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HE HAD OUTGROWN IT.
“About how many people have you

The prayer meeting was a simple,
{riendly group of men and women, and
a few young people.

here!” asked R , @3 they stepp
from the depot platform to the board-
walk that led up Main street.

“Something over a thousand,” ans-
wered Harris,

“Pretty little place,” said Rossman
with an amused, patronizing smile.

He knew that such places existed, of
oourse, for he had seen them from the
window of a Pullman, but for thirty
years he had soarcely realized there
were places without pavement, electric
lights, street cars, cabs and automo-
biles.

“Well, hello, Jake."

“‘Hello, Harris."

1t was a countryman who had come
up and stood talking to Rossman’s com-
panion. The great man—he was a
lionaire—felt an affront to his import
ance to be kept waiting on a street cross
ing while two men talked about nothing,
apparently. 8o far as he could under-
stand, there was no trade up between
them. They were merely talking,

Rossman wondered if Harris fully ap-
preciated his ‘importance; if he knew
that with a stroke of the pen he could
huy a dozen towns like that.

“A customer?” he asked as they went
on up the street.

“Oh, mo,” said Harris, “A fellow
from over the creek I had not seen for
several weeks.”

“You see,” said Rossman, when they
had reached Harris' office, “your way
of handling this local branch of our
plow business has attracted the attention
of the Board.

“And as T was passing through on my
way home from California, decided to
drop off between trains and look into
your methods myself.”

“1 shall be pleased to give you any
information I can,” said Harris.

He was a smooth-faced, clean, frank-
looking man of forty, and his matter-of-
fact acceptance of the president of the
company rather stung the millionaire.
He was used to deference from those
under him.

When the business was finished they
were told at the depot that, on account
of a wreck, it would not be possible for
Mr. Rossman to get out before the next
morning.

Harris invited him to spend the night
at his home.

Tt was a six-room cottage set well back
in & broad, grassy yard.

Mrs, Harris shook hands with him in
a friendly, neighborly way. Bhe was a
pleasant-faced, amiable-looking woman,
and, although she had not expected com-
pany, made him welcome, and soon had
supper ready.

Tt amused Rossman, “this primitive
fashion of living,” as he called it. The
food was all set on the table, and was
passed from one to the other, There
were no waiters, no servants of any kind,
s0 far as he could see.

But he admitted that the food tasted
good, and that the spirit of the family
was bright and happy.

Tt seemed queer—just as it had when
Harris talked to the countryman—that
m‘x tually like to talk to each other.

“Mr, Rossman,” said Harris after sup-

, “we are going to prayer meeting.
Would you like to come along, or would
you prefer to remain here?”

Heo said he would go along, repeating
1o himself, “When in Rome, do as the
Romans do.”

He sauntered out into the yard, that
they might not see his mirth over the
situation.

“Prayer meeting,” he chuckled to
himself. “Well, R. T. Rossman, that is
_» good one on you."

R n noted again, with surprise,
that they seemed actually glad to see
each other. He tried to remember how
long it had been since he had met and
had a friendly visit with any man who
had nothing whatever to do with his
business,

They sang some songs. One read from
the Seriptures. They discussed the pass-
age in an informal way, and then
soveral prayed.

The millionaire had heard, and said
many sarcastic things about long-faced
praying hypoerites. He had probably
come to believe what he said.

But he was honest enough to admit
these people did not appear in that
light. They seemed, for the most part,
singularly frank and sincere.

They prayed for each other, for some
sick neighbor, for the unsaved, and
even for the stranger within the gate,
and his absent loved ones.

“Absent loved ones.” he repeated to
himself, and smiled MIf sneeringly at
the thought of that term being applied
to the grand lady who rules his palace.

When they rotuned to the house Mrs.
Harris played on the piano and it sound
ed uncommonly like music.

“You know,” said Rossman when all
but he and Harris had retired, “that is
the first time 1 have been to prayer
meeting in thirty years. A fellow soon
out grows that kind of thine when he
goes to the city.”

“Or grows away from it,
quietly amended Harris.

“No,” corrected Rossman, resuming
his superior air, “outgrows it. When &
man comes into contact with the world
and in touch with progressive thought
he loses his taste for the old, outgrown
theorfes of religion.”

wyes," said Harris, “he often loses his
{aste for it, but a man may lose his
taste without outgrowing it. He may
be sick, for instanoe, or let a worse
taste take its place.”

