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BACKSLIDER

Byjmﬂ:ﬂmr(:ook

Oopyrlxht,lﬁo by
l’ 8. Richardsom

It was Saturday afternoon, and Miss
Meeson, the good looking schoolteacher
of district No. 4, was at the school-
house to secure a book she had left

she day before. She was sgitting down {!

t0 rest after her walk of a mile or
more when a shadow darkened the
open door and she looked up to find a
¢ramp on the threshold. There was no
mistaking his avocation; he was lean
and ragved and Longry looking; he
was sunburned and tough. 1t was half
a auile to the nearest farmhouse, and
yet after the first thrill of alarm the
schoolma’am was not frightened. On
the contrary, she saw the opportunity
#0 read a fellow being a moral lesson
ard she was rather pleased. Miss
Meeson had ideas. They were Purl-
tamical and more. If she kad been the
governor of Connecticut she would
anve vigorously enforced all the blue
mws on the statute books and sought
40 enact a dozen more.

“Come in here and sit down,”” she
said to the tramp, to show him she was
nat afrald.

es'm,” he humbly replied as he
y advanced and took a seat.

“Now, then,” she continued after
Sogking him over, “you are a laxy good
&or nothing and wouldn't work if work
was offered.” .

“K'rect, miss,” he answeged.

“Tou go tramping up and down the
<ountry, and you do not hesitate to
steal as well as beg.”

“Perfeckly true, miss.”

‘X ou’ve probably been in jail?’

“A dozen times.”

‘q thought se. You have a red nose,
and I've no doubt you drink.”

“Like a fish, miss, when I can get
KD’

*“A pretty specimen of a man you
ace!” she continued as she warmed to
her subject. *“A vagrant, a beggar, a
shief and a drunkard! You are also a
Jailbird, and I don't suppose you ever
speak the truth except by accident.”

“You've hit It, miss,” replied the
wramp, witL a fleeting smlile.

“Cast In the mold of a man, yet wit-
mess the degradation! sighed the
schoolma’am. "As If yeu bhadn't got
Tow enough, you have been fighting.
No doubt you also used profane
words!”

“f did, miss—I did. You see, it was
this way: 1 meets a weary down here

Irw n |

again?”

“Never, so belp me Joner."

“Now I have some hopes of you*
sald the schoclma’'am in more friendly
tones. “I hape you'Hl take a hath and
wash up a3 soon as opportunily oc
cars, and if you will cail at Farmer
Meeson's in a day gor two I'll coax him
to give you work. He is my father,
and you will be directly under my in-

ate you. I am hopeful that my in.
fluence”—

Shke was Interrupted by the entrance
of three more tramps, each one of
whomn out-toughed the first caller. 1t
was clear from the tirst that thelr in.
tentions were evil, and as they stood
grinning and winking at each other
the schoolma’'am moved back in alarm
and her convert followed and put him-
self in front of her.

*“*Are—are they wicked?" she asked
in a whisper.

*A bad lot, miss,” he answered, while
one of the trio demanded a kiss all
around.

*Oh, but hear them! They mean me
harmn!

*1 expect they do, miss, and you see.
how it {s with me. You made me
promise not to swear any more, and
bhow can I blast their blooming eyes
without swearing?”’

The trio began dancing about, and
the girl grew white faced as ahe said:

“But | guess you may swear if you
think It will do any good.”

“And me dukes, miss. | promised
not to put 'em up again. I can't Aght
three wearies with me nose."”

*Oh, don't fight,” she walled; “but it
you must, then put up your dukes, or
whatever they arel See! They are
tearing the seats out!™

*And cne thing more,” continued the
convert. *I've got to take a drink of
whisky to brace me up. It's one to
three, and I'll need a bracer.”

*Then take it—take it!” she exclaim-
ed as the trio began to crowd closer.

“And can I leave out the bath and
wash up and work?”

*Yes, yes! Protect me™

“I'll do it, miss, and here goes.”

Her tramp reached for hls bottle and
took a hearty swig, and as he restored
it to his pocket he opened on the enemy
at the rate of seventy-five swear words
a minute. lle swore and swore till
the schoolma’'am held her hands
over her ears. Then he pushed up his
greasy sleeves, *put up his dukes,” and
while Miss Meeson prayed he sailed
in and slam banged. He got many a
bang in return before victory perched
upon his banner, but his cause was
just and he finally put the last one to
sleep and stood over his body and told
the half dead girl that the way was
open. She hurried to the door, but
paused there to turn and say:

*I think I—I backslid.”

