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ATTITUDE OF THE FARMERS,

By Joha M. Stahl,

While not complaining and while freely and
gladly acknowledging thelr great prosperity,
due In large measure to the development of
manufacture, transportation and trade, farm-
ers nevertheless belleve that the margin be-
tween the price pald to them and the

pald by the consumers of

wealth of those already too rich,

Farmers recognize that the value of thelr lands and
the profits of their business are lurgely due fo the mar-
ketg crented by manufuacturer and the transportation pro-
But the farmer distinguishes between
the manufacture, teansportation and sale of articles and
the work of corporntions and individuals that put their
attorneys and willing servauts Into State Leglslntures and
In executive offices and even on
the bench, not for the publle good, but to secute advan-
tnpes that are unfair In themsélves and in thelr results
Speaking largely. the remedy
Injnstios would not be
of the nature of speclal laws or efforts In the way of arbi-
or arbitrary seizure of
n distribution to any in-
Jured class, but rather we wonld depend on the awaken-
tmd =pirit as will cow-
P*l Just laws and secure to oevery ciass itz full rights In

vided by rallwuys.

the Natlounl Congress,

dangerous to the muasses,
we would propose for econoiuic

trary hindrances to bonest trade
the holdings of any claxs and

ing of snch a nationd! congelence

open competition with il

MEN AND WOMEN BOOKE
By Elia

How idly we nse
apon thie
many days"

winters . for thog

Ingpired by the divine
Whether rour b
some or polsanons,

“after many duys"
1t sowetimes I«
{his reacting nature;
the stronger will be s foree
begina,

Unless we find somethilioz every day
we never shall be able to enjoy fally
may come to us
for unhappiness, and v
it bick into harmonlons proportions,
has learned the lession or
some degree In his bard days never wi
ones, When he undertakes to eunjoy

bome, he will find the only demon ol unrest is with him

his relentless boomerang.

There I8 the digloyal thought, which
men and women, safler [ron.
of thelr own minds for their brulses.

evitably must hrhl;: disaster o thue.
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A LITTLE LESSB!I I PATRIOTISM. g
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Goueral Bur-

When
goyne started from Canada with 80,000
lplondtdly equipped soldiers nnd the

in June, %77,

finest train of arti]-
lery that lhad ever
been seen in Amer-
fea, It was  confl-
dently expected by
the DBritish mials-
try and the British
army that he would
l.'.‘iill'l'il‘!ll ¢ no diffi-
culty In subjugating
the continental
army,

But General Phil-
ip Schuyler had
been busy in felling the trees, obstruct-
ing the fords and breaking down the
bridges in the country through which
Burgoyne must come. By the time Bur-
goyne reached Fort Edward, he was
compelled to forage for food, The New
England militia cut him off from Can-
ada,

At the battle of Bennington the
Americans under Stark bad defeated
him. Now nothing was left to him but
hard fighting, The genius of General
Bchuyler had bemmed In the British.
Just as victory for the Amerleans was
in sight General Schuyler was super-
seded by General Gates, To Gaotes went
the credit of the splendid victory of
Baratoga, Oct. 17, 1777,

It might Lave been expected that
General Schuyler, whose retlrement
had been due te a mistake, rather a
blunder, on the part of the autharities
in charge, should feel the personal
chagrin se keenly that he would have
no more to do with the cause for which
he had fonghbt, but where Lils services
were unappreciated. On the contrury,
be devoted his best efforts to It and
was finaly rewarded with the vindica-
tlon and the houor he deserved,

PHILIP SBCHUYLER.

GOOD ONLY TO RUN F!_ACES.

Thoroughbred Hoerse Would Be Val-
neless if There Were No Betting.
Jumes Coyle got a party of sporting

men and rave borse owners to guessing

a few nlghts ago, They were disepss-

lng the thoroughbred and incldentally

politics and betting. Mr. Coyle advane

ol some origimal views us to what glives

the thoroughbred race horee its valoe.

He set them all guessing by the state-

ment that if betting on racetracks wils

suddenly prohibited the race horse
would have no value whatever.

“Yon believe that betting has not all
to do with values of the race horse,” he
sald. “Why, If the right to bet on a
race was cut off—that Is, If there was
no betting allowed-—there are horses in
all parts of the country, worth from
$30,000 apward, that would not be
worth 30 ecents You needn’t look so
surprised.” be cootinued. “What do
the people go to racetracks for? 1Is It
to see the rages? They can't see any-
thing but a fGonish in most of them.
What crowds the roce course st big
evenis? Do you belleve It ls all love
for the borses? More than half of
those In attendunce do not even see the
finish, They ave there to lay down a
bet.

