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"Full?" repeated Emma McChosney
(and If it weren't for tho compositor
there'd be an exclamation point after
that question mark).

"Sorry, Mrs. McChesney," said the
clork, and he actually looked It "but
there's absolutsly nothing stirring.
We're full up. Tho Benevolent Broth-
erhood of Bisons Is holding its regular
annual state convention hero. We're
putting up cots In tho hall."

Emma McChesney's keen bluo eyes
glanced up from their inspection of I
the little bunch of mall which had Just
been handed her. "Wejl; pick out a
hall with a southern exposure and
set up a cot or so for mo," she said,
agrteably, "because I'va come to stay.
After selling Featherloom petticoats
on the road for ten years I don't see
myself trailing up and down this town
looking for a place to lay my head.
I've learned this one large, Immova-
ble truth, and that Is, that a hotel
clerk is a hotel clerk. It makes no
difference whether he Is stuck back
of a marble pillar and hidden by a
gold vase full of thirty-slx-lnc- Amer-
ican beauty roses at the Knickerbock-
er, or setting the lato fall fashions for
men in Galesburg, ill."

By one small degree was the perfect
polso of the peerless personage behind
the register jarred. But by only one.
Ho was a hotel night clerk.

"It won't do any good to get sore,
Mrs. McChesney," he began, suavely.
"Now a man would "

"But I'm not a man," Interrupted
Emma McChesney. "I'm only doing
a man's work and earning a man's
salary and demanding to be treated
with as much consideration as you'd
show a man."

The personage busied himself might-
ily with a pen, and a blotter, and sun-
dry papers, as Is the manner of per-
sonages when annoyed. "I'd like to
accommodate you; I'd like to do it"

"Cheer up," said Emma McChesney,
"you'ro going to. I don't mind a lit-
tle discomfort. Though I want to men-
tion In passing that if thero are any
lady Bisons present you needn't bank
on doubling me up with them. I've
had ono experience of that kind. It
was In Albla, Iowa. I'd sleep In the
kitchen range before I'd go through
another."

Up went the erstwhile falling poise.
"You're badly mistaken, madam. I'm
a member of this order myself, and a
finer lot of fellows It has never been
my pleasure to know."

"Yes, I know," drawled Emma Mc-
Chesney. "Do you know, the thing
that gets me 13 the Inconsistency of
it. Along come a lot of boobs who
never use a hotel tho year around ex-
cept to loaf In the lobby, and wear
out the leather chairs, and use up the
matches and toothpicks and get the
baseball returns, and Immediately you
turn away a traveling man who uses
a y room, with a sam-
ple room downstairs for his stuff, who
tips every porter and bell-bo- y in tho
place, asks for no favors, and who, if
you give him a half-wa-y decent cup
of coffee for breakfast, will fall In
love with the place and boom It all
over the country. Half of your Be-
nevolent Bisons are here on the Eu-
ropean plan, with a view to patronizing
the free-lunc- counters or being asked
to take dinner at the home of some lo-

cal Bison whose wife has been cook-
ing up on pies, and chicken salad and
veal roast for the last week."

Emma McChosney leaned over a
desk a little, and lowered her voice
to the tone of confidence. "Now, I'm
not in the habit of making a nuisance
of myself like this. I don't get so
chatty as a rule, and I know that I
could Jump over to Monmouth and
get firt-clas-s accommodations there.
But Just this once I've a good reason
for wanting to make you and myself
a little miserable. Y'see, my son Is
traveling with me this trip."

"Son!" echoed tho clerk staring.
"Thanks. That's what they all do.