**You did, miss,” he replied.

“And you'll continue to swear and
fight and drink whisky and”"—

*l think I'd better, ma'sm—for the
cause of eddecashun. 'Pear8 to beat
the other way all holler.”

And as the sachoolma'am hurried
down tbe road with her heart in her
mouth she couldn’t help but think the
same thing.

A Sporting Parson.
Miss Mary L.ouise Boyle, who count-

. ed Dickens, Lever, Browning, Lowell

and Tennyson among her friends, re-

“APTER WHAT'S IN THE BOTTLE IS GONE "

a mile or so and he has four turnips
ander his arm. I begs for one, but he
turns me down. Then I tells him to
go to the bad place. He sasses back
and | puts up me dukes and lets fly.
He gives me a black eye, but I knocks
blazes out of him.”

“Stop!" exclaimed Miss Meeson as
she held up both hands. *“I cannot
lsten to any such language. If my
own father should talk that way I'd
disown him!"

“Tut I had to tell you how I put up
me dukes, ma'am,” he protested.

“Dukes? Dukes? What do I know
of dukes? 1 never beard such awful
fanguage in my life. You seem to have
A bottle In your pocket. Is it possible
that you carry the soul destroying
H(}‘md around you?"

1t's to keep off the chills, miss,” he
explained as he exhibited a pint bottle
kalf full of whisky.

“And men can sink so low as this? I
wouldn't have believed it. There is no
heathen to compare with you. Do you
think it possible that there is one little
spark of goodness left in your soul?’

“I wouldn't bet on it, misg,” ruefully
replied the man as he gazed at his
wayworn shoes.

“Perhaps there is. Do you want to
reform?”’

“Of course.”

“If you made me a promise would
you keep it?’

“I'd try me hardest.”

‘*Then there is some faint hope. I
want you to begin by repeating the
Lord’s Prayer after me.”

He humbly repeated it, and when it
was finisiied he seemed counsiderably
affected. Miss Maeeson took this as an
encouraging sign and went oa:

“Now promise me that you won't lie
or steal again as long as you live”

“f promise.”

“And you'll let whisky alene from
this time on.”

“After what's In the bettle is gene.”

) . ‘

cords in her “Bouk" a story about a
sporting parson she knew, the Rev.
Lornine Smith, who hunted in purple
instend of plnk lLecause the former
was the correct episcopal color.

“His reverence was always well
mounted and wuas a keen sportsman.
He had a pretty living and s good
church in the neighborhood, but he sur-
prised his parishioners very much by
altering the whole disposition of the
tombstones. He thought they looked
awkward and untidy in their actual po-
sition, so he had them all taken up and
rearranged according to his fancy in

day morning, a very cold winter's day,
he had performed the service to a
scanty congregation, and on going up
into his pulpit, instead of opening his
sermon book, he pronounced the fol-
lowing address: ‘My dear friends, it
you require it 1 will preach you the
sermon which I have brought with me,
but If you are as cold and hungry as
I am I think you will prefer going
with me to the rectory, where you will
find some cold beef and sowe good
ale’"”

Men of Few Words.

A traveler in the Bolivian Andes says
that at one time, while his cart was
making its progress through passes and
over dizzy leights, he had a chance to
learn how two taciturn persons may
show their satisfaction at meeting in
other than the conventional way.

It was midday, and under the glaring
vertical sun drowsiness had invaded us.
We slept until we were awakened by
the approach of the mail cart coming
in the opposite direction, the first <iv-
flized vehicle we had encountered. Both
drivers stopped and gazed at each other
long in sllence. ‘

They were evidently pleased to meet,
but had nothing whatever to say. At
last one inquired:

“What news ?*’

“Nothing,” replied the other.

“What did he say?” asked the first,
doubtless continuing a conversatlon a
fortnight old.

“Nothing.”

“Good!” And they drove on.

No Woman Wrote Them,

“Why did the court refuse to aceept
that woman's letters as evidence?”

“It was decided that they were uot
genuine.”

“Didn’t the handwriting experts de
tlare that she wrote them?” ’

“Yes, but there was evideace to the
contrary.” ‘

“What was it?’

