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o "0né had held an umbrella over
" her for so lopg! 8he glanced up In
He

“‘blushed under his frank gaze.
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amasement, bordering on fright.

mau said cheerily.

gave it the lle.

or dry,” sald the man encouragingly.
“When you want ’‘em,
therel”

Jowered the umbrella on her side to
ward off the great alanting drops. She
felt » novel scasation of being shelter-
od, and m sob rose In her throat. Once
she stipped, and he caught her arm,
She_had slipped 80 many times before,
but o one had tried to save her. That
way why she straightened her slepder

SHE HAD NEVEK OALLED HIM LUKK BEFOBE

figure to his utmost and swung along'

beside bim importantly. She thought
passersby must look at her with re-
spedt,

Ome wet block and half of another
they traversed before elther spoke
again, Then it was the man.

“I'd ought to (ntroduce myself, I

" . guess,” he sald awlkwardly. “I'm Luke

Dolliver.”

“I'm Falth Pettle,” was the response.

“Faith. That’s a nice soundin’ name,”
he murmured.

Faith looked shyly.

“I've always thought it dreadfully
old fashioned, but I dldn’t mind be-
cause it was grandmother’s name.”

““Then you've got folks, eh? Why, I
shouldn't know how that felt.”

“I dld have. [ Lhaven't any now.
There aren’t any left.”

The cateh In ber low volce seemed to
trogible Luke. He changed the topic.

“What d’you say your last name was,
sh?®

“Pattie~Faith Pettle,” she answered.
¥e was looking down kindly into her
suall, pale, but rather sweet face.

“H’'m! I reckon they forgot to put
the ‘¢’ In it

“What ‘'r?* Her puisled’ innocence
made him langh in a big, healthy way.

" Falth lsughed, too, involuntarily. They

‘were passlng n long row of tencments
that tocd the pavement in dreamy suc-

Lesplon. Faith stopped before one mid-

way in the row.

“This aln’t your home, is it?’ the big
suan asked, eying the structure with
avident disfavor.

. “No; It's where I stop,” Falth an.
swered quietly, conscious that she
It was
4 graceless house, and she wished that

. ther room was in front, so he could see

~the pot of red geraniums and the

" white curtaln which helped out some

At the front door they both stopped,

! and Faith looked up at him shyly.

“I'mi’ ever g0 much obliged, Mr.—
Mr."—

“Dolliver, Dolliver; but you just say
“Luke.' I work down at Weymouth's

.- factory. Rverybody calls me Luke.”
& He held the umbrella above her care-

lly tili she mounted the steps and

" {#tood in the alit of a doorway. Then

closed it promptly.

. “Well, I declare if it ain't stopped
¥alnin'!” he cricd. “Now, when did
‘that happen?”

"= In the spring twilights which follow-
#d, these two workers met, at first as
By chance and then as if by mutual
on. They loitered on their way

I home from work, and the girl grew less

r, while the man came to count
wing aside his troubles for the
. tinie they walked together. More.
¢ became ambitious to make het
¥ 10, returmm.  The rare oceasions
; he suggested that they pass be-
the tenement and sit on the
bes.1e. the promenade and watch
o 60 the water Faith marked
> days ‘on her calendar.
r-to honest, big Luke
nger Inrked in these
- ie;inite of & woman
et beaidechli- looked happy-—he
o muke tergulet face brighten,
Geclii o Falth that she loved

o d i

éht when he
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“} didn't have any umbrella handy,”
ahe gald shyly. The last word was ap-
pended to shield her poverty, but her
cotton gloves and shiny seamed jacket

“Umbrellas are slippery things, wet
they ain't

It was a wind driven ratn, and he

g - worldwide from laith.

| oath behind his toeth.

| back vanished.

1t colorless, was eniviable as compared

hin.
" Spriog etept {nto summey before they
knew it, gnd they began to watch the
guy boat parties trom the promenade.

“I never .suas8 out on the water in oy
fife,” Fulth sald I|dly ons evening.
“And I never really ‘holidayed.’ I don’t
call days off *holldaying,’ do you?"

“My i3, too,"” answered Luke. "Days
off ain’t the right kind. Wed ought
to try our hand at the genulue article,
Gh?"