After a while I'll begin to believe that
there. must be something hauntlngly
beautiful and girlish about me or ev-
ery one wouldn't petrify when I an-

nounce that I've a six-fo- son at-

tached to my apron strings. He looks
twenty-one- , but ho's seventeen. He
thinks the world's rotten because he
can't grow one of those fuzzy little
mustaches that the men are cultivat-
ing to match their hats. He's down
at the depot now, straightening out our
baggage. Now I want to say this be-

fore he gets here. He's been out with
me just four days. Those four days
have been a revelation, an r,

and a series of rude Jolts. He used to
think that his mother's Job consisted
of traveling In Pullmans, eating deli-

cate viands turned out by the hotel
chefs, and strewing Featherloom pet-

ticoats along the path. I gave him
plenty of money, and he got into the
habit of looking lightly upon anything
more trifling than a r bill.
He's changing his mind by great leaps.
I'm prepared to spend the night In the
coal cellar If you'll just fix him up
not too comfortably. It'll be a great
lesson for him. There he 1b now.
Just coming In. Fuzzy coat and hat
and English stick. Hist! As they
Bay on the stage,"

RAINY DAYS ON THE ISTHMUS I

Inhabitants of Panama 8trlp Certainly
Cannot Reproach Nature With

Niggardliness.

For nine months of the year It
"rains some" on the Isthmus of Pan-
ama. The precipitation of ono month
not long ago was 59 Inches. This
broke even tho Panama rainy season
record and nothing like It has occurred

but with something like an'av- -

of Emma McChesney
FERBER
"Batttni SUe Down. " tic

A. Stoke Companr

Tho boy crossed tho crowded lobby.
There was a little worried, annoyed
frown between his eyes. He laid a
protecting hand on his mother's arm.
Emma McChesnoy was conscious of
a little thrill of pride as she realized
that ho did not have to look up to meet
her gazo.

"Lock here, mother, they tell me
there's some sort of a convention here,
and the town's packed. That's what
all thoso banners and things were for.

hope they've got something decent
for us here. I came up with a man
who said ho didn't think there was a
holo left to sleop in."

"You don't say I" exclaimed Emma
McChesney, and turned to the clerk.
"This is my boh, Jock McChesney
Mr. Sims. Is this true?"

"Glad to know you, sir." said Mr.
Sims. "Why, yes, I'm afraid we are
pretty well filled up, but seeing It's
you 'maybe wo can do something for
you."

He ruminated, tapping his teeth
with a penholder, and eying the pair
before him with a maddening blank-
ness of gaze. Finally:

"I'll do my best, but you can't ex-
pect much. I guess I can squeezo
another cot Into eighty-seve- n for thb
young man.. There's let's see now
who's In eighty-seven- ? Well, there's
two Bisons in the double bed, and one
in the single, and Fat Ed Meyers in
the cot and "

Emma McChesney stiffened into
acute attention. "Meyers?" she inter-
rupted. "Do you mean Ed Meyers of
the Strauss Sans-sll- Skirt company?"

"That's so. You two are In the
same line, aren't you? He's a great
little piano player, Ed is. Ever h6ar
him play?"

"When did ho get In?"
"Oh, he just came in fifteen minutes

ago on. the Ashland division. He's In
at supper."

"Oh," said Emma McChesney. The
two letters breathed relief.

But relief had no place in ihe voice,
or on the countenance of Jock McChes-
ney. He bristled with belligerence.
"This cattle-ca- r style of sleeping
don't- - make a hit I haven't had a
decent night's rest for three nights. I
never could sleep on a sleeper. Can't
you fix us up better than that?"

"Best I can do."
"But Where's mother going? I see

you advertise 'three large and com-
modious steam-heate- sample rooms
In connection.' I suppose mother's due
to sleep on one of the tables there."

"Jock," Emma McChesney reproved
him, "Mr. Sims is doing us a great
favor. Thero isn't another hotel in
town that would "

"You're right, there isn't," agreed
Mr. Sims. "I guess the young man Is
new to this- traveling game. As I
said, I'd like to accommodate you, but

Let's see now. Tell you what I'll
do. If I can get the housekeeper to
go over and sleep in the maid's quar-
ters Just for tonight, you can use her
room. There you are! Of course,
it's over the kitchen, and there may
be some llttlo noise early in the mor-
ning"

Emma McChesney raised a protest-
ing hand. "Don't mention it Just
lead me thither. I'm so tired I could
sleep In an excursion special that was
switching at Pittsburgh. Jock, me
child, we're in luck. That's twice in
the same place. The first time was
when we were Inspired to eat our
supper on the diner Instead of wait-
ing until we reached here to take the
leftovers from the Bisons' grazing. I
hope that housekeeper hasn't a pic-
ture of her departed husband dan-
gling, Hfe-stz- on tho wall at the foot
of the bod. But they always have.
Gotid-nlgh- t, son. Don't let the Bisons
bite you. I'll be up at seven."

