
THEIR FIRST LOVE

By H. M. EGBERT.

Tho two houses had formed one In
more spacious days, but where the
Stout brick chimney reared Itself
through the center of the frame build-
ing a brick wall had been built In, ex-

tending from the cellar to the roof,
and converting tho one homo Into two.
The only symbol of communion be-
tween the disunited parts of what had
been organically one was that, on
windy days, smoke from a stove set
against tho chimney on either sldo
would Issue down the flue Into the
stovo In tho adjacent room. And
sometimes, too, If any one listened at
the sheet Iron, one could hear words
spoken upon the other side.

When Frank Barton and Ida Norris
were children they had played at this
game; but that was long ago. The
intimacies of the old house were not
evoked by childish play any more.
Both were Immeasurably old each
was twenty.

The double house stood in a small
town, Just such a town as may bo seen
almost anywhere "in Now England,
neither rich nor poor, and proud of
Us history. Greenfield folks prided
themselves on being ordinary. Ameri-
cans. Immigration had hardly
touched them, for there was only one
factory, and the French Canadian
hands had something of the colonial
tradition about them.

Tho Bartons and tho Norrlses had
lived there for fifteen years, and had
known each other for fifty. Sometimes
tho elders looked at each other from
their opposlto sides of the double pi-

azza and smiled, when tho boy came
home, carrying the girl's schoolbooks
for her, while she stepped at his side
with all tho assurant ownership that
a small girl feels for her childish

tsweetheart. ,
But that was years before. The

change of adolescence had set a bar-
rier between the young people's lives.
Frank was In the local bank now. Eer-hap- s

he earned $12 a week. Ida stayed
home and helped her mother.

The thing that happened came all
in a moment. The girl had pictured
it a thousand times, the boy never;
but it was Just as surprising to each.
One moment they were friends, chat-
ting together on the piazza, wonder-
ing whether the rain would kill the
gypsy moths that devastated the shade-tree- s;

and the next they were looking
at each other in amazed wonder.

What is more inarticulate than love
at twenty? The strange helplessness,

She Was Alone, Too.

tho sense of some tremendous power
that holds one In terror of

caprice and shyness, as inex-
plicable to one as to the other! For

. instance:
"Best get ready for the picture show,

Ida."
"I'm not coming, Frank."
"Aw, why not, now? You said you

would. This Is tho last night of the
week, and there won't be another in
town for an age."

"I don't care; I'm not coming," she
anwered, snatching her hand away as
he pulled 'at her wrist coaxingly.
"Leave me alone!"

"Why, Ida!" exclaimed the boy, look-
ing in wonder at her flushed face, "I
didn't mean honest, I didn't say!
You aren't mad at me?"

Bu the girl had flung into the house,
leaving him standing outside and gap-
ing after her. He' could not under-
stand what was the matter with her.
As he stood there Mrs. Norris came
out with the. big watering can. She had
a box of asters, which she was rais-
ing from seed; or, rather, it had been
Ida's but she had ceased to care for
the tender shoots.

"Say, Mrs. Norris, Ida's all right,
Isn't she?" asked tho boy.

The old woman looked at him, purs-
ing her Hps, "I guess there's nothing
wrong with her," she answered, and
began sprinkling the plants. There
was a wise smile on her Hps, and her
face was faintly flushed.

"They're too young, Jim," sho said
that night to her husband, when the
old couple were alone.

Outside, at tho Barton end of the
piazza, Frank was waiting. He had
meant to go to the picture sho alone.
He had wished that ho had soma other
girl to take with him. They would
stroll past the double house together,
their voices slightly raised, and Frank
laughing, The thought pleased him;
but he only sat sullenly at tho end of
tho piazza, his chlu on bis hands, star-
ing out Into the dusk.

Ten yards away the girl sat by the
window in the living room. She was
alone, too; her father had gone out
upon some errand, and her mother
was making up accounts in the kitch-
en. From the corner of the window
she could Just see the Barton end of
the piazza. She had a book in her
hand, but she was not reading.

She had been trying, hard not to
cry, and she was exceedingly angry,
because it was not about Frank Bar

ton and yet It was, too, In a sort of
way. But what had he done? Noth-
ing. That was Just it; he was only a
boy and couldn't understand. But
what was theio to understand, except
that she hated him?

