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THE PARTING WAYS. 

I'd like to see that old cllfl path - -
Which lovers' feet have made. 

Just where It leaves the traveled roa^ 
And dips down In the shade 

Of the widespreadlng overhang 
Of maples and of biroto; 

The where the hidden thrush once sang. 
And peeked out from his p«rch. 

Ti Ilk* to wander all alone 
Down to the parting ways, 

All, all, alone with thoughts of you. 
As once in other days 

1 wandered where the old road lies— 
My thoughts—dear, you were fair!— 

My thoughts were all of your true eyes 
And of your truant hair! 

And, where the cliff path dipped and 
branched 

Away from the old trail, 
T heard the catbird call, and call, 

And watched a blown Jeaf sail 
From off a tossing windblown limb. 

Straight down the path it flew, 
X watched Its dwindling flight and dim, 

And—sweetheart! there was you! 

You sat beside the dipping way. 
And watched the fading gleam 

Of dying day down in the vale, 
Reflected in the stream 

That wound its crooked way along; 
My day had been so sad— 

But then it bubbled Into song. 
And, sweetheart, I was glad! 

—J. M. Lewis, In Houston Post. 
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A STORT OF YOUNG ILLINOIS 
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CHAPTER III.—CONTINUED, 
"No, Antywine, I will not take it 

from you." 
"Keep it," he insisted. "I feel better 

when I am out hunting if you have that 
around your neck. She bring evil into 
the house. She is worse than Chasse 
Galerie." 

"What is the Chasse Galerie?" 
"Have you never heard of the Chasse 

Galerie that fly across the sky at 
night?" 

"How could I hear about such things 
la the Sac village or at Belleville?" 

Antywine proceeded at once to tell 
the story of the wild huntsman and 
Ills dogs, and their chase above the 
clouds. This led on to feux toilets, or 
balls of fire, into which bad spirits 
turned themselves to lure sinners into 
quagmires. Then loup-garous, or man-
wolves made darkness flame with their 
eyes, to Peggy's imagination. 

"Are your feet or hands cold?" Anty
wine inquired once in a while. Peggy 
answered "No," forgetting she had 
iiands and feet, her large, excited gaze 
fixed on the wonder-world of folk-
story. His roice abounded in sympa
thetic tones. It was full and golden, 
reaching into distance or sinking to 
monotones as he half told and half 
•ung his people's legends. 

So hour after hour passed; rain con
tinued to pour down the shingles and 
"isit them in gusts of spray through 
the broken qhimney. 

It was a delicious experience to re
member a lifetime. But as Peggy's 
.responses became few, Antywine 
stretched out his legs and made a 
•illow of his lap with a corner of the 
blanket, to which her drowsy head 
came readily down. He watched and 
she slept until darkness faded to the 
pallor of dawn. 

The noise of horses' feet in the heavy 
oad, for which he had waited so long, 

could at last be heard approaching. He 
withdrew carefully from the head of 
the sleeper, and went out to intercept 
'the riders. 

They were splashed with mud and 
jaded, moving side by side, their tired 

Jiorses snorting flakes of foam. Thus 
more than once the men of New Salem 
Had come back from chasing horse-
thieves, less ready, perhaps, to give 
the details of the exploit than were 
Bhickshack and his companion. Both 
drew rein when they saw Antywine, 
and he told them directly where Peggy 
was. 

Shickshack asked where he found 
l»er. He pointed to the road beyond 
the cabin, and in his brief Qanadian-
English repeated what had happened. 

"Your squaw boy doesn't put up 
many fizzlegigs and fireworks, but he 
seems to be worth two men," observed 

. .Lincoln. 
His lank hair dilpped moisture. He 

was haggard with hard riding. 
"You catch the man?" inquired 

.Antywine. 
"No," Shickshack answered in dis

gust 
"You know him?" 
"No. Me not care now." 
"He winked out," said Lincoln. 

"We lost him this side of Beardstown. 
The closest view we had was when 
we nearly ran him down back here. 
We intended to raise a party and hunt. 
X reckon you better bring the little girl 
*v»w, so we can get home to break
fast." 