But It was Just 6:30 a. m. when
Emma McCheBney turned the little
bend In the stairway that led to the
office. The scrub-woma- n was still in
possession. The cigar-counte- r girl had
not yet made her appearance. There
waB about the place a general air of
tho night before. All but the night
clerk. He was as spruce and trim,
and alert and smooth-shave- n as only
a night clerk can be after a night's
vigil.

" 'Morning!" Emma McChesney
called to him. She woro blue serge,
and a smart fall hat. The lato autumn
morning was not crisper and sunnier
than she.

"Good-mornin- Mrs. McChesney,"
returned Mr. Sims, sonorously. "Have
a good night's Bleep? I hope the
kitchen noise didn't wake you."

Emma McChesney paused with her
hand on the door. "Kitchen? Oh, no.
I could sleep through a vaudeville
china-jugglin- g act But what an ex-

traordinarily unpleasant-lookin- man
that housekeeper's husband must have
been." ,

That November morning boasted all
those qualities which November-mornin-

writers aro so prone to bestow
upon the month. But the words wine,
and sparkle, and sting, and glow, and
snap do "not seem to 'cover It Emma
McChesney stood on the bottom step,
looking up and down Main street and
breathing In great draughts of that
unadjectlvablo air. Her complexion

erage of twelve feet of rainfall In nine
months the Isthmus can keep up a
showing of dampness without being
worried about an ability to live up to
eoaklng records.

Gatun lake, the artificial body of
water created by Lieut. Col. William
L. Slbert by tho hard process of dam-
ming the unruly Chagres river, is now,
at-t-he close of the rainy season, at
the high level which the army officer
predicted ft would reach. The Cha-
gres pouring Into the valley made tho
lake, but the rains' made the Chores.

stood tho test of the merciless, astrlii'
gent morning and came up trlunv
phantly and hoalthlly Arm and pink
anu smooth, Tho town was still aBleep.
She started to walk briskly down
tho baro and ugly Main street of tho
llttlo town. In her big, generous heart,
and her keen, alert mind, there were
many sensations and myriad thoughts,
but varied and diverse as they were
they all led back to tho boy up thoro
In tho stuffy, d hotel
room tho boy who was learning his
lesson.

Half an hour later she reentered
tho hotel, her cheeks glowing. Jock
nnn uut uviu, OU BUU UlUUttJU
and ate her wlso and cautious break-fas- t

of fruit and cereal and toast
and coffee, skimming over her morn
lng paper as she ate.. At 7:30 sho
was back In tho lobby, newspaper In
hand. Tho Bisons were already astir,
She seated herself In a deep chair in
a quiet corner, her eyes glancing up
over the top of her paper toward tho
stairway. At eight o'clock Jock Mc-
Chesney came down.

There was nothing of jauntlness
about him. His eyelids were red. His
face had the doughy look of one whose
sleep has been brief and feverish. As
ho came toward his mother you no-
ticed a stain on his coat, and a sun-
burst of wrinkles across one leg of
his modish brown trousers.

"Good-mornin- son!" said Emma
McChesney. "Was it as bad as that?"

Jock McChesney's long fingers
curled into a fist.

"Say," he began, his tone venom-
ous, "do you know what those those

those"
"Say it!" commanded Emma Mc-

Chesney. "I'm only your mother. If
you keep that in your system your
breakfast will curdle in your stom-
ach."

