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Am 1 muyor of lsoln Roesa”™ cried
Serafico. “Were my grandf e COr
als in Corgica® Was 1 tau the Col-

of AjJaccloT Did 1 pract
seate before 1 Inberited my lands?

as an od-
And

shall 1 endure an elernal click-clack of
abuse anti—look, father!—a woman's 0n-
garrails T

Scrafino walked about the room. tug-
ging with both hands at his great besrd.
Except Tor the remark about the Anger
nalle the harangue was familiar enough,
and the priest with o soothing word or

two uncorked his bottle of wine

But Serafino waved his band

“No, father; 1 will not stay toaight.”
and e turned to the window and gazed
upward Lo the olive glopes above the wil-
lage. nnd above the olive slopes to the
thicke of arbetus and myrtle on the
mioviat &

: n twenty years in the bottle,
Iy Bot It comies from Luri" sald the
priest. as he poured out the wine, halding
the bottle high above the glasses so0 that

the splash might sink 0 Seraflnn's soul.
Bul again Serafino waved the wine aside.
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Tl.‘r-_ too, was !-m.mnr to the priest,
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“B swore ap oath, my son. to your

wife, pnd will break It for a few cross

ds and a slap of the hand® No good

% of breaking oaths" sinea

o remained silent, he thousht of ¢n

“ lo Glammarch] broke his ooth,” he
enld, “and see what came of It. He per-
fshad miserably ten years ago,. and 1o this
duy his 1 lies utder reproach.’’

Then fino swung round from - the
window i
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“And you have hidden this for 1ten
¥y " he smid, severe

“1 make It known pow,” eald Scgafino,

ard #nt that the old man's severity soft-
oned into sadne

“True, my son,”" he said, it must be
made known now." and, with n sigh, he

fotohed a shect of pag his Inkpot,
anid pet them before Serafino.

“*Write.” he sald.

Serafino took the
this Is what he wrote

Oy the 18th day of March, ten years
ago, the night being wild and stormy, Car-
1o Giammarchi eame down from Mount
Padro to Isols Rossa, nnd supped with me,
ns he had ofton done before. He left my
The next aft-
ruoon a boy 4m;.1r--l me al my door, amd,
sking whether 1 s Joseph Serafino,
:!m st & Jetter Into my hind and ran off
The letter, written by a friend of Gimmar-
chl, informed me that Gismmarchi had been
shot at daybrenk, four miles from the 10wn,
He now lay at death's door, and was in
sore need of a priest. I was entreated,
therefore, to bring a priest with me, and
pome 1o & certaln spol among the vineyards
after sundown. Thid 1 did, and bringing
Father Andrea with me, was mel by the
man who wrote the letter. He led us toa
little hut in & thickel of shrubby onk trees,
where we found Carle stretched upon a
matiress of boughs, and ns it seemed at
his lnst Lbreath. Father Andrea, however.
st him absolution until
ear that if, by any chance,
1‘ hi= wound, he would never again
his or weapon against a fellow-man.
a \.h1ln- Carle was obdurate,

“It was Angelo Montalti who shot me,"
he aald. ktew 1 was with Serafino,
and Iny in wait, I 1 get well, and ler h
the very rh 'in.n‘n will slog the
» as | pass.’

pen and wrote, and

well
1t
For

he got

“You welgh your soul against a rim-
beeco?” asked the priest, and he pleaded

with Carlo until the outiaw
“But (lod send | die,' he
ed hix face to thse wall
Yet Carlo did pot die, and as soon as he
coiild be moved his friends carried him to a
little village rewote among the hills, and
thera  tended him, Meanwhile Angeio
Montaltl, believing thot now he had killed
Giammarchi, crossed to France, and, think-
lng te make o fortune, most deservedly lost
whiat be had, A year later he came back
ponniless to Isola Hossa, and, hearing that
Carlo was =till alive, enlisted 4s a gen-
darme, belng thus privileged to kill Carlo
and suffer po dlsability himself.
However, ho hnd to find Glammarchi first,
and there was but one man in Isola Rossa
who could show him the way, and that man
was the leaat disposed to help him, for
Cr.riu Giammarchi was my friend. How-
ever, 1 did show Angelo the way, for it was
my¥ habit to visit Giammarchl in the wvil-
luge where he lay, still weak from hils
wound, 1 Angelo t sples to follow ma,
On my last visit 1 found o my surprise
that the village was deserted except for a
few women and children
“There is o festn In the nsxt hamlet,™
Cario explained. “‘But it is unlikely ihe
gendarmes will on this one day come here
1o search for me."
But even while he