Faltls's face kindled with gentle ex-
eitement,

“There's golpg to be an exculsiou

wag yo tall, down the river next Saturday, 1 beard
: fifpgi& sueh a little mite of & wom- | the girls talking about it at unooun.
ah, a0 it's rainin’ pitchforks!” the | Theyre polng. There's to be a band

too’ —

one.” There had been a siight hesita-
tion, but he could not disappoint the
childish engerness In her pule face.
The delight in Falth's eyes repald bhim
for the invitation and they sat later
than usual that eveniug making their
plans,

Three days till Baturday: Faith lv-
ed in a quiver of anticlpation. Sble sat
up late ecach alght furbishing bher
clothey, even to the ribbous on her
stllor hat, which really looked bettes
when they were turned.

Baturday's skies cuuld not have been
bluer or the air cooler snd sweeter.
Iaith met the day with such a radlant
face that Luke Dodliver regurded her
with astooished satisfaction. He had
never noticed before how blue her eyes
were in thelr white setting nor how the
elusive dimples played st hide and seek
in her smgll round ¢hin,

“You littlc mite of 8 ope,” he cried
gleefully, "what you been doin’ to
yourselft ['d ought to have put ou my
white duck trousers an’ boiled shirt!”
For reply FFaith stood on tiptoe and
pinoed a tiny bunch of pinks on the
lapel of his coarse browan coat. Her
fingers shook with excitement, and an
wxpression of paln contracted [uke
Dolllver’s face. He lovked about him
uneasily. Yes, he would leave ber—
there among the pleasure seekers. [He
could make suine excuse. Bhe would
not miad, apd Le'd leave the ticket and
go and never come back

d | These thoughts tormented Luke as

they went on- the sudden consclous-
ness that he was wronglng the girl In
sharing the day's plessure with ber.
- He had meant it to be only n bright
spot in her dull life. Now he suddenly
, recalled the barrier that separuted hlm

The stream of people bound for the !
whart thickened. A showily dressed
woman between two men stared at
She nudged

ithem and openly Jeered.
three burst

her cowmpanlon, and the
into loud laughter.
“Hold on, little mite of a one. Don't
hurry s0,” Luke muttered, shutting an
“There's a-plén.
_ty of time.” He could not bear to have

FFalth see the impudent, handsome
face. He had vot seen It hlmself for .
many a day.

“No, no; we must hurry! Obh, Luke,

if we should be late!' cried Falth anx-
fously. .

She had never called him Luke be-
fore. His half formed purpose to turn

“Lord have mercy, I love the little
mite of a one!” groaned the man {n his
heart,

Hours later on the homeward trip he
discovered that Faith loved him. They |
were sitting alone in a corner of the |
deck, and he read it clearly In her pure
upturned face To draw her close and
hold her so furever! How easy a thing
it would be! And what did all the
rest of the world matter?

He saw how thin her arm was where
the lace fell away, the peak of her
chin and the hollows In her temples.
How frail and slight she was to earn
her bread alone! The thought set his
pulges beating mutinously.

“Lord have mercy! Lord have mer-
¢y!"” his soul prayed for him.

The steamer neared its landing place,
and the shrill voiced throng crowded
toward the gangplank. The man and
girl were {n a zone of sllence. He was
eylng the shore line, creeping nearer
and negrer, with his lips set to grim
lines. He was fighting a sharp battle.
He had given himself till the steamer
touched shore to reach a decision.

The ribbon of blue water narrowed.
Now it was a thread.

“Who's golog to wait? Here, boys,
tanke hold of hands—Now, one, two,
three—jump!’

Luke Dolliver recognized the gay,
reckless voice. It had made the dis-
cord of his whole life. Should he let
it—

A cry of horror and & woman’s shriek
of pain rose simultaneously. Faith
started to her feet, white and shaking.

“Oh, Luke, what is it?' she cried. |
He pushed her back on the seat firm-
1y.
*“It ain't anything much. You aet

right here an’ wait for me.”

He plowed his way to the boat's edge
and took one look at the three crushed
bodles. The woman’s bold, handsome
face was turned upward and the re-
fining touch of death lay on it. |

A little later Luke went back to
Taith, and his face, softened and grave,
was the face of a free man. Yet {f
only he were sure he had decided that
question before the accident happened!
Yet could he have decided it wrongly?

“You poor little mite of & one,” he
cried tenderly, “you look scared to
death! It’s all over. Three people got

" hurt, but they’re—better now.” ' She
was Mxging nervously to his strong
arm, and her teeth chattered. He
stooped and kissed her gently. “You
Mttle mite of & one” he cried, *“You
&in't any bigger'n & baby. I'm going to
take care of you the rest of your life!”

