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CONTINUED

THE paLACE OF ROMANCE—(Consinued).

By this time they had climbed out of the
bird's body and stood upon the roof. It |
was 80 high above the rocks that it made
John diazy to look down; but Chick soon
discovered a trap door that led down into
the palace by meana of a tiny staircase. |

They descended the stairs and hav-
g pushed aside a heavy drapery tbat
Bung scross a doorway came upon a broad
passage running through the upper story
of the palace. This led them to mnother
passage, and snll another: but although
fhey turned this way and that in the maze

- of passages no living person did they
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meet with.

The tilad floors and panad/led walls were
wery beautiful and splendid: but they were
#0 much alike that our adventurers com-
pletely lost their way befors they came
by accident to a broad staircase leading
downward to ‘he next story. These stairs
were coverad with soft carpeting and the
Balusters were of filigree gold. Stil no !
ond was (o be scen cither on the stairs or
In the passages a1l the palace was silent
a8 could be
* They found another staircase. by and by,
#od descenced to the main floor of the pal-
#ce, passing through magnificent pariors
and gallerics urtil finally a hum of pleasant
‘woices reach 1 thelr vars

*1 feel much relieved,” seid John, “for 1
#ad begun to think the place was unin-

ted. "

“Let us go on * replied Chick, “and see

who these peonte are ”
““Parning first to the right, then to the
Bft. and now following & high arched
fharhle pa<<ag: the adventurers suddenly
fodnd themselves belore heavy draperies
& crimson velvet, from beyond which
eame clearly the sounds of laughter and
he merry chartering of many people.

They pushed aside the draperies and
Saterad a spleadid dome! chamber of
such exquisite beauty that the sight made
oven (hick pause in astonishment.

All around the sides and in the ceiling
were set handsome windows made of bits
of colored glass, =o arranged that they
formed very pleasing pictures Between
the windows were panels of wrought gold,
Baving many brilliant gems set in the metal
The floor was coversd with priceless rugs
of quaint patterns, and the furniture con-
gisted of many settees and easy chairs
designed to afford the highest degree of
eomfort.

FPountains of perfumed waters sparkled
Bere and there, falling int> golden basins:
and little tables scattered about the room
Bore trays of dainty refreshments.

Seated within the room were groups of
Iadies and gentiemen, all clothed in gorgeous
apparel, soft of speech, graceful and courte-
ous in demeanor and with kindly faces.

These looked up with joyous surprise

".‘ @ the gingerbread man and Chick entered,
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i wsould crowd the palace and render it un- |

It

and the gentlemen all arose and bowed |
to the strangers.

“Welcome!” cried the adies 40 a soft
ehorus; and then two of their number came
forward and led their unexpected guests to
seats in the very ceuntre of the room.

Others offered them relreshment,
which Chick eageriy partook, for the child |
was hungry. Jobn Dough was obliged
> explain that he did not eat, and they |
socepted his speech very graciously and
d@id not remark at all upon his unusual

ty.
When the child bad finished eating John

‘.&y I ask what palace this is, and who
upon this island?”

__._._._—_.

of 4

ladies and gentlemen exchanged |

significant looks and smiled, but one made |
. @mawer, in a delereatial voice:

*Good sir, this is the Palace of Romance
we have i ruler at all, exchone of our
ber having equal power and authority

“ the others.”
. “We pass our time, " said another, “in
tales of romance and adventure,
whenever a stranger ocoMes to our
we require him to amuse us by telling
the stories he may know.”
*That is a fair requirement.® replied
Jobn. “I think I shall like this Pulace of |

. Bomance, although [ do not know many !
- ales.”
' “The more t1les you know the longer you |

Bay enjoy our pilve”
semarked, sarnestly.

“How is that’” asked John, surprised.

. They were silsat for a

But finally one of the gentle-

one of the lndjes

il

after he has related to us all the
knows. It grieves us very much
u this, but the laws cannot be
the death is very simple and
pain. For you will be
a trap into a long slide

!
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laws oblige us to destroy every |

of the ladies wiped
eyes with delicate handkerchiefs, as |

i

sighed sympathetically.
“Why can we not live and join your pleas- |

i sorrow for their fate, and the men |

sat party?” asked John, ‘Why are your |

Iws %0 severe regarding strangers’”
“We number exactly 100—fifty ladies and
," was the reply. “And, as

the laland is small, a larges cumber of penple !

. esmfortable.
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“We do not entice strangers here, but |

meither dare we permit them w escape and
tell the worid of our pleasant home, for
then the ocean would be white with the

2

our palace affords.”

curious people ceming to visit us. |
ago

abtly what Chick meant, but the tone of |

. eonfidence relileved his embarrassment and

him with hope. The ladies and
# t Chick and John in the centre

\
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ful adventures that befell the Silver Pig.
Daylight faded away and the golden lamps
were lighted, but still the Incubator Baby
kep® the story going. =

Finally one of the company interrupted
the tale to say that it was bedtime and they
must all retire, but Chick should continue
the story on the following day.

