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Professor John Borthwick closed
fis front door at 9,14 a. m., one mo-
ment ahend of scheduled time., This
enabled him to collect & serap of
paper from his lawn and inter it de-
eently in a bed of variegated lcives
fallen from the maples bordering the
roadway. The sharp October breeze
exhumed it slmost before his back
was turned, and his housekeeper,
watching from an upper window, ob-
perved thn men with a vast amount
of brain showed an extraordinary
want of ccmmon sense,

Professor Borthwick—with the al-
phabet transposed after his name-—
walked to the end of the block and
turned the corner that brought the
bulldings of the Canadian Geologleal
Burvey into view. For a generation
past he had been one of the depart-
ment's shining lights; over and above
all, he was the Borthwick Theory,

It was Impossible,, in sclientifie olr-
eles, to dlscuss the pre-glacial period
in Polar regions without reference to
the Borthwick Theory, It permeated
the calenlatlions of two decades of
geologists ns inevitably as the knowl-
edge that certain fossils were ¢har-
acteristie of cortain horizons.  The
world over the Theory was discnssed
and quoted, argued and dissented
from. Of course, there was dissgeén-
glon—the very magnitude of the
thema courted eritici=m from 1ts bear-
fng upon vast economic possibilities
fn the Northwest provinces, as yet
but partially explored. Not that Pro-
fessor Borthwick concerned himself
Intimately with economie guestions;
his intyests centred in  the
ecourse of ovents hefore Man was

His critics, nlso the possessors of
cometllike alphabetical talls, were the
members of other surveys; they dis-
puted the Horthwick Theory fn the
academle journals, and fenced Pro-
fessor Borthwick at internationald
cong sssed

Meanwhile, the scientific world, ap-
proving and dissentient, waited com-
placently; men to whom a thousand
years were as n day, geologleally
speaking, expected to wait; even the
optimists scarcely supposed that Pro-
fessor Borthwick would have the luck
to personally establish his claim to
posterity.

The Theory had its origin in a
handful of obscure fosslls collected
by the professor in early manhood,
when field instructions had taken
him, one of a band of ploneers, (nto
unexplored r -ions wordering upon
ths Arctie.

Years pasced, and each seasgon
found him pursuing his investigations
with patient, unswerving energy,;
those untrodden lands became divi-
sions, the divisions districts; widea-
wake prospectors began to follow in
the Geological’s Survey's footsteps;
Professor Borthwick continued to col-
Yo+t fossils In summer and determine
tiiem In winter, and slowly but sure-
1y his researches strengthened his
convictions.

Borthwick on Northwesten geology
attained importance in the eyes of
¥~ wepartment, his views passed, in
process of time, to wider aceeptance
as Dr. Borthwlek’s Theories, and
finally attained impressi-e, slngular
and International significance as the
Borthwick Theory.

The Professor aged with the
Theory; younger men went Into the
field, able—where he was now un-
able— withstand the hardships en-
tafled; he remained in his labora-
tory, and ¢n the evidences of their re-
gearches continued to deduce and es-
tablish the Theory, link by link,
Xear by year he hoped for the con-
clusive results that would blazen it
on time's records as incontrovertible
fact,

Thus, the autumn was a season of
paramount importance to him, since
it heralded the return of the field
staff and the possib.iity that the
Northwest had yielded the clews he
needed.

A sharp gust of wind swirled his
ecoat talls; the Professor folded the
garment closer without annoyance; a
touch of frost In the &ir, and clear
sunshine induced a physical sense of
wellbeing that demanded analysis,
together with the opposite deduction
that it was possible to feel otherwise,

He paused on the steps of the sur-
vey with a dawning sense of misgiv-
ing. Buppose that, in place of con-
firmatery evidence, the season's work
served to weaken the foundations of
the Theory, or.in any way suggested
the possibllity of his critics beinz
right and he wrong. Even In the
home survey there were men who
d:ubted—youths of thirty-five and
forty who hased thelr arguments on
experience that, compared with Pro-
feasor Borthwick's, was insignificant,

Some of them had theories of thelr
own, and toward these he exerclsed
the courtesy and tolercnce becoming
in & man who had forgotten more
than they evgr knew. For the
Theory, fo far as it went, was clr-
cumstantially proved—even as the-
ory it was a laurel that had credl-
tably adorned his lifetime and would
radoubtedly be utilized on his bust.

