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= WHEN BETTY MILKS THE COWS.

y When twilight gilds the summer lea
And daisies close their eyes to sleep,
When hiveward drones the laden bee,
And from the hedge the shadows
creep;

The hour when all things sweet combine
To set their seal on Nature's brow
With tenderest touch—the hour, divine,
When Betty milks the brindled cow.

The peach’s blush upon her cheek,
The pippin's dimple in her chin;
Her eyes, clear, fountain-like, bespeak
A depth of purity within;
Bofter of volce than yonder dove
That to Its mate is cooing now—
For all things yield themselves to love
When Betty milks the brindled cow.

‘Adown her shoulders, plump and falr
; Asp ever minstrel rhymed or sung,
A wavy mass of golden hair
In Nature's artless beauty flung;
Her arms, apoise, of graceful mould—
No artist’s masterpiece, I trow,
Can match the vision I behold
i When Betty milks the brindled cow.
But whether in her form or face
Or twinkle in those eyes of blue,
There's some bewitchment in her grace
That thrills my being through and
| through;
‘And what I would I cannot say,
. #%for silence seals my lips somehow,
something in my breast gives way
p When Betty milks the brindled cow.
Oh, had I all the miser's store,
Or wide domain of farm and field,
The fame that falls to men of lore,
. With all the honors carth can yield,
I'd freely barter them for this—
Would such a boon the Fates allow—
Just one sweet promise, one sweet kiss,
When Betty milks the brindled cow.
—John Troland.

“BETTY.”

ETTY sat on her little high-

backed chalr in the nursery hug-
¢ ging Angelina in her arms. The
scorching July sun shone through the
open window on to the child’'s curly,
dark head, and upon the doll’s waxen
face, slowly melting-the roses in her
cheeks, and making the brilliant car-
mine of her lips trickle down on either
side of her. chin. ¢

Betty's small head ached. Oh! how
she hated this hot, noisy London,
where carriages were always tearing
through the streets, and the only time
vou ever saw a bit of green grass or a

wee was when you went out in the
Park with nurse for your daily airing.
How different it was to the country—
the beautiful, cool country, where they
had gone to spend Easter, and which,
to Betty's town-wearled eyes, had
seemed like fairyland.

The door opened suddenly and Dad-
dy came into the room. He was in the
ugly, black suit which he always wore
when he went down into the city,
where he made “bread and butter,”
and his face looked tired; but how-
ever tired he was when he came home,
Betty knew that he would always
come up into the nursery before he
went to dress for dinner, and have a
little chat with her and Angelina.

That was very different to Mummy
—Mummy, who did not have to make
bread and butter, but who, neverthe-
less, never seemed to have time to visit
the nursery. s

Betty stretched out her arms toward
her father, with a little cry of delight,
and the man came and sat down on
the old chintz-covered sofa, and took
her in his arms,

“My preclous!” he gazed at the baby

vauce anxiously; “you don’t look well!
Is anything the matter?”

Betty leaned her head against his
shoulder with a little sigh.

“I fink,” she answered slowly, “it's
because I'se 80 hot, and the carriages
in the street make such a nolse—my
head aches. * * ¢ Oh, daddy!"—
she looked up at him appealingly—*I
wish I could go Into the country
again!”

Daddy sighed.

“I wish I could take you, my pre-
clous, but I can’'t. I must stay here
and do my work, or there will be no
bread and butter for you and Mummy.
But perhaps Mummy will take you.”

The door swung open again, and
this time Mummy came in—Mummy,
resplendent in a white satin gown
pewn with dlamonds, and with dia-
monds gleaming in her golden hair.

She looked at Betty, then at her hus-
band, and frowned.

“I thought I should find you here,
Gerald,” she sald. *“I suppose you
know that I am giving a dance to-
night? Perhaps it would be as well”—
she swept a glance of scorn over his
dusty coat—"if you went to dress.”

“] came up to see Betty,” the man
returned, simply. “The child is not
well, Eveline; she seems to me to have
a kind of low fever. Don’t you think
we ought to put off this dance? There
is time now to send off wires.”

