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- The Luck of

.
< Plackford Harnigan
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Hannigan was down on his luck.
Blackboards of the right kind were
scarcer and scarcer, and the Novem-
ber air had a way of nipping the ears
and nose which wos not pleasant. Han-
nigan was a wandering painter. He
had once been proficlent as a de-
spoiler of scenery, as many of the
legends which now adorn the Buck-
eye landscape and proclaim the mer-
its of pink pellets and condition pow-
ders will testify. Rum had got the
upper hand of Hannigan. His hand
was no longer steady enough to fol-
Jow the configuration of letters, even
when they were chalked out by stead-
ier fingers, but Hannigan could still
paint blackboards. There was a time
when around the walls of every dis-
trict school in southern Ohio there
was painted a dark dado, on which
the pupils worked out their nrithm&
tical salvation.

Mr. Hannigan as he strode along
the tracks was muttering to himself
about the perversity of fortune. He
had spent nearly his Iast cent for ma-
terial. He had been to three school-
houses, and in each he had been con-
fronted with slabs of smoothly pol-
ished slate which covered the plas-
tered wall. The agent of a Chicago
school supply company had preceded
Hannlgan and had done him much in-
jury. At the Iast schoolhouse the
teacher had smiled pityingly when
the decorator talked of the evil which
had come upon him. She had un-
<lasped from a long chain which she
wore a silver mounted rabbit’'s foot
and had insisted upon the astonished
painter's accepting it.

Now that Hannigan was alone again
his thoughtis went back to the little
schoolhouse, and the more he thought
about the duplicity of the trustees and
the slate blackboards the more angry
he became. He drew from his pocket
the fuzzy fetich which the teacher had
given him and in the half darkness
contemplated it with a Jook of fine
scorn. Hannigan was walking on the
railroad track with the measured tread
common to the experienced wanderer
who avails himself of that courtesy

of the company known as the “tie
pass. '
‘Luck!"” muttered Hannigan. “Jim

Hannigan walking the track with not
a thing in his pocket but a rabbit's
foot has a run of Iuck, hasn't he?
Where's that fool thing?"

Hannigan took the talisman from
his pocket and threw it on the track.
It dropped near a rall, where the glint
from itg8 mounting revealed its sres-
=-nce. Hannigan stopped as though
to pick it up again. Then he recon-
sidered.

“No.," sald he; “don’t want it; won't
have it. Let some fellow find it wno
wasn't born to be unlucky.”

Hannigan heard a shrill whistle and
the rumble of wheels. He stepped
aside in a mechanical way just in
tim= to evade a train. He stood for
a moment contemplating the two flery
ayes of red which were diminishing in
front of him. Then he looked around
bim,

“l was crossing the long trestle, and
I didn't know it,”" said Hannigan.
‘Now, by gum, that is what [ call
fuck—crossing the trestle with no
chance in the world to get off it and
spikes on the sides of the track to
make it uncomfortable for us hoboes;
crossing the trestle, by jing! If 1
had jumped 1 would have been
drowned in twenty feet of water, and
if I had stayed they would never have
recognized me except for this can of
sawdust cocktalls. Jim Hannlgan, you
are an ungrateful cuss. That rabhbit’'s
lfoot saved you, and you threw it away.
This is where you see a crayon en-
larzement of Jim Hannigan going back
to find the only thing which ever
brought him luck.”

He went back over the ties, dodging
the spikes, looking for the rabbit's
foot. He could see no trace of it. He
glanced up in time to see two bulging
eyes of red which were growing biz-
ger with every second. James Han-
nigan jumped and shrieked. The
“Cannon Ball” was backing down on
him, and he was in the middle of the
trestle. He threw himself on the
track, rolled over, clasped the end of
a tle in his arms and swung himself
off just as the express whizzed over
his head. Above him was the roar
of the train, and beneath him the
waters of tha Hocking were greedily
lapping the wooden piles,

“Talk about hard luck,” muttered
the trembling painter of blackboards.
“Queered for life by a rabbit's foot
and & schoolmarm’s smile.”