took the oath.
added, and turn-

spoke o child eame

running up the hills crying that the
gendarmes wer o 1 snatched up
my rifle, Carlo Ked up bis, but with a
certain  hesitation, as though his gath
welghed ppan him,

“T must needs live In the forest' he
sald, and we hurried out of the cottnge
and up the slope bekind the village. We

bad only climbed 200 yards when Carlo's
breath fulled him.

T can g0 o further,” he said, and drop-
to the ground. 1 sprang opto a hil-
and Jooked downward. Half a mile

I could ese the shoulder-belis and
flashing among the junipérs llke so
mirrors, and then 1 heard a shout
seamed 1o come from much nearer,; from
the very borders of the villaze, 1 looked
that way and saw a gendar 5
ront of the cottage, 1

shadow. on the white the \\.l“
He beld his rifle to his ¢ and the
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fo with Montalti and shot him through the
lungs. Carlo teok refuge in the magul,
nbotst Mount Usdro, and so llved socuraly
for the pext ten years. Montalt), however,
et behind him a sinter of his own age,
aml & son, Angelo, who was fourteen years
ol when his faher died. Have you not
socn them, Father, wolking together by
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he went
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ver, he found the tempta-
wrpowering him, for suddenly he
1rr]u~l the cartridige out of the rifle breech
nnd zgiln ran for the forest. 1 saw the
copper cane of the eurtridge sparkle
through the sunlight and lle on the hrown
turf, bright ax a gold coln. Angelo saw
it, too. He darted upon It, and with It
shot Ginmmarchi through the back just
an ho reached the undergrowth

For & moment Montaltl stood motlon-
Jese: a thin ribbon of smoke eurled up
from his rifle barrel. Then he opened the
lock and flung the eartridge toward me.

“fCarlo’s mistake," sald he

“Montalti’s, too,” sald 1. and I covered
him. 1 let him run till ho reached the
covert, then [ shot him through the back.
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far behind. 1 ran up lo the forest. Carlo
was kneeling, stark desd, with one hand
clasped nbout o tree-bole, the other gTasP-
ing his rifle. | k the exploded car-
tridge from the breech of my ¢ and ft-
ted It into his. Then 1 -Pqu back to lsola
Raoss
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A Burglar Sn
(From' the Journal.)
Polleaman John Farrel, of Brooklyn,
paesd back and forth on the guiet street,
| swinging his club o the measures of a
gong. The Fourth with its noisé and dan-
| ger was over, nnd now the ¢lt
| snd overgrown child had gone pencefully
to bed. Al Potrolman Farrell had to do
iv-':u to welk the beat until the relief came
| at supn-up. Then he would go home, just
s Marguerite wakened and culled “Dadal"
her morping greeting. Ah, she and ber
mother were fast asieep by thin time, he
thought,
e made the =ign of the cross over Lhe

star oa his broad bosom.

But down in the pretty vinc-covered cot-
tage that held Policeman Farrell's wife
Land child a strange seene was cven thenp
belng emurted. In the shadow of the rose-
bush at the parior window n man hud hid-
den, had raised the sash, and after a mo-
ment spent o Mstening, had crépt in. A
burglar,
lttle home was guarding strangers'
and property a mile away.

Not o board creaked under the sieal-
thy tread of the thief; the doors tuinsd on
nojreless hinges as be opened them and
peered into the room where the mother

and child were. A lamp outside cast s
faiut radionce into the room. He conld
| 50 the woman's face calm in slumber, but
In curious noise came from the bahy's
crib—a strangs, hoarse, yet muflied brea

1 the Baby,

lives

ing. He heslitated n moment, and then | < . gl 5
Junkin, of tho Corlothian Yacht Club, of
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dreams by a rough volee ealling ber. She
wprang up to see w strange man holding her
baby.