She went up to her room at last,
and then she crouched down by tho
window and cried In earnest. Pres-
ently a slight Bqueaklng sound Inside
the chimney made her tiptoe over to
the stove. It had not been lit since
the warm, weather began, a month be-

fore. Something like a mouse was
squeaking and scurrying behind tho
placo where tho stovepipe vntored.

Frank Barton, at the end of tho
piazza, saw the girl's shadow thrown
on tho lawn. Ho was not going to
look up at her. But he looked up, and
saw that sho had pulled the stovepipe
from its place and was bending over
something, i

"She's found a mouse's nest," he
thought, and a wavo of disgust surged
over him. Ho had heard tho little
beasts scurrying to and fro at night.
He had thought of pulling out tho pipe
and drowning them. How like a girl!

Ho almost hated Ida then. He
hoped she had not been angry with
him because because, sho guessed!
The shame of that would make him
hang his head the rest of his days.
Ho saw Ida clearly again, a pale young
woman whose twin pigtails had
changed Into fluffy, straw-colore- hair.
He did not even want to take another
girl to the picture Bhow now.

"Aren't you getting cold, Frank?
It's turning quite chilly," said his
mother, from the window of the liv-
ing room.

"I guess not," ho answered.
"Shall I light tho Are In the stove?"

she asked.
He hesitated. "Yes, it might warm

up the house," he answered.
Tho boy was in his room and It was

morning. Ho leaned over the window
sill. Underneath a lilac tree was be-
ginning to blossom and the scent came
up to him. The world was very fair
that soft spring morning. Why was
his heart aching so?

In the next house, but shut off as
by a thousand leagues, was Ida. Some-
times she would lean from her win-
dow and wave a good morning to
him, and he looked for today. But
there was no sign of her.

"She's still mad at me," he thought,
and the old sense of resentment be-
gan to stir In him again.

Suddenly he heard a sound of sob-
bing. It came from the next house.
He heard it through the chimney, and
put his mouth to the stovepipe.

"Ida!" he called. "Ida! Ida!"
Thero was no answer, and he went

downstairs. He stood beneath the li-

lac tree. The beauty of nature
seemed suddenly to have become ac-

cursed and dreary. He leaned against
the trunk and idly plucked a spray of
lilac. Then he saw a girl coming
along the piazza and went toward her,
a little sheepishly, not yet decided In
what, spirit to approach her. But he
saw tho tears In her eyes, and his
heart leaped with remorse. And in
her han,d sho was carrying some-
thing. She held It out Indignantly.

It was three little dead birds chim-
ney swifts, which had been killed by
the fire he had let his mother kindle.

"Aw, say, Ida! I didn't know. I
thought they were mice," he protested.

"You have killed them for wan-
tonness, just like a boy!" she said In-

dignantly.
Her eyes were wet. She stroked the

limp little wings, and then suddenly
burst into passionate tears. Frank
stood by helplessly. Ho was sure
now that she would never speak to
him again.

"I'm sorry, Ida honest, I am," he
muttered.

Sho raised her eyes to his, but there
was not anger In them any more.
Thero was something ho had never
seen there. It was not love; it was
more like humility that which Is born
of sjidden understanding. Something
of the tragedy of life had gripped
them both, and the seriousness of It
when one puts aside childish things.

"You didn't know did you, Frank!''
she said. And she slipped her arm
through his, and in that moment the
new life lay before them, though they
only dimly realized what was happen-
ing in their souls. For when the but-
terfly emerges from the cocoon II

at onco forgets and only rejoices In Its
new happiness, '

From Mer window Mrs. Norris
looked down at the pair, strolling un-

der the trees, and called her husband.
Thero was the shadow of a smile upon
her face.

"I don't know maybe they're not
too young, Jim," she said.

(Copyright. 1914, by TV. G. Chaptnan.)

Love of Precious Stones.
The lovo of precious stones is al-

most as old as the hills from which
many of them come, and in the early
days admiration for them was equally
shared by men and women. An old
writer named Omocrltus, who lived
about Ave hundred years before the
Christian era, tells us how much his
generation thought of the crystnl.
"Whose goeth Into the temple of the
gods," said he, sagely, "with this In
his hand, may be quite sure of having
his prayer granted, as the gods can-
not withstand its power," Not a dlffl-cu-

way 'of insuring the success of
one's petitions!