That wasexactly what the Cherub wanted,

and presently John and his comrade were |

escorted to beautiful rooms and the com-
pany of ladies and gentlemen had bidden
them a gracious and kindly good night.

THE SILVER PIG.

“How long is that etory of the Silver Pig®”
asked John when they were alone in their
room.

“As long as [ want to make it.” answered
Chick, brightly.

“But suppose they get tired of it?" John
suggested, timidly.

“Then they'll finish us and the story at the
same time,” laughed . the child. *But we

| won't wait for that, Jobhn Dough. This pal-

ace isn't a healthy place for strangers, so [
guess the quicker we get away from it the
better. When everybody is asleep we'll go
to the place where our machine lies, up on
the roof, and fly away.”

“Very good,* agreed John, with a sigh of
relief. “I had begun to think we would be
killed by these pleasant ladies and gentle-
men.”

They waited for an hour or two, 1o be sure
all others in the palace were asleep, and then
they crept softly from the roum and began to
search for the staircase. The passages
were so alike and so confusing that this was
o easy task; but finally, just as they were
about to despair, they came upon the stairs
and mounted to the upper story of the pail-
ace. And now they really became lost in the
maze of croes passages that led in every di-
rection; nor could they come to the particu-
lar doorway that led to the stairs they had
descended from the little flat roof where the
fiying machine ay.

Often they imagined they had found the
right place, but the stairs would lead to
some dome or turret that was strange to
them and they woulkd be obliged to retrace
their steps.

Morning found the child and the ginger-

% read man still wandering through the end-

less passages, and at last they were obliged

i 1o abandon the quest and return to their

ryom.
All that following day the fair haired,

' blue eyed Baby continued the strange tale

of the Silver Pig. while the ladies and gen-
tlemen of the Palace of Romance seemed
pe Rsden with real pleasure. For long ago
thev bad toid each other all the stories they
ould themselves remember or imagine,
oo That it was a rare treat to them to hear of
the adventures of Chick’s Silver Pig, and

, they agread that the longer the story lasted

the better they would be pleased.

“I hope you will not die for several days.”
one lady said to the child, with a sweet

That made Chick laugh.

“Don’'t you worry about me,” was the
reply. “If stories will keep me alive I'll
die of old agel” o

When bedtime again arrived the tale
of the Silver Pig was still unfinished, and
once more Chick and the gingerbread
man were courteously escorted to thefr

chambers

They spent the second might in another
vain attempt to find the stairs leading to
the flat roof, and morning found them as
ignorant as ever of the location of their

time and ceased , fying machine.

In spite of the little one's courage, the
task of carrving the Silver Pig through
s0 many adventures was a very difficult
feat and the child was weary for lack of

sleep. On that third day Jobn fully ex-
that Chick’s invention would be.

come exhausted snd they would both be
into the sea.

Chick thought of the sea, too, but the

ocean, where (Chick went on to say) it be-
came acquainted with precty mermaids and
huge green lobsters and rescued an amaryllils
from a flerce and disagreeable sea dragon.
This part of the tale soon became really
exciting, and when bedtime again arrived
the listeners were glad to believe they
vwmwmonoft‘mtmﬁﬂw.m

| during the following day

But Chick knew very weil that the story
had now been siretched out to the very
limit, and when they were alone the ohild
ok the gingerbread man’s band and said:

“Uniess we can find those stairs to-night,
John Dough, our jig is up. For by to-
morrow evening I'Il be at the bottom of the
deep biue sea, and the fishes will be having
a nice supper of scaked Incubator Baby
with gingerbread on the side.”

“Please do not mention such a horrible
thing,” exciaimed John, with a shiver.
“The gtairs are surely in existence, for

apce we came down them; so let make
one more careful search for them.”
This they did, walking for hours up and

| mct abandon the quest, for they could see

their way much betiter than when feeiing
aslong dim passages Dy the uncertain light

moment, they redoubied their sagerness in
the quest.

All at once they heard footsteps approach -
ing; and, as they were standing in the middle
of a long passage, they preseed back aguinet
the marble wall to escape discovery. At

L1

how they had bumped upon the roof.
“Well, it's sither air or water for us, my

inside the bird’s body. Chick scrambled

after, and at once pressed the eleotric but-

ton, while John threw over the silver lever.
The big wings began to flop just as a

was high in the air and well cut of their
reach.

PITTYP AT AND THE MIFKETS.

“This invention works better than I
thought it would after getting that bump,”®
John remarked, as they flew onward over
| the vast expanse of rolling waves.

i “It's a bit wobbly, though.” said Chick.
“Doean’t it flop a little sideways?”

|

| *Yes,” answerad John, “and it seems to

! me the bird does not move soawiftly as it

| did at first.”

| “Guess the ‘lectricity’s

' turned Chick calmly.

| happen?*

| “We'll be drowned, I suppose,” said John.

| *I don't understamd electricity, for the
wisdom [ derive from the magic Elixir
dates far back beyond the discovery of

| electric fuid.*

| *Your wisdom's baldheaded. I'm afraid®

| observed the child, smiling at the solemn

|- countengnoe of the gingerbread man. “But

| say! Isn't that another island over there?*

| Chick continued, after a look through one

of the little windows.

giving out,” re-
“If it does, what'll

also gazing through the window,

Even as he spoke the bird gave a lurch

and swooped downward toward the ses,
tipping at such an angle that Chick and
the gingerbread man were both tumbled off
their seate. John's giass eyes had a look
of fear in them but Chick laughed as merrily
as if there was no danger at all, and beggn
pushing the electric buttons with great
vigur, one after another.
* The result was that the flying machine
paused, righted itseif, plunged higher into
the air, circled around a few times, and
then sailed rapidly toward the west. Chick
scrambled back to the seat and threw over
the steering wheel in order to make the
machine head directly toward the island
they had seen.