“Get up!' he repested,
speak or scream. “Your baby haz a
spasm. Quick! We must put her in &
warm bath. Keep her flat on ber back
while 1 get the water.”

He disbed out to the kitchen and put
water on the glowing ges range. Then
returned to the astoplsbed and terrified
wWoman.

“l came her to steal,” he said. “But 1
guess 1 got here in titoe to save that ba-
by girl. I'm going now. Ir you'll tell me
where to find him I'll call your husband."

She told him, and he ran to the door,
| then returoed to say:
| “Put a little mustard in the water and
| have i proity wi Put the baby In up
| to Mer arm-pits!
| The woman followed his adviee, apd in a
| few moments the baby was over the con-
~\ulninn and was smiling up at her when
1

before she could

the policeman rushed in.

“0Oh, John!™ cried his wife, giving way
to tears, s o woman will when all danger
is over, ‘‘a burglar saved har!™

The policeman gathered the littlo one
close to his broast,

“Yes, he told me,” he =aid. *‘And—and
| he wanted me to arrest him for breaking
into the house, But the holy saints know
1 wouldn't treat an ageat of thelrs like
thatl™

Less Meck Than He Looked.
(From the (incinsatt Enquirer.)

He wan o big encugh man, but he looked
g0 meek that he seemed rother undersized,
And he was meek. Ladles getting on a

| street ear recognlzed him at opee as A
henpecked man and cast a  disdainful
glance on him by way of thanks for the

| seat he always gave dp with an opologetie

meanor in sitting in it in the first place
Men flecked thelr cigar ashes on him and
turned to apologize, but seeing his mesk-
ness, concluded not to take the troubls.

The girls at the restauranis slammed
down in frunt of blm the lentliern stenks
thut had been sent back by more fastidi-
ous customers, and the market people gavs
| him fruit that would rot before he get it

home, In fact, he got the worst of it
| everywhere, but he never complained, and
lét humanity trample on his corns with pa-
tient forbearance.

Jones in particular seemed to hayve it in
for the meek man whom he in derlsion
called “"Fighting Mollle,” and the ingeprul-
| ty of Jones in devising inligaities for bis
Epiriticss wictim wWops wort hy of a better
cause, Jones was a large, flotli-faced man

¥, lite a mild |

and he looked up to the sky as |

And the defender of this humble |

| mir an if he had been gulity of a misde- |

THE OLD CUP DERENDERS

Not Laid Aside When Their Glories
Have Daparted.

Hoats That Won Trophles Still Sall-
ing om Sean and River — Haleyon
Days of the Magic, Americen, Puri-
tan, and Dauntless — The English
Yacht Cambria Carrying Conl,

N
(Prom the New York Tribune.)

Where do Cup defenders go to when they
dle? That depends on whether they bave
been “‘good.”’ If they bhave not been found
good enoungh in the trial races to defend
the Cup they may go to Ballyhack under
any rig, &0 far as anybody cares; but if
they have heen suceessful lo repelling the
invader they do not die. A sguccessful Cup
defender has s many lives a5 Buddha, the
Wise One. The eriginal schooner yacht
America has been sold many times; has
been o Government vessel, has been sunk
apd abandoned, resurrcoted and staried

afresh, has rotted and been rebullt, bas
been  lengthened, replanked, retimbered,
and mow she Is back again npmong the

pleasure fieets and actualiy put Into races,
She was rescued from obscurity by the
late General Buller, and on his death
passed o his son, Paul Butler, Mra, Amis,
of Boston, went to Cuba in her last year
to bring back her hushand, Gen, Adelbert
Ames, and the famous yacht that brought
the ugllest and most beautiful of all possi-
ble trophies from England in 1851 will ap-
pear onee agnin this year on the racing
course when the Shamrock makes her ate
templ.