Shlckshack's red face revealed itself 
through growing daylight polished like 
copper. H« gave a strong grunt of sat
isfaction when Antywine set Peggy 
behind him on the horse. The Cana
dian boy mounted lightly to a seat be
hind Lincoln, and as they rode toward 
New Salem a clear whiteness like the 
promise of fair weather appeared in 
the east. Water hung beaded on the 
stems of trees, but a great commotion 
of robins cam® out of the woods. 

It was the general opinion in the vil
lage that Don Pedro Lorimrr had 
*'done It" Why he should put him
self to the inconvenience of trying to 
«*arry off such a poor little thing many 

Jiey could not understand. 
visited at the 

"ho Mt 

couiiic.o a.ua salt banels and lnter-
logated him about his night's ride. 
He joked, as any man among them 
would hava dene about the hard serv
ice taken vut of Viorrowed horses, in
stead of dwelling on the Indian's af
fairs and the labors of the night. 
Lincoln had the strength of three ordi
nary men. 

"I allow," said one of the Qarolina 
settlers, "that it was an ornary trick 
of one of them Grove boys." 

"I guess you are wrong there," put 
in a Massachusetts man. "The Grove 
boys know better than to pick the runt 
out of a litter. If one of them want
ed to steal a girl he wouldn't go so 
nigh the tavern and stop on the out
side." 

The outrage was resented as a mu
nicipal indignity, whoever had at
tempted it; but it stirred less resent
ment than it would have stirred had 
any other young maid in New Salem 
been the sufferer. It was talked about 
a fortnight with zest and much repe
tition. By the end of a month it was 
still good material, when women took 
their knitting and visited one another 
of afternoons. But by muster day 
other slow happenings had covered it 

If Sally knew more about it than 
any one else, she kept the secret. The 
Sac brave often fixed his eyes on her 
with speculation in them. 

"In my tribe," he said once to Lin
coln, "a warrior can take a tent-pole 
and beat his squaw, or he can give her 
plenty goods and drive her out of his 
wigwam. But me marry white woman; 
me have to stand her like white man." 

He was at first concerned, and ques
tioned Peggy about the loss of her 
wooden leg. 

"I will not wear it," she repeated 
stubbornly. "It hurt, and I threw it 
away." 

She hopped about the street on her 
crutch, which Ann Rutledge had found 
by the hand-mill the night the alarm 
was given, her injured leg hanging 
straight beneath the deerskin gar
ment. Some change in her was no
ticed, even by her schoolmates. 

"Who cut Peggy Shlckshack's hair, 
Viane Rutledge?" inquired Nancy 
Green, when the girls sat outdoors with 
their dinner reticules the first warm 
day. The budding woods were then 
alive with bees. 

"Ann," responded Ann's younger sis
ter, with asperity. "We have her tag
ging to our house all the time, now. 
I allow the Indians might as well 
move in with us." 

"Shickshack's wife doesn't visit the 
neighbors, does she?" 

"No. She stays at home and heats 
water to scald the boys with." 

"Peggy looks nicer with her hair cut 
straight around below the ears and 
combed smooth. And I am glad she 
lost her wooden leg when Satan or 
something tried to carry her off." 

"My brother Red," exclaimed Mar
tha Bell Clary, "told me the horse 
blanket that was throwed over Peggy 
Shickshack that night smelt of brim
stone!" 

"Your brother Red," retorted Nancy 
Green with impatience, "gets threat
ened with brimstone so much in meet
ing that he smells it on everything!" 

"Well, how do you suppose the boat 
Antywine La Chance went down the 
river in, got back to the mill by morn
ing, when he rode home on horse
back?" 

"Antywine brought it back himself. 
Part of the way he pulled the boat, 
and part of the way he rode horseback. 
You get such stories in the Grove!" 
said Mahala Cameron. 

Martha Bell wagged her head and 
looked at Peggy, sitting apart, eating 
corn bread in solitude. She was glad 
to be "Martha Bell Clary instead of 
Peggy Shickshack. None of t)ie girls 
meant to be cruel. They wished Peggy 
well, but made her understand she was 
not as other daughters of New Salem. 

"We all thought she was queer be
fore we found out she was a Spaniard," 
said Martha Bell. 

"You'd be queer, too," exclaimed 
Nancy Green, "if you'd been born a 
Spaniard and raised among the Sacs, 
and dressed always like a squaw." 

