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The old man looked at the stranke
Then he looked at the letier in his
hani |

“Priend of Bdgerton's, ¢h?”

“Yea," &nld the stranger

The old man looked at the letler. |

“Thomas Harper eh?”

That's the name.”

“Any friend of Jim
weleome,'” said the old man
uow Jim?”

“Quite well”

"He's n good boy., 1 started Jim in
Business,' |

“So he told me”’

*pid he? 'mw glad he remembered.
They don't usnally, | suppese 1've
started (wenty boys in business, Prec- |
fous few of them remembered it Jim
dold you, eh?”

He had o gueer way of eaying “eh?
And he had o queer way of putting his |
gray head a little on one side when
he sald It

Bdgerton’s 18
“Do you

]
“Yes, he told me.” I;
“Good. Mot of those boys got all

they could out of me and when they

Pogan to be a littla usefnl they left

Where's very Httle gratitude left in the

world, Mr. Harper.”

And he siarted at the letter

The stranger looked from the old
mnn to the dingy walls and the dingy |
durnighings of the old office

“How I8 business?’ he asked,

“Phere isn't any,” replied the old
man. "Not for me, I'm too old fash-
foned %0 keep up with the procession,

Perhaps 1'm too honest, Anyway, I'm |

pretty cloge to the end of the string.”
He scowled as he spoke and shook

Als gray head to give emphasis to his
worids,

“Are you alone here?” the siranger
Reked,

“1 bhave a4 young man In the ounler
Mice,” the ald man replied.” It's pret- |
ty nearly time for him o serve nolt-
fee on me. 1 don't believe it will 1w |
worth while for me 1o hire anybody

glse. How long do you stay I the
alty?” |
“A day or two.”
“I'm gind you came In,” =ald the

pld man, “It does me good to think
Jim hasn't forgotten the old doys
@orry | can't entertain yon in some
way. 1 haven't any home 1o take you
o, and | don't know anything aboul
the theaters.”

The siranger laughed. He was &
well bullt man of perhaps forty, a well
dressed and well kept man.

*Phai's all right,”” he said, "1 came
here to see Jim's old friend. You're
one of the oldest merchents in the
elty, Jim told me. You must have
some very interesting reminiscences
to tell”

The old man shook his head.

“Nothing of the =ort,”" he answered.
#Nothing but hard work, and disap-
polntments, and knaving, and ingrati-
tude.”

“That's
stranger.

“It's a sorry life,” said the old man.
*BExcept for a favored few. Yes, 1
might be a rich man today if 1 had-
Rt been weak and soft hearted. That
doesn't pay when vou're in trade, Mr.
Harper, You're gol to be hard, hard,
Bard!”

His voice rose as he uttered the
word, and he smote the old desk
barshly whh his clenched hand.

The stranger looked at him and
alowly noddid.

“Your experience evidently has not
deen pleasant,” he sald.

“Plessant,” echoad the old man.

k at me. Sixty-seven years old,
Lrty years in business—and absolute-
nothing to show for it. 1'm a hor-
le example of the wrong way of
things" He laughed unpleas-

tly. 1 wns looking through a

dle of motes the other day—little
sums and some that are fairly big.
They represented loans I have fool-
dshly mande. Do you know that the
total of those amounts would com-
fortablv provide for me if 1 lived to be
& hun{ ed! Talk about gratitude!”
He led darkly as he nervously
golded fhe letter, But when he looked
up t# scowl faded. “This isn't a
unt way to treat you, Mr, Harper,

it's my way. I'm the grouch of

Ahe street. My hobby is ingratitude,
and I talk it whenever I can get a lis-
gener. But I'd rather you wouldn't
it too strong when you see Jim.
grateful to oim for at least re-

“‘ll

The stranger nodded.

“Ill be careful,” he sald. “And now
T'm going to ask a little favor,”

A queer smfle croseed the old man's

& sorry list,” said the

faee.

“T'm afraid 1‘1'! hopeless,” he sald.
malter how amall. There was 8
~when the expression didn't scare
‘mite, but thai wus many years
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That's LY he sald, "l neeept
your hint ouly to tell yon It 18 wasted.
'y tiot in any presen: need of money,
In fact I've gor a Hetle I want to get
il of. 1 Invite you to e my guest ot
dinner tonight,'

I'he old mon suddenly shrank bael.

“No, no,” he sald,

“Yes, yes,” lnughes the strapger.

