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How Joe Was Sent to Coventry,’

BY JRAN K. BAIRD,

The eighth grade was preparing to take the final exam-
inations. S0 much depended on this particular class in
the High School, bul every boy and girl in No. 8 was
anxious to be one of the honor pupils.

For several years the pupil ‘who received the highest
average was clgss valedictorian on class day, and the sec-
ond highest was known &s the second Honor pupil,

Miss Morrieon, the teacher, had thought very seriously
of how examinations could be conducted with justice to
all concerned, It had always been her custom to collect
all their books, have one pupil write the question on the
wall slate, while she stood where she could see every
pupil, and during the two or three hours. never allow her
gaze to wander from them, She had sncceeded wonder-
fully well in doing away with all helping each other, but
she had not heen at all plensed with the methdd used.
She knew it waas not developing within each pupil any
sense of honor to have her stand Iike a sentinel on duty
before them,  For this reason she decided to havé & com-
plete revolution of affairs, and have her examinations
conducted in a broader way thaun before,

s Boys and girls,"’ she said that morning, as she called
school to order, ' T have been thinking for a long time
that we have not been conducting our examinations as
they should be. I think honorable boys and girls would
feel almost inFulted to have their books taken from them
and to be watched during the exsmination. Now, I
know that there are some here that under no cireum-
stances would be guilty of cheating; I'Il not speak of
any others, Butas in the world so it is in school, we
have had to make rigid laws for good and bad people be-
cause a very few were evily disposed. Today I will onty
ask you to pitt your books away, 1 will not say that
there shall be no talking during the examination ; I only
wish there would not be any ; and if there are any that
disregard my wishes today, there will be no punishment
atall. Today you shall be a school republic, and I will
presume that you will work for the glory-of your school,
You may prepare to write your examinations.”’

There was a glow of satisfaction and a look of pleased
interest umong the pupils at the teacher's worls. There
was just a little straightening of shoulders and a com-
pression of lips among them that told Miss Morrisou that
hier words had been taken in the right spirit,

An hour of the exnmination had gone, and Miss Mor-
rison was secretly congratulating herself on having such
ati honorable set of boys and girls. She had sat at her
desk and madé out reports, and yet there had not been
the slightest indication of any communication,

Sitting in one of the front seats was Joe Swires, &
bright-eyed, handsome fellow who had always beena
favorite with the teacher and the pupils because of his
kindly, considerate manner. Back of him sat 1da Lehr,
who was also a favorite among the pupils, for Ida was
always ready and willing to divide her paper, her books
and her spending money among her friends ; and in ad-
dition to this, Ida always saw some good ig every one in
school, irrespective of what their circumstances might
be

As Miss Morrison glu.nced from ‘her wurk she saw Joe
hurriedly tugn his head and with flushed cheeks hand
over his work, while Ida sat looking at ‘him with just a
suggestion of scorn on her lips, What her trouble was
Miss Morrison did not ktiow, but-Ida met her glance as
fearless and frank as ever, while Joe was deeply inter-
ested in his work amd did not take his eyes from the

paper before him,

Miss Morrison wisely decided not to question either as
to what had happened, depending on time alone to give
her knowledge of this affair..

The next morning, as the girls: lingered in the cloak-
rooin, Ida went to the large waste-basket to sharpen her
pencil, and Joe came up in. his usual well-bred way.dnd
offered to do it for her, Many a time before had Miss
Morrison seen Ida siile and accept of such favors, but on
this morning she answered very quietly: ‘' No, 1 thank
you ; 1 prefer not to have you help me.” Joe walked

mumdnmm.mmmm«mw that
school children often have, and tried to drop the imatter
from her mind. But every day something would occur -
to bring it back.