] Somé ' Kvidence,
Ukerdek—What makes you think that

 heisx tan of metsi? 3
bang-~Well, he has & steely eye Wide. An a matter of fact they are

“Then you an’ me'll go, mite of a

him.

— e L

J. Russell Brown of Binghamton, N. Y., was born without arms.
now ejeven yeurs of sge and s considered a1 wonder by all who have seen

He has learned to use bis feet and toes In place of hands and fingers.
He plays the violin and several other musical instruments, rides a bLiey cle.
drives a horse and doffs his cap with apparently as much ease as other boya.
He nttends school and cun write legibly und rapidiy. 3
the rames common tu boys of his age.

He s

He also plays most of
-New York Herald,

DICK'S BAD TRAIT.

Fimally Redeemed.

Dick Bolten was not a good boy. His
best triends and those who were most

, night when Dick

interested o hiwm—his widowed mother,
the vicar of the parish and Mr. Ap-
drews, the schoolinaster—tried hard to
think well of him, but they were oblig-
ed to admit that he had many faults,
nod the worst of it was that as he grew
vlder he did Dot grow better.

He had one gift. however, which led
to his recelving a good deal more no-
tice than would otYierwise have been
bestowed upon & boy uf his age and
position Iln life. He had’'a beautiful
volce, and his services were therefore
much sought after, both as leader of
the slngting in schooul and as head boy
among those who saug in the church
cholr,

Dick's presence on practice nights
was almost necessary to the proper
rendering of the tunes which had to
be sung, but he ofteu disturbed the
meetings for practice, and he would
keep the other boys in a constant state
of suppressed giggle, which was ex-
tremely trylpg to Mr. Andrews, who,
bhesides acting as scbhoolmaster, played
the organ and instructed the cholr.

Dick kept a little book in which he
drew all kinds of carlcatures and wrote
silly jokes at the expense of his elders
and betters. He was in the habit of
passing these precious productions
round amoeng his companions, aud they,
were the secret source of the laughing
and whispering which went on. One
reached hime he
found, to his confusion, that this book.
was not 10 his pocket. He must have
left it In the schovlreom, and, hardened’
as he was, he could not bear thnl
thought that the vicar or Mr. Apdrews
might ind It.

It was late; but, making suome hasty
excuse to hils mother, Dick went out at
the cottage door and ran all the way
to the school. As inlght have been ex-
pected, the dour was shut and locked
and the place was in darkness, but
Dick bethought bimself of a window
which was seldom fastened; he climb-
ed up without a moment’s hesitation.
Opening the lattice and putting one
leg over the sill, he was in the act of
springing Into the room when a sud-
den grasp upon his ankle and a flash
wf light in his eyes nearly made him
slip down. The schoolmaster, taking
a last look round with hls lantern to
sec that all was right, had come—so
he thought- upon a daring thief.

The master was amazed when he
saw that it was Dick, and the foolish
toy was obliged to explain his awk-
ward position; but, inding tle explana-
tien & very lame one, Mr. Andrews re-
fused to let him have the notebook.

Dick went home crestfallen. Next
day he was both sorry and ashamed
to find that the vicar and the school-
inaster, after looking at all his silly,
sketches, had decided that they would,
rather do without his fine volce in the
choir than let the other bLoys be d\s-l
turbed every practice night through his
bad conduct.

It was a real grief not only to Dick,
but to his mother. I am glad to say,
Lowever, that after awhile he turned
over g new leaf, and when his changed
conduct had proved the sincerity of his
repentance he was taken back into his
old place again.—C. J. Blake in Chat-
terbox.

A FPussling Little Croas.

Here is a curious little cross which
has puzzled many people. You might
ask a dozen of your friends which 18’
the longer dotted line, the one showing

the breadth of the cross or the one dem-‘
onstrating the width, and it is safe to
say that they would all Invariably an-

swer that fhe ctoss is deeper than it is  Flosaie looked up gravely.

It Got Hiwm Imte Trouble, but He Was '

'

' muddy clothes for clean ones Clarence

A LITTLE mARIAER.

How Clareance Toak a Boat Ride avd
Got a Ducking.

Clarence thought it was the very
nicest shower he ever saw in all his
life. The ralndrops fell so softly, al-
most as though they were afrald of
hurting something, and once in awhile
a few of them would scamper down
the window pane just outside of Clar-
ence's nuse, which wus pressed almost
flat ngalnst the lnside of the glass.

“Dear me! 1 dv want to go out
dreadful!” he said.