The Duke's Question.
The delicate operation of separating

tho French Siamese twins, which has
Just been successfully performed,

Lord Houghton's story of a duke
of St. Albans who went to inspect the
original Siamese twins. The tale Is
retold In the London Express. The
duke looked at the two boys, and
then turned to their showman. "Are
they brothers?" he asked. The show-man'- s

reply has not been preserved.

It Depends.
"How long does It take to go through

these woods?" asked the summer
boarder.

"That all depends," replied tho
farmer, "I havo noticed that when a
man is with his wife it takes about
thirty minutes, and when ha Is with
his mothor-ln-la- ho can make It In
18 minutes. If, however, he Is vlth
his fiancee it usually takes about two
hours," Judge,

INDIAN FIGHTERS WITH THE BRITISH FORCES

Native troops from India are being hurried to Europe to assist the allies.
tachment to arrive, on Its way to Join General French's command.

DEATH IS DEFIED
French Aviator Makes a Peril-

ous War Flight.

Dispatch Bearer Tells of Air Trip
rrom Paris With Orders for Gen-

eral In the North Brought
to Earth by ShoU

London. Le Petit Journal pub-

lishes a description of the experience
of a passenger on board an aeroplane
In time of war. The start took place
one gray dawn. Rlan, the pilot, a
famous civilian aviator, clothed in
tho leather armor of his craft, re-

ceived the following orders from his
captain:

"You will convoy a passenger and
dispatches straight north to .

Your orders are simply to get them
there. You must take no risks en
route. If the enemy brings you down,
destroy both the dispatches and the
aeroplane. If you get through to ,

go at once to the general with your
passenger, who will give him a ver-
bal message. Good luck and 'quick'
is the word."

The passenger's story continues:
"While the pilot was looking over

his machine, I took my place with
the dispatches between my legs and a
carbine slung along the framework' on
either side. The machine ran Jolting
along the ground and rose percep-
tibly in front of me. The pilot, lashed
to his seat, sat motionless and atten-
tive, regulating the course with little
movements of the levers.

"Wo started directly north, tossed
a llttlo by an east wind, which cmight
us under one wing.

"Suddenly the pilot cut off the mo-

tor, and nothing was audible except
the whistling of the wind through
the rigging of the aeroplane. He
turned to me, pointed out some little
bla,ck smoke puffs far below us, and
signed to me to listen. But I could
hear nothing except the wind. Then
the motor started again, and the
steady hum covered everything.

"The smoke puffs grew nearer and
more numerous. We tried to rise still
higher, when a great wind came and
threw us to ono side. The ever ready
pilot rlghed us but another and more
terrible shock hurled us vertically
upwards.

i "Then we began to fall. The smoke
and flashes were now quite near us,
and we were thrown this way and that
by great blasts of air. Still we forged
ahead at full speed, clinging, to the
framework.

"I awaited tho Inevitable end, in-

capable of thinking. Then suddenly
calm was restored. We had passed
tho danger zone and beneath us
stretched a great forest, cut here and
there with ravines.

"Hardly had we recovered a sense
of security than the danger reap-
peared in all Its horror. As we left
the zone of danger our aeroplane be-
gan to list over. The pilot, having
done his utmost to right us, cut off
the motor and, half turning his head,
gazed towards our left wing, where a
strip of torn canvas was streaming
in the wind.

"At once our headlong descent be-

gan, ending with an abrupt landing In
a' narrow glade. No one but that pilot
could have attempted bo desperate a
maneuver with success.

"Calm, though with face drawn
with anxiety, he Jumped to the earth,
shouting, 'Take your carbine while I
repair, the damage,' and he Bet to
work to fasten a patch over the torn
wing. 'Quick,' he added, 'quick; If the
"Boches" (Germans) como Are at
them. Then I will set the machine 'on
flro and we will make a run for It.'

"Soon wo were Irt our places ready
to to. The propeller was started and
we uae, but three horsemen at the
edge at the glade came towards us
at a iaad paco and their height
seemed to grow 'as we approached',

"It setined we never would rise
above thom, but suddenly with a
bound that carried us up almost ver-
tically wo passed above them, and
then agl:. we were looking down on
a sea of troops at the edge of the for-

est. Smoke and gun flashes reap- -

AEROPLANE HIT T.EN TIMES

Shells Cause Airship to Dance on
High Over Army, But French

Aviator Retains Control,

London. The Dally Mall's Petro-gra- d

correspondent sends a descrip-
tion by M. Polret, a French aviator
who is serving with the Russian army,
of a flight over the German position
accompanied by a staff captain.