One Saturday morning almost all thie pupils had gone
skating, and were. merrily gliding about on the creek
when Margaret, Nettie and severyl other girls appeared,

skates in hand, Miss Mofrison saw them before her °

pupils, and called to Joe, Hervey and Harry, '‘ Boys,
there come some of our girls who will need to have their
skates fastened,” § ;

‘The boys turned and skated toward the girls, Mise
Morrison saw them kneel and begin tightening the
straps, Nettie stood with Irer skates in her hands wait-

ing until the boys were through with the other skates, .-

while Joe turned and skated off by himself down the
creek. .
Miss Morrison was provoked. She imagined Joe was
getting indifferent in those little attentions that every
true, well-bred gentleman should show a lady, and de-

_cided that she would express herself rather forcibly to

him on the subject, As he came down the creek she
spoke to him | ' Joe, did "you not see that Nettie has no

* one to fagten her skates? Had you better not go and

help her? "

1 asked her to allow me thut privilege,” he answered,
politely, as he raised his hat with such a boyish grace
and frankness that Miss Morrison conld not help but ad-
mire him, '* But she said she preferred not to accept any
kindnesses from me.”"

1t was a hard speech for a boy to make, He stood
waiting for Miss Morrison's answer,

1 beg your panlon, Joe, for speaking as I did, I did
not understand. I thought you were getting careless,
and no boy has a right to be too busy or {oo much inter.
ested in anythiug to forget to offer his services to anyone
that needs them. Yon know, Joe, it is these little, every-
day kindneases that make a good man and make some
one happy. Forgive me, Joe, for imagining you would
forget to be a gentleman,”

Joe bowed his forgiveness, lifted his hat, and in & mo-
ment was gliding in and out among the skaters far down
the creek, Ev.ryvhcfe the boy- and girlé were skating
in merry groups, g, their cheeks flushed
and eyes bright ; only Joe nuted by himself talking with
no one, taking no part in the gayety about him, At last
he skated to where Miss Morrison and Miss Downs were
resting.

* Miss Morrison, I'm tired skating. 1 think P'll go
back,"

“ Very well,” she answerad. As he left them she said
to Miss Downs, * For some reason Joe has been sent to
Coventry, He used to be so popular,and he deserved it ;
for Joe is a gentleman if ever there was one. Now no
one is friendly with him, 1 thought several weeks ago
i* was some 111 feeling that would die away, but it gets

stronger ¢very day. I am handicapped about it. The
girls will not tell unless I request to, and I would
not feel right to ask about some affair.  They

are never rude. They simply forget his presence. I
cpnfess they have been very womanly through it all,
And perhape there is some reason.’!

* Dou't worry, Miss Morrison," Miss Downs answered,
 Theré is somesreason, and perhaps Joe is recelvinga
just punishment, 1 don't believe they would act so
without a good reason, And perhaps it will do'the boy
good, 1If he has done wrong'he deserves his treatment ;
if he has not his suffering in silence will be a good de-
veloper for his character, You know there is nothing
like & judiclous dose of small troubles to turs a thought-
less boy into a serious, thoughtful, considerate man,
Never fear, it will come right some time."

Joe seemed a changed boy. 'He hdd always come hto
the room with a smile and a few words of greeting besides
the customary ‘‘ Good morning,’’ Now he bade Miss
Morrison ‘‘ Good morning,"” went to his desk and began
to work without an extra word or smile. He no ' longer
intruded his company upon the other pupils.” He came
and went by himself, He never to play ball on
ﬂu groundl. nor joined the group of boys and girle that

back to his place quite crestfallen and busied himself in
his books,

When the A class went to the slate to perform some
work, Joe, as gallant as ever, took the eraser and began
to clean off the space for Nettie Hewm, who stood next
to him to work. But Nettie said, '* You need not do that
for me, Joe. Hervey will gef my slate ready.”

Joe stopped and looked bewildered, while Hervey, who
-wo-l near Nettie, cleaned the slate ready for use,

Miss Morrison noticed the undercurrent'of feeling that
seemed sweeping through the clnss ; but as all the boys
and girls were courteons and well- bred she &nd no occa-
slon, l'u rebuke them for refusing any colirtesies from one
member

ide. He had been sent to Coventry, snd he
bqun to realize it
Miss Morrison was inclined to symipathize with him,
and when in the class he was so dull and spiritiess, she
1aid her hand on his shoulder and said to him alone,
* Joe, are you ill ?
" No. Miss Morrison.”