The schooner Magle, owned and raced by
FPranklin Osgood in August, 1570, againsl
the first challenger for the cup, Mr. Ash-
bury's Cambria, s still in commisston, af-
ter having heen often repaired since the
early dnys. She was reported lnst yoar on
the Sound, and Is now owned by Joho 5.
Clarke, of Pittsburg.

The Columbia, owned by Franklin Os-
good, and salled In October, 1871, aguinst
the Livonia, also owned by James Asbury,

Is now salling and kept in the best of con-
|:!1llou by Vies Commodoré Joseph De F.

apd her lest skipper bers was Cuaptain
Lennder Jeffrey, who subsequontly took the
Vigilant to England to mace for George
Gould. Columbla I §s 114 feet long over
all, 99 feet & inches on the water lne, 25
feet beam, with B1-2 feot draft of water.
Whh her bhigh bulwarks and gencral ap-
pearance of a trader (& look Lthey all had
in earller duys), she seems, when ranged
| alongside the most modern racers, like
| the sida of a house, though she always was,
and still s, & fagt boatl, Commodore Jun-
kin will have he¢r here In October, when
a number of tha Philadelphia vessels will
crufse to Bandy Hook. Between Colum-
bla I and Columbia 11 there will be won.
derful differences to be seen, alone worth
the trip to the Hook. The first Columbia
Iiusl’. one race to the Livonia, sald to be
through an acejdént, and this was the oply
race ever lost by an Américan yacht In
the Cup contests, excspt the one salled
by the Valkyrie TIT, which, on & protest,
was not allowed.

The schooner yacht Madeline, launched
In 1867, was owued by J. 8. Dickerson, of
the New York Yacht Club, when ghe sail-
ed ngninst the Canadian schooner Coun-
tezz of Dufferin In August, 1876, and she
{s now owned by John 2. Dickerson, and
her hailing port is glven as New York:

The gecond Capadlan challenger for the
cup was a sloop called the Atalanta, de-
signed by Alexander Cuthbert, who had
previously designed the Countess of Duf-
ferin, and was met by the New York sloop
Mizchisef in November, 15881, The Mischief
wans then owned by J. R. Buxk, and is said
to be still in use. She added another vie-
tory to her Inoreasing 1lst, and it was
not until Sir Richard Sutton challenged
with the Genesta that mnother interna-
tional race cnme o1,

This was with J. Malcolm Forbes® sloop
Puritan, which met the Genesta in Septem-
| ber, 1885, and defeated her. Aftsr the
starting signal for one of the races wns
| given, the Puritan (ouled the Genesta apd
carried awny her bowsprit, and when the
race was offered to Sir Richard he replisd
that he had not come over to win races
on fouls, and he chose a re-salling after
his repairs. When, In Inter years, Val-
kyrie 111 did about the same thing, prac-
tically, to the Defender, the Defender's
manager protested, and the club gave the
race 1o the Defender without the option of
re-salling, and the decision was accepted
by the Defender's manager as scoriug, in
effect, one wvictary for the defence. The
Puritan was altered by Mr. Forbea Lo Lhe
schooner rig in 1896, end she la now owned
by John O, Shaw, of Boston, who has her
in comm

In 1586

on
the sloop Mayflower was brought

out to meet the challenger Galatea, owned

WHO S8, 50 FIEITE IR “‘Tr'i' HESjum by Licutenunt Henn, of the Hnglish Royal
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time

“1t may be remarked in this connection
that in most cases which coma hefore
courts and boards there s considerable de.
tall of testimony which Is unhecessary and
ought to be omitted because It s unfit for
men to hear. The presence of women
stenographers In such case would have a

datne

than to he deprived ali the time of the op-
partunity to make such n salary as {8 not
often recelved autside of court reporting.*
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(From the New York Sin,) hoffts, who have sit the cup
#d In | with another hoat. The Vigllant s bulit

il muny | the Valkyrle 11 berlh she In
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don board of the workhouse, ‘which has to | gpod schooner for crulsing
be put into s publie record because the The next defender was nol bullt for a
board {8 a public institution, with whose long life, but for a (emporary use In beat-
dolngs ‘I.-- pubilie is entitled to bécome ing the Valkyele 1IL Stillt
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“The mayor recalls to mind that official Shamrock, 18 of sume  kingd,
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Emharrassing Sltuntions,
(From the Youth's Companion)

