
n"+i £ 4 3VSts ârtine t0 leav« a suburban stationSSU^S *"i ?rk TrihT^ when an elderly ma» rushedacioss the. platform and: jumped on one of the slowlymoving cars. The rear:end brakemaii, who was standingby, reached up just as- the man got aboard, grabbed hiscoat-tails, and pulled him off. 'There,' he slid sternlyth\f;iysa:Siyo'ur life l Dou>t ever try to wda*~s'
Thank you,' said the old man calmly. 'Thank youfor your thoughtful kindness. -

Ife is three hours till thenext tram, isn't it? ''Three hours and a quarter,' said the brakeman, 'but
ISoi ?r?r to ait that length of time than to be killed'Ihe long train, meanwhile, had been slowly'glidinccby, slowly gatheringspeed. Finally the last car appearedIhis was the brakeman's car, the.one for which he hadbeen waiting, and with the easy grace born of long prac-tice, he started to step majestically on it.But the old gentleman' seized him by the coat, andwith a strong jerk..pulled'him 'bade, and held himUntilit was too late.

'One good turn deserves,another,^ said^the old gentle-man, with a smile. 'You-saved my life, Ihave savedyours. Now we are quits.'

FOUND A BETTER PLACE
Mark Twain says: Once whenIwas going out tovisit some friendsItold George, my negro servant, to lockthe house and put-the key under a certainstone near thesteps. He agreed to do so. It was late at night whenL returned. Iwent to the stone under which the keywas supposedto havebeenhidden. It was gone. Ihuntedaround for about fifteen minutes, but stillno key. FinallyIwent to George's houses-he roomed outside— and rappedvigorously upon the door. A black head, whichIhadno difficulty m recognising as George's, popped ouKof anupstairs window. . "
'Where did you put that key, you young rascal?' Iroared.
'Oh, massa,' answered George, <Ifound abetter placefor it.

ITS ORIGIN

Phyllis had a wonderful canary. It was a yellowcanary but that was not what made it wonderful Itwas hke some children in that the most wonderful"thingabout it wag its temper. It was a wonder for gettingcross, and if its water was not all right, and if its seedwas not just so, it moved its foolish head quickly andbehaved ridiculously. 'Tantrums' is,Ithink, tli on yword that rightly described its behaviour.
-

One day Phyllis closed the door of its cage and forgotto fasten it. It was rather fortunate that just thenVM\Jy?a*F£ S£ mominScallS call elsewhere, for as soon asSf f ?fc % JOOI\ the ca«ary butted against thedoor of the cage and forced it open. Next it flew arounda little m descending circles, and at last it perched onthe sideboard At the back of the sideboard was a
fhn«Sl IlS amazement tiie canary saw what hethought was another canary staring him straight in the
w£n 1, i

SIffI m' dhe lookedaway f°r a mi^te.When he looked back again there, of course, he saw hisimage gazing at him again.
He blinked hard and then he spoke. 'Foolish andobstreperous birdhng' he said, 'do not stare like thS!You are so ugly and so yellow that you make me quitebilious. Avaunt vile bird! Also, shoo! Get away!

'
m

The canary looked hard and shifted one leg, and tohis utter disgust the bird in the glass, instead of movingaway, simply imitated him. 'That,' he screamed outloud, 'is impudence! You are no birdl You are noteven a painted sparrow! You are just rudeness wrth'some stolen feathers glued on all round! Pah and poohlAna fly awayI
He stopped speaking; and in the hope the other birdwould answer him, he began to tMnk'hard of nasty Lingshe could saywhen he himself spoke next. But the birdin the glass said nothing, and so the canary got veryangry indeed.

- 'Speak ' he commanded, swelling*Mm3out, 'or upon my wordIshall become quite crosf. Don'tmove your head just the same way asIdo. If you don'ti°topa7myitiLCg° m6e.'°
"*

P«* m **» P^
But the bird in the glass did not stop, and the real

that PhX W° USly a?gfyihat he did »ot evenqfc JK?\^? +CC°me "?? tlle room and was watching.She stared hard to see him run back a little and thenrush forward and peck at his own image as hard as hecould. < There,' he said, in a language PhvlSs did notunderstand < take,that and that!
gg
And there isinotterfpr always trying-to peck back the same way asIdo! JOh,

One of the young architects who delivers a lecture onmodern architecture -in the series of free public schoollectures had just shown his audience the beauties of theCologne Cathedrl the other night, when he thought ofan experience he once had on a similar occasion.* *Itwas at the conclusion of my,lecture,' he toldhis audiencethat a woman came to.me;explained,that she too was astudent of architecture and thanked me for enlightening
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Li!"/0 Tgr3T., An? his round e>eS.flamed, and hedanced and pecked, and was altogether a sorry sight.
andtlwi7lgaYe

ii

° ntIha1
haId lu£ g? crash against'the glass,and his beak began to bleed. This increased his fury* andhe pecked harder than ever, and just..before Phyllis putout her hand to takehim up he fell down, quite exhausteda'ndl^81-^ 8̂ 8t h!lh!l image in the mirror> andmuUeringand.seeming crosser than ever. y

,'n wyiliS^°° k him!UP 1^ and Oh, howhe throbbedm her hands, and how his heart did beat! She kissedhim, dirty mouth and all, and then she washed him aHover m lukewarm water and talked to him gently. Andthe last thing she said to him was this:'Why, Dicky, didn't you know that when childrenand birds are angry and behave spitefully to other peoplethey always make a mistake; and what is more, if they.only knew, all spitefulness really hurts them more thanit hurts the people with whom they are angry.
"

Thereyou foolish old birdie! Go back into your Xge, and letus try and be good together.'. . 6j v

THE ABSURDITY OF FRETTING
" o*f ?*a 1S absurdlty which.is everywhere under-estimated and too much overlooked in valuation' ofChar-acter. It is the absurdity of fretting. It is common asair, as speech— so common that, unless it rises ahove itsusual monotone, we do not even observe it. Watch any■; ordinary coming together of people, and see how manyminutes it will he before somebody frets— that is, makes: more or less complaining statements of something or other- which probably every one in the room, or in the train'

1 °vi 61 eet °P rner» lt may be, knew before, and problably nobody can help. Why say anything about it? .Itis cold itis hot, it is dry, somebody-has broken-an appoint-ment, ill-cooked a meal; stupidity or bad faith somewherehas resulted m discomfort.

. Good morning, Brother Sunshine;
Good morning, Sister Songr
Iheg your humble pardon
If you've waited very long.
Ithought Iheard you rapping,

To shut you out were sin.
My heart is standing open;

Won't you _
walk

right
in?

Good morning,Brother Gladness;Good morning, Sister Smile.They told me you were coming,
So Iwaited on a while.

I'm lonesome here without you;
A weary while it's been,

My heart is standing open;
Won't you

walk
right

in?
Good morning, Brother Kindness;

Good morning, Sister Cheer,Iheard you were out calling,
So Iwaited for you here.Some wayIkeep forgetting
Ihave to toil and spin, -

When you are my companions;Won't you
walk

right
in?
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