The trestle was vibrating beneath
the weight of the traln. Hannigan,
with his right arm within six inches
of the rail over which were rushing
the wheels of the “Cannon Ball” felt
a shiver through every nerve of his
body. He yelled curses, and the rails
gave back a mocking sound. He felt
the dull pain of weariness in his arms.

“Twenty feet of water below,”
moaned Hannigan, “and I can't swim!
I couldn’t draw myself up, even if the
train wasn't here. Well, so long, ev-
erybody. Here is the end of James
:l-nnim. born a scenic artist, died a

nm-l‘

He dropped. The cold waters closed
about the form of the knight of the
road. Then a moment of silence, and
James Hannfran awoke. He thought
he was sitting on downy cushions and
around him was poured a cooling and
& crystal flood. Hannigan sat bolt np-
right In the dark mud of the Hocking
river bottom, and about him flowed

two feet of the tawny flood. Beyond
were the dark depths of the stream.
From the locomotive a few feet

ahead on the trestle above there came
a shower of flery nodules. The ash-
box was open. In the glow of the
falling particles Hannigan saw a gray
object floating on the tide before him.
He picked it up and placed it rever-
ently in the upper pocket of his ccat.
—Portland Transceript

School Children
in Germany

In Germany the law requires that
every child attend school from the

age of six up to fourteen. Parents
are compelled to pay a fine in court
if their children are absent from
school without good cause, and the
child must make up the time by
just &s many extra days at the end
of his course as he has been absent,
says an exchange. Children are
called by their last names from the
very first of their school days. Their
teachers are men almost without ex-
ception. The hours for attendance
in the winter are from elght to twelve
in the morning, and from two to four
in the afternoon; and in the warmer
months from seven to eleven and
from two to four. These hours
are shortened for the younger chil-
dren, On Wednesday and Saturday
afternoons the schools are closed.
What seems strange to us is that
all studying Is done out of school. A
class not having recitation, there-
fore, Is sent home, and so It happens
that few children are aill of the six
hours a day In school, as the above
hours would seem to Indicate. The
very little ones, for instance, may be
in school from eight to nine, from
eleven fo twelve, and from two to
three, the [ntervening time being
spent at home in play or study. in
consequence of this outof-school
study, all books, pencils and station-
ery are taken home at the close of
the morning and afternoon sessions.
This has given rise to the use of
knapsacks by both girls and boys.
These knapsacks are made of leather,
either dressed or with the hair on.

If a boy intends to carry his educa-
tion beyond that afforded by the gram-
mar school, he is expected to enter
the high school at the age of nine
or ten years, where his lower school
studles are continued and languages
are commenced [n a simple way.
Girls in like manner go to a higher
school. The studies pursned In
German schools are much wne same
as in our own.

If I were asked what is the favorite
amusement of the German children,
I should answer taking long walks
into the country. The love of nature
seems to be born with most of them.
Besides, they are sturdy yvoung folks,
and are perfectly willing to put up
with inconveniences, For these rea-
sons they are just the people to en-
joy walking in the country, and the
pracuice begun In childhood is kept
up during life. When the children
go on these long walks, they often
carry what we should c¢all a botan-
ical box (that §s, a tin box about a
foot and a half long, with rounded
edges, and a lid on hinges), slung
over the shoulder by a strap.
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From the Farmers' Review: Every