Betty’'s mother frowned again.
“Really, Gerald, you must be mad!
Betty is only a little run down by the
heat—"

“She’s more than that, Eveline, she
is really ill. I can’'t get away just
now, with this big case on at the
courts, but couldn’t you manage to run
down to the country with her for a
week or two?”

“What! In the middle of the sea-
son? Certainly not!”

Betty heard the swish of a satin
skirt across the floor, and the door

“.aabang. Mummy had gone; she never
rayod long.

The tired look on the man’s face
deepened, and a hardness came Into
bis eyes. Betty's mouth quivered, and
two tears rolled down her cheeks. It
always made her cry when Mummy
was unkind to Daddy, and Mummy
was often unkind lately—she could not
think why, as Daddy as so very nice;
much nicer than Sir Charles Pengel-
lis, that ugly, black-bearded gentleman
who always came to dine with Mum-
my when Daddy was out, and whom
Mummy always seemed to llke so
much.

Betty looked up into her father's
face. “Why is Mummy so unkind to
you?' she sald, softly; “doesn’t she
love you?”’

“No, dear, I suppese not.”

The man’s voice broke in a kind of
a sob. Betty sighed. Poor Daddy—
how sad he looked!

“And do you love her?”

“Love her! My God!
more than my life!”

Two more tears rolled down Betty's
cheeks. She felt very strange, her
head ached more than ever, the room
was getting dark, and the floor seemed
to be rising up to meet the ceiling, And
through it all was this ache at her
heart for Daddy, poor Daddy!

“Daddy!”

“Yes, my darling?”

“I wishes—I wishes I could make
Mummy kinder—to—you—-"

And then Betty slipped, unconsclous,
on to the floor,
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Downstairs there was the sound of
gay talking and laughter, the liit of
walts music, the tread of dancing feet.
Livellest among all the women pres-
ent was the hostess, Betty's beautiful
mother. She had been dancing inde-
.fatigably nearly all the evening, but
she was resting now on a couch at
one end of the room, well-screened
from onlookers by a picturesque ar-
rangement of flowers and palms. Sit-
ting beside her was the man who had
been her partner in nearly every
dance—Sir Charles Pengellis.

*You are looking lovelier than ever
to-night,- Eveline,” Sir Charles was
saying, tenderly.

He came closer, leaning his arm
over the back of the couch.

“Your husband does not appreciate
you,” he went on in a low, passionate
volce; “'he is a dolt, a dull bookworm,
not worthy to be the husband of a
brilliant woman like you. It is a
duty which you owe to yourself to
leave him.”

The woman's eyes dllated, her
breath came in quick hard pants.
¢ ¢ % Was SIr Charles right, was
she indeed unappreciated, was it her
duty to leave the husband from
whom, she knew, she had of late been
drifting apart?

“Listen!” he put out Ms hand, and
It closed round her delicate wrist like
a vise, “you must come to-night—it
will be your best opportunity. Muffle
yourself in a cloak, and veil—no one
will recognize you as you pass through
the hall. My carriage will be waiting.
# * * You understand?”’

“Ah!—stop!”

She wrenched away her hand, and
sprang to' her feet. Sir Charles fol-
lowed the direction of her eyes. Push-
ing his way through the crowd, com-
ing toward them, was her husband.

The woman’s face hardened. *This
is his first appearance this evening,”
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E Q Cd
~
Z
)

". .I.

bl —
= —

“FORGIVE ME! FORGIVE ME!”

she said, coldly, “and he has not even
got on a dress coat! Does he wish
to make me look ridiculous before my
guests?”’

A moment later the husband had
galned the wife's side. He laid his
hand on her arm.

“Eveline!” his volce was loarse,
“Betty is very ill, I have sent for a
doctor, you must come up to her at
once!”

“What! and leave my guests?” She
shook his hand away with a cold little
laugh. *“Go back to the nursery your-
self, if you like, I shall remain here,”
she said.

He looked at her, silently, then
“Very well,” he said, quietly. *“I will
not trouble you again.”