"But I wasn't." 
"Peggy can talk the Sac language 

just like Shickshack," remarked Ma
hala. "Let's get her do it for us.' 

"Shickshack won't let her," objected 
Ann Rutledge's sister. "Pie wants her 
to learn English. He says she learned 
to speak English in a year." 

"Humph!" commented another of the 
group, resentfully; "the master shows 
partiality to Peggy Shickshack, so ho 
does; but I wouldn't be her, if she is 
the best reader in school." 

The first really warm noon of the 
budding year, while Peggy's school
mates were* looking at and talking 
about her, Antywine stood at the open 
tavern door waiting to speak to Ann 
Rutledge. Too bashful to knock, he 
shifted from one moccasin to the other, 
hoping that some kind saint would 
send Ann to the door to inquire what 
he wanted. He had a parcel in his left 
hand, and sometimes held it before him 
and sometimes hid it behind his back, 
keeping his right hand ready to uncap 
himself if she appeared. There was 
not anything in the woods or on the 
prairie which Antywine feared. But 
Ann Rutledge represented to his mind 
the power of society; and he was com
ing to sue that power. She entered, 
singing, from an inner room, and 
paused, throwing her long braids 
behind her back when she saw the Can
adian at the door. 

He snatched off his cap, standing 
erect, narrow of hips and shoulders 
and full in chest, an elegant lightness 
of make and grace of carriage setting 
him apart from English-Americans, 
and fixed his wistful blue eyes upon 
her. 

"Come in, Antywine La Chance." 
"No, mam'selle. I will stand here." 
"Did you want to see any one?" 
"I want to sea you." 
"Here I am." The girl dimpled at 

his embarrassment. 
"Mam'selle, I have to ask of you a 

favor, W I N  J U I I  no me the kindness 
to look at what I bring in my hand?" 

CHAPTER IV. 
From the back yard of more than 

one New Salem home, where soap-mak
ing and gardening wore going forward, 
azure smoke rose over pink coals of 
wood and old vines. The whole world 
was getting ready to be new. Ann's 
own T.inter linsey was laid aside. She 
wore something which made her look 
like a blossom to the eyes of the boy. 

Antywine gave her the parcel and 
stood abashed while it was unrolled, 
revealing yards of dark red and yellow 
calico, the colors alternating in tiny 
flecks which globed themselves to 
pomegranates. Ann had noticed it in 
the store as a most daring attempt in 
cotton printing. Some balls of thread 
fell out and Antywine picked them 
up. 

"It's for Peggy, isn't it?" 
"Yes, mam'selle." 
"Did you buy it yourself, Anty

wine?" 
"I have some money that I make in 

Belleville," he apologized. "Shick
shack and the woman have not got 
some tas'e in clothes for young girls. 
You, mam'selle, have that tas'e." 

"If you think I really have, Anty
wine, you must let me help Peggy 
make this dress." 

"Oh, mam'selle! It is what I would 
ask, but. dare not!" 

"I would love to do it, and Peggy 
will be so glad to have a new dress." 

Peggy was glad when Ann waylaid 
her in the evening. Her face quivered 
and she said, "Goody!" She talked 
the great event quite out "with Anty
wine, standing beside their cabin, be
cause they seldom spoke to each other 
in the presence of Shickshack's wife. 
Then there was the joy of going to the 
tavern and learning neat stitches while 
Ann cut and basted and fitted. The 

THEY SAT AND HELD THE BOOK 
, v TOGETHER. r F V ^ J 

/ 
slow process of hand sewing went on 
a part of every day, as the two girls 
had time, until Peggy, by accident of 
Antywine's choice, stood at last un
consciously arrayed in the colors ot 
Spain. The garment was gathered to 
her slim figure under the bust, whence 
escaping fullness hung as low as her 
ankles. This short-waisted look, and 
the gorgeous setting of colors for her 
pale olive skin, and her hair cut in 
the fashion of the middle ages, 
suddenly developed in her a charm. 
People noticed her, and said that she 
was not exactly growing pretty, but 
there was something to her. The con
fidence of knowing how to do things 
appeared in her face. For, having be
gun with the needle, Ann Rutledge 
went on to knitting and spinning. 