“If we can keep her goung till we get to
that island, [ don't care what happens after-
ward,” said thechild. *“But ifwe're dumped
in the sea I'm afraid we can® swim far.”

“I can't swim at all,” John returned,
“for in three strokes my gingerpread would
become soaked through and fall to pieces.
And the water would dilute the Elixir that
I am mized with and destroy all its magic
| powers. By the way, what's the thing
| doing now?”

“It's getting more wabbly. But never
! mind. It's lots of fun, isn't t?*

*Not exactly fun.” said John, seriously:
“but I will admit this voyage is rather
exciting.”

Just then something snapped, and they
heard a rapid whir of machinery inside
the bird, a squeak that sounded like a wail
of despair, and then a dull crash. The big
machine trembled, ceased flopping its
wings, and remained poised in the air like
an immeose ite.

“It's all up.” said Chick. “The thing's
busted.”

“What's going to happen’” asked John
anxiously.
|  *“Wait and see,” returned Chick, with a
| laugh.

| *It's eruel to laugh when we are in such

| damger,” said Jobn reproachfuily.

! “Shucks'” c¢ried the child. *“It might

ibo my last laugh, and I'd be foolish to

| miss it

| The bird was still floating, for its broad
wings were rigidly spread out to their
fullest extent, but every moment the ma-

| chine sailed nearer to the sea and, although

!it was surely nearing the island, neither

, John por Chick could decide whether ic

| would finally succeed in reaching the shore |

g 2 fall into the water
!~ Even the careless Cherub paused with

bated breath to watch the final catastrophe, |
. and John, resigned to whatever fate might |
i befall him, nevertheless passed the moat |

anxious moments of his bref lifetime.
|  The bird sailed down, restad upon the
‘ water a few feet from the shore and floated
upon the surface

Chiock and John dared not open the door
for fear of letting in the ocean and so being
drowned, Neither could they now see
where they were, for the green water pressed
close against the little windows. So they
sat silently within the machine until there
came a sudden jar and the bird rolled over
on one side and lay still,

We're saved!” eried the Cherub.

For now one of the windows was raised
above the water and enabled them to see
| that the bird had drifted to the shore of the
| island and was fast upon the beach.

Chick unfastened the door and crawled
out, and then the child assisted John to
| leap from the machine to the shore with.
| out even wetting his feet And it was in-
| deed fortunate they acted so promptly, as
| no sooner were they safely upoan the island
| than & big wave dashed up, caught the
broken flying machine in its grasp and rolled
| it out $o ses again, where it quickly sank to
inn bottom and disappeared from their
view forever.

|
|

| wouldn't care to ride in the thing again,

)

machine problem yet *

“Seill, it carried us away from twe bad
places.” said Chick, “and that’s all we
wanted of it. Come on, John Dough, let's

| g0 and explore our isiand.”
| It did not take our aiventurers long to
| discover they were in a really remarkable

| of the moon: and, as the danger grew every | piace. Near the sh.re was a strip of land | cary.  No

thas at first sight seemed thickly coversd
| with grass: but when Chick examined it
c'osely it was found to be a4 mawe of tiny

| trees set close together, and each tree was |

| full of small and tender green leaves.
| a8 the trees werw only an inch or two high
they really looked like grass from a dis-
tance and proved to be soft and pleasant to

“It appears to be an island, * replied John, |

And | green stems of t

flowers were of
greens—running from a delicate pea green
through all the different shades to bright

gte; I
haven't had a bite to eat since 1 left the
Palace of Romance, and, now you iien-
tion it, I'm half starved. But peraaps
there isa't a smitch of ocatmeal or cream
on all this island.” !

k;(:ulda’tm-tnyﬁh.obﬂ' askad

“Oh, I could, I suppose. But other food
might make me ill, you know. Incubator
::uhnm_h.vuyardnl of their
“But if you don’t eat you will die,* said
John, “so it will be best for you to dine
upon whatever you may find.”

“There may be fruits in the forest,” said
Chick, thoughtfully, “but it's such a queer
forest that quite likely the fruits are
poisonous.”

*“Still, you'd better try them *
the gingerbread man. “If you don’t you'll
| die, and if you are poisoned you'll die.
{ But there is a chance of your finding
healthful fruits instead of poisonous ones.
| I regret that in all my store of wisdom
{ derived from the Arabian Elixir there is
| no knowledge of such a forest or the fruits
these gay plants may bear.”

