Western
Journey he ix advized to take, Here
He quickly drew money from his
pockal and thrust It Into the young
man's hands. “That's an advance on
your salary. Yon will take your father
to Colorado. You will see that he is
comfortably settled You will provide
everything for him that he needs. And
then you will come me, Is 1t &
promise?”

The young man hesltated a moment
longer.

“Yes,” he sald, "1 promise’”

“Now bring me the packet”
Jim Atherton-—Pennsylvania Grit,

the old swimmling hole
courses

of

to

sald

9,000,000 DESCENDANTS.

Trealdent Garfield Figared Charles
magne Had That Number.

Second Assistant Secretary of State
Adee, who 18 as irremovable from his
lob as Secretary of Agricultare Wilson,
gets as much fun out of life as any-
body. Thers never has been a man
in the State Department who knew so
much offhand about tilles, precedents,
and all the Ittle angularities that go
to make a study of reigning houses

sald |

The Girave,
| Thern i8 & calm for thosn who weeb|
| A rest for weary pllgrima found
They moftly lle, and swoelly slsap,
Low in the greund

|

' The storm that wrecks the winter shy
No more disturbs thelr sweel ropose,

| Than summer avenlng's lnlest sigh,
That shuts th, .Lee

I long to lay this painful head,

And aching heart heneath the soil

To slumber in thut dreamdess bed,
From nll my toil

Haat Whou soen
drown thy

Art thouy a wanderer?

O'erwhelming tempests
bark?

| A mhipwreck'd sufferer haat thou beem,

Miafortune's murk?

|
1Tf:m|gh long of winds and wives the

sport,
Condemn’d In wrelchedneas to roam;
Leave! thou shalt reanch a sheltering
port,
A quiet home,

|
I
|'I'!1'-rl- Is & calm for those whe weep!'
iA rest for weary pllgrims feund; )
And while the mouldering ashes sleep
\ Low In the ground,
| The sou);, of origin divine,
God's glorious Image freed from clay,
In heaven's eternal sphere shall shine
A star of day!

The sun Ia but a spark of Nre,

| A transient metoor in the sky:

The soul, Immaortal ns s oire,
Shull never dle!

—James Montgomery

Walting.
Berene, 1 fold my hands asd walt,
| Nor care for wind, or tide, or seal
I rave no more "guinst time or fute,
For, lo! my own shall come to me

I stay my haste, 1 muke delnys,
| For what avalle this eager pace?
[ stand amid the eternal ways,
And what 18 mine shall know
face

my

| Asleep, awake, by night or day,
The friends | scek are seeking me;

No wind can drive my bark astray,
Nor change the tide eof destiny.

| Whiat matter if I stand alsne?

I I walt with joy the coming years,
My heart shall reap where 1t has sown,

‘ And garner up its fruit of tears

The waters know thelr own, and draw
The brook that aprings in yondes
helght;
Sp flows the good with eqoal law
|  Unto the soul of pure delight

The stars come nightly to the sky;
The tidal wave unto the sen;

Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor high,
Can keep my own away from me

practical, romantic and interesting as |
Secretary Adee. However, he makes
his routine life worth the living by
seelng the funny slde of everything, |
and taking an optimistie view of that
which lacks humor, |

Recently the Secretary was discuss-

-—John Burroughs,

THE NEW SAN FRANCISCO.

From Every Molnt of View it is Fma
Ahend of the Old Clty,
| The mew BSan Franciseo is better

ing with a friend the ¢laims of a cer-
tain prines of Africa to recognition.
“l have no doubt this man 18 descend
ed from King SBcolomon and the Queen
of Bheba,” sald the Secretary.

“It ls entirely possible. 1 remember
once a caller told President Garfield
that he was descended from Charle-
magne. ‘Let's see,' anld the Presldent,
‘Charlemagne has been
1,000 years. Allowing 80 years to a
generation, which s generous, Lhat
would mean over 30 generations, and
calculating at the usual rate of

ought to be about 9,000,000 people In
the world by this time who have the
blood of Charlemagne In tuelr veins.
It's highly probable you are quite
right, concluded the President.

‘That reminds me,” continued Mr.
Adee, “we have quite a number of de-
scendants from passengers of the old
Mayflower by this time. I should say,
figuring it out as Presldent Garfield
(did, there must be about 1,000,000
scattered all the way from Florlda to
Alaska and from Mafne to Californla.
One day Secretary John Hay was talk-
Ing to a friend, and the friend asked
him If he was descended from any
one who came on that famous ship,
‘I don't know," responded Mr. Hay, ‘but
I will have an expert look it up.’. An
expert was called In, and the next
day reported back that Becretary Hay
wita duly descended, on hils maternal
alde, from a Mayflower ploneer.”—Chl
cago Newa.