The woman turned to Sir Charles.
There was a curious smile on her face.
“You were right,” she said, In a4 low
_volce, “my husband does not appre-
ciate me. It is a duty I owe to my-
self to—to—"

The sentence was left unfinished,
but Sir Charles understood.
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What impulse was it that prompted
her on hervay up stairs to fetch a
cloak, to pause for a-moment outside
the nursery door? Not love—not duty
—then, what?

Betty’s mother did not know, nev-
ertheless she did pause, and then, hear-
ing no sound from within the room,
pushed the door open, and went in,

It was a foollsh, sentimental fancy,
but she would like to have one more
look at Betty—to press one more kiss
upon those baby lips before she left
her forever.

The room was strangely still. Gent-
ly, on tiptoe, she approached the little
white bed—she did not want the child
to wake. No, she did not wake, she
lay very still. Suddenly a fear, like an
fcy hand, gripped the mother's heart.
She bent over the pillow, and pushed
a dark curl away from the baby brow.
It was quite cold. Betty was dead!

Someone sitting behind the curtains
of the bed, who, in the dim light, she
had not noticed—rose, and caught her,
or she would have fallen—someone
with strong, kind arms, and a deep,
tender voice, who whispered words of
comfort into her ear.

“Dear love, let us bear this great
sorrow together!” She clung to him,
sobbing; all the love which, in her girl-
hood, she had felt for this loyal, no-
ble-hearted man swept again through
her heart. And she had been going to
leave him!

“Forgive me! Forgive me! I have
been a bad mother—a bad wife. Ob,
my husband, I must tell you! I was
going to leave you-—to-night. But now
1 cannot! Betty! my baby Betty!”

The sobs were checked by her hus-
band’s forglving kiss upon her lips.

“Betty’'s last words were that she
| wished she could make Mummy kinder

to Daddy, and God has granted her
wish,” he sald.
] . L ] L J L] L ]
There was a rattle of wheels in the
street below. It was Sir Charles’ car-
rlage as it drove away.—Home
Monthly.

HAD A PRIVATE MINT,
———

Prior to the Civil War the Coims
Pasned Current.

Prof. W. E. Hidden of Newark, N.
J., spent last week in Rutherfordton
as the guest of M. O. Dickerson, clerk
of the Superior court of Rutherford
county. Prof. Hidden is an eminent
geologist and mining engineer and his
name will be recognized as the origin
of the benutiful stone called hiddenite,
a valuable emerald-green gem found
in western North Carolina, according
to the Syracuse (N. Y.) Telegram. It
was so named because of its discovery
by Prof. Hidden about 1881 while ex-
ploring Alexander county, North Caro-
lina.

The Interesting announcement I3
made concerning the visit of the emi-
nent gentleman to North Carolina that
he is here seeking data concerning the
late Christopher Bechtler, who was a
resident of Rutherfordton many years
prior to the civil war, and there colned
the gold mined in the mountain reglon
round about. The Bechtler one-dollar
and five-dollar pleces were once exten-
sively circulated in North and South
Carolina and passed at their face value
everywhere.

The fact s they contained a greater
ratio of gold than those of the United
States mintage, but under the colnage
laws of the government the Bechtler
mint had to close shop. Thousands of
dotlars meanwhile had gone into clr-
culation, but many of the coins drifted
to the United States mint at Charlotte,
where they were reminted, while oth-
ers fell into the hands of parties who
preserved them as curios. We have
seen quite a number of them in upper
South Carolina, but these who pos-
sess them cannot be induced to part
with them. These North ~Carolina
coins bring all kinds of prices, and he
is a lucky man who has one or more
of them.

Prof. Hidden during his visits to
North Carolina learned of Mr. Bechtler
and his mint and became greatly in-

‘terested. He is gathering data to

write a blggraphy of Bechtler and a
history of his coinage operations. Itis
stated, however, that he will get ont
an - edition of only 250 coples of hils
book. Prof. Hidden has a fine collec-
tion of Bechtler coins and wants more
of them, offering handsome prices for
this historic North Carolina gold
money.

LACK OF MEN, NOT WORK.