“Now, & they caunot bet will they
uttend the races? Aond if they do not
attend what will become of the race
tracks? If there s Do racing what will

altogether too great and that this margin has
vonitributed much to aggregations of wealih
tlut fire dangerous; hence farmers would not try to in-
crease by large thelr profits by compelling the consumers
of farm products to pay more, but rather by lessening
the apportunity of an Increase by unfalr means of the

LANG TARGETS.
the phrase, “Cast thy bread

it no truer worils aver were
sonrees of
wil i sweet or sour, whole

shall
Thought is a boomerang.
long in proving Itself to be of
bt the greater the delay
when the backward swing

any blessing which
Contionel discontent shapes the mind
punt of good luck can twist
The mian who never
contentment and happiness in
Il tind It In his easy

Thery blame fate Instead
The disloyal friend
or the IMithless lover, sets carrents in action whlilch In-

are foreed to suffer

price
their products |s

mony.

after. Everything

time to come.

slie can depend,
Inrly,

for smnall amounts
how galllng it 1s to

enough, and loving

aecordingly, nor

Wheeler Wilcox.
trouble is threatend

shalt find it after
all truth.
return

to yon

to be happy over,

JULIET V. STRAUSS.
travel, soclety or

superiority.
many peaple, both
rade in the “elect"
pany."”
females ean look)
1 do not mean the

riding, driving er haullng a wugon
Well, If they can't race nor be used in
any other way what possible value
could they have? Cut off betting and
see what your big-priced racing horse
will bring."—Cinclnnatl Enqguirver.

LONDON'S NEW LORD MAYOR.

SIR WILLIAM TRELOAR.

Blr Willlam P. Treloar, whose lnsug-
urition as Lord Mayor of London was
marked by n pageant symbolie of the
seven conturies of the clty's growth, is
much Interested in charlty work., It ls
expected that his ndministration will
gtart some excellent movements 1o re-
lieve the condition of the poor. King
Bdward sent his customiary donation to
the little cripples’ Christmns food,
which 8ir Willlam fouuded, and ex
pressed his pleasure at Its flourlshing
condition.

CLEANING THE FUNNEL
OF A FAST CRUISER,

The pleture shows an operation which
goes on quite frequently on board ship,
especially In the navy, where It is coo-
sidered the proper thing to keep the
men employed ns much as possible. As
sopn as the exposed surfaces of a ves-
gel are coverad properly with palut It
is scraped off and the process ls  re-
peated. Thus It Is that Uncle Sam's
bill for white lead and lipseed oll
amounts to a very large sum every
year.

From the viewpuiut of a seosible
jerson imitation s the wost disgust.
ing form of fattery.

be the value of your high-priced run-
ning horse?

Two-thicds of the so-called soclety

Ha cannot be used for | “400" are clpbers.

friend who outgrows the other, the lover who finds It
Impossible to continue loving,
sometimes occur with the most loyal!
those who repay trnst with trickery, confidence with de-
celt, et who cry out agalnst croel destiny when they

WOMEN'S EXTRAVAGANCE OFTEN MEN'S FAULT.

Nothing ean be more foolish than for a
young couple to start married
grand splurge, spending the few hundreds or
80 In the bank In unnecessiry extravagances
which will do them no practical service when
the money la gone,
solld reserve fund avallable it s 11l advised to
draw upon It beavily, or even to abstain from
adding to it, If possible, at the outset of matri-

When once the Inltial expenses of the wedding
and honse furnishing are over, the cost of living ought
to be, and usunlly Is, less for 4 tlme than It will be there-

obliged to muke such requests

his finanelal position,
leave her

around them “these peupla™

Thore sad experiences
But 1 refer to

from the same qualities in others,

By Helen Oldfield.

life with a

Even where there Is a

is new, and with ordinary eare there !

should be no outlay in replacing or repairing for some

Whatever a man's incoms, be It large or small, his wife
has a moral right to a certain portlion of it, upen which
and this should be given to her regu-
without her being compelled to ask for It
humilinting position for any one to be left without a dol-
Inr to pay an expressman;
small amount due on a letter delivered at the door! The
avernge man dislikes exceedingly to be continually asked

Itisa

nay, worse, not to have the

of money, but he rarely appreclates
his wife's pride, her self-respect, to be
Let every man be honest
enough, to glve his wife a falr idea of
and trust her to conduct herself
in Ignorance when serious
ng to ingulf her as well as him.