Jock McChesney said It. I know no
phrase better fitted to desorlbe his
tone than that old favorite of the
erotlo novelties. It was vibrant with
passion. It breathed bitterness. It
sizzled with savagery. It Oh, alliter-
ation is useless.

"Well," said Emma McChesney, en-
couragingly, "go on."

"Well!" gulped Jock McChesney,
and glared; "those two double-bedde-

bloomln', blasted Bisons came in at
twelve, and the single one about fif-

teen minutes later. They didn't sur-
prise me. There was a herd of about
ninety-thre- e of 'em in the hall, all
saying good-nigh- t to each other, and
planning where they'd meet in the
morning, and the time, and place and
probable weather conditions. For that
matter, there were droves of 'em
pounding up and down the halls all
night. I never Baw such restless cat-

tle. If you'll tell me what makes moro
noise In tho middle of the night than
the metal disk of a hotel key bang-
ing and clanging up against a door,
I'd like to know what It is. My three
Bisons wero all dolled up with fool
ribbons and badges and striped paper
canes. When they switched on the
light I gave a crack imitation of a
tired working man trying to get a lit-

tle sleep. I breathed regularly and
heavily, with an occasional moaning
snore. But It those two hippopotamus
Bisons had been alone on their native
plains they couldn't have cared less.
They bellowed, and pawed the earth,
and threw their shoes around, and

"Come on out cf here and I'll

yawned, and stretched and discussed
their plans for the next day, and re-

viewed all their doings of that day.
Then one of them said something
about turning in, and I was so happy
I forgot to sno're. Just then another
key clanged at the door, in walked' a
fat man In a brown derby, and tho
stuff was off."

"That," said Emma McChesney,
"would bo Ed Meyers of the Strauss
Sans-sll- k Skirt company."

"None other than our hero." Jock's
tone had an added acidity. "It took
thoso four about two minutes to get
acquainted. In three minutes they
had told their real names, and it
turned out that Meyers belonged to
an organization that was a Eecond
cousin of the Bisons. In five minutes
thoy had got together a deck and a
pile of chips and were shlrt-sleevln- g

it around a game of pinochle. I would
doze off to tho slap of cards and the

For tho next three months the river
will be little more than a trickling
rill, but water enough has been stored
to keep the lake level as it is until
the rains descend and the floods come
once moro as they have descended
and come uninterruptedly ever since
the day of Balboa, and since how long
before nobody knows. The United
States government has built a lock
canal across the isthmus of Panama.
A pea-lov- waterway would have been
Imperative If tho skies above the isth-
mus were not in the habit of weeping

click of chips, and wake up when tho
bell-bo- y ccme In with another round,
which ho did every six minutes,
when I got up this morning 1 found
that Fat "Ed Meyers had been sitting
on tho chair over whloh I trustingly
nan urapea my trousers, tms sun-
burst of wrinkles Ib where he mostly
'sat. This spot on my coat Is where a
Bison, drank his beer."

Emma McChesney folded her paper
and roso, smiling. "It Is sort of try'
ing, I suppose, if you're not used to
It- -

"Used to It!" shouted tho outraged
Jock. "Use'd to it! Do yo,u mean to
tell mo there's nothing unusual
about "

"Not a thing. Oh, of 'course you
don't striko a bunch of Bisons every
day, But it happens a good many
times. Tho, world is full of pnclent
orders and they're overlastlngly get-
ting together and drawing up resolu-
tions and electing officers. Don't you
think you'd better go In to breakfast
before tho Bisons begin to forage?
I've had mine."

The gloom1 which had overspread
Jock McChesney's face lifted a little.
Tho hungry boy In him was upper-
most "That'a so. I'm going to havo
some wheat cakes, and steak, and
eggs, and coffee, and fruit, and toast,
and rolls."

"Why sllgh. the fish?" Inquired his
mother. Then, as he turned toward
tho dining room, "I've two letters to
get out. Then I'm going doy.'n the
street to see a customer. I'll be up
at tho Sulzberg-Stel- department store
at nine sharp. There's no use trying
to seo old Sulzberg before ten, but
I'll be there, anyway, and, so will Ed
Meyers, or I'm no skirt salesman. I
want you to meet me there. It will
do you good to watch how the over-
ripe orders Just drop, ker-plun- into
my lap."