A slde door fnto the bullding
opened to exude a couplesof empty
crites, Indication, therefore, that the
fossils and mineral speclmens col-
Jected in the past season were un-
packed and awaiting ideptification.

The Professur's sutumnal elatlon
reasserted Itself, his forebodings van-
4shed; eutering the Burvey, he sald

good-moraing to the janitor In a tone

were

that caused the official to nofe
thoughtfully that he mounted the
glalrs to the next floor takiug two at
A time.

He remermbered that same buoy-
ancy In the Professor when the pa-
triarchal beard had been brown, and,
coupled with baldness and compara-
tive youth, sufficiently incongruous
to suggest the possibility of hair re-
gtorer applled absent mindedly to
Lthe wrong. place.

A spirit of bustle and rejuvenation
pervaded the Survey, the field par-
ties were agsembling day by day from
all gquarters, and exchanging specl-
menns cnd experiences,

In a -orridor “rofessor dorthwick
happensd upon a man fresh from the
centre—to him—of vital interest,
They paugea for an intarchange of
greetings. The Professor was popu-
lar with the younger generation fol-
lowing his footsteps in the North-
west; Its solitudes bore everlasting
witness of him and of their esteem,
even though the Theory should pass,
in a Borthwick mountain, a Borth-
wick river, and lakes to match,

“A successful season, 1 hope, Til-
man?"” eaid the Professor punctilions.
Iy, but with an undernote of eager-
ness in his voice that was unmistak-
able,

“Tha''s 1tor you to decide, Profes-
the vounger man replied.
“There's a cratef] of specimens walt-
i»g for yvou, some of them new, 1
think. We followed up the
fork of the Horthwick and explored
one of the unknown tributiries. A
wonderfal country, but the difficul-

gor,"”

oL

ting—

“No doubt, no doubt,” Interrupted
the Professor gently; transport prob-
lems were mere detalls, and he ~ ant-
ed fasts, “Come to my room when
vou have a moment to spare,” he
purened, I should be glad to note
dawn everything lkely to be of ser-
viee In my researches."”

He proceedod down the corridor
and reached the door labelled with
his name,

His stenographer, Miss Dickaon,
was seated at her desk, studying the
stock and share column of the morn-
ing paper

“Good morning,'" said the Profes-
sor, with the zame jubilance he had
evineed toward tha Janitor. ““What
a delightful day!™

“Good morning,' sald Miss Dick-
son, without leoking up. She never
encouraged the Professor to be en-
thusinstie at 9.30 a, m.; it involved
working through the lancheon hour
without a break, which was bad for
both of them.

“A delightful morning,” pursued
the Professor, unchilled. When not
conversing academieally he tried to
be conventional, and became com-
monplace. *I believe the market is
going up,” he added, after a pause
and a flash of inspiration.

“Down,"” replied Miss Dickson,
pursuing the damping process.

She dabbled mildly in shares, and
the Professor heard of her ventures
with the puzzled interest that a man
with & banking account and no use
for money would naturally evinee to-
ward a woman with gambling pro-
pensities—and a salary.

Next to the Theory, Miss Dickson
was an indlepensable adjunet to the
Professor's wellare. Every New
Year's Eve a check, for the purchase
of additional shares, lay on her degk,
presented “*with the gratitude and es-
teem of J. Borthwick.”