"But I'm not a diper-out,” protest-
el the ol man. “Yon see how shab-
by my garb ju'

“That's nll right.
going to lnvite
plensed,

“id he?"

The old man hesitated,

“Shall we say slx oclock?
stranger asked,

The old man drew a quick breath,

“Yes" He nodded vigorously, *1
ke your way,” he sald, “'Somehow
you don't act as i you were doing this
in a merely perfunctory way., Yoo ace
tuplly want me to dine with you? Ia
that true?"

"“Of course it's true,” said the strang-
er, “Expect me back at 6 o'clock.”

He aroge and erossed to the old man
and shook hig hand warmly,

“Ar 6 o'vloek,'" he repeated, and was
gone

The old man stared after him wist-
fully,

“That's a cherry fellow,” he sald
“Leaves n sunshine behind him, Sun
shine & n searce blessing in this old
Six o'clock, ¢h?" Where's the
whiskbroom?"

At b the stranger was back agai

Ready,” was 1he old man's greet

gon

I told Jim 1 was
you. He seemed

thy

He locked the drawers of his old-
fashioned desk and locked the tme
gtained outer door, and they poassed to
the sireet

“This way,” said tne gtranger. "You

The old man shook his NEkd,

"Ooe of the gilded ones, ¢h? The
isn't it? I've never been in one
of them, They don't appeal to me—
they don't appeal to my old-fashioned
notions of economy. And I'mi a bird
of pretty sober plumage for such gor-
geons surroundings,"

The stranger laughed.,

“In order to be more =ocinble we
will dine in a private room,” he sald.
“Ahl, here we are.”

They entered the great hotel with

latest,

I slon 1 want to tell a birlef story,

| something

““This is a feast to remember,” Be
smid, "Of course I'm golng to wake
up in the morning and find it all &
dream."

And a faint smile crossed his wrink-
led face.

“T do that sometimes,” sald the ehild
with & litle sigh.

“Wa all do, my dear,” sald the old
maun.

“But 1 Uke the beautiful dreams just
the same,"” sald the child,

“So do 1, my dear,” and the old man
nodded to the ohild, and the preiy
brown head podded back to him.  And
then he suddenly laughed, “1'd ke
o dream (hem often my dear,” he
went on, “but I've nover been able to
find the food that will produce the
right effect.™

The child looked &t
dering oves

“l don‘t think It s the food,” she
enld, "It'8 the falries.”

He nodded

“Pmeonfradd,” he laughed, “that the
fairies eul my acqualntance long ngo.”

And then the dinner wns at an end,
and the child Kissed father and moth-
wr “gooild night,” and came to the old
man and put out her hand,

“Cood night and beantiful dreams,”
she smilingly sald.

And he suddenly stooped and toneh-
wd his Hps to the white forehend, and
wiiched her longingly as she went
nway with her mald

YA churming child,” he murmured.

him with won-~

“Her name should  be Sunshioe,
snld the father.
There wpng o brief silence. The

younger man produced a clgnr case,

Wi yon Jein me?" he asked.

The old man looked at the lady, 8he
smiled and nodded.

“1 haven't smoked for many years,"
he safd. My taste In clgnrs was too
expensive for my purse, This s a
very good cigar.”

“I think it will prove to be the
younger man sald aE he passed the
light.

“It takes me back a long, long
wavs,” murmured the old man prea-
ently.

The vounger man looked at the lady
and the lady nodded.

He turned to the old man.

“Sir' he sald, "with your permis-
It 18
not a new gtory. 1 have told it to my
wife,” the lady nodded in confirmation,
“and it 18 possible that you have leard
something  Hke 1, Nevertheless, 1
want to tell it in my own words and
In my own way,”

The old man looked at him eurfous-
1y

“You have my close attention,” he
gnid and stared upward at the curling
smoke.

The younger man seltled back 18
his chair,

“I'm going to enll this story ‘ingrati=
tnde,”” he began.

The old man suddenly looked at
him.

“Ingratitnde,” he muarmurad.
“Phat's  the  subject,” snid the

younger man, “and the story begineg
more than twenty Years
ngo. It begins here in this great city,
and it concerns a boy named Tom, He
was a street boy, this Tom, an orphan
boy who had shifted for himself since
he was a youngster of eight.
a bad schooling for the boy, He had
pieked up associates who were harm-
ful. He had no education and no
fdenls. It was a bad outlook. And

its pleaming columng and glittering
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theén one day he attracted the atien-
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The level stretehes white with dust,

When thought is tired,

and hands upraise

Their burdens feebly since they must,
In days of slowly fretting care,
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Then most we need the strength of prayer,

—Margaret E, Sangster,
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decorations, and were taken up in
the luxurfous elevator to a floor higt
albove the noisy sireet.