“Why, take my club at home for in
stance. There are a hundred of the
leading business men of the country.
They know the world. They are shrewd
and keen. How many of those men, do
you imagine, would believe in a thing
like that to-nightt They would laugh
until their sides ached if they knew T
had been to prayer meeting. No sir,
we have outgrown it."

“TIn what way?" asked Harris,

“Oh, every way,” said Rossman. “We
have advantages in the city, you know,
that you fellows never dream of.”

“Ts it books?” asked Harris.

“No, not necessarily books,” he re-
plied, glancing uneasily at the
well-filled shelves of books, There were
other well-used ones upon the table. This
was a subject to be avoided. The million-
aire had not read a book in twenty years.
“But, you know, the great scientists
and lecturers come to the ecity.”

“Who did you hear last year?" ask-
ed Harris,

“Well, T didn't hear any, Haven't

”

perhaps,”

time.
“Tt is educationslly?” asked Harris.
“Not, not in schools, best edu-
cation, you know, comes from experi-
ence,” This was touchy point.
Rossman's ed had ended with
the high school.

“Ts it magasines, or dail papersi”
;'M ﬂtl:.ﬂl. a smile lmdu around

u.-;b-yn-muu.uu
for such stuff.”

“1 ses,” said Harrls, “Tt is business.
Your superior wisdom in
was gained in handling the Internation-
al Sulky Plow.”

It was not said sarcastically, bui as
a philosopher might have spoken @
truth,

Rossman made no reply.

Harris had almost forgotten the in-
cident, when, one day, a personal letter
oame from the president of his com-
pany. Tt said: “Since that night with
you 1 have faced the truth, and 1 have
studied myself and the men about me.
You were right about it,"—Advance.

PAT TO THE RESCUE.

No truer friends exist than Bounce

‘and Pat. Bounce is a little brindle dog

with no pride of ancestry. Pat, 8 Mal
tese cat, got his name because he first
saw the light on St. Patrick’s Day.

These playmates and allies were on
the front porch of their master's home
when a big sutomobile passed. In the
front seat wers a young man and &
girl; behind them sat upright a big bull-
dog, which glared around combatively.
The bulldog spied the peaceful Bounce
and Pat, and jumping from the auto,
dashed straight toward the poreh

“Another vietim for Boxer,” loudly
laughed the girl.

The ecautious Pat, seeing
swift approach, flew up a piazza, post
to await developments. The hos able
little Bounce stood wagging his ignoble
little tail to welcome the stranger. Box-
er, who was named after the Chinese
ruffians, sprang at Bounce, seized his
ear, and while the poor little mongrel
kiyied supplicatingly, dragged him
down the steps to the lawn. Then the
bulldog sil d by grippi
throat.

Brave Pat realized that if ever Bounce
needed his friend’s aid it was then. Pat
dropped noiselessly to the porch, mea-
sured the distance in a flash, and, strain-
ing every muscle, jumped. e landed
fair on Boxer's back, and, digging his
olaws through hair and hide, hung on
and got his balance. There never wae
a oat more industrious. Pat tore out
hair and flesh “by the handful,” ripped,
gouged and bit, until Boxer's back and
face wers covered with gory hierogly:
phics which might have been a Chinese
decoration of war. The terrified bull-
dog dropped Bounce, rolled over again
and again, ran in circles, jumped up
and squirmed, but whenever he got on
his feet Pat was in the saddle and
clawing; and there he remained at work.

When Boxer, yelping, ran after the
auto, Pat rode awhile to give the finish.
ing ‘mbn Bounce plucked up ecour-
age and pursued. Nearing the auto Pat
sprang from his unwilling steed, and he
:n;‘ll dllouw r‘t‘n home, There
a own on the porch again. Per!
the sun was shining in ]gl('l ayc,m
the master of the pair declares he saw

the cat wink at Bounce.—8elected.

Boxer's

his

ONLY A PENNY.

A little boy proposed to put a penny
in the box for missions, His sister told
him it would be useless to make 80
small a gift, saying it would never be
noticed among the large contributions of
others, He gave the penny, however,
and when the collectors reported a col-

whispered to

lection of £6 5s. 1d., he

Mt ere] that ia b
's my penny;

was so little it would never Qd
and the gentleman has told the whole




