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THE BRUTAL FACT

By JOHN G. NEIHARDT.

This is the tale of three men and a leg-
2cy not mentioned in the law books. Also,
it ig another episode out of the big eternal
story of the lure of woman. To be sure,
the woman does not walk in this scene;
but nevertheless she is to be feit moving
through the skirting shadows of the tale
—liks a Greek fate, let us &y. Her
mother was a Mandan Sioux and her
father was French.

Now when Mike Fallon came to Fort
Aux Cedres, the scent of the spring was
in the air, and the woman was at Fort
Aux Cedres. The latter fact would eas-
ily have been enough: but the two to-
gether worked magic in the visionary
Ceiltic soul of Fallon, He forthwith saw
the woman as she decidedly was not To
him she was the incarnation of the vast
summer-scented prairie night, infinitely
soothing, though charged with latent
Yightniggs—alluring— inscrutable —crown-
ed with midzight and many stars.

You do not see her so; and perhaps you

are right. But them—you were not at
Fort Aux Cedres in that particular
springtime.

Now, Miks Fallon was a very good ani-
mal-big-boned, deep-chested, lusty; and

the woman saw this, as she very om

does. Also, Mike Falion was ths
rifle shot in the Northwest country, and
this did not displease the woman. Per-
haps the intimacy that followed was not
quite according to the rules of the game,
as we see it; perhaps, because the woman
was quite natural, and the man—well,
men are pretty much the same.

Things went very well for Fallon untii

the Dane came; that was Lief Jensen.
Tall taciturn, patient, was

raw-boned,
1. His hair suggested carded flax,
eyes were of the color of its

¢ woman saw this—and she changed
her mind. e was the night (according
to Fallon), and Jensen was the day (ac-
cording to the w ); and between them
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1 the feat of shooting
n other's heads.

When
you mistrust a man, you don't Invite him
to shoot things off the top of your head
you know

By and by the long winter frayed out

and the grass thrust itself up among the
ragged edges. Strange fogs passed
across the face of the sun. Big shadows
went walling thro the mists. And
there was a the lone flvers—
wonk, wonk—fi from the rém'mz
myst Out in the fog-cloaked days
@rizzling nights grew up the dull

of the ice-drift in the river.
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ue basins of the rain thawed out
shed the last trace of winter from

chirped from a vastion's top. And
s April!
is the time when the itch for going

the quietest feet; the time when
where one Is

one wishes to be prect
the Dane and

ittle i
freem accountable to
the great inscrutable god
fooi, set out upon the
Into the Northwest
riving their pack mules
thé two wee drops of
d in Fallon's velns seemed to
Iwindled to none at 2ll.
ever loved a woman, you
to remember it when you
phire in the dusk of earlv
e scent of growing things
fle, and the sound of rust-
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reached the Cheyenne River
e evening and camped for the night.
when the three had eaten, it hap-
21 that Jean sang a little laughing,
ng French Jove song, all about the
of a woman called Lisette. When
had finlshed, a pack mule Iifted a
doleful voice in the subsequent silence

e

and mourned.

Then a ghost walked for Falion. He
smoked very hard for many minutes,
blowing -Tings of meditation Into the

campfire’s glow. At length he spoke, and

have dwindled to mere In-|
the supreme |

yards, |

drop of |

system. |

And then, one day, lo! a lone |

And it was |

his voice was strange and choky—because
the wood smoke drifted into his face,
pPerhaps: “Talk about your liguors, fel-
lers! That's the place to get your lg-
uor—at a woman's eyves just as the sun
goes down. But it's a long and costly
jag yvou get—long and costly. And then
—there's the bitter taste, you know—the
bitter taste!™

And then, for some reason, he lifted
hig eyes, scrutinizing the face of Jen-

he could mot see the tall Dane standing
quietly there with the tin cup on his head.
Through a writhing, blood-red haze he
saw the form of the woman, infinitely al-
luring, dark, inscrutable as the night,
crowned with many stars and scented
with the spring.