"I rose to a height of 6,000 feet."
Polret said. "Fighting was In full

it -Vr if Mi -f""

'peared, but a sudden swerve enabled
us to regain the cover of the forest
and gain an altitude.

"When wo came out again, lost In
tho sky, te guns had ceased to fire,
and descending slowly, we landed
within the French lines."

GENERAL SAW DEATH COMING

Flndlay Gave Belongings to Chaplain;
Remained In Danger Zone AgalriBt

Protest.

London, England. A correspondent
of the Dally iMall In France describes
the death of General Nell Douglas
Flndlay of the royal artillery as fol-
lows:

"When at dawn the British advance
continued toward Soissons the enemy
was fighting an exceptionally fierce
rear guard action. A terrible shell Are
was directed against our artillery un-
der General Flndlay, temporarily situ-
ated In a valley by the village of Prise.
It seemed a matter of moments when
we should have to spike our guns, and
General Flndlay saw the urgency for
action.

"'Boys,' his voice echoed down the
line, 'we are going to get every gun
Into position.' Then, deliberately, the
general approached a regimental chap-
lain kneeling beside a gunner,

" 'Here are some of my personal be-

longings, chaplain,' he said. 'See that
they don't go astray.'

"One by one our guns began to blaze
away and the general had a word of en-

couragement and advice for every man.
In vain his staff tried to persuade him
to leave the danger zone. Our range
was perfect, the German fire slacked
and died away and with a yell our men
prepared to advance. The outburst
came too soon. One parting shell, ex-

ploding In contact with Flndlay's horse,
shattered man and beast."

BATTLE SEVEN
Wounded French Soldiers Tell Story

of Horrors of Fighting With
Almost No Sleep.

London. Geoffrey Young, a corre-
spondent, wires that the statements
of the wounded returning from the
Alsne show tho terrible nature of the
fighting.' All told practically the same
story.

"It began at six o'clock with heavy
shell fire," a soldier related to him.
"There was a short Interval at which
It stopped at about 5:30 every day,
Then In the night often came the
charges, and one night I couldn't
count, them. It was awful kill, kill,
kill, and still they came on, shoving
ono another over on to us."

No man but had his story of com-

rades on either side shot or smashed,
of the shock of shells day after dy,
and of the perpetual groaning of the
wounded as they lay In the wet
trenches.

"Seven days and nights of It and
some nights only an hour's sleep; it
was Just absolute hell."

No one found another word to de-

scribe It, and the sight of the men
boro It out. Muddled to the eyes,
wet, often with blood caked on them,
many were suffering from the curi-
ous aphasia produced by continued
trouble and the concussion of shells
bursting. Some were dazed, and
speechless; some deafened, and yet no
face wqre the terrible animal war
look.

SWAP CORPS OF PRISONERS

American Naval Officer Bring 440
n English Girls to Eng-

land From Berlin.

London. One of the strangest
throngs ever seen In London Eng-
lish women and girls with

sympathies came, Into the city
from Berlin in, charge of Lieut E. O.
Blakeslee, United States navy, assist-
ant naval attache at Berlin.

The party numbered 440 land figured
In an exchange with German women
and girls who had been allowed to ;

swing, Tho captain with mo already
had made some valuable observations,
when the Germank, noticing my
French machine, opened fire on It.

"A number of their bullets pierced
the wings of the aeroplane and the
others Btruck the stays. Wo still flew
on, however, as It wa3 necessary to
obtain the exact position of the enemy.

"Then the German artillery began.
Their sheila burst near tho aeroplane,
and each explosion caused' it to rock,

"The captain was wounded in the
heel, but continued to make observa- -

The photograph shows the first de-- '

SIKH THE FIERCEST SOLDIER

East Indian Trooper Has a Face Cal-

culated to Strike Terror to the
Enemy on Sight.

Philadelphia. Did you ever see a
Sikh In uniform? No? Whatever of
fierceness your childhood fancy paint-
ed upon the face of a soldier, the Sikh
has It. Other soldiers may be as
brave, or may Aght more tenaciously,
or die more willingly, but for simple
fierceness of personal appearance all
medals go to the Sikh. -

He Is so fierce to look at that I won-

der his English officer can calmly face
him without fear. You have read how
tralnloads of these East Indian troops
are hurrying across Canada to show
their fierce faces to the Germans.