Revelation of the Real Problem of
the Unemployed.

Leroy Scott contributes to World's
Work the result of a first-hand In-
vestigation of the unemployed in the
United States. He makes some star-
tling revelations and incidentally scat-
ters the tissue of sentimentality that
has hung about the “poor man looking
for a job.” He declares that the real

problem is not to find work for meu,’

but men for work. Ninety per cent
of the men out of work don't want
work. Mr. Scott says:

“In large citles the men who stand
in bread lines, who patronize free-
soup kitchens and missions; who
sleep in municipal lodging houses and
fn police stations, are properly re-
garded as unfortunates who have
failed to find work. The Charity Or-
ganization Sosiety and the Assoclation
for Improving the condition of the
Poor, both of New York, recently had
cards printed addressed to unemployed
men, offering work and financlal and
medical ald. During March and April
28,000 of these cards were distributed
to men in bread lines, missions and
lodging houses. Three hundred and
five responded—a little more than 1
per cent. It would seem that self-re-
specting men, eager to work, would
seize at such chance. At the two
lodging lhouses of the Philadelphla
Society for Organizinz Charity, the of-
ficers clip from the morning papers
and post on a bulletin board the ad-
vertisements asking for male help, so
that the men can read them when
discharged at ¢ a. m. As a rule ro
more than two or three men from a
crowd of 100 or 150 glance at the ad-
vertisements.

“Among unorganized workers men
are frequently unemployed through a
desire to choose their job. I sat a
large part of one day listering to the
talk between clerk and applicants.
Job after job was refused because the
applicants were not pleased with the
work or the wages. A typlcal case was
that of a young fellow who was of-
fered a good opening in an office at
$12 a wook; he refused because he
wanted to start at $15. On the pre-
vious day this agency had found a job
for a man whose family was being sup-
ported by a charity soclety. The man
went to his new work In the morning;
In the afternoon he was back at the
agency. ‘They only wanted to pay me
$1.75,” he complained. ‘I won’t work
for less than $2 for anybody.’”

What Fishermen Belleve.

Fishermen are, many of them, re-
markably superstitious. For instance,
in some fishing boats whistling is for-
bidden and neither milk nor burnt
bread is allowed on board. Even the
name of that unlucky animal the hare
may not be mentioned and a common
method of punishing an enemy is to
throw a dead hare into his boat. Some
fishermen believe in luck attending an
odd-numbered crew, but the good for-
tune will be neutralized should one of
the number have red hair.

Swans in Deadly Fight.

A fight to death between two full-
grown swans was witnessed in the
Wyck, a tributary of the English
Thames. They could not be separated,
and continued until one died of ex-
haustion. The other was severely in-

-jured about the neck.

A Subtle Distinction.
Mother of Parvenue Financler (to
visitor)—All these are photographs of
my son. Here you see him as a child,
there as & man and there as a baron,
—Journal Amusant.

An a\'e.m—g—e—;lrl is never satisfled
until she acquires a son-in-law for her
wother.

The Story of In-Door Sun.
Once on a time, in far Japan,
There lived a busy little man,
8o merry and so full of fun
That people called him In-door Sun.

Now In-door Sun made mirrors fine,
Like those in your house and in mine,
And in these looking-glasses bright
His own face saw from morn till night.

It made him feel so very sad

To see his face look cross and bad,
That he began to take great care
To keep a sweet smile always there.

And soon he found that those he knew,
All seemed to like him better, too;
For, like the mirrors, every one
Began to smile on In-door Sun!

Now try this just one day and see
How bright and smiling you can be;
You'll find both happiness and fun
In playing you're an “in-door sun!”
—Little Folks.