The {liusion passed; agd he was staring
through the sights upon the tall, patient
figure of the Dane,

His face suddenly became contorted;

pale and the blood-red splotch of dawn
grew up. Then he went into cemp.

Falion snored heavily in the tent.
Nolselessly the Frenchman collected the
powder horns and huag them about his
shoulder. He filled a grub sack and
strapped it on his back. Then he exam-
ined Fallon's rifle and found it empty.
Taking the Dane's rifle,’ he went out to
the mules and cut their jariats. He
would not need them. He would travel
light.

He returned to camp and wakened the
heavy sleeper with a shout. Fallon
yawned, sat up—and found himself biink-
ing down the muzzle of the Dane's rifle
thrust In through the entrance.

“Get up and come out of that!™

Fallon yawned, sieepily regarding the
transformed face or Little Jean. Sud-
denly héyjeaped to his feet, staring with
frightened eyes upon a face that was no
longer Jean's, but that of an avenging
fury. Instinctively he glanced about him
for his gun, The ominous ciick, click of
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ut the mixup at the Forks
helped matters. The three drop
blocd in Fallon's system h

to ever so many. In the sultry nig
lay awake for hours, thinking it al
untli he shook with great shud
groaas.

Often on the trall Falion hurled bitter
words at the Dane, who sometimes
his patience and talked back;
Jean was at his wits’ end tr3
serve the peace. And finall
ing at the edge of the Bad La
the trapping couitry of the F
Fallon called the Dane “tow-he

%

a

a

something or other. and thev wou

fought again but for Jean, wheo

temper and lashed them with

curses of his expressive tongue, and

shamed them and coaxed

they agreed to make it up >d.
Said Fallon to the Dane: It's me

{that's a pig-headeé Irishman, and y

shoot

a gentleman Lief. Let's
cups at sixty yards again.
| friends to do that tric

{ Jensen quietly agreed, a
Jean was happy. So the
| copper for the first shot.

| At the fall of the coin the Dan
iwem pale and his lips twitched,
{ had won.

{ Jenmsen leisurely paced off the sixty
| yards and stopped with the side of his
face to Fallon. When the Frenchman
came and placed the Tup of whisky on
lhis head he said quietly: “Jean, my rifle
{and my powder pouch and ail my “fixens’
‘are yourn. I'm willing 'em to you. Put
;me where the coyotes can't get at me.”

| But Jean laughed, and said he koned
| Falion couldn’t miss i* he tried.

| Al the while Fallon was leisurely load-
ing his rifle. 'When he had rammed ti
down and capped the tube he raised the
gun to his shoulder, sighted tentatively
for some time, then lowered it and said:
“A Httie more to the right, Lief—tnere.
Now hold mighty steady, and don't you
spoil my whisky. I'l be wanting a drink
d'rectiy.”

L)
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Again he raised the rifie to his shoulder.
It seemed to him that a dead hush fell
over all the world—an awful stillness
through which a faint malicious whisper
ran. His brain reeled, and for a momeat

m ¢

man

“The tall, patient Dane—the kind, the trusiing Dane—waiting bravely for the treacherous blow with the tin

cup on his head.™
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ughed nervously, turned on his

ditty that happened

lay and a tra Ia lol
of the sum.

to get very drunk. But
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! with the arid, rocky sail, trying to make
a hole big enough for a friend and too

deep for the coyotes,
nriddle of the night the French-
ame into camp and found Fallon

In t

i both drunk and jolly.

| —this

]
H
i

| lammable temperament of his fathers]iom’s path like a sneaking thief? Couldn't | Pitilese 3
ignited. He was not now merely aihe see how things stood? It was good | him witk a song no linger r

|

| wasn't.
{ Right in the middle of the temple!
{ he, be!