You see, Santa Claus had brought
Clarence a present of a little rubber
coat and a pafr of overshoes, and he

.3
MAN 18 NOT MONARCH.
fits Sensew Are Less Acute Than Are
‘Those of Animnle,

Man’s vaunted faculties are far less
acute than some of the lesser crea-
tures,

The human eye is a wonderful piece
of mechanism, with its little bundle of
nerves that in some mysterious way
make vigualization possible. Yet this
cye, with all 1ts delicacy of discern-
ment, i{s but u circomscribed organ as
compared with the eye of the eagle,
which seea infinitely farther than can
«ny human eye. The same i8 true of
the human ear. The rats and the mice
that haunt our housea, the gquirrels
dhat caper about the woods and the
nuinberiess other little animals all
lhear better than we do. They may not
trace refinement in sound as accurate-
Iy as can man, but for catching sound
at long range theirs are the ears wost
perfectly eonstructed.

‘The sense of touch is more accurate-
ly developed elsewhere in the animal
kingdom than in man. No man made
device for measuring water pressure
equals that of the fish, whose sides all
strung with nerves register the water
pressure correctly every tlme and in-
form his fishship just how much he
can stand and when to move up or

{ down.

A dog’s sense of smell i8 always re-
spected by man, who frequeatly, as In
the case of a hunter, relies on it to sup-
plement the findings of his own less
active olfactory nerve.

When it comes to the human voice,
there are birds with whose music
man's music caunnot be compared. Not
Fatti herself ever sang more sweetly
than the meadow lark at break of day.

Cod Liver 011 From Beaas.
During the wait between acts a med-
ical student and a young woman who
sat together became slightly embar.
rassed for topics of conversation. Fi-

huda’t & chance to wear them once. it
did seem too bad. Today it was so0,
warm. “Just like spring,” he heard
mamma say. Clarence thought he real-

- 1y ought to go out.

He peeped into the kitchen. Mamma .
was husy making cake: Baby Allce
wus asleep in the cradle; Mary, the:
girl, had gone to the store,

“I b'lleve I'll have to get myselt'l
reasly.” sald Clarence. 8o he went out
in the hall. First he put on his over-
shoes. It was pretty hard work and
made his face pretty red, but they |
were on at lust and all buckled up.
Then he put vut both feet and looked
&t them proudly.

“Oh, my:” be sald. 1 dess 1've dot
the left one on the right foot and the
right one on the wrong foot.”

And so he had, but he couldn't stop |
to change them.

He put on blr rubber coat and little
sallor cap without any trouble.

“Now | must have an umbrella,” he
sald, sv he took the biggest vne In the
umbrella rack. It had a broken riband
fiopped down on one slde, but he didn’t,
mind that, and he stuck It under his
arm aund went out, closing the door
very softly.

He raised his umbrella as soon as he
could and marched@ up and down the
yard a few times. Then he spled a
nice little puddle of water down by the
gate.

*Oh, what a teemy little pond! he
cried. “"How 1| wish I had a boat!
P'haps I could find one.”” Angd he start-
ed for the woodshed gs fast as his fat
little legs would carry him.

In a few minutes he came out, drag-
ging an old soapbox behind him. [t
was about as much as he could do to
hold the umbrella and drag the box,
and he was all out of breath when he
got back to the pond. But he was &
brave boy, and he wouldn't stop to rest
till he had pushed the box into the wa-
ter and put a little plece of board acrpas
the top for a seat. 'Then he got into
the boat and held the umbrella over hig .
head with both hands.

My, wasn't it fun? Water over him,
water under him, water all around him,
and he was as dry as a crust of bread.

Mamma couldn’t help laughing when
she came looking for the little runaway,
he looked so droll.

*Oh, mamima,” he cried, *“I'm golng to
Coney Island! Won't you come in my
little boat with me?"’

“] can't stop today,” sald mamma.
“Allle has just waked up and is crying
for brother.”

“Then 1 spects I'd better come in,”
sald Clarence. *“I'm ’bout tired of rid-
ing In my boat alones’ 8o he began to
climb out. But, dear me, I don't know
how it happened; one end of the boat
went up, and the little sallor went
down headforemost into the pond. Of
course the water wasn't deep, and
mamma picked him up in a minute,

“Qh, oh!” cried Clarence, spluttering
and wiping his mouth. *I dess I swal-
lowed ’bout all that pond, and my
hands feel dreadful slippery.”

But after mamma had washed his
face and hands and changed his

felt happy again.
“1 wonder why my little boy didn't

ask If he could go out,” sald mamme
as she was brushing his wet, curly
hair.