She was a little, energetie woman,
agreeable, well educated, well read;
ten yeurs ag the Professor's secre-
tary had grounded her 2o effectually
in the Theory and all pertalning to
it that she had become a source of
reference on the subject, consulted
by the Profezsor and the geologleal
staff, indiecriminately. A kiudly na-
ture enhanced her mental attain-
ments, foupled with an assured man-
ner, Bhe wag self-sacrificing and
gelf-assertive as occasion demanded,
champloned her ehlef in publie, and
bullied him in private as one who
knew his weaknesses and corrected
his spelling.

He turned to his
morning’s corespondence.
son laid aside her paper,

“The new batch of fossils eame in
this morning,” she said. *'I had them
arranged In the eampling room."

“I met Tillman as I eame in," the
Professor replied; “from what he
said it's just posgible they have hap-
pened upon something new.”

He reverted to his letters, “Noth-
ing of importance—ah, yes, unfortu-
nately—a reminder from the Editor
of ‘The Scientific Journal’ about the
contribution I promised. He ghall
have that note on a Fossil Fish Tooth
from the Devonian—when it's fin-
Ished, only”"—he referred again to
the letter and glances toward the
sampling room door regretfully—
“he wants it at once.”

“And yom want to get to the fos-
silg, so ‘The Journal’ must wait,”
suggested Milss Dickson, conniving
with the Professor's Inclination
against his consclence.

“A promise,” began the Professor
pedantically, drifting toward a bu-
reat. '

From a drawor eontaining manu-
seript he extracted the Fossil Fish
Tooth sheets. Miss Dickson took
them from him compassionately.

“T'll lsok throtgh it and see what
alteration 1s needed—your attention
would-be so divided,” she said,

desk and the
Miss Dick-

The Professor bore the tmuuu!loﬂ

with meekness and made & bee line
for the sampling room.

“He sure you come to me if there
fe anything unnecessary or unintelll-
gible, In your opinlon,” he paused to
add from the threshold—to proplti-
ate Miss Dickson and palliate the
sonsa of wrongdoing.

Misa Dickson nodded and smliled;
the Professor, artful and consclence-
stricken, was genuinely humorous,

Left in solitude, she commenced
work on the Note; it covered several
pages, closely typowritten, and even
to her scientifically adjusted mind he-
came a trifle tedious, 8She turned,
for diversion, to the Professor's cor-
respondence and prepared the replies
for his signature.

Midday struek; the janitor
knocked at the door with a telephonle
dinner invitation for the Professor.

"“Ask for the number and say the
Professor will ring up later,” replied
Miss Dickson. “He s busy with
some foeails, and T ean’t disturb him."
It was her custom to walve matters
of minor importance without refer-
ence to him, an authority the Pro-
fessor never resented.

In the next hour various Individ-
uals dropped in for conversation with
the Professor, and stayed to enjoy it
with Miss Dickson. It wns past the
luncheon hour when the last depart-
od, and th: Professor was still cloa-
eted in the sampling room. Miss
Dickeon declded to glve him another
half hour, and reverted, hungry but
patient, to the Fossil Fish Tooth, At
the end of the period she knocked at
the door and entered.

“Time you went to lunch, Profes-
sor,” sho said.

He was seated with his back to-
ward her, before a table litterad with
rock specimens, higs head sunk be-
tween his shonlders, his elbows rest-
Ing on the table,

It gtruck her, for the first time,
that he looked very old and sghriv-
elled and fragile; the reaction, possi-
bly, from his earller elation, She
approached softly, to avold startling
him,

He seemed unconsicons of her
presence; his eyes wore gined to a
magnifying glagg beneath which lay
n fragment of limestone containing
fossils.

“It fs past 2 o'clock—Iiime you
went to lunclicon, Professor,” she re-
peated.

He made no reply, nor even the
alightest movement. She waited a
monment longer, and with a woman's
intultion divined that something was
wrong,

“What {2 it, Professor?”
clalmed

He turned his head slowly and
stored at her with a sort of mute de-
fiance.