Jean!" bawled Fallon, slapping
compahion on the back and reeling

it? Dang me, If it
Have a drink, eh?
He,

shot, wasn't
He, he, ho!

an

Right in the middle!
But didn't he méke a long,dlean,

t

r corpse, though? Eh, Jean? Long-
anest, limberest »

But Jean fled from the place and spent
¥ night in the dark, pacing up and
and thinking.

W

ne with Fallon—this monstrous coward

Shoot him down like 3 mad
wolf? AR, but a rifle ball is kind and
carrics sudden sleep with it!

Up and ‘dowa, up and down in the dark-

ness paced little Jean, thinking. The in-

He was the spirit of his race

incarnate.

What should be done with this monster
called Fallon? Why-—hunt him down like
2 wild beast! Drive him naxed into the
arid hills! Was pot this the legacy of the
Dane—this right of retribution? Had he
not wiltled his rifle and his munition
to Jean? For what? For bution! He
would drive Fallon naked into the barren
Eilis! He would drive him eastward with

ir it by the Holy Virgin!” urged |

nd went off toward camp, singing |}
strong Iricsh accent a snateh of a |

reached camp he forth-|

he shadows of the night deep- |
ed Little Jean sobbed as he struggled |

iously all over the place; “that was |

Haw, haw, |

1at should be done? What should be |

hideous liar—this Ioathsome betray-:
{er of faith!

~ourage
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his own

rifle leveled with one|
an threw a steel and

Falion obeyed

leveled gun with his
traightened his left and
Bad Lands: "“Go

: “and keep going. I'm

And if i keep on far
and by you'll get to the river.”
tarted At a distance of fifty

hesitated, turned about aad
1g eyes upon the Frenchman.
Jean'’ gasped, “voure not|
to—you're not going to—"
3 him and he shud-
was more than a face that
» the leveled rifle barrel. It
eous deed become visible
m strangeiy. In a panic

fled eastward into the
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rp twinges of pain in |
n to slacken his pace. |
nd bruised with the |
1d anon he looked |
modie jerk of the
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ur as he proceeded, now |
running. character of
s changed about him. Vege- |
e scarcer and scarcep. Here
a few stunted trees clung with
sprawling, snakelike roots to the sickiy

Hour
walking,

the

tation beca
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i soil of e hilisides—gnarled, sinister
f.‘.wn_rfs, igzling bitterly to the end.
{On the hern siopes the sallow bunch
grass thrust its points into the alr, its

| naked roots feeling about for food amid
the clay and shale. Sqguat weed growths
struggled from the crevices of the rocks
and fought the sordid battle.

Little by Iittle the full consclousness of
his wounded feet and the biistering sun

iupon his back crept upon Fallon, and
{ the panic passed.

| He halted, drew himself to his full!
i height and iooked about him.

His pur-|
suer was not to be seen. But everywhere |
about him grotesque rock shapes, hewn|
fnto the semblange of intelligence by tne |
storm8 of ages, turned thelr ashen, fex-|
tureless countenances upon him and
leered and scowigd and grinned!

And there in thé\broad glare of noon 2 |
burning sense of shame and degradation |
came upon Falion. As though he had!
been startled by the sudden unmasking |

|
{
{

of a thousand eyes, he crouched to hide !t
his pakedness t ‘Pallon. g0t up ‘:T"sa

Catching sight of a scant blue shadow | ®2St ‘\,"m(i?hef" e
that feil from an overshelving rock, hei’i’_‘f_‘::‘ f’;rfs‘_’:rf‘ i
crept into its meager protection. And! V™ s = e
: P ¥ P rolling down thou=ands of m 18 of tin-

now the ego of this man, used to mas-
{tery, revolted. Shaken with sudden anger
{ he clenched his fists and ground his teeth.
He had killed and be had meant to kill! |
{And he was glad?! Glad! Had not the
Dane deserved it? Why did he cross Fal- |