lover of flowers who is the owner of
a window garden would be glad to
include a rose or two in her collection.
Though it is difficult with some wva-
rieties, many persons sucreed in grow-
ing really fine roses in living rooms.
The first thing to be done is to select
your plant. Let me advise you to
make it either Queen's Scarlet, Agrip-
pina, Hermosa or Clothilde Soupert.
If you can grow any rose, you can
grow these, for they are better adapt-
ed to house conditions than some of
the more popular wvarieties. To in-
sure success, give careful attention
to several things: First to soil. All
roses like a stiff, heavy soll, one that
can be made firm about the roots.
In loose, spongy solls, roses will live
indefinitely, but they will not flourish.
If you want your rose for winter
flowering, be sure to get it as soon
as possible. Put it in a five or six-
inch pot, make the sofl firm and water
moderately. Give it an airy, sunny
place out of doors during the sum-
mer. If it throws out branches with
buds, cut them back within a few
inches of the main stalk. In this
way you secure & few short branches
from wuaica growth will start when
you are ready for it. In the fall it
may not be necessary to repot the
plant, but, it should be given a liberal
amount of fertillzer as soon as it be-
gins to grow; a spoonful of fine bone
meal to each plant will generally be
sufficient. This can be repeated at
intervals if the plant shows any in-
dications of flagging. To have good
roses it is very important to feed the
plants well.

If great care is not taken, insects
will injure the plants. Red spider
may be kept in check by spraying
daifly. Aphis may be controlled by
the use of Ivory soap Infusion once
a week, Dip the plants. in it §f
couvenlent. This ts better than spray-
ing. Scale will Lave to be scrubbed
off, but this pest is not very common
on house-grown roses. If the plants
mildew, dust them with flour of sul-
phur. You will see that she who has
roses richly earns her success, but
she will be a “wlilling worker” if
she really loves them.—Eben E. Rex-
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Burly, Mnc hamblebee!
Where thou art is clime
J.et them -.ll for Porto

Far off
4 will fnllnw m

'u:y nm. lines;
Keeop me nearesr, me thy henrer,
Singing over shrubs and vines,

Insect lover of the sun,
Joy of thy dominion!
Sailor of the atmosphere

Vof'aser of light and noon,
Eplcurean of June!
Walt., T prithes, till I come

All without is martyrdom.

Aught unsavyry or mm.tg.n

Hath my insect never

But violets and bllbarry bells,

Maple ur and daffodels,

Grass h green flag balf-mast high

Suceo! to match the sky,

Columbine with horn of honey

Clover, catehfly, adder's tongus,

And brier roses, dwelt among:

All beside was unknown waste,

All was pleture as ha passed,

v far than human seer,

Yellow breeched . philosopher,

Sesing only what is fair,

Sippl only what Is sweet,

Thou dost mock at fate and care,

Leave the chaff and take the wheat,

When the fierce northwestern blast

Cools sea and land so far and fast—

Thou already slumberest deep:

Woe and want thou canst ouuleep'

Want and woe, which torture us.
—Ralnoh Waldo Emerson.
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$ Chief of Police
s of Mendota
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The onetime chief of police of Men-
dota was a little, thin, dyspeptic man
who lived about 1882 on the Red River
of the North,dividing his time between
raising horses and his official dutles
as the sole guardian of the peace of
that neighborhood. He had been chief
ten years at this time, and it was a
matter of history that during this pe-
riod bhe had not found it necessary
to make a single arrest. Mendota was

peaceful.
- - -

East of Mendota lay great stretches
of Indian land. Many Chippewas oc-
cupled these lands by right of title,
and were supposed to have military
protection from the government. 1t
was a kind, of protection, though
that the hizhwayman usually gives to
the victim he is planning to despoil.
The military never entered the dis-

trict except when thrifty settlers
thought g “Indian scare™ might lead
to the expenditure of considerable

government money. Despite the pre-
datory ralds of government marshals
and bad whisky sellers the Indians did
quite well in the wilds still left to
them. They rarely suffered from
white brutality except when they vis-
ited the towns lying outslide of their
own district. Then if they had money
they fell into the hands of unscrupu-
lous saloon-keepers and sharp mer-
chants and were fortunate to escape
with thelr llves.

It was during the heavy snows and
bitter cold of January, 1882, that a
Chippewa brave, his squaw and a
young daughter of about 16 came into
Mendota on their snowshoes. The In-
dian’s name in English was Red Fox.
He was known as a hunter of sakill,
an abstainer from liquor and a teller
of the truth. He had rarely been seen
in Mendota and his coming at this sea-
son of the year attracted some atten-
tion. It transpired, however, that dur-
Ing the previous summer he had con-
tracted with a merchant of the town
to bring him certain furs, and having
secured these he felt it to be his
duty to make as prompt delivery as
possible.