Why does n sober and sedate city gentle-
man ' start hitless to his place of busi-
ness? Why should one of the most dig-
nitied and serious-minded of women go
downtown with her dress skirt on wrong
side out? It ls hard to say; but one can
readily

imagine tha dismay of the poor
Indly when & friend met her and called
her attention to the spectacle she vas

making of herself,

A Cambridge professor, whose fits of
mental aberration were as frequent as
they were amusing, was one day out In
o heavy rain with his umbrella held high
over his head, when he met a friend who
#lopped him and cxolaimed:

“Dear me, Prof. M., why don't you put
up your umbrella. You'll be drenched.**

‘Put up my utubnll.a" sald the pro-
fessor; “It is wp.

“Yes, It §s; but it lsn't open.”

Far tmlt an hour, more or less, the pro-
fessor bnd been walking with a closed
umbrellns held high above hia head.

At another time the wame scholar was
ridipg downtown In an electric car. and
lost himsell In a book he was reading.
Suddenly he notleed symptoms of merrl-
ment among the other passengers. What
could they o langhing at?

The mystery was explained when he dia-
covered thut, having been anpoyed by
something between the plate of hias artl-
ficind teeth and the roof of his mouth, he
had removed his teeth and was bolding
them up to view batween the thumbd and
finger of his hand.

Sull more embarrassing was the case of
n lady who hurried into church ohe Sun-
day morning without her bonnet, and when
reminded of the omission by her husband,
who had proceded her for several minutes,
rosa hastily and hurried up the broad cen-
tre alsle with a large red parnsol ralsed
close to her head!

Judge B., than whom there never was a
more sedate and digniffed man, once ap-
peiared at a dinner party with bis handsome
white wig on wrong side out!

The story is not s new onos of the col-
lege professar whn stumbled against o cow,
and lifting bis hat, said gravely:

*] beg your pardon, madame.'”

Mrs, L., a Boston lady of a dignifled and
evep haughty manner, was trylng ol some
very exponsive wraps lo a sult and eloak
store, when she sald to the clerk:

1"1 do not think I will decide on ong to-
day."

She had reached the street door when
n floor walker detalned her snd sald:

“1 beg pardon, madume, but I shall hava
1o ask you to remove thal wrap of ours be-
forg you leave the store'

A Clever Cowboy.
(From the Chicage Record.)

“One of the slickest thiugs 1 ever saw
in my life,"” said a veleran army officer
the other day, “was a cowboy stopping a
cattle stampede, A herd of about 600 or
80 had got Irightened st something, and
broke nway pell-mell with thelr tails in
thé air and the bullas at the head of tha
procession, But Mr, Cowboy didn’t get
exelted at all when be saw the herd was
golng stralght for a high bluff, where they
would certainly tumble down into the
canyon anid be killed. You know that when
a herd Hke that gets lo galng I can't stop,
no matter whether the catile rush to death
or pot. Thosg In the rear crowd thoss
nhead, and away they go. I wouldn't
bhave glven a dollar a head for that hard
but the cowhoy spurred up hls mustang,
made a little detour, came in right in
front of the herd, cut across their. path,
at a right angle, and then galloped lels-
urely onto the clge of the blulf, balted and
Inoked around at that wild mnss of beet
coming right toward him. He was as cool
as o cucumber, though 1 expected to ses
him killed, and was so excited I could not
speak.