{enough for him—the low-down tow-head- |
ted sneak with his mutton face!
! At that moment Fallon feit that he|
icould face a thousand rifles. But slowly
{grew up in his brain the picture of the |
| tall, patient Dane—the kind, the trusting;
{ Dane—waiting bravely for the treachcr-l
jeus blow with the tin cup on his head.
Somehow he felt a lump in his throat,
i at the theught of the tin cup. How often |
had they drunk out of it together—water, |
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of the sound, and saw a splotch ETRY of regret creeping into soul. .
smoke drifting across the face of a cliff thxhummhawlmmolamt Vocalist Knew How to Get
at least 40 yards sway. Instinctively, naked man, crouched in his own shadow, Big Salaries.
though vaguely, he asdmired the skill of |with a pleading, agonized face turned
the long-range shot. Then the panic of lupward ‘from a sun-burned gulch. Often
the morning seized him again. None throu‘hhlaruﬂeusleephohwdth‘;
fears & weapon so much as he whe Is the [ery: “Jean, Jean, ain't I had eaough?” | Her Drawing Capacity Justified It,
master of it. He leaped to his feet and | And one morning he awakened with a Nowever, and She Swemt
fled at the top of his speed down a @ry |heartache such as he had never feit be- ¥ e
gulch guttered with the floods of an-|fore. He found that he could not eat; It Lavishly,
cient, Jong-forgotten rains. The sun was | somehow the grub stuck in his throat.
half way down the sky when Fallon | The day before he had iost “ae traifl, and
stopped and stared about him again. His|until nightfall he had spught vainly for .
feet were bleeding, his back burned in|it, With band at bfow he stared Into |George Middieton, f the Bookman.
the blistering light; and he was thirsty. | the dawn-lit waste but saw no Falion. Adelina Patti never suffered from the

Taunting, feverish visions of an over-|

flowing tin cup flashed through his brain,
bringing with them a vague sense of
sorrow half remembered.

He searchefl the waste about him for a
spot of greén that should proclaim a
spring. Gray cliffs, ashen slopes, mocked
him. The idea of thirst filled his brain.
He was no longer conscious of the blis-
tering pains at his back the throbbig
of his Jacerated feet, He proceeded at a
halting trot, expectantly scanning the
waste about him for a spring, and ever
and anon stopped, straining his ear-
drums in the desert silence for the fain:
tinkie of a stream.

The sun sweltered down the sky. and a
lengthening blue strip of shade went be-
fore the man The far summit of a peak
took flame and scintiliated with the drop-
ping sun. Then, suddenly, a shadow like

a vast cerecloth fell upon the dead land. |
: ! silenc e 0 nt, searchin
And it was evening :shenve, he hurled the poignan 4

in
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for it with a cry of joy
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bed.
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A great flcod of pity rushed into his
{eoui and drowned the last smoidering
lembers of his rage.

| It was enough! He would finé Fallon
| that day and make it ali up to him. For
{after all, a man is oenly a man. Had not
this man stood naked under a burning
sky, erving to his God? And who was
Jean Deroin that he should judge and
punish?

Where was Fallon? He wouid find Fal-
lon! He wouid put his arms about the
neck of Fallon and together they would
beg forgiveness of God!

The mercurial temperament of his an-
cestors nmow changed about and pitied
more than it had hated before.

Up and down, round and round, in and
| out and over the sun-baked guiches trot-
{ted Little Jean llke a frustrated blood-
| hound nosing for the trail
| *‘Falion! Fallon! Fallon!”
| Undef the blazing sum, into the sultry

jCTY.

‘Fallon! ¥Fallon! Falion!"™
| The ashen hills took up the shout and
i sent a hundred melancholy voices crying

\

- | through the wilderness for Fallon.