A Costly Skate, 4
Roller skating is older than most
folk imagine. Joseph Merlin, a Bel-
glan, born in 1735, a clever, inventive
fellow, went to London in 1760 and
exhibited his novelties at a museum in

‘Spring Gardens, and- afterward in

Prince’s street, Hanover Square. Hav-
ing made a palir of skates to run on

by etiquette and forms and adorned
with a few frills. Get behind the lin-
gerie and the lingo and go to the
heart of the thing and you will find it
very much like the practice of law.
The man with the best case ought to
win, and when he doesn’t and the man
with the poorer case does win it is
because he is the better man and
knows better how to present his case
and how to handle it. There is an-
other popular notion that the Amerl-
can diplomatic establishment is weak
because our representatives abroad
contend with men trained all their
lives in the diplomatic school. We
have no permanent diplomatic estab-
lishment. Our ambassadors and min-
isters abroad are picked from law of-
fices, editorial rooms and even count-
ing rooms. Usually they have had no
previous acquaintance with diplomatic
work. Yet nine times out of ten they
are more than a match for the men
they have to deal withabroad. Breadth
and strength of character, knowledge
of human nature and experience gain-
ed in the rough and tumble of life
count for quite as much as the other
fellows’ dilettante culture. It is the
judgment of the best observers
throughout the world that our success-
ful Amerlcan lawyers and editors easl-
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and pound;

'wheels, he appeared with them at a
'masked ball given by Mrs. Cornelys,
'in Carlisle House, Soho. He was duly
invited to display his skill. Having
put on the skates he took a violin and
began whirling about to his own
music. One thing he had not studied,
however, and that was how to gulde
himself and to stop quickly, and the
result was that before the performance
had lasted very long he dashed into an
immense mirror valued at $2,500,
smashed his fiddle to bits, and serious-
ly injured himself. That appears to
have dampened the spirit of inventors,
for we hear nothing of other wheel
skates for nearly half a century.

A True Incideat.

A French family has recently had
{ts fortunes restored in a way to sug-
gest story telling. They were wretch-
edly poor, selling one possession after
another in order to live. One day the
mother, in moving an old desk of her
great-grandfather, came upon an old
book, between the pages of which was
a stamp of the Island of Maurice »f

-1847.

A traveler stopping to rest in the
cottage one day saw this stamp, which
a boy was sticking to a home-made en-
velope, playing “postoffice” with a lit-
tle friend. This traveler (a2 man of
wealth and a collector of curios) saw
that it was very rare. In truth, there
were but two others In existence, one
belonging to the King of England andl
one to the Czar of Russia. He teld the
family of their treasure, and it was
through his interest and exertions that
the stamp was subsequently sold for

#7,500.

An Eskimo’s Dreas.

When an Eskimo young lady goes to
a ball she is a gorgeous sight to gaze
upon. You did not know that they
/had dances in her country? Well, they
do, and a traveler reports just how a
belle was dressed on such an occaslon.

Her dress was made of the intes-
tines of a seal, split and sewed togeth-
er. This makes a transparent gar-
ment, and the girl trimmed it with
elaborate embroidery of colored
worsteds and fringed it with strings of
beads. Her trousers were white and
made of Siberian reindeer skin, em-
broidered with strips of wolf skin. Her
tpair was braided on each side with
strips of wolf skin and strips of beads.
Heavy necklaces and pendants of
beads and teeth of animals hung
around her neck and over her should-
ers. Snow-white gloves, made of fawn
gkin, were on her hands. These fitted
perfectly and were ornamented with
strips of skin from some animal—per-
haps the seal. To complete this elab-
orate outfit this Eskimo belle carried
In her hand—not a bouquet—but a
long eagle feather. In fact she earried
two, one in each hand, which she
waved as she danced. No doubt this
young lady made a charming picture.
At least the young gallants of her set
thought she did.

Dipiomacy.
Diplomacy is a matter of business,
though a polite business, hedged about

ly hold thelr own against their com-
petitors.—Walter Wellman in Success

BEST HOTEL IN THE WORLD.

In Japan, Briton Says, with a Lucerne
Hoastelry a Close Second.

If one excepts the Schweizer Hof at
Lucerne, which cannot be approached
by any rival in any country, the aver-
age English hotel is more luxuriously
furnished than the average foreign
hotel. But unfortunately one cannot
lunch off saddle bag lounges or dine
on alabaster pillars. The food supplied
by the palaces which line the coasts of
the island is abominally bad, accord-
ing to the London Saturday Review.