“The letters cootaimed ne pot-
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voripts.”-—New ork Herald.
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“And you'll never #ight or m‘ '

fluence. I shall do my best to regener-|

*“Von G.." an artist-author whose full name #8 Oscar Hunt von Gottaehal, .
recently published a book in which early American history is covered for
youmg readers in an amusing manner, 1n is colored pages Panl Revere, John
Paul Jones, George Washington, Ethan Allen, Betsy Ross, Willlam Pennx and
other Revolutionary celebrities seem to live agaln. This picture graphicaily
shows what happened to John Bull when be had his second war with

Uncle Sam:

other, ; ey map of
aystem from (}hfédt:% N

18 made toappear
| and yet on the map t.ap

throngh every large Aw
miles of that Hne,

ilnes, crosses, squares, etc, One Sun-

tells of an attack onee inade upon him
by a wounded heron, He nays:

a creek that flowed through my fa-
ther’'s farm to watech for a mink, It
was early in the evening, and a blue
heron came and sat within tempting
gunshot, I knew it would spoil my
chances at mink to shoot the bird, and
1 didn't mean to do it, but, kidlike, 1
raised the gun and took aim, Just to
tee how I could kill it {f I would, 1
lowered lhe gun and then raised 1t
again. lvery time I raised it ¥ woald |
touch the tt*i?get gently. After awhile
1 touched it

and I started toward the heron, whi¢h
was wounded.

to catch the bird and started to do so,
when its bill shot out ke a sledge
hammer and struck me between the
eyes. When I came to my senses, it
was dark, and it was several minutes |
longer before I could remembex: where |
1 was or what had bappened. A ligtln
barder and the bird wWohld tave killed | 1
me. 1 plmdder even yet when I thiink |

“That form wi
And then they
And maweled at

COPYRIGHT, 1901,

This picture, describing the Lattle of New Orlesni, shows the sort of
reception Sir Edward Pakenham's 12,000 vetcrans gut when they tried te
drive General Andrew Juckson's 6,000 farmers nud mousiuinests from behind

the historic cotton bales:
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"COPYRIGHY, 190),BY ROBERT HOWARD RUSSELL,

And as ﬁ:h - ta»uclh their carne <) anﬂ ‘ »
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. Cistmciaus were

Attacked i:y a Herxron,
A veteran Philadelphia sporisman

“I was 2 boy then and went down to

00 hard, the gun went off,

“I thought it ‘would be a good scheme

wobll have-Losn: mf
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Remark-hle noy Inventor,

Mr. Marconi, the man who has ax-«
clted so much wonder throughout the}
world by his invention of wireless
telegraphy, had thought over the idea}
when he was a schoolboy at Leghoin.,
"The greatest of the world's electricians |
had not even thought of such 4 thing]

at that time, Yet Mr. Marconi befors
he was twenty years of age had solved
the most diffieult problem that has ever
troubled men’s minds,

The Dawn of Day.
Over the hilltop, far away,
Merrfly rose the sun; .
The squirre! bounded along the spray, -

. And gne by one

The birds of the forest that ull night lou

1n siiens stumbér fay

Woke with a beautiful wave of mmx
To greet the diy,

Qut of the fieldn of daisles Mhite.

Bee, see the.childron run;

Thelr hearts are gay 4nd thelr syéa W

bright,
As all muut be that. také delight
Ini the moeing sub, o jhal
And thoke who Iove thiyveatly tay' d
Ard cu;:mtf!t!enai thmh lii? &W“ - '&‘ "
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“Just notice tlut mwm

to xppear only & rm mﬂw
Nashville, Tenn., In pulied
from its feal location, 1 ‘wp ey
have not tranaported New ,JD o 38 P
thousand" miles northedst,'so aN:‘lo}
bring it on the ling MM'— Ivény s ;4
feand,
“Congress onght, to um, hbltl of this}; &
fake,” he continued, “and xfn_nm hems ‘
ily every railroad that is

Sir Beyle nﬁﬁh"&m‘% TR iy
8ir Boyle Roche was the tube{ﬁtt :
“bulle.” It was he that £
“the best way to avold dangér is o
meet It plump® At shother-time dn]
couveying & warm loeitation to; aj.
friend he remarked, *I bope; my.joed, i
it ever you coma within.a mile of myl %
house that you'll stay qlkanm_:;g;: e
He may have boen the {06l of £ha |4

Grattan parliamuent, buot-thete- wis &
great deal of native:shiswdions.
away behind all his foallshbe
Curran when the latter qncg {
in the midst of & debated that
el nid from no dne End: codld %
“guardian of his own. honoe BirBayl
instantly interjected’ his saresstic con |
gratulations to the honorable..metnber} o
on his po:lseaﬂlqu of & sinecure. :
possibly the gem of hiw rhetoit
the pletire which he tonJuNd: Y
one occasion to hﬂnt home to his:

e

tionary mob: -
“Here perhape, slr, the m\m; :
marshul law men (Ada
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