“Well sir, when the Jeaders had got
within o quarter of & mile of him I saw
them try to slack up, though they could
not do it very quickly. But the whole hend
seemed to want to stop, and when the cows
and stesrs in the rear got about where
the cowboy had cot acrosa thelr path 1w,
surprised to see them stop and comment
to nibble at the grass. Then the whaole
berd stopped, wheeled, strageled back and
went to fighting for a chance to eat where
the rear Eusnlwns

“You see, that cowboy had cpened a blg
bag of sajt ha had brought out from the
ranch to glve the catile, galloped across the
herd’s course and emptied the bag. Every
critter sniffed that line of salt, and of
course that broke up the stampede. But 1
tell you it was m queer sight to ses that
man out there on the edge of that blpf
guletly rolling & clgarette, when it seemed
us If he'd be lylng under 200 tons of beel
in about a minute and & half.*

A Boomerang Joke.
(From the Deiroit Free Pres)

One of Detroit’s wealthy cltizens has as
his guest a Christian Endeavorer, who Is
particularly welcome bucayse they wera
country lads together. One incldent will
serve to show how they are rejuvenated
in Uving old times aver. “Tom," =sald the
host in the presence of half a dozen oth-
ors, “remember the time we robbed the
watermelon patch?"

The two laughed heartlly, and Tom
bitished deeply while admitting the Integ-
rity of hl-; memory, “Cuess [ better tell
it mysoll,"" for he |s smart enough to know
it tha vietim of a joke salns sympathy
confesslon, “"We boys up there used to
get what money we could make by ralsing
table melons. Right next to our farm was
thnt of a crusty old bachelor, who had a
splendid crop of watermelons. As be was
without a son to resp the proflts, and was
rich enough to do without them, I organ-
ized a cooning expedition to invade his
pateh. The night was very dark, but we
muagaged to get away with all the ripe
frult we could lay our hands on. The next
morning I mads a borrible discovery.™

“What was that?”

“Ig the darkness we bhad blundered and
got on the wrong side of the fence, nml
forty of my finest melons were gone.*

The Tables Tarned.

(¥rom the Rochester Democrat and Chronlele))

Willlam B, Walters, who 5 serving In
the Phillppines, tells this story: *“‘Some
very amusing alfairs take place between
our soldiers and the Chinese merchants
owing to the inabllity of the Americans
to ‘sabes’ the Oriental language. Durlng
that part of the fighting which is known in
our ranks as ‘the loot of Tondo," T saw a
corporal of the Twenty-third regulars rake
A amall safe out of some ruins after a fire,
Finding It to be empty, he started away
vith [t under his arm. Before he had gone
very far ho mst a Chiness merchant, to
whom he undertook to gell the purioined

| s bein' rum by angel
sicedd Mre. Billings -
wa the offies
1 s a letter addressed
old Job Haskine, an' It says If he ol
' ard 1t to him
"Wall, what o' that?™
“What o' that? You know as well o 1
Jdo that old Job Haskins los been dead
three months, and how in tarastion does

the Gov'ment expect me to git the I-_‘nr:
to hMm? Do they think I'm an angel”

tand

A Cougge Boycott

The traln creakingly
tie mintion.
alighted.
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Tho ¢
flaily events In
she only link th
the utolsy ostslde world.

Dut this partioular
than uaual.
friends, trustees. For
mont time

the college lown.

this was commence

Among the arrivals was a quistly dressed

man of middle age with a grey mustach
and keen blus evea
puzhed forward with outstretched hand,
“*Father!"*
“John, my soni™

A moment later the two were walking

up the long main sireet beuneath the beau
tiful maples, the young man lightly carry
ing the heavy traveling bag,

“By George, my boy,"” cried the olde

man, ax he drew in 4 long breath and

gared admiringly at the youth, “it doe

me good to see you—and (o mes you here
1 seem to see mysell agailn trudging up
perhaps,
bat ! faney much the same bulld, And

thia very strest—not quite so tall,

how are you, my lad? You know 1 hﬂ!n'
lald eyes on you for nearly a year.”

“Quite well, father, and In excellen
spirite.”

“And the footbhall knee?'

“Seems all right again. UVl prove |
to you when we do m little of that hil
clmbing that you promised me."

“Yed, yes, my hoy!™ oried the old man
“1'Il show you where

with a merry laugh.
your futher got in mischisl In thoss den

d days.
these years slip by without revigiting th
eld home.™

As he spoke a mroup of merry boys and

muldens passed by,
without a glapce at the tull youth,

They ewept alon

“How's that, my boy?"
“What, father?"