“Well, you wait here till [ come back,”
| said Chick, more cheerfully. *“I'll explore

and see what [ can find. There's no need
to worry until the time comes, anyhow.”
I With that the little one waved a chubby

hand toward John Dough, and then ran
into the forest and disappeared beneath
the great purple and orange leaves.

To be continued.
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[ AT HOME IN NOVA SCOTIA.
| Yankee Cop, Bandmaster and Coarhman
| Entertain s Visiter,
; “You are not always in a foreign country
| when you are out of the United States ™
tnud 4 men who was exchanging expe-
riences with a friend just as the orchestra
| Snished playing & medley of American
I airs. “That oumber recalls an evening in
Nova Scotia last summer.
| “Iwasheid up ina coast town obe evening,
waiting the arrival of a belated steamer.
The oaly sttraction in the place was an
open air concert by the town band, and I
strolled out to kill time. The members of
the band wore the red uniform, and the
British colors were suspended from the
froat of the stand.
‘ “I took my seat on a fence near by. Just
as [ got myself well balanced a cop came
l and courteously informed me that the
fence was private property and that [
wogld have to climb dowsn. [ obeyed
orders
“While waiting for the music [ chatted
with the cop. The band got busy and
played several numbers, all foreign airs.
i “Then [ asked the cop if he knew the
leadeg. He said he did. [ asked him to
butt in and tell the leader that an American
was in the crowd, and that he would like
i to hear something from home.
“The leader obliged and the band readered
; ‘Old Black Joe,' ‘Maryland,' ‘Suwanee
| River,” 'Welly Gray,' ‘Yankee Doodle’
! ‘Dixie," and wound up with the ‘Star Spang-
lai Banner’ he maltitude applauded
! and I made my share of noise.
“While the band was playing this pot-
pourri the cop asked
“‘Where are you from?” When I toid him
he said, 'Youan.ﬂufonthofmﬂvou
won't stay too long. I'm from the United
States myself.”
“1 gave him a cigar and we got chummy
I told him t> thank the leader for me,
and tell him that he had made me feel as
if [ was not very far from home.

| % be knows how it is himself '
| said the cop. He's from the States, too.
He lives in on and comes over here in

. He
! to ki me onee that although all the members
were Canucks tney learned Amerncan airs
quicker than any other.
'A!teru;:‘conmw ltookb.dawin.wm-
veyance t t me 1o
It mm'dedundl.zmg&ivw.
He was polite and [ asked him if he
Was A » o
“'Not a long shot.’ he replied. I
come h-:; Woonsocket, R. I. I'm up
here to skin these Canucks, and I'm doing it,

all Y
';’culndnd-lhhutflmmur
from home.”

——
ODD CASE OF COMBUSTION.

| the summer to give the

| mese Bushes Shipped In Wet Moss Almost
| Burned Up.

A peculiar case of spontaneous combus-
tion, or something like it is described by a
writer in Caaser’'s Magasine.

On February 17, 1908, two large refrig-
erator cars of young rosebushes were re-
ceived at Hannibal, Mo., from a nursery
in California. They were shipped In wooden
cases confaining noumerous auger holes for
ventilation and were carefully packed with
wet sphagnum, or Calfornia swamp moss,
to preven: chafing aad to support their
vitality.

No ice was put in the cooling tanks, and
the covers of thewe, as well as all other
openings in the cars, were closed as tightly
as possible. The cars were ten days in
transit. The outside temperature was 80
degrees Fahrenheit at the start and 15
degrees at the end of the trip.

l Upon arrival steam was issuing from
every crevice of the cars. Upon removing
the tank covers it rushed out in large volume.
| The doors were opened and ice was put in
the tanks: the free circulation of cold air
.oonhconbdtbooom-nol the cars.

! unloading

| some of the u
,’b.dlydul-&-trgh-u
| was most ntense
?f d, bu o"ouldpmb.b s
| found, but ¢ have oe-
mrmi:ns‘hontlmoh-dm?c:bem
been quickly cooled.

|  Fhe tem ure must have been nearly
rming point, as maay of the
placts were black

| up to the

and brittle.
Wet sawdust n large quantities fre-
becomes warm in the interior

quently

i

...lo winter -:n:.
ot ol the - aome
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|HIS FIRST THANKSGIVING.

UNCLE JASON CALLS ON THE MAN
FROM THE KNOB COUNTRY,

And Tells How He Saved His Mother From
& Panther When He Was Three Months
Obd —But the Result Is Not ANl That He
Expected—Unecie Jase’s T'other Spot.

Lacxawaxen, Pa., Nov. 24.—*I ocon-
cluded I dida't keer fer no supper,” said
the man from the Knob ocountry, * 'cause
I'd had a toler'ble comf't'hle Thanksgivin'
dinner o' roast ven'son an’ b'ar steak, an’
a stewed pheasant, an’'a little the best rabbit
pie I ever sot tooth into, an’ a couple o'
hunks o’ punkin pie, setch as nobody out-
side o' my Hanner Jane kin come anywheres
nigh the makin’ the likes of, an' thort 't
that was solid victuals enough, without
puttin’ Hanner Jane to the work o' dishin’
up supper—an’’ anyhow, Hanner Jane had
gone to some doin's over to the Eddy arter
she had done up the dinner things. .

