
OVERHEARD BY JOHNNY IN THE PARLOR

It was ten o clock, and Irene, who had been reading allthe evening, looked up from her book in surprise as she heardcarnage wheels on the driveway. A moment more and therewas a soft, familiar tap! tap! tap!at the door

admitted l^slstef "* ""*** *"" *»

Havl^aTS?!0 1̂ * ""?
The tall, pale girl, wearily dropping her suit case, did notanswer these questions, but asked another :
4 How's mother?

'
«

_'Oh, she's all right.''
And father, is he any worse?

'

hnthZ^ T' \xt!link hi
u
S r,heUmatism is rea»y better. They'reboth m bed. Why, what's the matter, Nan, dear?' askedIrene, in astonishment, as her sister sank into a chair and began

'Is there anything wrong at the office? You haven't lostyour position, have you?'
-

,
"No, oh, no!' sobbed Nancy. 'It's only that I've beenso worried and unhappy all day, and it's such a relief to findeverything all right. I'll be all right myself in a minute.'

*pnH
' St- "ystified« said nothinS. b«t busied herself bygently removing Nancy's hat and pulling off her gloves,-whileNancy slowly grew calm. fe

IWas mother very sick yesterday?' she asked,, at last.
« w V£ 5 S^£ JUSt had °neof her old

Was father in a very serious condition?'
-

noon.^11' h3rdly;HC gardeninS a good P«rt of the after-

f /»The!l' II11I1"6"6' Why did yOU write me that he was " failingfast," and that mother was "awfully ni»? Igot the iShis morning, and I've been so nervous about them all day thacould scarcely work, and just before closing time at the officemade up my mind that Isimp
,
y must come hicould stay only a fewWs, for Ihave to go back on theearhest train to-morrow. Of course, at this time of ntght Ihad to take a cab from the station and the trip from thestation wiU cost meWly five dollars, and you know we can't

"Talk about- work!' .cried the Table; "
why, almost every-thing is put on me.' 3

»vr-
<T

o
iS.iS a hard family to Hve with!< P°ute<i the Piano.Miss Susie pounds me every day for an hour or two!'

v
oi- !W€l!\» atJeaSt y*'don't have to work!' exclaimed theClock. My Tiands are never idle; they keep them movingevery minute and second.'. " " '
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DON'T MAKE THE WRINKLES DEEPER

well afford to throw that amount away. Idon't see how you
could send me such an alarming letter.'10, Nannie, I'm so sorry! Ididn't realise how my blue-ness would affect you. Iwas discouraged for a little whileyesterday, when mother was in bed with the headache andfather complained that his rheumatism prevented his digging andhoeing the way he used to. .Ifelt lonesome, too, because mybest girl friend has gone away to study music, so Iscribbleda waU to you. Mother got up quite well for tea,'and some ofthe boys and girls happened in.in the evening, and we hadsuch a jolly time Igot entirely over my blue mood.''

Iwish you had waited until then to write. Please selectyour cherful moments, for writing to me. It's hard enough tohave to live away from home without being worried unneces-sarily. Tears again welled up in tired Nancy's eyes, and Irene,throwingher arm round her, said:-'O, Nannie, how thoughtless and selfish I've been!'

IFYOU DO NOT WISH TOBE DISLIKED

Make not their pathway steeper;
Smooth out the furrows on their brows,

Oh, do not make them deeper".

Is father's eyesight growing dim,
His form a little lower?

Is mother's hair a little gray,
Her step a little slower?

Is life a hill growing hard to climb?

There's nothing makes a face so-young
As joy, youth's fairest token;

And nothing makes a face grow old
Like hearts that have been broken.Take heed lest deeds of thine should make
Thy mother be a weeper;

Stamp peace upon a father's brow,
Don't make the wrinkles deeper.

In doubtful pathways do not go.
Be tempted not to wander,

Grieve not the hearts that love you so,
But make their love grow fonder.' "*

Much have thy parents borne for thee,
Be now their tender keeper;

And let them lean upon thy love,
Don't make the wrinkles deeper.

Be lavish with the kindly deeds,
Be patient, true, and tender;

And make the path that ageward leads,
Aglow with earthly splendor.

Some day, the dear ones, stricken low,
Must yield to Death, the reaper;

And you will then be glad to know
You made no wrinkles deeper.

THE RIGHT TIME TO WRITE

oerJn^h 7 COmmunity is found a"meddlesomeperson who is responsible for two-thirds of the misundersiandingsthat make life such a problem. -_ Don't complain. -
What's the .«&*" The * chronic com-plainer travels « long road and pays heavy toll in the way oflost opportunities and pleasures. '

—
Don't rehearse your ailments, physical or otherwise. People£ £ t^Zrouted int6reSted' bUt b

—
monody Tthem!

'"" °' *** h"^~" «. Has a

There is a certain grim sort of comfort to be derived fromtelling how one has lain awake alf night keeping company withcaching back. -But it only gains for one the'reputatioHfbdng

m.,^1*
tO^°SS' M " ° nC ° f the SUrest and- most directoTIIZ ' *et ma"y wen travel ther< to thei'-

nr^T tO mind yOUf ° Wn business' I* * each individual'sSfah? UP°n g yearS ° f dsscretion' to his own

is "ZVhG W-°M aO Wh° reco*nises thJs>. *"d grants as wellas exacts th.s privilege. - She it is who numbers her friendsby the score whose domestic-life is serenest.

PROOF LACKING'* should thipk Jane Maclntyre would leave school. Noneof the girls will have anything to do with her ' -
'"V not?

'
asked Georgine's father. The remark had notbeen intended for his ears, tut since he had heard' it, therewas no way out of answering the question.'

She took some money out of Laura Wiltsie's pocket. Itwas a fifty-cent piece.' *.
"'

Who saw her take.it?'
_ *'

Nobody But she must have done it. She is the only girlin the school who ,s poor enough so that she'd ever think ofsea ing what didn't belong to her. And, besides,, she was in thecloak room after the bell rang.''
Georgine's father shook his head.

"
I'm afraid you wou,dn

,
t

vnu T7x °n S lUry' WY takCS t0° Httle to conv^you. -A girl is poor, and so she would .steal. She is alone in aroom with money which can't.be found, and so she has- stolen.'There is an old principle of law which has giveQ satisfactionafter being tested a great many centuries, and that is ZI treat'anaccused man as innocent till he is proven guilty. It would beworth your while to remember this.'
- '

interes
et°to intdrmC hpme- ** "**'

W'th somethin« of

'What do you think, papa? Laura found 'that fifty-cent
piece in the lining of her coat. It.had slipped through a holeshe didn t know was there. And the girls who treated Janehorrid are so ashamed that they don't know what to do. Nexttime.l won't believe anybody guilty till it's proved.' '
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