“Professor, there's something
wrong! ‘lell me what It 1s,” ghe said
sharply.

He polnted at the specimens be-
fore him and tried to spoak, and with
the geveral languages at his command
could find no word to express himself,

He raised his eyes to hers, shame-
facedly; a suspicion of the truth
flashed upon her—he read it in her
eyes—and flung the magnifier from
him with a gesture of despalr.

“All—dis—proved,"” he sald, fal-
tering from syllable to syllable, and
sank back in the chalr, a withered,
decrepit, old, old man,

“Nonsense! Not

she ex-

the Theory?"

she retorted, struggling with over-

whelming conviction of the truth and
the utter futility of fightirg agalnst
it

A kneck came at the outer door.
It galvanized the poor, broken old
man into active misery,

“A laughing stock! A doddering
old idlot. Good Gold!" he said.

Miss Dickson answercd the knock
Instantaneously, stepped into the
passage and colosed the door behind
her.

“The Professor I8 busy, extremely
busy; for goodness’ sake leave him in
peace,” she sanid with irritation to
the Intruder. *Oh, It's vou, Mr. Til-
man; I Leg your pardon—will you
come back presently—I mean to-mor-
row? Professor Borthwick promised
an artiele for the next number of
“The Sci®ntific Journal,’ and we must
get it off to-day, somehow."

Tillman departed, after a chaffing
reference to the business methods of
peademic cranks, In his wake fol-
lowed the junitor with another mes-
Bage.

“Look here, Symes," said Miss
Dickson decisively, “tell every one
who wants the professor—in or out
of the building—that he's too busy
to be lnterrupted to-day-—on any ac-
count. 1'm sick of repeating the
same thing."

The janitor shuflled away; Miss
Dickson re-entered the study and
pauged for a moment's reflection.
Hefore returning to the Professor she
slipped on her hat and coat.

He sighed with rellef at her entry;
his misery became a shade less acute
in her presence; she seemed, tempor-
arily, to stand between him and ex-
posure, Then he noted with deeper
despair that she hatl donned walking
attire,

Bhe eame to the table and scrutin-
{zed the specimens lying before him.
Next she turned to a cabinet filled
with roek sectlons labelled "Borth-
wick River Series,” and plcked ‘out
several fragments from & miscalla-
neons heap, resembling In shape and
gize those that lny on the table,

The Professor watched her with
apathetle curiosity; she came beside
him and picked up the tell-tale lime-
stone near the magnifier, and dropped
the pleces one by one Into the capa-
elous pockets of her conrt.

“The river,” ghe sald quietly, and
aranged the specimens from the cabi-
net in the space beside the gliss,

*No, no!" he exclalmed.

Bhe drew on her gloves with de-

on.

‘able period.

They will never be mlssed,” she
sald,

- He remembeored with terrible joy
that she had always had her own
way. BShe was having it now, and he
sut there—unprotesting.

“Now, I'm golng to ltek you in for
a few minutes, Professor,” she re-
sumed., *“'You've overdone things to-
day, and you're too busy to see poos
ple.""

The door handle clleked, and the
key turned on the outside. Inevi-
talble reactlion suceceded the tension
ol the last few moments; a shiver
ran through the distravght old man
—his head swam, a tightness at his
throat and chest turned him sick and
clammy, his head dropped Hmply on
his hands.

“I'm dying for luncheon and &
mouthful of fresh alr,” sald Miss
Dickson to the janitor, in passing,
“1 won't be gone long, but don’t for-
get my instroctions about the Pro-
fosgor.”

She took the air from the bridge
spanning the river, pitehing stones
Into midstream wiith vigorous accur-
RCY.