‘A The darkness fell, scarcely observed:
the night grew old and waned; and In the
dawn Jean found himseif upon a2 desoiate

;;:'afr. strewn with volcanic rubble and
surrounded hy the grotesgue hills. He

| was thinking of the bitter words he hurl-

t Falion from the cliff, and a lumpy,

wky feeling came into his throat. As
proceeded, he breathed humble, fer-

vent prayers into the silence of the dawn.

One by one old camp-fire‘gcenes camse
k., and he could hear, ag from a great

stan the ghostly voice of Fallon
wing up through the booming of the
evenne's flood: “A woman's eyes just
the sun goes but it's a long
costly jag you get—long and costly.
there’s the bitter taste you
yw—the bitter taste.™
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down;
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stone he saw a rred trail,
a wounded bear
its hips in the dust
a jog trot
i eastward.
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iled feet
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éHOW WIND PRODUCES WAVES.
Its Action Upen Desert Sand and
l Prairie Snow.

{ From the Chicago Tribune.

| There are wind waves
i

in water, sand
The great sea waves are pro-
iced st that part of a eyelone where the
irection of the wind ceoincides with the

of advance of the depression.
Along this line of advance the waves in
progress are accompanied by a
g wind blowing across their fldges

and snow

direction

[as long as the atmospheric depression
{is maintained. So waves are devel

until they bec e steep. The aver
i in feet is about half the ve-
the wing in miles.

of fifty-two miles an hour gives
an average height of swenty-six

although individual waves will at-
in a height of forty feet. The prevail-
ing wind in all longitudes Is westerly, so

the 'east—ir ¥ wind springs up It
idea v swell, the effect of

In the burning weakened wind g £. and the
with the choke of s gna P effect of the newly born wind

of hunger he lay dow
cast no shade. He
all seemed a hi
would lie very
waken in ¥
Jean snoring pe
nules snorting ¢
darkness. He w

perhaps it would ali p
A voice from the cl
him from the dizzy swoon of «
“Weil?™
He lifted his fevered
upward. He saw a f ring down
upon him. It was the face of Little Jean.
“How do you like it7”
“Jean, Jean!” gasped
had enough? You know
I'll do anything you
ain't the day that hurts
night, Jean: for God's sake, do
me go through with it again!"
“Bellyache over f
the leering face,
Sort of brutal;
Here, Mike, a
A tin cup tumbled
fell within arm-reach
grasped at It greedily, put it
then dropped it and groaned, hi

stared

the face.

=

I'rx*.'

but

say

most;

3

daown

of

race in hig arms.
“Oh, it's empty all right!" jeered the
voice above. “it's e r! Jensen spilled

it, you know. Last
the worid—and Jensen

drop of

went

cups of water to the sea. Henceforth the
force that impelled him was not in the

i rear; It was ahead of him, somewhere in |
i the east, pulling him like a loadstone.

As he went he heard dimly
se voice from behind

a

savage as a battle cry
As I went om my war
T met three riders fair;
One waa tall and one was short
And one bhad yellow hair,
With a tra Ia lar, and a trs Ia o,
Rige eves and yellow bhair
Three riders very fir—-

Vaguely, vaguely, Fallon remem‘c-ered. x o
— - 5 i From Jilustratod
that he had sung it—ages ago, porhaps.; :

But now there was no past; there was
only a vast, untraversable future, and

the gun of the Dane, naked to the blister- | coffee, whisky—most evervthing that was : beyond that somewhere, somehow, an al-

ing sun of the desert!