He delivered the furs, received his
price, and would have left Mendota
that night but for the heavy storm
which swept over the valley and which
even he could not face. He was given
quarters in the office of the one hotel
in Mendota, and there he and his
women lay down to sleep in their blan-
kets early that nlght. What bappened
later appears in court records that
are still in existence. During the
night there came into the hotel three
men from one of the interior logging
camps, They were under the influ-
ence of liguor, and the sight of the
sleeping brave and his two women set
mad fancies to whirling in their
brains.

They woke Red Fox, and after a
long conversatlon with him, and de-
spite all law, imduced him to drink
with them. They carried their sport
so far that the Indian became wild
with the liquor and a general fight
followed. During this fight the daugh-
ter of Red Fox was killed by one of
the lumbermen and the mother was
80 badly injured that she died the
next day.

- - -

The frightened landlord fled from

the hotel with his family and ran

through the blinding soow to the’

house of the chief of police. He aroused
that official and begged him to come
to the hotel at once. That little dys-
peptic was out of bed quickly and into
his clothes. He walted for no assist-
ance, but made his way to the hotel
alone. When he entered Red Fox
was lying in a stupor behind the stove,
At his feet was the body of his daugh-

“ter, and beyond her the dying mother.

The lumbermen had fled. The chief,
whose name was Higgins, summoned
medical aid and then devoted himself
to arousing Red Fox. It was long
after daylight when the Indian finally
understood what terrible disaster his
own folly had brought upon him. Hig-
gins was with him when the truth
came home. Higgins had never been
tried as chief of police. Higgins had
¥et & reputation to make. The fair
name of Mendota had been fouled by
the crime of murder. The murderers
had escaped.

“I will find them,” sald Higgins to
Red Fox.

“Red Fox go with youo,” sald the In-
dian.

Then he went forth and stood a long
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logging camps, they took It up where
only the wild fowl and the moose had
their home. They slept in snowbanks,
they burrowed Into the hollows of
great trees to keep warmth in their
bodies; they traveled many a day
without food, they told no one of the
purpose of their errand; they simply
sought three men whom Red Fox
Enew.
- - -

They passed the Knife and Rum
rivers; they broke through the ice of
the Muddy; they slept under the glare
of the northern lights and woke where
the cold endured at 20 and 30 degrees

them thought they were wralths—this
little thin white man and this tall,
gaunt-eyed Indian. January ended and
February came but still they searcned,
while distant Mendota confidently
walted for Higgins' return.

One winter's morning Higgins and
Red Fox came into a far north logging
camp in the Vermilion region, and
found the loggers at breakfast. As
they passed among the men a fright-
ful expression passed over the face of
Red Fox. At the end of the dining
table sat three young men. Higgins
saw them almost as quick as Red
Fox. He sprang between them and
the Indian. His coat flew back and
his star of office shone forth. He
cried out:

“l am Higgins, chief of police of
Mendota. I have warrants for the ar-
rest of these men for murder. They
killed this Indian's wife and child.”

Higgins acted quick, too, in an-
other way. Two pistols flew from
his coat pocket, one swept the faces
of the three cowering men and one
covered Red Fox.

“Take that Indian out,” he said,
he will murder them.

The lumbermen acted. Red Fox
was led away. Higgins quickly dem-
onstrated his case to the foreman of
the camp, and the three men, secure-
ly bound, were turmed over to him.
Now he had his long journey home to
make. He feared to have Red Fox
with him. The Indian did not wish to
walt for the law of the white man to
actL Higgins spoke sternly to him,
and told him to go on ahead and give
warning to Mendota that he had cap-
tured the murderers. Red River sol-
emnly left the camp half a day ahead
of Higgins, The latter hlred a team
and a guard. He started for Mendota,
the guard driving, the three prisoners
in the middle of the sledge and he in
the rear watching them. He brought
them safely the first hundred miles
of the journey. The fourth day that
he was out and still fifty miles from
Mendota he came to a heavy pine
growth which must be passed through.