The stranger led the way lo a door
and pushed 1t open. In the center of
the apartmoent a table was laid for
four, a table that gleamed with silver,
backed by snowy napery.

A lady was standing by the table,
a lndy beautifully gowned, and be-
glde her was a slender young girl

The lady came forward guickly with
her hand extended.

“My dear, this Is Mr. Ollver,” sald
the stranger. "My wife Mr, Oliver;
my daughter Ethel.”

The lady seemed greatly pleased to
meet the old men. She took bis hat
and coat and led him to a seat at the
table.

“We are quite ready, dear,” she sald
to the stranger. Then she touched a
bell and a waiter enterell and the din-
ner began,

It was a very good dinner, a much
better dinner than the old man had
eaten for many years. And the little
family seemed determined to make
him enjoy the oceasion. There had
been a time, so far back, that it made
him quite dizzy to think of it, when
he had been a diner-out, and enjoyed
the good things of the table and good
company.

Ho sighed as be recalled the mibty
period. ’

It was a delightfal family, this fam-
ily of the stranger's, Never for a mo-
ment did they let the old man forget
that he was the henored guest.

It was quite a merry feast, too. The
lndy was a delightful talker, and the
young girl developed a strong vein of
bumor as she told of her childish ex-

kI

et 1 Al

R

tlon of & man—u business man of Kind-
Iy impulses. He offered him work

ness the neéxt morning. The man set
him to work. Tom didn't ke work.
He stayed n day or two and then ran
awny. The mau found him and coaxed
him back. Then he ran awiy again,
and again the max coaxed him back.
At last the boy settled down
stayed in the man's
whole year,
with him, and taught him things he
should kunow, and advanced him to a
higher grade and better puay. Tom
learned fast, but the old life still drew
him, the old assoclates held him in
their grip.”! He paused and locked at
the old man, and saw that the old man
was intently watching him. “One day
the man called him into his room.
Tom," he said, ‘there is money miss-
ing.! And Tom nodded. ‘1 took it he
answered. And he sald no more, but
Just stood still and walted for the po-
lice. But the man said very gently,
‘It's your bringing up, Tom, he sald.
1I'm afrald you don't know any bet-
ter Then Tom spoke up very quick-
ly. 'Yes, I know better,’ he safd. It
was the gang got it away from me
But I know better.' Then the man
came to the boy and put his hand on
his shoulder, and looked In his eyes,
and said quite sofuly, 'I'm glad you
know better, Tom, because I'm going
to let you try again.’ And when Tom
went back to his work there were
tears on his cheeks—and, somchow, he
wasn't ashamed of them., Well, Tom
tried very bard this time and he kept
away from the gang as much as he
could. But there came & day when
the master faced him sgain, *‘Tom,’ he
sald, ‘there s more money missing—
much more money.’ Tom nodded as
he had nodded before. °1 took it he
sald. I couldn't help it, sir, T know

employ for a

11t's the pen for me this time. But the
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ay.

It was |

Tom came to the man's place of busi- |

and |

And the man was patient |

: sboolk his head. “Whe:s 15 the
7 he askell. The gang got it
all, Tom answered. ‘1 haven't a dime
of It And again the master shook
his head. ‘I'm not going to ssnd yoi
to prison, Tom," he sald. “That would
e ne uae, 1 must et yon away from
the gang—that's the only hope. I'm
golng to send you Into the far West'
And he did. He put the boy on the
frain and gave bm money nnd the
tieket, and the Inst words he soald
wure, 'Let me heay from you, Tom, I
you don't write | will think It's be-
enups you're arhamed to write. And,
Tom, don't you forget c... you'ré go-
Ing to be honest If yon siarve for il
Ho poaused  and drew his  breath
gharply. Then he ressurd the slory
in a lower tone.