Up and down, up and down paced Lit-
Ue Jean, thinking, until the stars blinked
oul and the face of the heavens wenmt

3
lfx-om it together.
Suddenly, as he wsas brooding, there

came the gutieral sffar], the spat—ping—

wet their parched mouths had shared | luring heaven of waters.

|

Days passed, and Little Jean followed
the trail of Falion. He found no further

the steepness of the al-
ning long swell-so as to form
storm waves, which sometimes
length of 1,200 feet from crest to
longest swells due to wind
invisible during storms, for

masked by the shorter and
waves, but they emerge into

r or beyvond the storm.

rocession of waves is geen in
As the sand waves cannot

trave! by gravitation their movements
 are entirely controlied by the wind and

they are therefore much simpler and
more regular in form and movement than
ocean waves. In their greatest heights
of several hundsed feet the former be-
more complex owing to the partial
lidation of lower layers of sand
sure, but they still have the char-
tic wave features.

the Winnipeg prairies of Canada
fallen snow is drifted by wind
‘in a procession of regular waves pro-
i gressing with a visible and ghostilke mo-
tion. They are similar to desert sand
i waves, but less than half ag steep, the

come

the

iwave length being fifty times as great
; 2s the height. The flatness of the wind
! formed snc waves affords a valuable

indication of the great distance to which
hills shelter from the win

Radinm in Sargery.

he British Medical Journal

Sir Frederick Treves considers“that we
have practically reached the therapeutic
limitations of X-rays, the high fre-
| quency current and the Finsen light, but
| that in radium we still have unexplored
fields of usefulness.

This writer belleves, without desiring
|to raise false hopes, that radium will
care every form of navfus whether it
is a port wine stzin, a pizmented mole
or a hairy mole, and rodent ulcer which
has not yielded to the Finsen light or
ithe X-rays, and that, too, in two sittings
of one hour each. Wonders are also
accomplished in the early stages of efi-
theiioma of the lip and tozgue,

the

Where the Fizshing Was Goeod.
Pits.

you not at Sunday scheol
Fred?”

“Why were
ithis mornirg,

1'
1

*“Please, sir, I went fishin'.”

*And don’t you know where littie boys
go who fish on Sundaye?" ]

“Please, sir, most of them goes to the in a different place when I was hit the
|second time.”

-

occasion to urge the oither's flight with a {river, "cos there's more fish there,”

In the soft powder of disin- |

might make, |

and soared|
flapping of |

but the caw- |

pping of the crows— |
nt utterance of the
(Coprrighted.)

of the wind to drift dry|

firancial timidity of 2 Jenny Lind. Not
only was she a supreme vocalist, but, as
Col. Mapleson remarked, “no one ever
approached her in the art of obtaining
from a manager the greatest possible
sum he couid by any possibility contrive
to pay.” But the musical miracle was
the spoiled datling of her day, and she
never failed to obtain _,oxfrli:.' what she
wanted. She was first engdged in London,
in 1861, by Mapieson, to sinz four nights
“on approval,” and, In case of success, to
jobtain £40 a week. This cogfitract was
{not fulfilled, however, for, ‘being hard
'pressed financially, she had borrowed £5
from a rival manager, and her receipt
proved practically a contract. This was
the beginning of a career sc dazzling that
its successive steps are simply a series of

increasing bank notes. In 1572 she ob-
1tained in London 200 guineas g night.

since she insisted on having more
C*ristine Nllsson, who was rece
£200. She sang twice a week. Ten
later she was given £.000 a night!
famous contract to sing in America pro-
vided that the money should be paid her
tat 2 o'clock on the day she sang, also a
i drawing-room and sleeping car to be es-
{ pecially built for her, with conservat
| ternery, &c. Further, there was to be
pesited to her credit
of the last ten performances—Pa
vorite device. She i
twenty times what

ory,

3 f,
ier

!

i
!
!

i keys to the doors, to
{ $2,009 plano. v
iger her voice
drawing capacity
as an example was
of $14080. “Traviata™
she sang mores notes
{ occurrence among the poorer mu
fers to buy a club ticket and each
turns at hearing her for twenty minutes
{If one overst ! time he pald
{the entire tic mati
| computed, by 4!
sung by the sum

more

1
It was a fr

take

¢
ior

that in

paid,
{ mide” Patti received 42% cents

note. Tkis was nd to be j 7

i cents a note more Rossini got ¢

{ writing the whole opera.