SNOBBISHNESS AND “THE ELECT."

By Juliet V. Strauss,
There is no snob so unutterable, so
diggusting and intolerable as the in-
tellectunl snob, If Le were really
bright he would know things and
among them he would know what
real “smartness” I8 and that people
who have It mever go blathéring
around about “the elect.,” They Just
be it and say nothing about it
The idea of ealling those who have
suncceeded in getting rid of thelr ob-
ligations to thelr nelghbors, and form-

ed a little cllgue of thelr own—the '
eclect! 1T get disgusted with these smart people who ean
ind only a few upprecintive friends, who eall the people
and assume an air of bored |

1 remember of hearing a little girl sax once to a com-

business: “It {s just we, us and com-

Both of them tittered at this and looked (as only

at another little girl who wasn't “in"

we, us and company,

TURTLES TURNED ON REFEREE,

They Resented Man's Interfering iu
u Personal Quarrei.

Miiton J. Vreeland, n farmer living
near Plne Brook, N. J., was nearly
drowned In the Passale Rlver the
other day as the result of his acting
as referee In a fight between two snap-
ping turtles, says the New York
World, Vreeeland, who was in a canoe,
watched the bout for a minule or two
and then declded that It was time for
the combatants to break away.

He paddied up to them, reached
over thoe side, eaught them by the talls,
ope in ench hand, and swung them into
the canoe—one in the bow, the other
In the stern of the frail eraft. But
the turties 4id not accept this decl-
g'on. They wanted to fight on, and
belng unable to get ot each other they
attacked the self-appointed referee,

The farmer had found It an easy
matter to cateh hold of the turtles'
talls when they were in the water, but
It was lmpossible now with the cance
to keep on an even keel, He eaught
up the paddle and with this managed
to beat off his assallants for a while,
but aut last the canoe capsized. As It
did so one of the turtles dealt the
farmer n blow in the' back just below
the bLelt. It clung to the place on the
trousers where it had snapped and
Vreeland found he could not swim.

He says himself he would have gone
to the bottom but for Frank Jacobus,
who turned a hend in the river in a
cunoe  and towed man end turtles
ashore.

Mr. Ulevelnnd Hm.arml !"he.

The late Willlain C. Whitney wanted
to do something out of the ordinary
when he gave his first eabinet dinner
a8 g moember of PPresident Cleveland's
cablnet,  He sconred the markets of
Washington for delleacies. For frult,
he decided he would have peaches,

It wans the middle of Febroary, and
there were no peiches in Washington.
e found a man in New York who sald
e conlidl pet and Whitney or-
dered n basket.

The dinner wns a great eneccess. [In
discusaing It next day Judge Lamar
said:  “Those peaches were fine, Mr.
Whitney., Where dld yon get them?”

“In New York,” Mr. Whitney said
“A mnn there found thewm for me"

“Peaches In February are certainly
g grent treat,” continued Lamar, “If
it 1s a fair question, how mneh did
they cost?™

sune,

“T'hey cost fortyoight dollars a
dozen” sald Whitney.
“And did President Cleveland eat

any of them? [Ie I8 so fond of frult”

“pid he eat any of them?' exploded
Whitney. *“I thought Le rather crowd-
ed the mourners. Ie ate five!"—8at.
urday Evening Post.

Scoring on the FPreacher,

The Minlster—There Is nothing ean
equal the dullness of that razor yon
are using

The Barber—Well, I guess yon would
see your mistake If you should try to
shave yourself with one of your ser.
moas.—Philadelphia Herord.

Groat PPress of lu-lnm.

Father—Do you know, sir, that I act-
ually saw you embrace my daoghter?

Sultor—1 beg your pardon, sir. The
truth s, | was so frightfolly busy at
the time that 1 falled to notlce you, |
sincerely Lope you will forgive me —
Le Bourire.

There s something wm_:;; with =
§ @oall boy who keeps hls face clsan

Tench me (he truth, Lord, though !t put to Olght
My cherished dreama and fondest fancy's play,

.- 5’-. |

el |

Qive me to know the darkness from the Jght,

The Night from Day.