“Tom didn't forger, [t waa n hard
gtruggle for him, but he won out, He
drifted Into Mexieo, then Into Central
Ameriea, then down to South Ameri-
e, He tpok up mining in Peru and
plowly he progpered. In Valparaiso he
met a dody, and presently won her af=
feetlon. But hefore he asked her o
marry him he tolil her all this story
and she said, ‘Some day we will find
this good man and show him what his
money  has accomplished, So  they
woere married and Tom felt that he
owed all his happiness to the master,
And then a doughter was born and
that was anofer debt, lnstead of be-
fng the wagabond, the jail bird he
would have been, Tom wns a good cit-
fzen, & happy husband and a proud
father.” He paused again, “But Tom
didn’t write, That was Ingratitude,
The master had asked Tom to write,
He put It off. At first there was notk-
ing to tell him-—nothing but the story
of his struggles. And then as time
wore on Tom put It off, and at times
quite forgot it—and that bleck ingratl-
tude, Tom prospered, nnd aAnore nl-
luring prespect  ealled him ‘to  San
Prancisco.  And there thelr dld fell
{11, very {1, and in the agony of his
fear, Tom's consclence bhrought his in-
gratitude before him, and he promised
to fiud his benefactor and crave his
pardon, And the donpger point was
passed and the dear one Hved.”

He pauged and wiped his face,

And the room wag very still

Then the old man spuke,

“There wng & boy named Tom," he
slowly gald. “1 do not think I know
his other name. 1 feared he was
dead,”

“His name was Harper—Tom Har-
per,’ sald the younger man, “le 18
allve and hag come baek to try 1o tell
you how much he is In your debt,"”

And the lady arcse and came 1o the
old man swiftly and put her arm about
him and eofuy kissed bis withered
cheek,

“The child must have canght the
gift of the fairies” he snid a little
brokenly, “for this certalnly Is a Leau-
| tiful dream.” MHe suddenly arose, “l
must go,” he sald. *Where are my hat
and coat?

But they held him back.

“We are golng to take you home
with us' sald the lady. “Tom wil
show his gratitude in his way—I am
golng to show mine in my way.

“But my—my businegs?" he stam-
mered.

*Only an empty sheil” laughed the
younger man. “It scarcely means
| bread and butter, Don't forget that
| the debt 1 owe you makes a neat It
||.le sum when compounded for two-
| and-twenty-years

The old man Ilnoked [rom one gmil-
ing face to the other.

“] wasg all wrong about ingratitude,"
he murmured,

MEXICAN OIL FIELDS,
but the

Their Product Very Large,
Quality Rather Poor.

Within the last year or two an ex-
ceedingly abundant flow of petroleum
has been reported from several pluces
in Mexico, Some of the new wells are
| near Tampleo, and others are furthers
| south.  As a good deal of oil has been
| fmported by Mexico from the Unlted
Siates, there has been a desire o
learn whether the product of the re-
cently opened wells was 1kely to rival
that of this country. Accordingly, an
|nmvlaI of the United States Geologleal
Survey, Dr. C. W. Hayes, went 1o
Mexico a few weeks ago 1o investi-
gate. As the owners of the property
pledged him to partial secrecy, he 18
pot at liberty to tell all he knows,
Still, he feels free to mention the
following facts:

“While these flelds promise to yleld
a large quantity of crude oil, its qual-
fty 1s such that it cannot compéte un-
der present conditions In the markets
|of the United Btates or Europe with
| ¢he higher grade petroleum of the Ap-
palachian, dllinols or mid-continent
fields. Purther, the conditions are
such that the demand for fuel oll and
refined products in Mexico exceerds
the supply available at present or in
sight in the near future.

“Finally, the conditions in the Mexi-
can fields are not favorable for the
smali operator, and it is highly prob-
able that production as well as re-
fining will remain In the control of
very few strong companies.”
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Not That Kind.

Apropos of examination time, Prof.
Carl C. Peterson of Dubuque, relateld
at a recent dinner some examination
stories,

“Onece, In a Bibie lesson,” he sald,
“T repeated the text ‘Arise and rake
the young child and his mother and
flee into BEgypt.

“And then 1 showed the children a
large picture that flustrated the
text in bright colors,

“vhe children studied (this pleture
eagerly. Then they all frowned, all
looked rather disappointed. Finally
a lttle gir) said:

“iPencher, where Is the flea? ™—
Washington Evening Siar.

At Grandma's,
:n\ll Gramma's, when 1 go to tea,
They are so nlee to litkle me!

1 giL up at the table high, -
An' lve pome cake, un' even ple!
Fhey walt on me like other folks,
A" nlways Inugh ot all my jJokes,
hl_\fl crusts she never makos me salb,
An' glve me truly ten, with sweet,
1 have n lovely time, you see
At Graumma's when 1 go o teal
=H. & 1. In the Philudoiphis Hecord:

Held Up the Earth,

"Now, Richord," sald the teacher,
'
Yean you tell me who Atlas wns?"*
“Yes, ma'nm,” answercd Richard,

"He wnd & notorious (ootpad.”