Does not Caesar relate that the Ro-

man soldiers were frightened by the
terrible looks of the early German
tribes? Now the boot goes upon tho
other foot.

A Sikh and I've seen many regi-
ments of them on their native heath
Is a tall man with black hair and a
long black beard. The beard Is what
makes him look so fierce, because he
plaits It Into two thick braids and
draws these back of his ears, where
they are tied.

If you think that doesn't make a
soldier look fierce, you make a sad
error, which one glance at him would
correct.

The Sikhs are Hindus, and so strict
are their religious beliefs that all the
food they eat must be especially pre-

pared according to their own rites.

103 Years Old; Would Enlist.
Petrograd. A Crimean war veteran,

one hundred and three years old,
tramped 100 miles to Kostroma to of-

fer his services as a volunteer. He is
one of the "Iron men" of Russia and
was hale and hearty when ho reached
Kostroma. He proudly displayed a
row of medals won In tho Crimean
campaign.

NIGHTS OF HELL
leave England. Under Lieutenant
Blakeslee's care the members of the
party were assembled In Berlin trow
various portions of Germany with Me
assistance of the American consuls.

Their feeling is account-
ed for by the fact that, while interned
in the German empire, they heard only
one side of the war question. Art and
music students and governesses pre-
dominated.

The party left Berlin In a special
train, and all said they had been shown
every courtesy by the German

At some places the Germans
waved flags and handkerchiefs and
even cheered. A great crowd of par-
ents and relatives greeted the return-
ing travelers on their arrival here.

Another party of English women
and girls of about the same number
will leave Berlin at an early date un-
der the care of an attache of the
American embassy.

STANDS OFF 5,000 GERMANS

Only Thirteen Survive After Fifty
Have Fought With Large Body

of Enemy.

On the Battle Front, via Paris A

French lieutenant, M. Verlln, is the
hero of the day as the result of an
affair In which he was the main figure.

The lieutenant and fifty men of his
company were reconnolterlng ten
miles in advance of the main body on
the Oise river when they encountered
6,000 Germans. The Frenchmen took
refuge In nearby woods and from this
shelter fired volleys until only thirteen
of their detachment remained alive,
and of these four were, wounded. The
party then crept away.

The Germans hesitated to attack the
woods for fear of a trap.

"The Roll of Honor."
London. A London newspaper

heads its columns giving brief sketches
of officers killed and wounded in bat-
tle "The roll of honor," with the sec-
ond line tho quotation from Kipling's
latest poem, "Who Dies If England
Lives?"

tlons. Finally I turned tho machine
and landed home safely. I found ten
bullet marks and two fragments of
shells in tho machine."

No Divorce Law In Italy.
Rome, There being no divorce law

In Italy, the custom has been for men
desiring to untie the marriage knot
to become naturalized Hungarians.
Many took this step just before the
war broke out and have since been
compelled to Join the army of their
new country.

Dr. Marden's
Uplift Talks
By ORISON SWETT MARDEN. I

Copyright bj MtCluro Nowapaper BjnJIcaui

HEN tho celebrated Doctor Aber-neth- y

visited his rich parents ho
used to go Into the kitchen and

Bhake hands with tho cooks and talk
to them something after this fashion:

"My good friends, I owe you much,
for you confer great favors upon me.
Your skill, your genius, your delightful
art, enables us medical men to ride In
finer coaches, to llvo In finer houses.
Without your existence we would go
on foot and starve."

Human beings have ever been great
sufferers from their own lack of knowl-
edge of food values and the chemistry
of foods. The bad selection of foods
and bad cooking lay the foundation
for all sorts of human Ills; our cooks
are adepts' In life shortening. In tho
majority of families the choice of
foods Is largely left to the cooks,
who glvo us tho things they happen
to like themselves, or which they have
been accustomed to prepare, and these
foods may not be at all adapted to
our constitution, our temperament, our
mode of living, our habits or our vo-

cation. The diet of multitudes of peo-
ple is, accordingly, not only badly pre-
pared, but tho articles of food them-
selves do not havo the proper food
values and have very little bearing
upon our real needs.