Abroad it is a very different story.
Everybody in and about a forelgn
hotel, from the head waiter down to
the under cooks, takes an interest and
a pride in his business. In the English
hotel the servants seem ashamed of
being caught ministering to the crea-
ture comforts of others, and even the
Germans and Italians catch over here
the surly, listless air of English cooks
and waliters. .

French is the country of culinary
extremes; there the cookingais elther
very good or very bad. The idea that
the hurmblest French inn will produce
an appetizing dish is a myth. We
have had some of the most nauseous
as well as some of the most exquisite
meals in France; and outside the
larger towns a French hotel, unless 1t
is.in the way of receiving English and
American visitors, will have sanitary
arrangements such as those described
by Arthur Young in the eighteenth
century.

Of the hotels in the United States
it only remains to be said that they
are four times as expensive as British
hotels and In every point except that
of service four times as good.

Attendance In the shape of getting
your bell answered, bot water brought
or boots cleaned, 1s simply non-existent
in an American hotel. But in cities
like New York, Chicago, Boston, and
even remote towns like Denver, the
cooking of the restaurants and the
quality of the food are as good as you
would get in Paris. The linen and the
sanitary arrangements of American
hotels leave nothing to be desired.

Unquestionably the worst hotels in
the world are those in the ecast, in
India, at Singapore, Hongkong and
Shanghal.

Having run over nearly the whole
world, we are of opinion that the Lest
lhotel in which the fastidious traveler
can hang up his hat is the Oriental
Palace at Yokohama.

How the Trouble Arose.

“I suppose he clasped you . in his
arms when the canoe upset?’

“No; quite the opposite.”

“Quite the opposite?”

“Yes; the canoe upset when he
clasped me .in his arms.”—Houston
(Texas) Post.

Trusts must go. A Cincinnati man
has been forced to beg because they
clf8%ed a factory in which his wife had

a job.
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A visiting nurse, the other day,

took a dozen big oranges to a little sick
patlent on New York's East Side.
Three days later, in making her regu-
lar visit, she noticed that the oranges
were still on the table, untouched.
“Doesn’'t Jacob like oranges?” she ask-
ed the child’s mother. “Yessum,” was
the reply. “Why doesn't he oat some
of these, then.” “We don't like to get
away mit dem, cause they look <o
wealthy on the table,” was the expla-
nation,

The following story is told of one
of the former governors of Georgin:
He was out walking one morning, a
gew days prior to his election, when
Ne met an old negro. The following
conversation took place: ‘“Morning,
Marse John.” “Good-morning, uncle.”
“Yo' sutinly lookin’ mighty fine.” “Yes,
I feel pretty good.” “Do yo' know
what yo’ look like, Marse John?" “No.
What do I look llke?” “Yo' looks as
if yo' had a dollah in yo'h pocket and
was runnin’ fo’ gub’nor.”

A woman who was called upon to
write a paper at a suburban current

_toples club on Victor Hugo, went to

the Carnegle Library erected there,
and collated her facts from a number
of encyclopedias. When she had fin-
ished, having a quarter inch of space
at the end of her paper, she thought
she would add something original,
and wrote: “Whatever we and suc-
ceeding generations may think of Vic-
tor Hugo, we must agree on one thing,
shat he wrote good English.”

Andrew Carnegie greatly admires
Ernst Haeckel, and not long ago he
commissioned a young man who was
about to become a student:at Jena to
get for him a Haeckel autograph. The
autograph, in English, in due course
arrived. It read: “Ernst Haeckel
gratefully acknowledges the receipt
from Andrew Carnegie of a Zeiss mi-
croscope for the biological laboratory
of the Jena Unlversity.”” A micro-
scope, needless to say, arrived with
Mr. Carnegie’s compliments at Jena
within a few weeks.

When the Prince of Wales was
little fellow at school he ran out of
money and knew his parents too well
to ask for an advance in his allow-
ance. He thought the matter over,
and then sat down and laborlously
prepared a letter to Queen Victoria,
his grandmother, pathetically begging
her to send him half a sovereign. The
Queen thought it a good occasion for
improvement of his mind, and instead
of forwarding the money wrote an
autograph letter, full of wholesome
advice. A few days later she received
a brief response, which said: “Dear
Granny—Never mind about that
money now. I don’t need it. I have
sold your letter for £2.”