| CARE OF THE CHILDREN.

| Practical Results of the National
| Conferemce Held in Washington.
‘; From the May Delinestor.

| The most powerful influences of Amert
{ can democracy

jent or homeless
{ last few months ev
iadvm:azed by the D
j rescue campaign has rec
| from unquestionable sources
| White House
representative gathering

t Catholic 4t

conference was a widely

every Protestant de-

cler-

} ish rabbis, emin
ix}"men from nearly
{ nomination, judges

| courts, members of
i charities,
| and superintendents
iand home-placing

i nearly every
! to Cali

of juveniie and other

the State b

educators,

| Maine
{ conel
by Pre
clal

t Roose

iden

Children should no

it except for urgent and

isons. Poverty alone shoxu

|any home.” This is distinctively Ameri-
{ can!

{ More than this, the President trans-
{ mitted, with ki

| the declarations of t
| government of eve
requesting t

| Feor month in all p

of the country ! I uch spa :
the wise constructive and progressive pro-
gramme which was agreéd upon without

a dissenting vote
Surely this Is marvelous
the practical resuits are

this or that instance, but remains
to be accompiished. The 2 test problem

iin the cazase of the depende home-
ess child has been, and & to

gain the Interest and intelli T
of the good men and women who serve
as members of boards of
trustees of institutions in
children are now conflned
rests much of the responsib

ity

ing whether many of the co sions of
the conference shall be given practical

effect in the near future.
Strange as it may seem

although most

of the ‘nstitutions for ldren ere oper-
| ating under chartars given

|

and in some cases even at p
yet the State is without
|require oen account of
of those who are voluntarily serving as
| officials of these institutions. How ab-
}surd this is! For, as stated in President

ithority to
stewardship

the
3

¥

| Roosevelt’'s message, the State has al-
{ ways jealousiyv guarded the interests
{of the children Inheriting property
by requighhg the appolntment of a
| guardian under bond, accountable
| directly to the courts, even though
!th:—re be a competent surviving parent.

{ Yet the penniless orphan is left to the
unsupervised coatrol of pecple who may.
{ elther from ignmorance or inefliciency, be
i unsuited properly to discharge their duty!
Upon them rests a2 tremendous responsi-
bility,
Dr. R. R. Reeder, superintendent of the
New York Orphanage, in speaking of
| this problem, aptly sets forth the situa-
{ tion In these words:
| The old strle istitution must and ought to pess

jsway. There are many of them still in the ooun-
i try. - Nothing short of sach & shaking up 28 the

! Procident’s onference will give them is likely to
i produce any effect. Scores of them e sougly
| tucked away in quiet corners or fenced around in
{the grest cities with high walls where but Httle
|nf this vain world can enter. They are like “the
{straw and bubble riding quietly st anchor, or slowly
{ revolving in their mimic barbor, undisturbed by the
jrash of the passing curremt.” Will the managers
of these imstitutions snd their s=taffs even Xknow
{ that such a conference is bed 4d? These peopie
3%; they conscientionsly beiieve that
ple work by keeping the poor
orphans wrapped up in cotton and oatmeal
Are you connected with one of these
{ old-style institutions? De¢ you have any
influence with any members of boards of
| directors or trustees? If so, upon you
irests the responsibility of doing 2Il in
| your power by personal effort to put in
| practice the methods recommended by
{ the conference and indorsed by the Presi-
i dent.

Supply Exhausted.

From the Brookhyn Life

Agnes—I wish I could meet a bachelor
! whe knows how to make love

Gladys—And aren’t there any?

Agnes—Of course not. All the men who
know how to make love properly are
married as a result.

Point Gverruled.
{ From the Chicage Trile

nhe.

{ “You've been struck twice by light-
ning! I thought lighining never struck

! twice In the same place.”

i It dcesn't, so far as 1 know. I was