“So I sot by the fireplace with a plate o'
crisp an crinkly Hanner Jane made crullers,
sort o' washin' one on ‘em down now an’
then with a swaller or two 0" cider outan the
blue chany pitoher, when who sh'd come in
but Unocle Jason.

* ‘Hello, Jase! I says, ‘Glad to see ye!
Take a cheer!’ I says.

“Uncle Jase was moppin’ his face an’
eyein' the blue pitcher, bus he found a cheer
an’ sot down,

“ ‘Dan'l,’ says he, swallerin’ pooty hard,
‘I'm disapp’inteder than if I'd follered a
b'ar ten miled an’ then treed a coon! I
thort there was goin’ ter be preachin’ in the
schoolhouse to-night,' says he, ‘an’ I kim

wa'n't goin’ter be none, arter all!”

* '‘Why, yes there is, Jase!' says I, an’ I
soe that he didn't cheer up much to hear
it. ‘In the Corners schoolhouse,’ says 1.

* 'Oh!" says he, lookin’ as if he felt easier
in his mind. ‘In the Corners schoolhouse,
bay? Huh!" says he. ‘Now, ain’t that jes’
too bad? I thort, o’ course, it was goin' to
be the Ridge schoolhouse,’ says he.

like, ‘it’s only half a miled over the creek,’
Isays. 'You got pleaty o’ time. It's con-
sider'ble nigher than the Ridge school-
house 'd 'a’ ben, anyhow,’ I says.

Quick. “"Tain"t that!" he says. ‘'You know,
Dan'l,’ says be, ‘I don't pay no taxes over
in that deestric’, an’ o’ course [ don’t keer
to push myself in an’ git the benefit o' the
| preachin’ o' them as does pay taxes over
i there," he says; an’ seems as if he couldn’t
. take his eyes offen that blue chany pitcher,
[ nohow.

| °'It's unfort'nit, Dan’l,’says he. ‘that I'm
y made so unpushin’, but setch [ be. An’ I
hurried up so, I was so 'feard I'd be late,’
says he, ‘that I'm dryer than a smoked
herrin'! Is it water you've got in that blue
pitcher, Dan'l? says he.

“'No, Uncle Jase,' says [. ‘It's cider.
But I'll go git you some water,’ says [
an’ 1 riz an' made a start.

* *No, no!' says Uncle Jase, jumpin’ from
his cheer, lookin’ skeert, an’ reachin’ out to
etop me. ‘Don’t go to that trouble, Dan'l!’
says he. "Mebbe the cider 'll tetch the spot,
Don't put yourself out by goin' fer the
water, jest fer me! ['ll resk the cider,
Dan’l’ says he.

“Then, o' course, [ sot down ag'in, an’
Uncle Jason had his eves sot so onto the
tumbler as I poured him out some cider that
I don't believe he see the grin [ couldn't

idee o' his'n that he'd resk the cider bein’
80 sort o' sing'lar.

the cider an’ sot a minute with one eye
cocked up to the ceilin’ as if he was waitin’
to see how it'd work. ‘“There, Dan'l says
be. ‘It tetched the spot ‘'most as fod as

trouble o' gettin’ some,’ says he
“Then he sot & minute lookin' as if there
was another spot he'd like to have tetched,

it, an' by an’ by he says:
} “‘The first Thanksgivin' [ ever had,
old to & day. an’' I saved my mammy from
beigg’ eat by a panther—me an' our old
hoss Tinderbox did,” says he. ‘You must
recomember our old hoss Tinderbox, Dan'l,
says he.

N
to say he had saved his mammy from bein

months old, ‘cause Uncle Jase has gut a
fur reachin’ an 'never failin' memory, an’
he ain't never afeard o usin' it, though
lightain’ has struck the tavern twice when

when he said that [ must recomember
their old hoss Tinderbox, me bein’ three
years younger yit than Uncle Jase, an
him being' oaly three months old when
Tinderdox was 'way along in yearr ax
on his last legs, that sort o' riled me.

“I didn't say nothin’, but [ thunk.

*That first Thanksgivin' come
mind as [ was hurryin’ over here, thinkin’
I was gon' 1o bear some preachin,’ says
Jase, ‘an’ | says to myself that as of course
you'd be t0 meetin’ too, I'd tell you 'bout

it was somethin’ most amazin’. So [s'pose
I mowt as well tell you now,’ says he, ‘an’
it'll ease my disapp’intment some.’