“A what?" queried the tencher,

“A footpad,” repeated Richard, “He
held up the earth, you know.'—Phila-
delphia Record,

Jerry's First Mouse.

Our eal eaunght n mouse the other
night, the fArst one he has ever caught
80 far as 1 know in the two years |
bhave owned lhim. Jerry, for that is
his name, has worn since he was n
wee tiny kitten a little bell which
gepmed o bother him very much. He
would it by a hole in the floor for
hours at a time, and once | watched
him when .e scented o mouse, He
was greatly exclted and his  body
trembled, but just as he was about to
spring ks bell tinkled, much to his
disgust, for he walked away, growling
to himself,

How he he rid himself of his bell
Inst wealk still remaing a mystery to
me, for we have not found it as yei.
But when | opened my door the other
maorning thers sat Jorry, looking up
at me, with & mouse In s mouth
about the size of o peanut; but Jerry
seomed so proud of {t, and hia eyes
geamed to say, "There, now | guess
vou'll not put another bell on my col-
lar.” Needless to say, we d not,
and we nre waiting for another catch,
and so l8 Jerry.—Audrey M. Watts,
in the New York Tribune.

A Few Nuts to Crack.

These riddles will delight the
hearts of many of the younger read
ers who are Interested in such things:

What are the lightest hits made of?
—0Of materinl that is not [alt,

What cnge |8 the ecasiest to get up
—pven for lawyers?—The stalrease.

Why can n drunken man never
drown?—Because his head will
gure to swim,

When has a man his donble?—When
he s beside himself,

Why does the hanging of a picture
depend on its execution?—Hecause it
it were not execnted it could not be
hung,

Whnt pupll 15 most to be pitled?—
The pupil of the eye—because it Is
always under the lash.

What Is the difference between a
hen and a ghip?—The hen laya an
egg nnd the ship lays to,

Why should it be better to be
burned than to be guillotined?—Be-
eause a hot steak ls better than a cold
chop.

What is that which a selfish man
pever falla or objects to pay?—Atten
tion to his own comfort.

Why i8 a lost article like the fog?—
Because It's mist,

When has n man no reom for his
dinner—When he is “filled with emo-
tion.”

Why do trnmps walk from town to
town?—Because they haven't antomo-
biles.

What 18 It that has a tail like a
eat, and has the same language?—A
kitten.—Indlanapolls News.

How Bertha Became a Heroine,

“May 1 take Rosabelle, and go over
to Graele's, Aunt Kate? If Gracle's
mama says s0, may we go walking
together with our dolla?” A vory sweet
little face lifted itself to Miss Tracy
—gs0 gweet that the aunt stooped and
kissed It.

“Yes, dear, if you're sure your moth-
er would be willing, Does she let you
two midgets go out by yoursgelves?"

wippurse she does, nunty," Hertha's
laugh rippled out in sheer amuse-
ment. "Why, 1 am nine, the child
drew herself up, “and Gracie's seven;
and we never go very far, and there's
no crossing.”

“You may go then, It Is 3 o'clock
now—don't stay later than §. Where's
my kiss?"

“Here 'tls—two of them.” Bertha's
hug nearly crusbed the dainty ruch-
ing.

“She's just a little fairy,” Miss Tra-
cy thought, as the child disappeared.

Gracie’'s mother consented, with all
the cautions mothers give about dis-
tances and time, Nelther mother nor
aunt thought of a lurking danger—
perhaps they didn't know of it at all.

The children skipped along merrily,
each with her doll, Gracie's doll was
named Gabrielle, and she called her
“Gay" for short. As we have seet, Ber-
tha's doll was named Rosabelle, and
she called her “Belle.”

They talked about their children.
as little mothers and big mothers will.
Gracies had feared Gay would get the
measles, but she hoped the time was
pRst NOW.

Pretty soon they ecame to what
locked like o cave with an open front.

Itk a place scooped in the side of
a M, only a few steps from the
road.