Maybe you know Sulzberg & Stein's
big store? No? That'a becauso you've
always lived lh the city. Old Sulz-
berg sends his buyers to the Now
York market twice a year, and they
need two floor, managers on the main
floor now. The money those people
spend for red and green decorations
at Christmas time, and apple-blossom- s

and pink crepe paper shades In the
spring must be something awful.
Young Stein goes to Chicago to havo
hlB clothes made, and old Sulzberg
likes to keep the traveling men wait-
ing in the llttlo ante-roo- outside his
private office.

Jock McChesney finished his huge
breakfast, strolled over,to Sulzberg &
Stein's, and inquired his way to tho
office, only to find that bis mother
was not yet there. Thero were three
men in tho little waiting-room- . One
of them was Fat Ed Meyers. His huge
bulk overflowed the spindle-legge- d

chair on which he sat. His brown
derby was in his hands. His efes
were on tho closed door at tho other
sido of tho room. So were the eyes
of the other two travelers. Jock
took a vacant seat next to Fat Ed
Meyers so that he might, in his mind's
eye, pick out a particularly choice
spot upon which his hard young fist
might land if only ho had the chance.
Breaking up a man's sleep like that,
tho great big overgrown mutt!

"What's your line?" said Ed Meyers,
suddenly turning toward Jock.

Prompted by somo imp "Skirts,"

lick the shine off your shoes."

answered Jock, "ladles' petticoats."
("As if men ever woro 'em!" ho gig-
gled inwardly.

Ed Meyers shifted around In his
chair bo that he might better stare at
this new foe in the field. His little
red mouth was open ludicrously.

"Who're you out for?" he demanded
next,

Thero was a look of Emma Mc-
Chesney on Jock's face. "Why er
tho Union Underskirt and Hosiery
company of Chicago. New concern."

"Must be," ruminated Ed Meyers.
"I never heard of 'em, and I know 'em
all. You're starting In, young, ain't,
you, kid! Well, it'll never hurt you.
You'll Jearn something new every day.
Now me, I "

In breezed Emma McChesney. Her
quick glance rested Immediately upon
Meyers and tho boy. And In that mo- -'

ment some instinct prompted Jock
to shake his head, ever so

day in and day out for nlno-twelft-

of the year. Somo of the Panamans
through the years probably looked
upon the drenchings as a curse, but
commerce must look upon tbem ao a
blessing. Every mile of the way
through the canal, excopt for the com-
paratively short distances of the ocean
approaches, the trading ships of the
world will sail through fresh rain
water. All water is rain water, but
jdown at Panama, somehow or othor,
It seems as if a "liquid differentiation"
properly might be made.

slightly,.' and assumo a blankness of
expression. And Emma McChesney,
with that shrewdness which had made
her one of the best salesmen on tho
road, saw, and miraculously under-
stood.

"How do, Mrs. McChosney," grinned
Fat Ed Meyers. "You soo I beat yon
to it."

"So I see," smiled Emma, cheer-
fully. "I was delayed.' Just sold a
nice llttlo bill to Watklns dbwn tho
street" Sho seated herself acrosB the
way, and kept her eyes on that closed
door.

"Say, kid," Meyers began, In tho
husky whisper of the fat man, "I'm
going to put you wlso to something,
seeing you're ne'w to this game. See
that lady ovor there?" Ho nodded
discreetly in Emma McCresney's di-

rection.
'.'Pretty, isn't sho?" said Jock, ap-

preciatively.
"Know who she Is?"
"Well I she does Jook familiar

but"
"Oh, come now, quit your bluffing.