Thus the Borthwick Theory re-
mained unrefuted for a season, at all
events, and possibly for an indefin-
But she sav: in pers
spective & vista of weary days—she
and the Professor enacting the pre-
tence of Lthe Theory; she could do i,
but he, with hig abstruse Intellect
and elemental simplicity, was like a
child—there was childish, helpless
abandonment in hig grief, but where
the child's misery 8 short lived, his
would endure—till the sods In the
Northwest hod Yeen opened to re-
cojve Professor Borthwick, as pro-
vided for In hisg will

He was old, and It was a terrible
shock. Miss Dickson found herself
wondering, consclence-stricken, how
long It would be,

She hastened hack to the Survey
and the Professor. He had not
stirred from his seat, and made no
glgn when she lald her hand on the
arm of the chalr,

“Professor!” she said, softly.

Ha did not reply; she scarcely ex-
pected that he would, and stood for
a moment Irresolute, reluctant to
rouse him. Hig wateh lying on the
table ticked out the seconds; she
counted them mechanieally, No other
sound broke the stillness, not even
the Professor's breathing—she held
her own to listen

Another moment passed, nnd she
dropped on her knees beside the
chalr.

“Professor!’
fingers closed
Professor!”

She dragged his hands from his
face and his head dropped sideways,
lUmp aund unsightly, She shrank
awny horror-struck and reached to
tha bell,

A rumor rushed through the bulld-
ing that old Borthwick was in a stu-
por; later, the news spread that he
was dend,

Misgs Diekson was hlamed for the
folly of letting an old man remain
for sgo many hoursg without interrup-
tion and without food

“Heart, I'll be bound,” sald the
janitor, *It's what you'd expect
when a man of his age tries to ¢limb
the stairs two at a time.’

“Heart, I am sure,” sald Miss
Diekson, with nervous conviction.—
The Sketch.
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WORDS OF WISDOM.

He 18 pot eloquent whose waords do
not change acts.

Caomplacency 18 often complacently
mistaken for conscceration.

A little laughter lengthens all our
lives and shortens every day.

There {8 no outer radiance from
the life that has no inner Hght.

Deep in the dark alley we often
find the foot of the golden ladder.

The worst of all 1
to make the best analysis of truth,

The honorable man will always
honor the things that are honorable,

The emerged tithe will do & lat to
solve the problem of the submergad
tenth,

Many women forget that it takes
more than a perfect house to muke a
home,

The social for revenue only doeg
not promote the righteousness of the
chureh,

Every weoed that comes to fruitage
{8 to remind us that good seed s nof
barren.

The religion that can be confined
to place and season is never in place
or in season.

The virtues with which we are op-
pressed are not impressing others in
the same way.

You cannot eliminate selfishness by
legislation, but you can sometimes
check its speed.

This world s belng saved by the
love that could die, and not by any
theory about it.

Some men think they save the
leaking ship by hauling a new flag
to the masthead.

Ho who has walked life's way In
truth always sees the [promise
through the gates of death.

They become blind to the spiritual
who will not blind themselves to
some of the things of scnse.

The Love that is ever within us
glves us greater comfort than even
the hope of the life beyond,

A rubber-tired vice I8 likely to
take just as stralght a cour=e and
make even better time to the pit than
the old rattle-rim kind.—Ram's
Horn,

More than 5000 Russian Jews em.
igrated to Palestine ln one month,

s may be ahle |

round yoke
walst is nlways a pretty one. It sults
the greater number of figures admir-
Ably well and It has a certain slmple
charm that is distinctly {ts own. The
model Includes varioue novel features
In addition to those mentioned and
makes an exceedingly attractive
blouse that allows a cholce of elbow
or long sleeves. In this instance pale

blue erepe de Chine is combined with
all-over lnce and with silic that is cut
Into bandg and embroldered but all
the pretty soft fabrics of fashion are
ippropriate, vellings and shmilar light
woeight wools and pretty silks and
sven the mulls and the muslins,
There 18 o linlng which is fitted to
the figure pnd the walst {tgell con-
glgts of the front, backs and yoke.
The front is cut to form extensions
and both front and backs are lnld In
pne box plalt at each ghoulder while
the trimming straps are arranged un-
der these extensions and under the
npper portions, the box plaits Bo pro-
dueing an exceedingly attractive as
well as unusunl result. The sleoves

are the prevalling ones that are mod-
erntely full and can be finished at
the elbows with bands or extended to
the wrists as may be liked.