Ann had pretty clothes, for her father 
never rode to Springfield without 
bringing her a gift, and her mother 
even indulged her with a cassimer 
pelisse modeled after one worn by the 
doctor's wife,, who came a bride to 
New Salem. Viane saw with some re
sentment her elder sister take things 
which had usually fallen to her and 
cut them over for the Indian's adopted 
daughter. Thus Peggy became trans
formed in every garment except her 
moccasins. To these heelless, quill 
embroidered shoes she clung with the 
instinct of a wilderness lover. They 
wero light and soft and small, hamper
ing her no more than her own muscle; 
Antywine made them for her when he 
made his own. 1A return she knitted 
woolen stockings to keep him and her 
roster father warm iu winter. 

When Peggy first learned to knit 
she pulled the yarn so tight that the 
stocking leg stood above the needles 
as stiff as a board triangle and had 
to be raveled and done over. 

"You're not building stake-and-
ridered fences for your men folks," 
laughed Ann. 

Shlckshack's wife gave Peggy many 
tasks to do, but in a house where there 
was no home-making, strewn with the 
appointments of a dirty camp, the 
tasks were sordid and often useless. 
Sally let pots and kettles litter the 
hearth, her cob pipe dropped ashes 
into a dinner hanging on the crane; 
joists were grimy, and dust stood thick 
on the pewter she got with her first 
husband and was too stingy to use. 
But her splint-bottomed chairs had to 
be scoured with soap and sand every 
week, and she made the lame girl. In 
deerskin dress, creep inch by inch over 
the puncheon floor, cleaning It by the 
same hard process. When the weather 
was bad Peggy's tasks were doubled, 
and her struggle with marks of New 
Salem clay became hopeless. 

Shickshack's wife never seemed to 
look up; plodding along the street, her 
sullen eyes fixed on the ground, she ex
changed no word with a neighbor. 
Shickshack's disgust was extreme with 
Fordid housekeeping he had nowhere 
encountered iu an Indian village. 

The changes in Peggy Shlckshacl; 
were not without Influence on her 
-'.<•11001 mites, but the Spaniard, witli 
piide of aer own, held aloof from 

thera. They swung their feet from 
tall benches and whispered behind 
their books while Peggy fiercely 
studied. When the Testament class 
stood up she was at the head. Her 
progress through the simple course was 
so rapid that Minter Grayham calcu
lated she would know in a year all 
that he was able to teach her. 

Antywine, whose stepmother had 
never sent him to school, was nine
teen years old, and could not read. 
Peggy began to teach him dunr 
long spring twilights. There was a 
large stone halfway across the valley, 
sheltered as the sun slipped north of 
afternoons, under which Peggy hid her 
outgrown lesson book for. Antywine. 
Whatever direction his day's hunt led 
him, hi* made a detour to arrive at the 
stone, and if he arrived first, sat down 
to study. If Peggy, carrying her dinner 
reticule home from school, reached 
it first, she waited. 

They sat and held their book to
gether. English spelling provoked 
Canadian exclamations; but he had 
to spur him not only Peggy, but the 
powerlul example of Sieur Abe Lin
coln, studying every spare minute. 
Antywine knew where the best swim

ming places were in the Sangamon. 
Sometimes he came to his lesson, his 
blond hair separated into dark clinging 
tendrils, which, as they dried, became 
a powder of gold-dust curls around his 
face and temples. If Peggy could not 
keep her fingers from touching t.his 
fleece, Antywine pretended ho did not 
know it. His hands and shoulders 
worked as hard as his mind. With 
shrugs and gesticulating fingers he 
flung English spelling all urou id. 
When he encountered a terrific \> ord ha 
would throw down his book anJ jump 
on it. But Antywine's moccasins 
were light; he did not damage the 
learning under his feet. His rages 
were rages of laughter. Whatever he 
did so delighted Peggy that she itaid: 

"It makes me almost laugh out la 
school to think how you dance on your 
speller!" 

As month followed month and Pe
dro Lorimer neither showed himself 
again in New Salem nor marto any 
other attempt to kidnap the Indian's 
adopted daughter, her guardian a anx
iety relaxed to ease. He thought: 
"These white men in this vilalge are 
my friends; they will take my part. 
The young chief Abe is as *ti»ng 
as three Pedro Lorimers, and hiii hand 
Is with me." 