Teach me the truth, Lord, though my heart may brealk,
in casting out the falsehood Tor the true.

Help m fo take my shattered life and mnke
Its actlons new,

Teach me the truth, Lord, though my feet may foor a
The rocky puth that opens out 1o me,
Rough It may be, but let the way be clear
That leads to thee.

Tench me the truth, Lord, when fales crecds doear,
When man-made dogmas vanish with the night,
Then, Lord, en thee my darkened soul shall stay,
Thouo Living Light,

s=Priends’ Intelligencer.
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After Many Years.

O I look nlee, auntle?™ ‘The

spenker was standing befere a

full length wirrer, her pretty
head twisted to one slde to survey mul-
titudinouys flounces of white tulls over
pale bine silk, constituting the elabor-
ate evening dress coverlng her slendor,
graceful figure. Clusters of blus flow-
ers with snowy lenves enught the dress
at the puffed overskirt, fermed a bou-
quet de corsage, aml were twisted In
the profusion of golden eurls.

“You look very nice, my dear”™

Miss Della Merriman had taken a
long survey of the exquisite face be-
fore she spoke, and was satisfied with
the appearance of her young and layes
1y protege.

“Very nles,” she repeated. “Tlortense
has fittad you perfectly, and the dress
ls most becoming. Now, If yon will
get my jowel case yeu may woar my
pearls.”

“Thanks!"™ cried Elsle, earefally lift-
ing the heavy casket, and putting it on
a table beside Miss Merrtman, “1 am
porry you have guch a cold! This will
be a splendid party, I know. Ah, aun-
tie,” she continued, opening a small
box in the jewel-case, "1 never enw
this ™

8he beld up, as she spoke, a slendor
ehaln, from which depended a gold

surface

gleamed
one pearl of great beauty, pure and
large.

‘Oh, how lovely!” Eisle erled, elasp-

locket, upon whoae

ing the chaln saround her slender
throat. “May I wear It7"

Miss Merrlman wos moved, as the
locket was held up before her. Bome
stronz memory gtirred her usaally pla-
eld features, for the soft brewn eyes
grew troubled, and her Jlips quivered.

“Would you rvather I fook It off™
Elsie asked gently.

“No, dear, you may wear it. Puat In
the solitalre pearl ear-rings. 1 hear
the carringe. Do not keep Mra Jame-
son walting.”

“1 wish you were golng,” Elsle sald,
as Miss Merriman wrapped a warm
epers cloak over the delicate dress. I
never feel half so happy at a party if
you are at home."”

“Thank yon, dear. Now run along.”

8o Elsle, alrendy forgetting the lock-
et and troubled face, kissed her so-
ealled nunt warmly and flittal away,

For Miss Della Merriman, who had
inberited thirty thousand pounds from
a eecond consln, greatly to her own
amazement, was uwot Elsle Garman's
aunt. Nineteen years before she had
closed the eyes of the girl's dead moth-
er, ifted a week-0ld babe to her awn
bosom, and taken her home. Not to
such luxuries as now surroumded her—
not to bull dresses, pearls and gayety —
but to a snall room In 8 lodging house
Here for twelve long vears she had de-
nied bereelf every luxury of Hfe, many
comforts, to provide food for the ehlld,
to clothe her comfortably, and to send
her to school, Bhe was but a girl her
gelf, scarcely twenty In those days,
parning her bread by maklng artificial
flowers, and working carly and Iate to
keep the room thdy, cook the shuple
food and do the necessary sewing whoen
slie wans not working at her trade,

But when wealth ecame suddenly mnd
pnexpectedly, Hlooding Elsie's life with
sunshine, Miss Delin altered little from
her former gelf, True, she had lelsure
time, could open ber Kind hands In
echarity where before she had  only
given her warm, tender sympathy ; but
a8 she had been In poverty, qulet, gen-
tle, nand even sad, so In prosperity the
same calm gravity rested on lip and
brow, the same deep sadoess lurked in
the soft brown orbs,

Though hut forty, ber holr was some-
what streaked with gray, and prema-
ture uge was the frult of a tollful life
and sorrowful bhenrt. Yet sbe was
lovely still, and goodness ever beamed
from ber sad, pitying glunce,

After Elsie had left her she put as!de
the jowelease, and sat musing before
the fire. Bhe had made It one of her
dutles to ber adopted child to aecom-
pany her, after lntroduction to soclety,
to all scenes of gayety. But s severe
cold bad rendered exposure to the
pight alr an Improdence on this, the
evening of Mra. Walton's large party;
and Elsle had joined the family of a
friend.