If you'd ever met that damo you'd re- -

"His name," smiled McChesney, "Is Jock McChesney."

member it. Her name's McChesney
Emma McChesney, and she sells, T.
A. Buck's Featherloom Petticoats. I'll
give her her dues; she's the best lit-
tle salesman on the road. I'll bet that
girl could sell a ruffled, accordlon-plalte- jl

underskirt' to a fat woman who
was trying to reduce. She's got the
darndest way with her. And at that
Bho's straight, too."

If Ed Meyers had not been gazing
bo intently into his hat, trying at tho
same time to look cherubically be
nign he might havo seen a quick and
painful scarlet sweep the face of tho
boy, coupled with a certain tense look
of the muscles around the Jaw. -

"Well, now, look here," he went oil,
still in a whisper. "We're both skirt
men, you and me. Everything's fair
In this game. Maybe yk.u don't know
it, but when there's a bunch of the
boys waiting around to seo tho head
of the store like this, and there hap-
pens to be a lady traveler In the
crowd, why. It's considered kind of a
professional courtesy to let the lady
havo the first look-In- . See? It ain't
so often that three people in tho same
line get together like this. She knows
it, and Bhe'S sitting on tho edge of
her chair, waiting to bolt when that
door opens, even if she does act like
she was hanging on the words of that
lady clerk there. The minute it does
open a crack she'll Jump up and give
me a fleeting, grateful smile, and sail
In and cop a fat order away from the
old man and his skirt buyer. I'm
wlso. Say,, he may be an oyBter, but
he knows a pretty woman when he
sees ono. By the tlmcf she's through
with him he'll have enough petticoats
on hand to last, him from now until
Turkey goes suffrage. Get me?"

"I get you," answered Jock.
"I say, this Is business, and good

manners be hanged. When a woman -

breaks Into a man's game like this,
let her take her chances like a man.
Ain't that straight?"

"You've said something," agreed
Jock.

"Now, look here, kid. When that
door opens I get up. See? And
shoot straight for the old man's of-

fice. See? Like a duck. See? Say,
I may be fat, kid, but I'm what they
call light on my feet, and when I see
an order getting away from me I can
be so fleet that I havo Diana looking
like old Weston 'doing a stretch of
muddy country road in a coast to
coast hike. See? Now you help me
out on this and I'll seo that you don't
suffer for it. I'll stick in a good word
for you, believe me. You take the
word of an old stager like me and
you won't go far "

The door opened. Simultaneously
three figures sprang Into action. Jock
had the seat nearest tho door. With
marvelous clumsiness ho managed to
place himself in T3d Meyers' path,
then reddened, began an apology,
stepped on both of lid's feet. Jabbed
his elbow Into his stomach and
dropped his hat A second later the
door of old Sulzberg's private offlco
closed upon Emma McChesney's
smart, erect, confident figure.

Now, Ed Meyers' hands were pe-

culiar bands for .a fat man. They

Labor Company Must Pay.
In Klein vs. Phelps Lumber com-

pany in the. supreme court of Wash-
ington (September, 1013, 135 Pac.
226), it was held that where a lumber
company which had secured permis-
sion to remove a dam on the premises
of a duck club notified the caretaker
who lived near by at about six o'clock
In the evening, that the blast was
about to bo Bet off, but later Informed
him that It had missed Are, it was

for injuries received by him
when tho blast was sot off later oa

were tapering, Blender, delicate, blue-veine- d,

temporameutal hands. AtthU
moment, dosplto his purpling face, and
his staring eyes, thoy wero the most
noticeable thing about' him. His fln
gers clawed tho empty air, quivering,
vibrant, as though poised to clutch at
Jock's throat.

Then words enmo. They spluttered
from his lips. Thoy. popped like corn
kernolB In tho heat of his wrath; they
tripped over cacti', other; , they ex-
ploded.

, '
"You darned kid, you!" ho began,

with fascinating fluency, "You thousan-

d-legged, double-Joine-

Emma

truck horso. Come on out of here
and I'll lick the shlno off your shoes,
ycju blue-eye- d babe, you! What did
you get up for, huh? What did you
think this was going to bo a Dag
drill?"

With a whoop of pure Joy Jock Mc-
Chesney turned and 'fled.