• [To Be Continued.] 

Ancient Millionaire!. 
In this connection it is interesting tc 

take the monetary measures of some 
of the rich ancients, says tho New 
Yorker. It is known thatTiberian at his 
death left the equivalent of $118,15? ,000. 
Caligula squandered it all in lens'than 
ten months. Julius Caesar was a good 
deal of a money-getter. He wasi worth 
nearly $11,000,000 before he got office 
and a good deal more afterwards. 
"Yet Brutus says he was ambitiouii." 
Croesus is held up even to this day as 
a fabulously rich man, and yet $8,000,-
000 would cover his fortune in landed 
property. In addition to this, how
ever, he had a large sum of mon«iy an'd 
many slaves. Antony was a high 
roller, and no doubt would liavo made 
his mark in Wall street He ownd $1,-
500,000 in the middle of March, hus
tled and got enough money to pay off 
all his debts by the last of April. He 
squandered more than $73,000 HOC ol 
the public money. The sum t*f $12,-
000,000 was paid for his hous«. Sen
eca, the philosopher, turned hl/i phil
osophy into cash at a rapid rare, f-.lis 
fortune was upward of $12,000,(>0^. Not 
a bad philosophy. Then there was the 
soothsayer, Lentulus. Sootl uiaying 
was a profitable business In those 
days. At least he managed to iiocumu-
late a fortune of $16,500,000. l.'Ue big 
eaters of early times made th«i money 
fly when they got their legs trader a 
well-laden table. For exam pi o: Apl-
cius expended in gluttony $2.,WO,000; 
Esopis paid for a single dish |-fi 30,000; 
Caligula spent for one suppoi $400,-
000; Heliogabalus spent for OM> meal 
$100,000; Lucullus usually pal.i $100,-
000 for a repast If many of us at<i 
like this we "wouldn't know when 
the next meal was coming fi t m" oi 
how the check was to be settled. 

On ShrcMvuliury Buttlcfli>ld. 

But one of the most int erestii g 
things connected with the whole epi
sode is the existence of the churi h 
which was erected four years alterwai'd 
o* the site of the pits wb«re tie 
mfus of undistinguished deail lip HI 
both sides were buried after the biit-
i'e. Though its patron was Henry IY., 
whose battered effigy still lo.iks cut 
from above the east window toward 
Haughmond Ridge, It was actually 
built and endowed by the thei rector 
of Albright Hussey, the parish in 
which the battle was fought. This was 
Roger Ive, priest of Leaton, it strong 
Lancastrian and of an old Imrghei 
family in Shrewsbury. The nite vas 
given by Richard Hussey, sqtiire, to 
use a modern word, of Albright Hus
sey. A college of priests wa,i also 
erected and endowed to se rvo tha 
church, which was in no way ;ii parish 
church, but erected distinctly »,nd em
phatically as a commemoration and 
thanksgiving offering by grateful anil 
plus Lancastrians for the vi'i^or/ ol 
1403.—Macmillan's Magazine. 

Story of Carlyle. 
A recently published volume by the 

late Anthony Froude, the historian 
tells this story of Carlyle and his wife, 
who lived on notoriously barf terms 
the latter dying first: "Carlyle found u 
remembrance in her di»ry of ftho blu.fi 
marks which in a fit cf pascioi: lj? 
had inflicted on her arms As soon ru 
be could collect himself Ae put to 
gelher a memoir of her, in which with 
deliberate courage he inserted tho in 
criminating passages of her di£.ry 
the note of the blue marks r'tiona 
(hem, and he added an injunction ol 
his own that, however stern and tragM 
that record might be. It was never tc 
be destroyed." 

LUCKY TED. 

That was the nickname they called him 
by— 

The- boys at  his school—and this was why: 
Ho WHS bound to win from the start ,  they 

said: -
I t  was always the way with Lucky Ted! 

Tho earliest flowers in his garden grew; 
Tho sums on his s-;ate came soonest true; 
l ie could sail  a boat,  or throw a ball,  
Or guess a riddie, the best of all .  

You wondered what could hisi secret be. 
But watch him for awhile and you would 

see. 
He thought It  out ti l l  the thing- was plain. 
And then went at  i t  with might and' main. 