“l it my pipe, but didn't say nothin’,
but | see that Jase’s t'other spot that needed
tetchin’' was gittin’ bigger an’ bigger. Jase
swallered pooty hard agin’, twoor three times,
then bheaved a sigh that come 'most frowm
his boots, an’ perceeded:

the valley,” says he, ‘an’ I was born ner:
door to it, an” with setch an overpowerin’
beft o' lung that my mammy used to sav
that when I started in to use it I could
drownd out the sawmill so thar
shet up ag'in it dida’t sound no more thaa
if it was only a coffee mill, that sawaull
didn 't

“‘But it was a mighty lucky thing fer

|

had setch an all pervadin’ an’ far
spread o' Lawl. An’ fer me, tuo,
say. Yes, an’ fer me, oo

*“That Thanksgivin’ when | was three
months oid, Dan’l,’ says Jase, ‘'my mammy
made up her mind that she must take me
down to her folks's an’ show me B, an’
they lived ten miled away, the road bein’
every inch o' the way through the wi der-
nees.
racehoes
even then, when he was on his last ping, he

reachin’
L mowe

but he had & contrary mind that made him
8 l-e-a-a-tle onsartin to drive.

“‘If that boss took it into his bead to go,
| Dan'l, go that hoss would, an’ you had ¢,
| let him go till he took it into his head to
| stop, an’ the sing'larity of him was that he
' always took it into his bead to go like that

when you didn't want him to, an’ always
‘t)ok it into his head to stop when you
| wanted him to go
{ “'An’' that was the hoss, Dan’)

had to drive if she took me down to her
folks's to show me off, an’ as show me o7
she was bound to, drive that hoss she did
‘Thon was always snow on the groand
l‘l’hnk-dm'- in them days, an’ so they

\
|
\

booked old Tinderbox up to the sled, an’

me an' started fer her foliks’

T g
T
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* ‘Well, Uncle Jase,” says [, consolin’ |

“ * "Tain't that!’' sayes Uncle Jason, speakin’ |

keep from comin’ ‘crosst my face, that |

* ‘There’ says he, arter he had drinked |

¢ water would, an' I'm glad I saved you the |

but I was pokin’ up the fire an’ dida't notice |

s Dan’l, says he, 'l was jest three months |

, it was all right fer Uncle Jason |

eat by a panther when he was only three

be was turpin’ of his memory loose, but |

to my

it a8 we was walkin' home,’ says he, "cause |

“Pap owned a sawmill down yender in |
when [ [

mammy, Dan’l,” says Uncle Jase, ‘that [ |

Our old hoss Tinderbox had been a |
in his day an’ gineration, an '

could go like a streak when he wanted to, |

my mammy

umhwh.mn'mw
to win, 'cause mammy, as she used to say,
| p'tended that she wanted him to go slow.
There was panthers in the woods, Dan’l,
in them days, as you well know,’ says Uncle
Jase, ‘but there hadn’t ben none heerd on
nor seen around in MMM"-’W'
| time, my pap bein’ s partic’lar onfailin
| shot at panthers.

“‘Well, Dan’l, me an’ mammy an’' old.
Tinderbox had travelled I guess somethin
like three miled, when mammy heered a
hair raisin’ screech behind us. She knowed
| what it was that was fillin’ them 'oob_
with that tremendous yellin’, an’' lookin
back she see him comin’' a-bouncin’ outen
the woods into the road, not more than
| ten rod in the rear, an’ a big an’ ugly feller
he was, too,

| *‘An’ he was bungrier than a hull pack

| o' wolves, she knowed, by the way he kim
| tearin’ after us. Mammy wa'n't skeert

| @ bit, though. "cause the way the old hoes

| was skippin’ along there wa'n’t no panther l

}tha: ever scratched his toenails in the
| gravel could git within any kind o' dis-
| tance o' him.

| * The panther would gain a little by
| mpurtin’ now an’ then, but he eouldn’t keep
! the pace with old Tinderbox, an’ if mammy
| hadn't lost ber head fer a second 1 wouldn't
} *a’ had this here to tell you, Dan'l, as to how
I saved her.

“ ‘In one o' his spurts the panther hauled
up toler'ble olose in our rear, an’ that give
mammy a little skeer, an' she forgot her-
self so fur as to give the old hoss a siap
! with the lines as a hint that he was expected
'lo‘urunmmpo.hukmom.

{ “ ‘That was a mistaks, o' course, fer
| Tinderbox knowed to wunst that he was
| wanted to hurry, an' he stopped in the
road as if he had ben shot. An' there he
stood, Dan'l, with the yellin' panther sweep-
| in’ down onto us like & ragin’ hurricane.’

| *Uncle Jase stopped about as sudden
| as old Tinderbox had, an’ sort o’ rattled his
| tumbler ag’in his cheer, an’' swallerad as
| if his throat was tired. There wa’n't no
| kind ©' doubt but what that t'other epot

the wust way, but I was thinkin’.

* “That was a ticklish sitiwation to be in,

| Uncle Jase’ says I an’ Uncie Jase he swal-
lered hard ag*n, an’ said yes, it was; but
| he acted to me as if he felt he was in & con-
| sarned sight ticklisher one right then.
* ‘Yes, Dan'l’ say= he, ‘it was. The pan-
| ther kim tearin’ on like a ragin’ hurricane,’
| says he, ‘an’ mammy made up her mind
it was all up with me an’ her. The pan-
ther got within three jumps 0" us an’ mam-
my couldn’t think o' nothin’ else to do but
jest shet her eyes an’ squeeze me up ag'in
ber. Whether she squoze me a little too
tight [ ain't able to say, but somehow it
must "8’ struck me that things wa'n’t movin'
along in the right groove an’ I give a kick
an’ a squirm, an’ then let them IWB'
lungs o* mine loose,

“ ‘Daw’]' says Uncle Jase, ‘mammy used
to say that when that unbounded yoop o’
| mine broke out in them dark an' doleful

woods that panther couldn't "a’ stopped

any quicker if he had run head on ag’'in a

ton o’ rock. His eyes popped 'way out onto
| his cheeks, he was so took back.