They dined together at one o'clock,
Emma McChesney and her son Jock.
Suddenly Joel: stopped eating. His
eyes wero on the door.

"There's that fathead now," he said,

excitedly. "The nerve of him! He's
coming over here."

Ed Meyers was waddling toward
them with the quick light Btep of the
fat man. His pink, d face
was glowing. His eyeB were "bright
as a boy's. He stopped at their stable
and paused for ono dramatic moment

"So, me beauty, you two were in
cahoots, huh? That's the second low-- ,
down deal you've handed me. I haven't
forgotten that trick you turned with
NuBsbaum at DeKalb. Never mind,
little girl. I'll get back at you4yet"

He nodded a contemptuous head In
Jock's direction. "Carrying a packer?"

Emma McChesney wiped her fingers
daintily on her napkin, crushed it on
the table, and leaned back In her
chair. "Men,"" she observed, won 'er-ingl-

"are the cuBsedest creatures.
This chap occupied the same room
with you last night and you don't
even know his name. Funny! If wo
strange women had found themselves
occupying the same room for a night
they wouldn't have got to the kimono
and back hair stage before they would
not only have known each other's
name, but they'd have tried on each
other's hatB, swapped corset coyer
patterns, found mutual friends living
in Dayton, 0., taught each other a new
Irish crochet stitch, showed their
family photographs, told how their
married sister's little girl nearly died
with swollen glands, and divided off
the mirror into two sections to paste
their newly washed handkerchiefs on.
Don't tell me men havo a genius for
friendship."

"Well, who Is he?" Insisted Ed
Meyers. "Ho told mo everything but
his name this morning. I wish I had
throttled him with a bunch of Bisons'
badges last night,"

"Hia name," smiled Emma McChos-
ney, "is Jock McChesney. He's my
one and only son; and lie's put through
his first little business deal this morn-
ing Just to show his mother that he
can be a help to his folkB if he wants
to. Now, Ed Meyers, if you're going
to havo apoplexy don't you go and
have it around this table. My boy is
only on his second piece of pie, and I
won't have his appetite spoiled."

Driven to It.
"Do you want work?" "Yep," re-

plied Plodding Pote. "If you'll gimme
somethln' light an' easy, I'll engage. I
believe I kin get moro rest as a regu-
lar hand than to go on beln' waylaid
an pestered by people that's tryin'
to hire me."

Her Advantage.
"A ship has one paradoxical advan-

tage In a storm."
"What's that?"
"No matter how she may lose-- her

grip she generally manages to keep
her hold." . .

' ; "

Almost Synonymous.
Mrs. Malaprop I gave Jim somo of

that compulsion Of cod liver oil today.
Mrs. Hlghbrough Emulsion, you

mean, do you not?
Mrs. Malaprop It seemed Just the

same.

the same evening without any further
notlco to him, while ho was unloading
his wagon, filling the air with gravel
and debris, which fell upon him and
his lorses, causing the' team to run
away, whereby he, was knocked against
a barn and severely Injured.

Unwarranted Liberty,
You are taking a liberty when yon

pat a strange horse on the nose. Sup-
pose horses went around patting men
on tho nose, Louis villa

AVOID ALL WASTE OF GROUND

Italian Gardeners Utilize Space Which
Americans Would Consider of

Little Account

Just outsldo tho railway station at
Springfield,. Mass., 1b a row of tene-
ment houses occupied by Italian fami-
lies. Between them and the tracks Is
a garden, divided Into long,' narrow'
strips, each strip being tilled by one of
the families. In tho early morning
and eyening laborers from the fac-
tories may be seen busily at work In
these small patches, some of which
are not more than ten feet wide. In
tho daytime the women and children
aro busy in them. These Italians
raise enough vegetables for their own
tables and have a supply left for sale.
It is intensive gardening. Not an Inch
of ground Is wasted.