Trusting but li t t le to chanec or guees, 
l ie learned the letters that spell  Success. 
A ready hand and a thoughtful head-
So much for the "luck" of Lucky Ted!" 
—Blanche Trennor Ileath, in Youth's Com

panion. 

HARMLESS LITTLE REPTILE. 

The Fence Lizard Is Easily Tamed and 
Makes an Interesting and 

Devoted Pet. 

If there Is anything we need to teach 
more than another, it is that numer
ous insects and reptiles, which are held 
by many persons to be poisonous, are 
perfectly harmless. This is especial
ly so of the pinetree lizard, or, as it 
is often called, the fence lizard. It is 
true that the lizard has teeth, but they 
are almost too small to be seen, the 
finely serrated jaws feeling just like 
the rough lips of a bass. Moreover, 
these little saurians seldom attempt to 
b'.te, and make interesting pets. 

I have a box two feet long, one foot 
nigh, and six inches wide, the sides 
bging of glass and the bottom covered 
with white aand to a depth of two 
itches. With this on my study table 
I have a good opportunity for watch-
irg the five Interesting inmates as tliey 
eat and sleep. Two are males and 
three are females, easily distinguished 
by their color. Their color seems to 
be influenced by the conditions of the 
atmosphere. After a rain or when 
they first come out of their hiding 
places in the morning, many of them 
are very dark. By holding them in 
the hand a short time, the color 
changes very perceptibly. 

When my pets are ready to go to 
bed, they dive into the sand, where 
they remain covered up until morning. 
Then here and there a head bob3 up, 
and gradually the saurians either 
stretch out on the sand or prop them
selves up on their forelegs in a most 
comcial manner. They soon become 
alert, and show how keen their appe
tites are if flies, crickets, grassltop-
pers or katydids are thrown to them. 
Frequently, when one has seized a par
ticularly fat grasshopper, another will 
attempt to take it away. They are also 
fond of roaches, but care nothing for 
hard-shelled beetles. They will not 

MRS. FOX RESTORED PEACE 

A Little Story from Animal Land 
Which Contains a Good Moral 

for Boys and Girls. ? 

Mr. Lion lived next door to Miss. 
Kangaroo. He was very fond of roar
ing, and she was a very nervous lady. 
One day, when Billy Fox went to take 
the milk to her house, she told him 
that Mr. Lion had roared so suddenly 
and so loud that he made her jump-
and lose her false tooth out of her-
mouth. 

Billy Fox went home and told his.-
wife. He said he was going to tell 
Mr. Lion, and have him stop roaring, 
so. "No, indeed, don't do that!" said 
Mrs. Billy Fox. "They'll both be an
gry. I'll go and talk to them and fix 
it all up." 

So Mrs. Billy Fox put on her liLtlo-
foxy bonnet and went to call on Mr. 
Lion. She told him that Miss Kan
garoo admired his voice so much that 
when she heard him roar she forgot 
everything else. "Why, the other-
day," said Mrs. Billy Fox, "you roared: 

l.IZAKDS AS ORTJAHENTS. 

seize an insect unless It is moving, 
and one often knows when the attack 
is to bo made, as the lizard opens its 
mouth just a little way before spring
ing upon its prey. It uses its tongue 
with the same agility as does the frog 
or load, and gorges a large insect pret
ty much the same way as a snake swal
lows a toad. 

In burrowing in the sand they make 
several strokes with the right or left 
forefoot, changing from one to the 
other; but 'when this dirt is to bo 
worked out of the way, they use their 
hind feet with alternate strokes with 
great rapidity. The female in this 
way evidently digs into the ground, 
where she deposits a dozen or more 
white eggs, which she leaves for the 
warm earth to hatch. 

I know of nothing else so easily 
tamed. When caught in the hand they 
seldom attempt to escape. Placed on 
one's clothing, they often sit in the 
same positiion for a long time. Know
ing this peculiarity, I decorated my 
little son with 19 lizards, just to prove 
to some skeptical people that I was 
willing to back up my assertion with 
a demonstration. Yet one observer wlft> 
witnessed it declared that it was risky, 
and that he knew a man who had lost a 
fluger lrom the venomous bite of a 
fence lizard. A teamster who was not 
afraid to handle a snake could not be 
persuaded to touch a lizard, although 
they both saw a finger thrust into a lit
tle saurian's mouth. Ignorance is hard 
to banish, but it easily drives away the 
truth. 