The guantity of material required
for the medium slze is three and one-
half yards twenty-one, three and one-
elghth yards twenty-seven or one and
soven-elghth yards forty-four Inches
wide with one-halt gard of all-over
lace for the yoke, one yard when long
sleeves are used, one-half yard of
silk for the bands.

Neat Traveling Costume.
About the neatest travellng cos-
tume this season, one which is prac-
tical and at the same time stylish,

fs a champagne-colored mohalr
trimmed with brown velvet. With
clean waists In one's sult-case it
would be possible to travel for weeks
in such a costume and look right at
the end of one's journey., The hat
worn with it is a shade of brown, a
ribbon knot at one side being thrust
through with a heavy quill In which
there are both brown and orange
colors.

An All the Rage Bracelet.

A flexible bracelet that is nll the
rage in London Is made of flexible
gold, in the form of a strap, and is
buckled round the wrist. BSome are
quite plain, nnd cost merely £2 10s.,
while others, set with Jewels, can be
as expensive as the purse of the pur-
chaser will allow,

Applying Lace Squares,

The new way of applying Iace
snquares 18 by laying them flat upon
the goods without cutting out the
material underneath, These squares
are put on the goods, secured with
stitching, and are trimmed with tiny
Httle frills of lace.

Change Pockets For Wrist.
Tiny change pockets are seét upon
the wrists of some Blarritz gloves,

and the wrist fulness may be left
loose,

Bhoes, Belt and Hat,

A llght gray skirt, gray shoes, a
delleate sliver nallhead belt, a white
walet, and a llght-blue hat; (sn't that
a pretty outfit?

Net Yoke on Basiste.

The net yoke of a batlste walst Is
trimmed with straps of the batiste;
the wide cuffs are of the net with ba-
tiste bands also,

Use For Thin Gown.

If you have n thin gown that Is too
deep a shade to be becoming, make
an underslip of white sllk and the
color will be softened materinlly,

Steel and Jet Buckles,

Steel and jet have nad thelr places
In the making of the fashionable
belts, and excellent buckles of inlald
and of etched gold and sllver ace
well toward the top of the list,

Negligee Jocket For Embroidery.

NegHgees made fvom embroldered
flouncing are among the latest and
prettiest devices of the season and
are excesdingly alteactive. This one
Is combined with o yoke of wide In-
sertion and frills of embroldery but
there are a great many varlations
that can be evolved from the deslgn.
In addition to the fiouncing it enn be
made from any Yordered material as
the lower edgoe is quite straight, but
it usefulness s not lHmited even to
them and any plain material ean be
uthlized If appropriate trimming bhe
added. The slightly open neok and
the olbow sleeves are both attractive
and healthful, while the general
gtyle 18 an egtremely graceful one at
the same time that perfect simplicity
is maintalned. 1f n yoke of embrald-
ery Is not desired, the plain material
trimmed in any way that may be

llked can be used or bands can be
made to serve as a finish,

The jacket is made with the full
stralght portion thal Is tucked at its
upper edge and the narrow yoke to
which It is attuched. The sleoves are
glmple full ones that are gathered
into bands and to these tands the
frills are jolned.

The. quantity of material required
for the mediuni slze s two vards of
embroidered founcing twenty-four
inches wide, one and three-sighth
vards of plaln material thirty-six

Inches wide, one and one-half yards
of insertion three and one-half Inches
wide for the yoke, five and one-halt
yards of embroidery for frills to
make as Illlustrated; or, one and
three-fourth yards of plain material
twenty-aeven, two and one-half yards
thirty-six or one and seven-glghth
yards forty-four {nches wide,