- - -

The trail was very narrow. Higgins
was worn out, the driver was watch-
ing the laboring of the horses, the pris-
oners sat moodily in their furs spec-
ulating on the chances of escape. Sud-
denly out of the forest shot tongues
of fimme and the crack of rifles. Per-
haps two rifles were fired, maybe
more. No one ever knew, but the pris-
oners lurched forward, dead men, and
the wild ery of vengeance of Red Fox
rang out just once. He was never
sean again In Mendota or the plne
forest. Higgins brought the bodies in,
He was a chief of police.—Chicago
Record-Herald.
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“Very few good speeches are really
impromptu,” sald a young New Or-
leans lawyer, who had a reputation as
a clever off-hand talker, “but it is
generally easy to produce that effect
by simply leading off with some local
allusion. Of course that's a trick, but
it is a trick employed by a good many
eminent orators. 1 was broken of It
myself by a rather peculiar incident.
One day some years ago [ happened to
be in a town where a large commer-
clal college is located, and was invited
by the president to make a few re-
marks to the boys during the noon
recess. [ mentally framed a little talk
on energy, and, as I was going In the
main hall I noticed the word ‘Push’ in
big letters on the outside of the door.
‘By Jove,' 1 sald to myself, ‘that's the
very thing I need for localizing my
opening sentence.” So, when [ reached
the platform, I launched out some-
thing Hke this: ‘My young friends, as
1 approached the entrance to this
room & moment ago, | observed a
word on the panel of the door that
impressed me as being an appropriate
emblem for an (mnstitution of this emi-
nently practical character. It ex-
pressed the one thing most useful to
the average man when he steps into
the arena of every day life. It was
“‘Pull?!’ yelled a dozen of the boys on
the back seats. There was a roar of
laughter, and 1 was so thoroughly dis-
concertied that 1 was unable to take
up the thread of my remarks. That
confounded door had “Push’ on one
gide and ‘Pull’ on the other. [ had
taken my text from the outside.—Lit-
tie Chronicle.

You who are not tempted rejoice not
that you are clothed in virtoe; the out-
come of the untried is In the nature of

things an unknown quantity

below zero. The strangers who met |

An er- |
thought
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Mary Anmm Clough walked up the
trim, wall-kept wailk that led to Mrs,
Peiscilla FMathaway's door. She was

very tired, for she had been a

long way that morning: clear

out to the old Haines place that

stood at the extreme eage of the vil-

‘lage. Her black dress: looked rustier

than ever with the dust of the road
upon it, and on her worn face was a
pinched and sunken look that betok-
‘ened lack of nourishmen. as well as
weariness,

She had been out to collect a bill
fcr some sewing done months ago, for
Amanda Haines went her languid im-
provident way without troubling her
head much about unpaid bills.

Mary Ann found her in the kitchen
reading a paper-covered book. There
was a plle of unwashed dishes on the
table.

“Is that you, Mary Ann?" she said
surprisedly, lifting her eyves from her
absorbiry paper. “Come right in and
sit down if you can find a place. I
haven’'t tidied up this morning. 1
thought I'd just sit down and rest a
while. 1 haven't that money yet, Mary
Ann,” she added placldly. “Maybe
I'll have it the next time You come.
Dreadful dry weather, ain't it, and you
—you're looking thin, Mary Ann.
What, you're not goin' already?”

Mary Ann drew on her cotton gloves
with a sigh. *“1 guess 1I'd better,” she
apswered. “There was po use in ask-
ing Mandy Haines for money,” she
thought hopelessly. *“If she had it,
she'd only spend it for something
else”

So the long, dusty walk had been a
fruitless one after all, and Mary Ann
wars well-nigh exhausted when she
réached Mrs. Priscilla’s gate. Work
h#d been scarce of late, ana all Mary
Ann had had for breakfast that morn-
ing had been some very weak tea and
some very dry toast.