“1 didn’t like to ’sturb you,” said
Clarence. “An’ 'sides, I thought p’raps
you wonldn’t say yes.”

Then mamma told him he must’

never go out in the rain again without
asking her.

Ahd Clarence promised.
will, mamma, honest.”

“I . never

Small Merociesn.

Floaste, aged six, was learning to
play the plano, and one day at the
close of her lesson she asked:

“Have I played well today 7’

“You played the exercises very well,
dear,” answered her mistress, “but the
scales not quite so well as last week.”

“You must be thankful for small
mercies, mustn’t you?’ she sald.

nally and pot unnaturally in view of
the nature of the young man’s studies
their talk drifted to the subject of dis
agreeable tasting medicines. Among
the horribles they mentioned were cod
lfver oll and castor oll.

“] don't see,” mused the young wom:
an, “how any one¢ can beur to eat the
beans that stuff Is made of.”

“What kind of bezns do you mean?"’
inquired the young man.

“Why., cod liver oil beans, to bhe
sure.”
“Aren’t you thinking of castor

beans?’ ventured her companion.

“Why, I always thought cod liver
ofl was made from beans’'' she sald,
and the good breeding of the young
man was shown by the fact that he
didn't even siutle, but several of those
who sat near by hadn’t equal control
over their features. — Philadelpbla
Ledger.

Chimueys That Lean.
“It's just this” sald the man with
the restless eye, who was gazing sky-

| ward—*“some ten years ago some man

who fiad a grudge?hgalnst me, [ goess,
called my attention to the fact, if fact
it be, that if a chimney leans at all it
anlways leans to the east

[ didn’t Lelieve it, and 1 can hardly
believe it yet, but I've spent hours and
days and weeks and months squinting
at chimneys from car windows and
from sidewalks, but I'll be darned if 1
ever yet have been able to discover a
leaning chimney that didn’'t slant to
the east. I've looked at factory chim-
neys, hotel chinineys, farmhouse chim-
neys  and city house chimneys, and
ther all, like the adobe gods on the
temples of Yucatan, bend their heads
toward the rising sun.”

And the man with the restless eye
once more began an Inspection of the
sky line.—New York Telegram.

Under Cover of Darkness.

The minister of a Scotch parish was
going from home and procured the
clergyman of a neighboring parish to
officlate on Sunday. Eis servant, who
was also the beadle, was sent over 10
the statlon to drive the reverend gen-
tleman to the manse.

When the train arrived, the beadle
asked him to walt awhile, as he had
gome messages to do before he went.
It was two hours before he returned.
The good man was furious and threat-
ened to report him to his master.

“Weel, sir, ye can dae that if ye
like,” sald the beandle, “but he tell't
we himsel' to wait till it was dark
afore 1 drove ye ower, for if the folk
o' fhe village saw wha was to preach
the morn nobody wad turn oot ava.”

How to Imitate a Singing Bird.

According to La Nature, with any
glass tube whatever it is possible to
easily reproduce the song of a bird. 1t
suffices to rub the tube lengthwise with
a plece of wet cork. In order to imi-
tate the song of a bird the cork must
be moved with a varying rapidity, now
slowly, now rapidly, and abrupt stop-
pages must intervene. The experiment
can be made more simple by rubbing
an ordinary bottle with a piece of cork

A Scotch Cynie.

A young Scotchman was once halt-
ing between two loves, one possessed
of beauty and the other of a cow. In
despair of arriving at a decision he ap-
plied for advice to a canny compatriot,
who delivered himself thus:

“Marry the lass that has the coo, for
there’'s no the deeference 0’ a coo's val-
ve in any twa weemen in Christen-
dom.”—Pearson’s Weekly. '

Men’s Footwear Figures,

A maun who wears size 5 shoes re-
quires size 9 half hose; he who wears
size 5% shoes needs 9% hosiery; 64 to
7 calls for 10; 7% to 8 goes with 10%%;
8% to D harmonizes with 11, and 9%
te 10 shoes strike a fit with 11§ ho-
slery. ‘ '

The most forlorn looking object In
this world is a man guest around the
house in the daytime.—Atchison Globe.

Seme Erreors That (lave Been Fop-
petrated by the Typen. '

Errors of the press cfiten hegin with
errors of reporters who have misunder-
stood spoken werds. The rule of fol-
low copy cuwspeis the compositor to re-
peat the cxuact words written by the
reporter, ahd the following blunders
ire the result of obedience to this rule.
A speaker made this statement:

“In these days clergymen are expect-
ed to have the wisdom and learning of
Jeremy Taylor.” But the reporter
¥rote and the compositor repeated
“the wisdom and learning of a jour-
neyman tailor.”