What is the trouble, then ?  Vou are not the boy you

mtnmﬂungo You were 80 happy and bright,
and quite a comfort to me ; but now.
ent. Can you not tell me what the trouble is 7!

He looked down, but did not answer.

After sehiool Miss Morrison asked}joe if he would not

, Joe, you are differ- been

nynmmmmmmnd-m
the next day's lesson,

mmmummmﬁwmum
dwmﬂ.d&uﬂl “Ju.mynme
that you are not il1?""

0 yes, Miss Morrison. 1 am not{ll at all.”
there's just one other thing that could
make & boy look 80 utterly miserable, He must have
trouble, I kuow it is 5o home affair, so it must be purely
personal. Mldﬂhm&lu?"

"Yﬂl-llhlllcrhol."

T‘hqawndullmamdcﬂtlm Joe. A
boy’s troubles generally come through some fault of his
own, Iathat true of yours? "’

* Yes,"” he answered again, s he cut still more vigor-
ously at the pencils.

“‘Then onie more step, Joe. When a person does
wrong, and knows that, it is his duty to do what he can
to right that wrong. Confession comes first,
-Joe. That lifts suck a load off the shoulders that the
other is very easy.”

She paused, hoping that he would tell her his trouble.
She could not help him when she did not ‘know in what
way to act. But the kaife only cut into the pencilsina
determined way, as if it were vexed at the world in gen-
eral and would give vent to its spleen by cutting them.
But Joe did not raise his eyes or speak,

Miss Morrison kept on waiting, thinking and hoping
that he would decide what to do. For this was the turn-
ing point in the boy's iife, and sithough neither tescher
nor ‘pupil knew it, his decision now would deter.
mm«mmuqmwm.wm
people would keep aloof from, as the school children did
now, or whether he would be a bright, cheerful man,
happy in his consciousness of doing right.

Onlythocuchdthnndthheo—mmd the
knife was heard, To Mise Morrison the silence was
ominous. At last she said softly, ‘! Joe, can you tell me
a8  friend or as an elder sister who cares for her brothér?
Don't tell me as & teacher, Joe.'

The knife , the box of pencils rolled to the
floor, and Joe's went down on the desk. At last he
got up, went to the ¢loak-room and took his hat. Then
she waited. ﬂnbﬁrdhiuhuvﬁh‘&hohud
loiter, seeking every excuse to stay; and wanting to be
brave eneugh to come back, She W and waited,
knowing that he must fight the affair out with himeelf.

At last she hesrd the door open and steps go down the
stair to the street, and she put up her work to. go home,
heartsick and discouraged, for the boy she had been so

Ot coniess & ulled. : Posr hoy, 1 wish e would Auow he

glory in conquering self ; for such a one is stronger ‘than
uthuum-m.' -

from the superintendent the next morning, Mise M
rison was pleased. The two she had oc;:r
good recitations were honor pupils.

She was almost ue excited about it as her pupils, As
she stood before them with the averages and promotion
certificutes, there was o stir of interest. Every pupil kept
tls eye on the cards in her Mand, and with expectant,

expression,

X wish you eould all be homor pupils, but I think you
are that, Yunﬂhn;h“hﬂ:kqh this examina-
tion than an excellent average, You were trusted
in the , and 1 think mo one betrayed the
mundlmhkwmmnn hwp:&lhmthtn
count, ‘I cansot tell you how proud ‘pleased I was
that you all acted as you did, and T know that you have
been happler on that actount, As you cannot all be first,
let the ones who are not forget that you bave not suc-
muu,wmmmwu ones. It
hudh.nuuﬂi,vblmmm.tﬂmhm
all done that. But as to the averages, 'Carrie Parks is
first, having an average of '

Joe Swires is second, with ninety.

WWM (bnad the cards, Carrie's face’

was wreathed in she. fairly clutched the report
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