It was one oclock waen- she walked
up to Mrs. Priscilla's door. There was
a faint hope in her heart that Mrs.
Prisciila might ask her to stay to din-
ner. Even a cup of tea would be
thankfully received, poor Mary Ann
thought, for Mrs. Priscilla’s tea was
always good.

Mra, Priscilla was plump and
well-favored and prided herself on her
good housekeeping. sier husband had
died some years before, and there had
been no children. So with a tidy little
sum in the bank, Mrs. Priscilla set-
tled hersell to a life of comfort. She
never seemed to mind the solitude,
but busied herself with her cat and
her bird, her preserves and her cake,
and her really fine housekeeping. Once
in a while she invited some of her old
friends in to tea. Invitations from her
were always hailed with anticipated
pleasure, for, as 1 have sald, she was
a notable cook, and her guests were
sure of all kinds of culinary triumphs.

She came to the door now, in an-
swer to Mary Ann's knock. *“Why,
Mary Ann,” she sald In a pleased
voice, “come right in. You look about
fagged out. Here, sit here.”

She drew a rocking chalr into the
center of the room, and Mary Ann
sank into it.

“I've been out to thz Halnes place,”
she explained wearlly,  “Mandy owed
me a little money, and as I needed it
just mow, 1 thought 1'd make a trip
there.”

Mrs. Priscilla threw a shrewd glance
in Mary Ann’s direction,

“You ought to have known better,
delicate as you are,” retorted Mrs.
Priscilla a little shortly. *“Or course,
you didn't get i1?7”

“No,” replied Mary Ann faintly. *“1
didn't.”

She rested her head wearily agalnst
the gay patchwork cushion at her
back. How tired, ho— very tired she
was. It seemed to her she couldn't go
a step farther. If only Mrs. Priscilla
would offer her a cup oif tea, but she
seemed quite unmindful of the needs
of the pale, anxlous litiie woman op-
posite.

“I'm sorry you didn't come earlier,”
she announced seating herself In her
particular chalr, and folding her plump
hands in her lap. "I had a real good
dinner to-Jday, reast beef and dressing,
apple dumplings: and sauce, but the
dishes are all washed now. Most peo-
ple who live alone,” she added, “get
into the habit of not cooking any. 1
never did. I always keep my table set
just the sare as 1 did when Benjamin
was alive. I really believe I owe my
perfect health to three good mesls a
d“‘vl

Mary Ann sighed gently, “You look
well,” she answered. *“a great deal
younger than I do, and wu're about the
same age. But I've had a harder time
than you, my dear. [I've always had
to work for what ['ve had.”

Her eyes roamed over the comfort-
able room with its wide lounge, its
white dimity curtains, its bright car-
pet and easy chairs.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Priscilla, smooth-
ing her white apron complacently,
“Benjamin was always a good pro-
vider and left me enough to keep me
comfortable. 1 wish you had some one
to look after you, Mary Ann."”

Mary Ann shook her head., “It's
too late to wish that mow,” she an-
swered quietly. “I'm not getting any
younger, and I never had your good
looks, Priscilla. As long as I can work
I ean manage some way. When 1
can’t——"

She got up wearily. “I guess I'll be
getting along,” she said.

“Hadn"t you better rest awhlle long-
er?” suggested Mrs. Priscilla kindly,
but Mary Ann declined gently.

As she went down the narrow walk
in her dusty dress, her tired shoulders
drooped more than usual

She walked Into the sitting room
and sat down again, then she rose,
“Iit's no use, my conscience won't let
me rest,” she said to herself.

Mrs. Prisellla hurried into the kitch-
en again, The rcast beef and the
dumplings were placed hurriedly in
the oven, the teapot set carefully on
the back of the stove. The next min-
ute she had started on her way.