Another speaker quoted these lines:
Obh, come, thix goddess fair and free,
In heaven yclept Euphrosyne.

They were printed as written:

Oh, come, thou goddess fair and free,
In heaven ahe crept and froze her knee.

Another orator quoted this line from
Tennyson's “Locksley Hall:”

Better fifty years of Europe than a cycle
of Cathay.

But the quotation was written and
printed:

Better Afty years of Eurcps than a cirous
in Bombay.

One of the worst perversions of a
backneyed quotation, incorrectly given
by the speaker, is this, which seems to
be the joimt work of the zealoua re-
porter and the equally reckless printer:

Amicus Plato, amicus Socrates, sed major
veritas.

I may cuss Plato, 1 may cuss Socrates,
said Major Veritas.

—“The Practice of Typography,” T. L.
De Vinne. ’

Memnmess Saved Him,

A prominent clergyman used to tell
of one of his parishioners who had
been very sick. A physician had given
him some medicine and told him he
could go out, but under no circum-
stances was he to get wet. The man
went out on the farm, and a shower of
rain came ap suddenly. There was no
shelter near, and to save himself he
crawled into a hollow log. The action
of the raln caused the log to shrink so
&8 to endanger his life.

He could not move, and, being
brought face to face with death, the
whole of his past life came before him
as in a panorama. He remempered the
days of his childhood, his entrance up-
on life, his successes and his sins; then
he remeimnbered, last of all, that when
bhe left bome that morning he refused
bis wife, when she asked bim, for 5O
cents for the church, and the thought
made him feel 8o small that he bhad no
difficulty in getting out of the log.

How Leap Year Started.

Hampson, in his “Medll GEVI. Kalan-
darium,” quotes the following quaint
tradition from an old S8axqn treatise:
"Some assert that the bissextus or leap
day comes through this, that Joshua
prayed to God that the sun might stand
still for one day’s length, that he might
sweep the heathen from the land that
God had granted him and his followers.
It i8 true that the sun did stand still
for one day’s length over the city of
Gebaon, but the day went forward {n
the same manner as other days. And
the bissextus is not through that, as
some do think."”
In France and some parts of Spain
and Portugal there exists a tradition
known as ‘‘the ghost of leap year.”
Believers {n this say that'a marvelous
monster annually appears on leap day
and disarranges human affairs for the
remainder of the year.

Washing Away the Earth.

A French geologist has made a care-
ful calculation of the amount of solid
matter yearly carried off into the ocean
by the action of the rivers of the world
and other causes. He estimates that
the reduction of the average height of
the surface of the solid land is .006
{nches each year. Making allowance for
the corresponding rise in the bed of the
ocean and taking no account of the oc-
currence of volcanic and other excep-
tional phenomena, the general tenden-
cy of which is to hasten the process
of disintegration, the period at which
the solid land will bave ceased to exist
and the surface of the earth will be
covered with water has been estl-
mated. As, however, that period is
4,600,009 years distant, the prediction
need cause no immediate disquietude.

A Curfous Apache Belief.

The Apache lndians’ religious bellef
prevents them from committing mur-
der in the dark. If a dozen Apaches
should discover a man sleeping by his
campfire at night, no amount of money
would hire them to attack him wuntil
the sun came up. They believe that it
they kill a man at night thelr own
souls will walk in eternal darkness for-
ever. Kinowing this curious superst-
tion, hunters, scouts, trappers and oth-
ers traveling through the Apdche ba-
tion in the old days moved about dur-
ing the night and day by in some safe
retreat during the day.

Introspection.

“Perhaps you wrong me,” said Sena-
tor Sorghum mildly, “when you call
me a practical politicitan.”

“But you take a very busineaslike
yview of affairs.”

“Exactly. 1 have certain political
Ideals, but I don’t devote too much
time to them. I am a theoretical poli-
tician and a practical business man."—
Washington Star.

Reckiess Rl!lr?llih‘.

“There {8 a heavy draft engine to
this train,” said the young man who
wanted all. to know that he understood
railroad terms.

“A heavy draft engine?’ echoed the
old lady by his side. “Why, the fdea
of running such things this weather!
We shall'all t.ake cold.”

never leave a town of the sise where it
attracts attention when a man paints

his barn.—Atchison Globe.

~"SPLENDID BLUNDERS. "™

There are lots of men who should .
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