*“What a nice place to keep house™
Bertha said. “The earih 1s so dry and
warm. Even mamma wouldn't think

e

we could get cold It we sat down om
It
"Laet's," Gracle repested. She usual

Iy agreed with Rerthn.  The chldres
sal down, They bushed thelr babl
and luld them In little beds wi
they hollowed out in this dry sifting
varth, They plled It o Heups over the
dolls, all but thelr faces, nnd pretends
ed It was blankets,

“U'm golng way In, and lean agningt
the wall," Groacle sald. DBerthn was
about to follow her when something
dreadiul happened. The wall caved
In, and there wasn't any Gracle there;
she wan all out of slght, bhidden In
Lthe snnd henp,

What could Bertha do—unot h per-
son nenr! Berthn wins a brove child
she set right to work, digging the
sond awny with her small  haods,
Didn't ahe make it fiy! In two minutes
she felt the top of Gracle's head, and
in two minutes more she had fresd
her face,

"Oh! ob!™ Gracle  sputtered, with
her mouth full of sand, Bertha didn't

stop until Gracie's whole head was
out, then she panted-—

"1 don't—think—Il-—¢an dig—you—
all  you, but you—won't die—and

gomebody's gure to come along.”

How long it gseemed before n care
rlage did come! The man had Gracle
clear in short order, frightened but
unhurt, and he drove them ho

“You saved her life, you did
told Bertha, “You're 4 real herol

But two Hitle mothers cried wEs
they remembered that Belle and Gay
were burled in the sand plle. They for
got them in their fright, which proved
they were pot real mothers, only play
ones,—Helen A, Hawley In  Sunday
Sohool Times.

Paul's Agates,
“SQomebody stole my agates!" oried
Paunl as the tears rolled down his dirty
little face. 1 had them here Just &

few moments ago, and now they're
gone."”
What are agates?' nsked his

grandmother, coming to the porch te
find out what all the noige wis about,

‘Murbles!" walled Paul, "Aunt Em-
mn gave them to me in a lttle leather
bag with my initlal on it last Christ
muas, Ob, dewr! What will she
when T el her they're stolen?”

But, when the matter wng
down, Paul rememhbersd that
not seen the marbles for a
fwo., He thought he hil seen
a few minutes before he begal
ing, but was mistaken. Grandi
and mamma and Aunt Emme
even Jittle Bess loined In the sem™
but the barbles could not be found.
* UNever mind!" sald Aunt Emma. "
will buy some new barbles for you,
dear, don't cry!”

“I don't want
wint my own!"
and londer, "They were
ones In the whole world."”

When when the weeks went by,
and no trace of the agates could be
found, Paul tried to console himself
with the new ones that were not half
80 pretty. He felt sure gome one had
stolen the pretty bag, and every day
he hoped the thief might bring the
pgates back to him. All this hap-
pened when he was about six years
old, but he vever forgot the gift that
disappeared so mysterfously.

When Paul was eight, he went with
his pap and mamma to the west, and,
while they were thare, hls mamma
took him to visit & misgionary school
for little Indian children. The dusky
little boys and girls loked very strange
to Paul, but they did thelr lessons so
well that he thought the white ehil
dren would have to work hard to get
ahead of their fine grades,

“Mamma' mamma! Thers are my
agates!” cried Paul, as they watched
the children on the playground after
lessons,

“Why, Paul! They will hear you!”
sald his mother, "Of course they are
not your marbles.”

“*Maybe they are,” said the matron,
with a smile, “They came In a box of
supplies from Ohlo a few Years ago,
and the hoys have carefully kept them
ever since.”

“There is the very leather bag that
Aunt Emma made for me!" erled
Paul, pointing to & worn and solled
lttle bag lying on = bench near
where the game was golng on, “Isn't
it, mamma?"

The Indian boys generously offered
to give up the pretty marbles, but
Paul would not take them back. “T
will soon be too big for such games,™
he cried in a manly way that pleased
all the teachers, “and 1 want you to
bave them."

When they got home, they asked
the lndy who packed the box for the
Indlan school if she remembered the
marbles, and she said at once: "Why,
yes, of course I remember them. They
wore in the pocket of that coat Paul
had outgrown, and [ thought he was
sending them for the children I nev-
er heard that he thought they were
stolen.”

“1 do remember now," said Paul, “I
took off the little codt to give to Mre.
Porter,«and the bag was in the potket.
Well, I'm not sorry now, bul [ was
then, The Indian boys bave only a
few playthings, so I'm glad they got
the agates,"—Hilda Richmond in Bun-
duy School Times.

any new agates, 1
howled Paul, Jouder
the mnicest

The most recent church census of
the country shows 40 denominations,
with 161,791 ministers, 210,199 churchs
es and 32,888,156 members,