They are not only harn^ess, but bene
ficial. Lying on the fences which sur-
round the field of growing crops, thej 
devour many insects as these attempt 
to enter the fields, thus benefiting the 
farmers, who have no appreciation of 
their value.—A. R. M. Spaid, in Scien
tific American. 

DKESSED IN HIS BEST, 

suddenly, and she let her false tooth-
slip out of her mouth and it got lost-
—she told me so." 

Mr. Lion was very much flattered,, 
and said that he was sorry Miss Kan
garoo had lost her false tooth. Then 
the little fox lady went over to call; 
on Miss Kangaroo. "Oh. Mr. Lion is. 
so sorry to hear that you've lost your-
false tooth!" she told that lady. "He-
says he's coming over to apologize for 
roaring so much. I'm sure I think he's-
a very delightful old gentleman." 

Then, as she saw Mr. Lion coming,, 
she hurried home. Mr. Lion was--
dressed in his best. He made a fine 
bow and apologized to Miss Kangaroo-
for startling her so. Miss Kangaroo-
could not fail to be delighted, and sho = 
smiled and bowed, too, and invited old 
man Lion to stay for tea. After that 
the lion and the kangaroo were al
ways fast friends, and I am sure that, 
the little fox lady is a very good sort. 
of person to have in a neighborhood.. 
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch. " % ,'4* 

FUNNY LITTLE BOOBY BIRD 

An Oceanic Fowl That Seems to Have- -
r Less Sense Than Any Other 

Known Creature. 

The booby bird, an oceanic fowl, is-i 
probably the funniest and most stupid 
bird in the wcrid. It appears to have-
as little intelligence as the old ex
tinct dodo had, according to the an
cient accounts. 

The booby nests on islands far out 
in the Pacific ocean, and will not stir-
out of the way when men land there,, 
but remains squatted on the ground,, 
staring at intruders stolidly. 

It can fly very well Indeed, and 
goes long distances; but when it is-
sitting on the water it will remain di
rectly in the course of a ship, so that, 
it happens often that a steamer will, 
go clear over a booby that could eas-
ily have swam or flown out of the-, 
way. ! 

Sometimes booby birds will fly on. 
the deck of a ship and lie there with 
their legs sprawling under them, mak
ing no attempt to rise, as if their be
wilderment had quite numbed their-
weak intellect. 

The booby does not feed its young 
as other birds do, by carrying food 
to them in its bill. Instead of this,. • 
the booby swallows the food, and 
then the young bird thrusts its head: s 
into the throat of the parent and fishes - ? 
the food out. 

When two young boobies are-. 
hatched in the same nest," the one that 
is out 6f the egg first will often at- f 

tempt to eat its younger brother or-
sister. 

When a shot is fired at a booby -
bird, it generally falls down flat om' 
the ground and screams pitiably, even, 
if it has not been hit at all; so that 
it happens frequently that a gunner' 
gathers in entirely unhurt booby birds- ; 
that have simply been frightened into' 
helplessness.—Boston Globe. 

Historic Feats of Memory. 
Many of the historical feats of mem-

ory remain unrivaled. Seneca, the-
Roman rhetorician, was able to repeat-
two thousand words upon once hear— ' 
ing them, each in its order, though, 
they had no dependence or connection.; 
on each other. Pontius Latro retained 
in his memory all the orations ho-; 
had ever spoken, without failing in. 
even a single word. Cyneas, ambassa
dor to the Romans from King Pyrrhus, 
in one day so well learned the names-
of his audience that the next morning 
he saluted the whole senate and all the-
populace assembled each by name. Cy
rus knew every soldier in his army by 
name, and Sciplo had a speaking ac
quaintance with all the citizens of 
Rome, llerr von Nieublin, a celebrated'^ 
German scholar, was once clerk in a i 
bank at Copenhagen, in which capacity 
he gave proof of miraculous memory 
by restoring, from recolloction alone, 
the entire contents of a leaf in tlie-
bank ledger which had been lost by-
fraud or accldcnt. 

'4 