An old lady once asked in a draper’s
shop to be shown some silk. A young
clerk showed her some, saying: “We
can do this for you at 6s. 6d. a yard.”
The old lady asked for something bet-
ter, but the clerk replied that they had
nothing  better. Whereupon the mas-
ter came forward, and sald: j')‘ou
must excuse my assistant, madam, he
s new to the business. Here, madam,
is a very superior article, 10s. 6d. a
yard. If it were not for the fact that
1 bought it some time ago we should
have to charge you 15s., for, as you are
doubtless aware, owing to the recent
epidemic among the silkworms the
price of silk has increased enormously
of late.” The customer took the silk.
A few days later the same old lady
came in and asked for some tape. The
clerk said glibly: “Here is some we
can let you have at 8d. the dozen yards,
If it wasn't for the fact that we-have
had it in stock some time we should
have to charge 1s., for, as you are
doubtless aware, owing to the recent
epidemic among the tapeworms, the

price of tape has gone up enormously.” |.

It was then she hit him with her um-
brella.

HAT REFUSES TO COME OFF.

Woman at the Play Had a Hard
Time Trying to Accomplish It.
She was pretty, but rather unduly

plump, yet no one would have dared to
tell her so, or even to study her gen-
erous figure too critically, for she was
also middle-aged and dignified and suf-
ficiently self-posed to come to the thea-
ter alone at night, relates the Philadel-
phia Record. Her seat, in the middle
of the row, was the only one left vu-
cant when she came down the aisle,
and people sitting there viewed her
with some anxiety when they observed
her ample size.

She managed, however, to squeezc
threugh without doing too much walk-
ing on other people’s feet, and despite
the impediments of a fan, an umbrella,
an opera glass bag, a program and a
pair of gloves. When she sunk into
her seat her sigh of relief was echond
by all the people whom she had
passed, and the men in the seat on
each side of her promptly took their
clbows off the chair arms to give her
all the room possible for the wielding
of her fan.

When the curtain had gone up wita-
out her having removed her hat a man
immediately behind bher leaned over
and asked her if she minded taking it
off. Without turning or replying she
put both arms up and begun to tug at
a hat pin. Slowly some of the things
on her lap began to slide off and the
opera glass bag, with its contents,
reached the floor before she made a
grab for them. It was clearly impos-
sible for her to stoop over straight in
front of her. The men at each side,
ecach desiring to get the bag, went
through a little pantomime of the Gas-
ton and Alphonse variety with ecach

. other, and then at the same instant

a dive for the glasses. Their heads
came together In a resounding whack
just above the large lady’s knees, but
one of them arose with the glasses in
his hand and gave them 1> her.

Then she bunched all her things in
a wad on her lap and started to work
on the refractory hatpin again. It
balked at first, but finally came with
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such a rush that her elbow went fairly,
and squarely into the eye of the man
on her right. She put the pin in her'
mouth with the point toward the man,
on her left side and then her neighs
bors at sides and rear saw, with ris-
ing perturbation, that there were at
least two hatpins still to come.

The ma. behind leaned over and
said; “Pray don't trouble yourself fur-
ther, madam. It's of no consequence.
I can see very well as it {s.”

The man on her left dodged wildly
for fear she should- turn her head in
his direction with the long pin in her
mouth pointed toward him. But she
aid not turn. She went at the pin
again. Things slid off her lap, but
nelther of the men at her side dared
to reach for them. She tugged and
tugged and the man behind her begged
her again to leave the hat where it
was. She pald no attention, however,
and at last the head covering came off.
She was flushed and hot and her haft
was blousled and tousled and her
queenlike dignity was no longer in
evidence. The stage villaln mean-
while had laid bare his prospective
eriminality and the curtain went down
on the first act without anyone in the
vieinity having known what the play
was all about.
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Among the many lovely and insplr-
Ing reminiscences to be found in *“Old
Greek,” a memoir of tne late Edward
North, for fifty-elght years professor
of Greeck In Hamilton College, is one
of an alumnus of that small and fre-
quently straitened institution which
shows that a man’s service to his alma
mater need not wait upon his acquire-
ment of a million.