“Then [ lifted up my voice in the wilder-
ness ag'in.  The panther didn't wait to hear
no more. He turned so quick that he fell
over backward, an’ getherin' himseif up he
bounced into the woods a good deal faster
than he had bounced out, an’ he never a
wunst [ooked back, as fur as mammy could
see him cuttin' it away betwixt the trees.

*That seemed to be all that I had ria
up an' howled fer to do,’ says Uncle Jase,
| ‘an’ I quieted down right away, an’ by an’
| by old Tinderbox got it into his head that we
wanted him to stand there in the road the
rest o' the day, an’ so away he started on
| the double quick, an’ never stopped till be
got 1o mammy'’s folks's; an’ if I ddn't git a
| showia' off, then go three-monthg-old
young un that had saved his mammy from
bein' eat by a panther never did, Dan"
says Uncle Jase, ‘an’ it sort o' eases up my
disapp’'intment ahout the preachin' to tell
you about it," says he.

“But [ was thinkin’, an’ t'other spot dida't
git tetched. Not a bit.

‘Uncle Jase bad said that o' course [ reco-
| membered their old hoss Tinderbox, an’
Uncle Jase is three year older than [ be, an’
Tindervox was on his last legs when Uncie
Jase was three months old! That was some-
thn' [ couldn't heip bat think about, an’
Uncle Jase'st other spot didn't git tetched,®
| said the man from the Knob country.

CROOKED ILAMP POSTS.

Mrs. Dolby Foreed (o Retract Certaln Sus-
pictons of Mr. Dolby.

When Mrs. Dolby gave Dolby bhis ante-
prandial kiss she sniffed audibly.

“On, dear,” =he said,
many this time?’”

“Only one.” said Dolby, “and that was a
wttle teenty fellow. [ stopped in to see
a man around the corner and took just one
thimbleful {or appearance sake.”

Mrs. Dolby sigheed,

“And you promised so faithfully,” she
said. “Ir seems as if you never can keep
| your word.”

Dolby stalked toward the dining room
indignantiy o

“What's the sense in raising a row ahout
| & little thing lLike this?® he said. “That
one swallow wouldn't hurt a fiy.”

“But it has bhurt you,” retorted Mrs.
Dolby. “It has gone to your head. [
don’t believe you know mow what you
are saying.”

Dolby groaned. Presently, under the
infinence of a guod dinper, he began to
talk sociably

“Did you ever notice,” he said, “how
confoundedly crooked the st reet lamps
are in this town?”

Mrs. Doiby gasped.

“Urooked?” she said.
*Yes." said Dalby, *crooked. T never
noticed it till wo-night. At the firet corner

we struck after [ got in the ear [ saw that
rhe lanp was doing its level best to turn
ia el upsicle down

.‘\r.,.. V
Broadway lamna and [ found that nineteen
out of the twentv-t =
tip tiltel
imagnoa'

“lt wor'ldd b

LAt

over lu he craziest LiC
hey  Doked dispe; S‘:Q .O).m

4 goud thing. [ think, now
tha. .he city seems to he AZIALIng tie street
lam| question In dead sarnest, pot only to
&t new ones, but to straighten up the ones
we have,

Mrs. Dolby looked across the table in re.
proacn 54

‘Well.” she said, “if the subject you
for a conversation isn't a choee

: VEAWAY.
bef{ re .he children, too. n\'ou :r'n even
worse Jen [ tho t you were, if you see
streer lamps stand on ir

Again Dolby groaned.

Mres. Dolby worried over the unconven-
tional artitudes of the city's lamps all the
evening. wven the next murning, when
Dolby had gone down gown, she was still
in 2 soirit ol depression. .

Later, as she started out on a shoppi
tous, the lamp question still clung to‘;:r‘
Alnost une
| kinp and found it was crooked. Then she
be zan to g* 1t rrastad

Sie was going over the same routs her

rsciously she glanced 4t a street |

|

CALGARY A HEADQUARTERS FOR
BRITISH NE'ER DO WELLS.

Calgary is a town in the Canadian North.
west, about nine hundred miles further
along the line than Winnipeg and in the
midst of a rich ranching country. It is

g
H]

families.
a good many remittance mena
Northwest, sons of wealthv
sent out to the wilds to prevent
the old pecple a:
England itself is such a little place
once a young man does something ous
the ordinary, whether good or bad,
speedily becomes a matter of publo
So the doers of evil are seng
jate their sins in the bracing air
, while the doers of good ra.
up the name.
who meets a remittancs
1 { first time will probably be struck
the fact that he is well bred. So he is;
t he divides his year usually into quarters
and measures time from the arrival of his
from home.