“Why, it seemed to me that th? meant

to snub you. Do you know them™

“Yes, father; they are all oollege mates
They meant to snub me xll right. Puact is,

I'm boyeotted.*
“Dless my soul! Boyoolted ™
“Boycotted, father.
You know 1 came here determined Lo de
vole & year lo rest and special study.

had the lame knee to get in shupe, anid
there were certain lnea of work 1 wanted

to pursye with Professor Pation, He's th

oaly man In college or in the town who

knows who Joln Sturges’ fathor & Per

haps | wasn't very friendly at the wstart.

The boys wanted me to Joln them in sev
eral things. They wanted me 19 ry fo
the football team."

“'But you promised me you wouldn'

“I kept my word, though It was a temp
tatjon."

The older man chuckled,

“What's the joke, father?"

“l wes laughicg to think of the greates

halfback of "8 tryiog for a place oo a

villags team.™

'Of course they dido't know, and they
I sald I
Thit was the boginning.
I'm pretty suré they econsidered me stingy,
Perhaps you don't know, but T made

didn't like my excuse—tihe knee.
wag (oo buasy.

too.
up my mind to go through this extra col

lege year on the same amount that wou

worrled through on. That didn't leave m
much for outside trifles. When they ask
off me for & contribution for the gymnas
jum fund T had to refuse thom.*

“That was quixotic, my boy."

drew up to the lit.
A score or more of paasengers
There ware many young mes and
hond to note the azTivals, |
ming of that trajn was one of the
It was
L bound the quiot place to

trald mweant more
It brought visitors. parents

A wll young man

And to think tkat Pye let all

The
older man turned and Ipoked after them.

It's & funoy story.

Prof. Patton. The latier arose nnd stepped
forwanrd

“Friends.” he sald, "l have some pleas-
ant oews to lmpart. It will be, | thiok,
of special infervst to the graduating class
You all Koow, 1 am sure, that our grmns-

slum fund has grown with exasperating
slowness, and that we are siil! = Jong
way off from the desired amount, At

Ieast wu were untll five misutes ago.'* He
pasred and Imiml arcusd.
“The fact " be smilingly went on,
-2 "we have heen entertaining a good faley
unawaren. | am making this little expla-
nation -ithou: the falrs's kuowlelge, bes
vause, as you will preseatly dlscover, be
i the last man $n the coliege who wants
his merits adveritsed. And yet Just u Ht-
tle explanation Is dus him. He came here
quietly at his fathee's suggestion to add
a year of special work w the education
he bhad alresdy recelved in one of the
- | large Eastern colleges. He was prompted,
- Jtwo, by the pecemsity of giving a stralned
knes o long rest, an sccident he recwlved
r jon ihe (oothball feld, for le was, if the
dally journals are to be  belleved, the
s | reat haltback of "16. He cume to this eol.
loge becnuse it was his father's alma ma-
ter and because that father, who has left
his many business Interesta sad come
actosa ihe contlnent to be bere this even-
t | Ing. desired him to mest and know his
early friend apd old preceptor.” Here the
t pro!f-szor bowed. “Apd mow [ have only
o add,” he went on more hurriediy, “that
your classmate, John Sheldon Sturges, has
t {just subseribed $20.000 for the complotion
| jand eguipment of the college gymsasium,
aad I want you to give him thres choers
and the college yell.™
There was a moment's besttation and
r | then the chears and yells were given with
& royal will,
o “Faiber., father,” cried John, as the
elder Sturges pressed forwand with bLaoda
outstretched to both his son and the hlush-
E ::l‘;l"gm' “This o't what I wanted at

But the father caly chuekled.

“I told you that boycott would have to
be lifred.” he laughingly answered—Cloye
lani Finin Dealer.