Connecticut, Rhode Island and Mas-
sachusetts havo thousands of such
patches and thousands of abandoned
farms have been taken up and made
highly profitable by these expert gar-
deners from Italy. They do, it by
wasting nothing. The refuse' from
their homes is returned' to' 'the enrth,
as nature intended that It should be.
Chickens and pigs are made to fer-
tilize unbroken ground, and tho pigs
root up underbrush and loosen stones.
The simplest of Implements aro used,
but the Italian gardeners know that
constant attention is the secret of suc-

cess. Never a weed is allowed to
spring up; the soil Is. not 'allowed to
go without hoeing and raking. Tho
fence is a support for tomato, bean,
pea and other climbing plants.

On an area smaller than that of the
ordinary city backyard an Italian will
grow vegetables enough to supply his
table the year around.

TREE PLANTING AS A DUTY

Effectlvo Way In Which Each Citizen
May Take Part In Bettering

the Community.

The .man with a vision plants a
fruit tree, and there is pictured upon
the canvas of his mind the full grown,
developed tree, laden with the fruit of
its kind, painted and flavored with
the richest colors and most delicious
extracts, but he finows that before
that picture can become a reality
his hand must give that tree a fertile
soil, the best cultivation, a scientific
trimming and spraying for years. But
nature thus assisted, does her part
and the tree, as the years go by, de-

velops and In time produces its per-
fect fruit and rewards the labor of
the tender.

But tho tender took the greatest de-
light in his work, knowing that the
time would come when his labor
would bear its reward. His work was
a work worth while, and the commun-
ity In which he lived was made bet-
ter for his workr, for he who does
nothing moro than plant a tree by
the wayside and tends it to maturity-ha-

done more for mankind than be
who sits and dreams and talks great
things of accomplishment, but does
not a thing to bring them about; or
even ho who ever works at his task
with stolid Indifference to its great
Importance or unmindful of its pleas-
ures. From "The Business of Farm-
ing," by W. C. Smith.

Lamp-pos- t Gardens.
Dame rumor says Minneapolis 1b

all other cities in utiliz-
ing flowers to ornament the business
streets. Last year window boxes and
hanging gardens were introduced in
the shopping thoroughfares, and thero
were more than 15,000 feqt beautified
In that way.. This year, by private
subscriptions, a fund has been raised
to put 500 miniature gardens on as
many lamp-post-s and to keep them
bright with blooms. "Flowers on
lamp-post- s would astound New York-
ers," says the Now York Evening
Mall, "and would certainly set the kids
to climbing. How long would the
lamp-pos- t gardens last on the east
side?"

Why City Planning Pays.
It promotes trade by supplying di-

rect and easy ways for the extension'
and development of commerce; fos-

ters city growth by making It easier
and cheaper to conduct all classes of
business, Increases and Insures all
property ' 'Values by preventing the
many evils of haphazard building;
makes every citizen a more efficient
worker by saving time and money in
transit of goods and people; and,
above all, it assures to that city which
adopts It, a future citizenship scfund
In body, mind and morals.

Prizes for Bibliophiles.
A first edition of "Alice's Adventures

In Wonderland," by Lewis Carroll (C.
L. Dodgson), fetched $1,000 nt Sothe-
by's In London, It was bought by Mr.
G. p. Smith of New York, who also
paid 600 for Keats' "Poems," and $390
for the-- ' same author's "Lamia," with
Harrison Ainsworth's signature on tho
fly leaf, f 840 for Byron's "Poems on
Various Occasions" (privately printed,
and a great part of tho edition de-
stroyed by the author), and $550 for
Defoe's "Robinson Crusoe,"

Vast American Industries,
Private capital invested in timber

lands," mills, logging railroads, and oth-e- r
forma of equipment in this country

reach an enormous aggregate, and tho
lumber Industry, which employs 739,-00- 0

persona and has an annual output
valued at one and one-sixt- h billion ioU
lars, is the third1 largest -

Sad Fact
Ago cannot wither nor custom staler,

the infinite sadness of entries on the'
right-han- d pa&e of the bank book.-- '
Ohio Btate Journal.