There Is nothing which touches hu-
man life so closely as the foods which
make our blood, build up the physique,
constantly renew, and maintain all the
tissues In the body.

There are multitudes of people who
are not really 111, but who do not feel
right habitually, and yet they do not
know why. Their brains are heavy, they
cannot think clearly, their minds are
cloudy, their thoughts dull, and they
go to physicians who tell them that
they have no organic disease, and yet
they do not have that masterful feel-
ing, that thrill of health which we all
feel Is normal to us. These people
are often suffering from the Incompat-
ibility of different kinds of food,
which may be all right when taken
separately, but which develop chemi-
cal antagonism when taken Into the
bbdy together. Or the trouble may
come from their food not being prop-
erly prepared, which Is the case with
multitudes of people. They may eat
too much so that all the cells of the
body are clogged with an excesss of
nutriment, which the digestive organs
cannot take care of, and which the
tissues do not need, and when the
blood is overloaded with nutrition, all
the organs, especially the liver, rebel
at the excess, the brain Is heavy, the
thsught labored, and the whole system
Is not only overtaxed with extra load,
but Is poisoned with the undigested,
unasslmllated food, which decomposes
In the alimentary canal.

Our food Is the basis of our think-
ing, our efficiency. Our achievements
In life, our happiness, depend upon
the food wo eat, the manner of Its
preparation and the way in which we
partake of it.

I believe the time will como when
that which affects the health, and the
destiny of human beings, more than
anything else, will be under govern-
mental supervision. The time will
come when most of our foods will bo
selected and prepared at scientific
government stations, and every cook
will have to have a license, a govern-
ment certificate, just as a doctor has
to be licensed to practice medicine.
We shall have municipal kitchens
where the best foods will be selected
and prepared in the most scientific
manner, by intelligent cooks, who will
be experts in the chemistry of foods
and in food values. These cooks will
know tho affinity between the differ-
ent foods, and what kinds should nev-
er be eaten together because of their
natural antagonism, because they gen-
erate chemical poisons which cause
serious trouble In the system.

often it has happened In ourHOW international baseball con-
tests that a team which everybody

felt sure would win, has lost the game
through the fatal fumbling of the ball
or a slip through the lingers at a
critical moment. Perhaps everything
up to that unfortunate fumble or slip
foreshadowed victory, and then In an
Instant all was lost because perhaps
through an overwhelming sense of
fear of losing the game somo player's
brain became confused.

Just so, In the great life game, a
simple slip has often proved a fatal
mlatake; somethlnc which seemed a
mere trifle has resulted In dire defeat, i

It Is not enough to be scientific and
efficient and level-heade- the ma-
jority of the time; we must be so all
the time.

"Give us a man who is not easily
thrown off his guard, or off his bal-
ance," Is the cry when danger
threatens. The man who can think
clearly and act wisely when others
get excited is the man who is every-
where sought to save the day In a
crisis; he Is always wanted for Im-

portant positions, because in emer-
gencies, which are always likely to
arise, everybody feels safer In his
bands.

Thero Is something superb, some-
thing we cannot help revering and
admiring in a person who can stand
perfectly calm, unmoved, and serene
when others become excited, loso

Explosion of OI Lamps.
Oil lamps do. explode sometimes,

but very seldom. It the oil becomes
heated In any way. It may explode.
Also If the wick is too small for the
burner, the fiamo may penetrate down
into the oil reservoir and Ignite tho
oil vapor and air and cause an ex- -

plosti

Peace and War.
It hath been said that on unjust

peace Is to be preferred before a Just
war. S Butler.

their heads and have no control over
their nets.

It Is not an easy thing to carry a
lovol head through life. Tho majority
of mistakes which bring failure anil
disgrace are made when people lose
their sclf-pols- and fall to use good
Judgment

One of the most difficult things for
a young man to do is to keep n level
head. It is so easy to lose one's bal-
ance, to get a "swelled head" over n
little prosperity, to lose one's am-

bition for forging ahead by a raise In
salary. A little ease and comfort nro
great tempters, great destroyers ot
ambition.