Mrs. Priscilla knocked briskly at the
weather-beaten door. She waited a
minute before Mary Ann opened It
Her eyes were red, and she still had
on her black dress.

“Why, Priscilla,” she said, smiling
faintly, “whatever brought you down
here?"

“My gullty conscience,” promptly
replied Mrs, Priscilla. ‘Mary Ann,”
she added suddenly, “I never thought
until you were gone hov thoughtless
and selfish it was of me not to offer
you any dinner after that long walk.
Soe I've come to ask you to come back.

Come now, put on your hat. I won't
take ‘no’ for an answer.”
She followed Mary Ann into the

clean, bare knitchen. The fire had not
been lighted. On the table were two
slices of bread and a cup of cold tea.
Nothing else.

“Is that all you were going to
have?" demanded Mrs. Priscilla
sternly.

Mary Ann nodded and her lips quiv.
ered. “Work has been scarce lately,”
she answered unsteadily. “I've had
almost nothing to spend, but I'm a
poor hand to tell my troubles; you
know that,

Mrs. Priscilla brushed away a quick
tear. “Lock up the house. Mary Ann,™
she said peremptorily. “You're coming
bhome with me.”

Mary Ann obeyed silently.

In a fTew minutes the two women
were started up the hill again. Mrs.
Prisedlla gave a sigh of satisfaction
when her own door was reached and
opened., “There,” she cried hospit
ably. *“Now you sit down and rest
I'll eall you when I'm ready.”

Mary Ann sat quietly in the big
softly cushioned chalr, too tired %a
move. She heard the hostess moving
briskly about in the next room, then
a moment later her name was called,
She got up stiffly and went out. Thera
stood the little round table with ite
white cloth and gold-banded china
There was the steaming cup of tea
she had so longed for. Besides this,
there were thin slices of bread, fresh,
sweet butter, a dish of amber honey,
a pitcher of milk, and the roast beef
and dressing. By her plate was a
saucer with a tempting apple dump-
ling on it

Mary Ann sat down. Her eyes were
full of tears as she asked a silent
blessing—tears of gratitude for this
unexpected favor. *“I don't know how
to thank you, Priscilla,” she sald brok-

enly, after & moment's stiliness, “It
seems so good to be here’
*"Don’'t try,” said Mrs. Priscilla

gently, “just eat, my dear.” So poor,
tired, discouraged Mary Ann ate her
dinner, that belated, unlooked-for din-
ner. How nice everything tasted. How
good God was to put it into Priscilla’s
heart to ask her.

“You must let me wash the dishes,
Priscilla,” she =said humbly, when she
had finished. ‘I've enjoved every-
thing. There ain't may that can cook
like that. ['ve always said it.”

“You go right in and rest,”” re-
turned Mrs. Priscula promptly. *“I
guess you've done enough for one
day.”

In a few minutes Mrs. Priscilia
came in. “You look better, siary Ann,”
she sald.

Mary Ann’'s thin cheek flushed., *“I
am,” she replied. “I'm ashamed to
tell you how much good your dinner
did me. When I'm rested, I'll be get-
ting on again, I must look for work
if I can find it™

She clasped her thin little hands
together mnervously. Mrs. Priscilla
looked across at her, noted her hollow
cheeks and her blue velned temples.
A great and tenaer pity thrilled her.

“Mary Ann,"” she sald.

“Yes, Priscilla,”

“You may as well make up your
mind to stay with me a spell. I've a
biack dress to fix over, and when you
get that done you ean crochet me a
rug. 1 need it upstairs. Why, Mary
Apn, you must not cry so, like a
child.”

But Mary Ann was sobbing pitecus-
1y. She lifted her streaming eyes to
her friend's iace.

“What put I* Into your heart, Pris-
cilla?” she cried. “Did you know I
badp't a cent in the world? And
I've «ried hard. [ have indefd. It
isn't all my fault but there just seems
to be po place or me.”

Mrs. Priscilla bent and kissed the
thin cheek. “We'll make a place,” sha
heartily.
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