Junt fm Time,

A German shoemaker left the gas
turned - on In his shop one night, and

u mateh to light It There was & ter-
rifie explogion, and the shoemaker was
blown out through the door almost to
the middle of the street.

A passerby rughed to his assistance
and after helping him to arise Inguir-
ed If he was Injured

The litle German gazed In ot his
place of business, which was now burn-
ing quite briskly, and sald:

‘No, | alndt hurt,

Named e IHimsels,

let any man who Is skeptical of »
woman's keen eense of humor read
this Httle story and then be converted

Wite—Robert, If a man were to sit
on your hat, what would you say?
Hubby—I'd call him & confounded |
allly aas!
Wife—Well, then, Robert, don't alll
on It any longer; '
now get up.

there's a good boy-—

Trials,

Don’'t walters try you?' asked the |
thin chauffeur of hls companion while r
walting for & meal

“Not ns much as Judges,” replied the
fat chauffeur, with a fast look.—Yon
kers Statesman.

The Bible chapters number 1,189, of
which 829 are the Old Testament and l
200 in the New

After & woman has besn in love |
three or four thmes, her heart becomes
petrified,

Ever netice that most of the thlogs
you are prepared for neglect to hay

aoswered. 1 kpew your mother™ Hae

pauy

dend about :

In- |
crease In families, I should say there |

upon arriving In the morning struck |

| land

But 1 got out |
shust In time. Eh?'—Lippincott's |

| relgn of King Edward

than the old, writes Edgar French Im
a recent number of The World's Work
Fireproof construction of concrete and
| ateel prevalls In the busineas districk
New types of architecture have takem
| the places of old-fashioned structures
Even Chinstown has felt the new Im-
! pulse and 1a built better—less pletun
| enque, It may be, but safer. The old
landmarks sre gone, but few continus
to mourn them. A traditlon Is dead,
but better traditions are bullding

Thia Is especlally trme in publle
morals and taste. The old San Frun
clzco elung to a pride on n freedom og
e often close to leense, Dance hally
and restanranis throve on a line of
tradition running back to the days of
:gold. when “everything went."” Pub
He gambling was a part of the samaq
' superatition,

Here has been a great change. Thae
fire brought the people face to face
with every problem of Hfe, and the
values of things were readjusted Ly »
new standard, The race tracks ate
gone by a State law modeled after
New York's, and the plctaresque ret
inue of the game has gone with It
Evan tha nlckel-in-the-slot gambling
machines, that have traditionally part
ed the fool from his money, are of the
past. And an agent of a national or.
ganization of distillers and brewers
only recent!y was warning the saloon
men that prohibition stares them
squarely in the face If they do not re
orm.

These things connote a last stage g
evolution that is typlesd of all Call
forania. The frontier Is gone, The

| west Is like the east In every essential.

The problems of San Francisco are
the problems of Boston, and the zame
kind of people are working out thely
wlutlon,

History In Womnn's Garb,
Never before probably were so many
varieties of feminine historical cos-
tumes seen as were represented in the
history pageant recently in Bath, Eng-

watering place antedates the Roman
invasion of anclent Britaln, saye Lhe
New York Press, and every fashlon in
women's dress used by the people of
Bath since the days of the Plets and
Scots, and of the wall separating
Sonthern HBritain from the savage
tribes of the north, was shown by par
Uelpants in the pageant., There were
the flowlng, furlined, heavy roles of
the Saxons; the light, graceful drapér
fes brought by the Roman Invaders:
the dowered and embroidered gowns of
Norman women, who were up-to-date
in all the mode, coming as they dld
from France; the rude dresses of wild
beasts’ skins In which were elad the
helpmeets of the Danes and Vikings,
who swept through the country loug
before the Normans came, and every
style of frock which garbed English
women from the time of King Arthur
and the Round Table to the present
Each of more
than 200 women wore a different cos-
lume lllustrative of & distinet period
I British history.

A Yaran of the Bea,

“Yes, I've seen some rough times,
wir., Onece we was wrecked, and we'
eaten all our provisions. Then we ate
our belts, and then the old ship turned
turtle, s0 we ate lLer, Loo."—Cassell'y
Baturday Journal

The founding of that [AMOUE .
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