A Disastrous Paper Chase,
(From the Detroit Free Pros)

Thers s a girl in a certaln part of the
city who has temporarily retived from so-
ciety, and takes her exercise after durk in
- | company with ber father, It In also known
I |that she has grown very systematic, which
s u complete reversal of form, This lively
liitle incident expiains It ull. She has a
& | lover In the East. He ls young. sentimen-
1), and at times gushing. She recelves &
= | letter from him almost every day, and the
precious missives were left seattered care-
= | lesaly over the house. With three romp-
T |iug boys In the family It was Inevitable
that she should come to grief because of
L] this nepligence.
The youagaters decided to hare a paper
- | chase. ““Sisters letters are just the thing,*™
suggesied one of them, and that settled
if. Tuhe boy that took the part of a fox
started with more than & peck of the eplis-
t}tlas, Around the block, through the aleys,
and across backyands he sped., dropping
the letters to guido as well as conlfuwe the
boys who were cn his trail

When ths sister disecovered her Jors thera
was weeplng, senlding, and & basty Jsay-
ance of orders. "All available hands were
8008 in the paper chase, but only about 60
pev cenl of the letters were recoverod, and
the melancholy young lady vows to her
# | confidential frivnda thnt those that she re-

= | guited are the mildest and mest teniper-
= |ate of the collection. She imagines that
everyone she mests v kindly treing to

suppress & Ilnugh, and that all the people

The young maon looked his father square- | for blocks around know as mueh about her
1y in the face. love affairs as she doea. But she now
“Bealdes, dad, there Is a girl In the | has a strong desk with a patent lock, and

case."”
The slderman started,

“A girl in the case,” he dully repeated.

“Yes, father. A
poor, very puor,
but had to stop.
kindergnrien. I think the girls—her col
lege mates, you know—snubbed her be
caune ahe couldn’t
standard. And I think,

—a charming girl. Bu

oo,

ed the boyeott on me beesuse 1 sympathiz-

od W her nnd pald her some attentions.
But she's guite n clever girl, father. You
must meet her'

*Yea, yes™
hastily. Then he
you're boveotted,
spirit and lack of college funds, eh?*"

“That's about the size of it, dad.
Isn't 17"

“Very. But where are you taking me?

“To my boarding place, I thought you'<
rather room with me than go to the hotel'

“{M course, and who's your landloed T

suddenly daughed.

“It's a landiady, dad, and I'm her only
Her name is Spencer—Mrs, Julia

boarder.
Spencer.
“*Julla Sponcer!
Spencer &
“Why, no, dad, I don't"
“She wis your dead mother's dearest an
oldest friend.
the prettiest girl in the village.

"

At leas

he started in at college,
Now she's tenching io o

dress quita up to thelr DUL"MBIA
ithey complet-

sald the older man; a little
“So
both for lack of college

Funny,

o you know who Julia

She was Julin Ranney then,

res her father that she will nsver be
until ke buys her & burglar-proof
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1

she was untfl 1 happened to meet some one

prottier, Why, boy,
have béen your mother.'
“I'm very glad she isn't*
man.
“And why?*

“Because 1 mean to marry Julla Spen-

cer's daughter.”
The older man stopped short.
“Pat down the bag," he sald.
blue eyes sought his son's,

His brigh

“Have you =et your heart on this?" he

slowly asked.

“Yes, father, T have"

“And you really mean to m
tle down and take un net Interest ir
your father's affairs? He's growing ol
and nesds you*

“Yes, dad.”

The ¢
vounger firmly gripped 1t
Is fa not, sald tha father, '‘quit
the surprise you may think it. Prof. Pat
ton wrote to me some Limo ako

evitable, Still, it ts a Httle startling, com
Ing from your own lips."

Julia Speneer might

snld the young

narry amd set-

d

ter man put out his hand and the

a

]
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Pleaaure Pat’

& 3 Har

preparing
me for what he seemed {o think was in- |

CHEVY CﬂASh LAKE.

“Anple has just turned the corner,' | I'- “’ 1"1[1"_._"".3'_“:-'1‘
murmured the young man. *“"Will ;-.n:i 3 zia -
meet her now?’ = EXCURSIONY

“1'Il meet her mother firet," sald  ths ot

father. ““You keep the daughter awny
a half hour or 0. Which is the house
“The cotlage back of the big tree, dml
The older man pleked up the bag an
the younger one turned and walked rapid
Iy down the street

“lohn,'" the older man called after him

“Well, dad®”

“Don't Jet it elip your mind that th
boyeott must be Tfved."™

The young man smiled back nt his rl Lh
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