Invariably the remittance is sent on the
condition that the recipient keep himself
absent from the British Isles. So the re.
mittance man feels himself more or less
wadded to the country of his forced adoption
and tries to make the best of it.

How Calgary first attracted these wandern
ing spirits no one seems to know, but they

:
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was gittin’ amazin® bad, an’ wanted tetchin’ |

are there. Calgary has the ordinary a‘-
tractions of the Western town and the
usual saloons and the usual clubs.

Of course it sounds very nice to be in
the position of getting from $1,000 to $5,000
& vear just to stay where one is put and
behave oneself as well as one can without
turning robber or highwayman. But the
remittance man finds it hard to change his
hahits everr with the world smiling freeh
about him every morning.

He goee on drinking just as he did ap»
home and playing for high stakes jusi as
he did at home and getting into difficulties
just as he did at home. The one saving feat-
ure, from his point of view, is that all
remittances do not arrive the same day.

If they did it might be better for all
concerned, for then somebody would have
to work, but as it is the red letter days are
scattered over all seasons and the colcoy

| reaps the advantage. Every remittance

man knows the remittance days of the others
as well as he does his own and he goes oa
the theory that if he spends all his allow-
ance fer the entertainment of the others
they will spend all their allowances for
his entertainment.

Trust a remittance man for scenting out
a newcomer. There are grand times when

bome with the old accent all about him
and every incentive to keep on with his
old wild ways.

Queer stories are told of remittance men.

tance Club, and the old temptations were
too strong to be resisted.
After be had written a glowing letter home
telling of the ﬁna and the poesibiliti-s
, of the country expressing
send bim
The de-

her ¢ for cash
%0 stock the ranch with cactls.
the industrious son had with his
got away with $35 000 the

sen: a cable despatch saying that he
over the ranch. There

6kt & hagey
and confession, but at a thought
struck him

“Agrin? How |

Bo_bornivodth.uol.nnch from
a friend for three days and awaited his

father's arrival with the est  equa-
| aimity. When the old gen an cama ha
| was wan out to the borrnwed ranch ard

| entertained for the three days, his devoted
f wgnnever leaving his side.
! departing the father gave the son a2
order for $25,000 to show his appreciationof
| his reformed life. There was eral re-

joicing as long as the money ted, bus

it went speedily in the usual ways.

. are pot wanting men who get ale

lowanoes from home and who work hard as
| ranching the vear round save on the davy
and the few davs following the armval f
their money. Then they go to town and
spend it all recklessly and are apparentir
willing to work for their keep until the Lexs
quarter.

Calgary itself is not proud of being the

uarters of this class of ne'er do wells,

but there is no way to prevent the speni-
ing of money. The hope is that the re-
mittance man will in time imbihe enouzh
of the enthusiasm for the country’s fr:turs
to throw his influence in the path of de-

PROFIT IN PICKING FERNS.

Around Springfieid the Farm Foiks Turn
te It tn the Fall.
SerivorizLD, Mass., Nov. 17 —At this
time of the year and until the heavy =nows
the residents of the Hampehire hills are
busy earning pin money by fern picking
The ferm leaves used for decurations ars

not grown in hothouses but oo rugged hills

| and especially on the hillsides of Hampsiiirs

kept a watch on all the |

w A passad wern |

l

county, Mass. Thousands of ferns
picked bere every fall and early wirrer
by the country folk and shipped to citv
dealers, who pay from $1.25 to 82 a thou-
sand for them, acrording to the sensor
The cost to the fern picker is merely * o
lzbor of picking, for any one is aL |, wr17
to gather ferns who has ambition acd a
strong back.

The ferns are most lixuriant
around Huntingten ami

Al

in a
whole fam

| start out together to gather them

|
|

And |

!

|

|

| Supply 5,000 a weeig t

sword fern is the variety they are 3’ e-
and this gets its full growth by the

of October. Only the long straight lea. =
are cut and the roots are m‘trt‘:vnﬂf \
small bladed knife or a pair of sharp scise =
s a mt;. for the stalk of the fern lea.
is very tough and will cut the fingers i a1
a’tempt is made to break it with the hanis
Care s taken to lay the fern lsaves
factly flat and then they are tawen to : e
armhouse to be made up into bundles

N0H  Some farmers have a coniract o
the florwsts o e

..

| cities of Springfield and Holyoke.

}
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husnand haed traveiied the night bofore. and |

she =" lnd the street lamps us he had done
He was right. Ninetsen out of the twenty-
AL ;.L'Y‘.;'j wWerms crooked.
|  Mre. Dolby's conjugal soul was moved to
repen N e,

‘I was unjust,” she said. *The city i
i fauit with  Mr.
aLovery lamp in

blame. [ will never find
Doiby Swoars

| ing

Une woman accuruilates an enormois
supply m the fall and puts them in o
storuge to meet the demand that cormes
ristmas and New Year's. All rha
young people in the village spend their spa
time n gatherning he (erns for her anad . »
pays them w cents a thovsand

Another pursnit that these country fiola
engage (a at this time of the year is gather-

.