This graduate preached the gospel in
a small rural parish, where they paid
him five hundred dollars with a dona-
tion party thrown in. He met Prof.
North one day, and said that he owed
the college a large debt, and wanted
to. pay the interest on it if the.college
would take what he could offer.

His salary all went for his living,
and his children were all girls. But he
prayed for the college every Sunday
in the pulpit. He believed in special
providences, and that the Lord might
be sure to understand his prayer, he
prayed for Hamilton College in partic-
ular, and by name, as well for higher
edueation in particular.

His prayer for Hamilton College had
been answered already, he said. Com-
ing down from his pulpit one Sunday,
he met a sturdy cheesemaker with his
little wife beside him, who wanted to
know about the college that had been
prayed for.

“Wife and I,” said the cheese-
maker, “have a boy at home who is
all for books, and wife fhinks he ought
to o to college. But we can’t spare
him yet, for he’s mighty handy at
milking cows.”

The minister saw his chance there,
and went on to tell Prof. North that he
was drilling that boy twice a week In
his Greek and Latin. *

“I'll have him ready for college in
two years,” sald he, *“and I mean he
shall capture a Phi Beta Kappa key,
it not the valedictory.”

A GIRL PRODIGY.

Has Committed to Memory 12,236
Verses from the Bible.

Most likely not another brain In the
State, possibly in the world, has verb-
ally acquired so much Scripture in so
short a time as has been done recently
by a young woman in Buncombe Coun-
ty, says the Biblical Record.

About the 1st of March, 1905, Pas-
tor J. A. Brendell, hoping to stimulate
memory work in the Bib Ivy Baptist
Sunday School at Barnardsville Post
Office, offered two prizes (Bibles), the
first to the pupil over 12 and the other
to the one under 12, who should during
this interval commit to memory and re-
cite the largest number of verses of
Seripture. A committee was appointed
to hear the contestants for the prizes
and reglster the number of verses
memorized.

On the day of the award it was found
that among the older competitors the
winner was Miss Leste May Williams,
a young woman 16 years of age. With
these ninety days, during which she
had an attack of measles, she commit-
ted to memory and recited to the com-
mittee 12,236 verses of Scripture, cov-
ering the entire New Testament (ex-
cepting two genealogles of Jesus in the
first chapter of Matthew and the third
chapter of Luke), and including liberal
selections from Genesis, Psalms, Ec-
clesiastes and other parts of the Old
Testament.

The winner of the second prize was
the youngest sister of the winner of
the first prize. Little Miss Ella Jay
Williams is only 12 years of age, yet
in this competition there were to her
credit 715 verses of Scripture.

The pastor reports that during the
entire contest there were more than
100,000 verses memorized.

Ned Sen Pearlws.

Pearl fisheries, of which the world
hears little, but which constitute a con-
siderable industry, are carried on at
{he Lohia Islands, in the lower end of
the Red Sea. Very few of these pearls
find thelr way to European or Amerl
can markets, because the local demand
almost absorbs the output. Pearls are
the most popular of all gems among
the inhabitants of India and Arabla
and it is seldom that a native woman
of any social position is seen without
pearl ornaments of some kind, elther
finger rings, earrings or rings for the
nose, and even the feet.

His Practical View.

A certain sweet faced grandmother
is sometimes startled by the up-to
dateness of her grandchildren. The
other day she was telling the youngest
of them, n boy 5 years old, the story
of Lot. She showed him the pictures
of the wicked cities of the plains en-
veloped in the fire from heaven. The
little chap gazed at the picturéd con-
flagration and then asked:

“Were they insured?'—New York
Press.
The Philosopher of Folly.
They tell me that young Nocount

has gone to the dogs. Very sad—but

my sympatby Is all with the dogs.—
| Cleveland T.ecader

\n