It Is a difficult thing to keep a level
head when the storms ot temptation
and financial difficulties are-- raging
about ono; but It Is easier than in
prosperity. There Is something In
human nature which braces up ,

against adversity, which stiffens up
when the world goes hard and makes
one tug the harder; but somehow
ease, comfort and the thought of
prosperity take tho spring out of tho
ambition. Tho motive to push ahead,
to struggle, to strive, is usually
weakened by tho feeling of satisfac-
tion that one has achieved something
worth while, that he has gained what
he started out to get.

In a perfectly adjusted machtno
every part Is made with reference to
every other part. The movement of
every wheel In a perfect timepiece
must be exquisitely adjusted to tho
entire watch, and each must be suit-
ed to every other wheel In the watch.
You would not boast of your watch
because It had a very powerful main-
spring while all tho other parts were
very delicately constructed and were
not intended for so much power. We
value a watch In proportion as it
keeps perfect time, for this Is Its pur-
pose.

Most people do not realize how-muc- h

their success depends upon their
general reputation. It will make all
tho difference in tho world to you
what people think of you, how they
estimate your ability, what your repui
tatton Is for "square-dealing,- " level-
headedness and a good, sound Judg-
ment.

Unfortunately the training and edu-

cation of the great majority of youths
are not calculated to develop sym-

metry of faculty, balance of mental
power. There should be no discrep-
ancy between the physical and the
mental training; no one faculty should
be forced out of all proportion until
the balance is lost.

Curious Death of an Ibex.
A male Cretan Ibex has killed Itself

In a very remarkable way at the Lon-

don zoological gardens. When spar-
ring with a markhoor In the next en-

closure he entangled the tips of his
horns In tho bars and wire netting of
the fence. Whether or not he thought
his opponent was the cause of the re-

straint put upon his actions, and that
a desperate effort was necessary to
free himself, cannot be known; but
with one powerful wrench he pulled'
the top of his skull out, tearing tho
skin off the scalp, and exposing the
lacerated brain. Ho dropped to all In-

tents and purposes dead on the spot,
just as If a rifle shot had cracked
through his skull. The probability Is
that ho sprang off tho ground, and,
missing his footing as he came down,,
threw all his weight with a jerk on
the top of his skull.

In the Quiet Cell.
The old monk was right; the fight-

ing man who sought tho cloister was
right. Seclusion Is the only life, out
calm arches of the corridor, and be--of

the dust, the bad smells, away fromn
the deeds of despotism and the strong
smell of blood. The quiet cell, the
yond tho garden with swallows darting
around the sundial and the old flow-

ers always young and fragrant, and
afterwards the still blue evening and
the complin bell; no voices, only whis-
pers to blend with the murmuring of
Insects and gentle figures, with their
faces hidden, moving apart, thinking,
dreaming and with the required pass-
age or the sought-fo- r lino obtained.,
returning to their cells to take the
pen again that Is how great works
have grown. From "Granite," by John.
Trevena.

Poetry and the Soldier.
From music on the march to poetry-o-

the battlefield is only, a step.
Poetry has relieved the tedium be-

fore the action. Mr. Hulton, in his
Life of Scott, gives the illustration:
"When the Lady of the Lake reached
Sir Adam Ferguson he was posted
with his company on a piece of
ground exposed to the enemy's artil-
lery, somewhere, no doubt, on the
lines of Torres Vedras. The men
were ordered to be prostrate on the
ground; while they kept that attitude,,
tho captain, kneeling at the head,
read aloud the description ot the bat-
tle In Canto VI, and the listening sol-

diers only Interrupted him by a Joy-

ous huzza when the French shot
struck tho bank above them."

Stopping a Nuisance.
"I told you not to propose to me

again! Now, I'll stop you for good,"
sho exclaimed.

The young man turned pale--t- he

thought of losing her he loved so well
unmanned him.

"Yes," she continued. "I'll put a stop
to It by accepting you,"

A Compliment.
"My farewell appearance was an oc-

casion ot the greatest enthusiasm,'"
said one prima donna.

"Yes," replied tho other. "Isn't it
remarkable that such a large number
ot people should have seemed so de-

lighted to hear you for the last time.'

Our Wife.
Our wife, comments a western nowa-pape- r

man, Is ono ot those women
who aren't content to be taken for
their daughter's sister. They wmt to
be taken for their daughter's daugh-
ter to be taken for their own grand-
daughter, so to speak.

Sheep Without Tails.
A new breed ot sheep without talla

and bearing great lobes ot fat on their
rumps has been introduced Into South
Dakota from Siberia.