Memory was very busy In Delta Mer-
rhinun's beart as she sat over the fire
during Elsle's absence—so busy, that

the carringe rolled to the door as the
mante] clock chimed two,

There were words of parting, then
light steps on the siairs, and Elsle
came In, not as usual, full of bright
anlmation, but with an earnestness of
purmw quite unusual to her,

“Did you have a pleasant evening,
dear?" Miss Della asked,

“Yes—no—I don't know.
very tired?®”

Are you

The last words were all of the dis-
coniectad answer the glrl seemed ahle
to glve on ncconnt of her emotion.
“No, dear! Why Blsle, love, what Is
IL" For she was looking troubled.

“l1 have a message for you, auntie.”
“Tor mo ™

“From a stranger who was nt Mra
Whalton's—Mr. Carrington- -Rulph Car-
rington.”

Delin Merrimnn rose to her feet. she
tried to speak, but the words wouiu not
colne,

“Auntic.” the girl
“don’t look so—don't."
“T'ha  message 3"
whispered.

“He told me to tell yew that ths man
who killed Harry Garman was Charles
Ralston, the cashler of the Hope Bank,
who had confessed his guilt. Te sald,
Tell Misa Merrlman that to-morrow 1
will see her' Auntle” Elsle contla-
ued, with urgent entreaty, “what does
It mean? was not Harry Garman wy
father?”

“Yes, child, It means,” Miss Meprl-
man said solemnly, “that the cross (hat
for twenty years has laln on my life
has lifted to-night. You shall know all,
Elsle, at once. 1 will not send you to
a sleepless bed, child, with your heart
#0 troubled. Dut give me a few mo-
ments to think of your tidings, and tell
me how thls message came to be c¢n-
trusted to you."

“Mrs. Walten came to me late In
the evening, and asked permission o
Introduce Mr, Carrington. [ noticed a
stranger, whe looked at me very ear-
nestly.”

“A tall, handsome man, with curl-
ing brown hair, and pleasant features,
wearlng a full beard of waving goldon
brown?"

"No, a tall, grave man, with stern
features, smoothly shaven, with gray-
Ish halr.”™

“True! troe!
must be 45.7

“When he was Introduced to we, he
touched the locket upon my neek, *ap-
don me,” he sald, “If T am tonv ecurlous:
but your name and that trinket pre
connected with so much in my life that
[ venture to ask you something con-
cerning them. The locket first. Did
not some one give It te you—a lady?
His looks were so eager, that 1 told
himn the locket wos yours. Then he led
me on, llttle by little, untll I told bl
my whole life. ke sald be had been
here two months seeking for you. He
did not look for n wealthy woman, but
one poor and solitary. Then [ Inform-
ed him how poor we had been; and
about your cousin, and how you had
lavighed every good thing on me., And
then, auntie, he whispered half to hig-
self that 1 had no clalm on you. What
did he mean? Are you not wy aunt?”

“No, dear, there I8 no tie of blood
between us., Your clalm I1s the elnim
of love; for you have been the one
comfort, the one sunshine, of my lonnsly

crled, terrified,

Miss  Merriman

I had forgotten. [e

Ifte. Twenty years ago, Elsie, Ralph
Carrington gave me the [locket you

have upon your neck, a gift of betroth.
al, for we loved each other truly, aud
were engaged to be martied. | was a
poor girl, making artificial fowera for
brend—an orphan, too, He was nssist-
ant cashier of the Hope Bank, where
vour father was night watchmuon, and
Charles Ralston was the head cashier.
Ralston was In love with me, and pur-
sued me with unwelcome attentlons.
“Oue day, to vid bhlmself of his Im-
portunities, I told him 1 bad promised
to warry Ralph, e left me o & rage.
Only one week later the bank was cn-
tered at night, your father shot through
the heart, and Ralph Carvington Qs
coverad In the vault trylong to revive
him. Fle was arrested and teied. He
told n story no one credited, that
Charles Italston had sent hln from Lis
house to the bank for papers, afler
keeping blm busy thore over the books
all the evening. But Ralston swore
thut be had pot been at home that
eveulng, and proved It; that the kevs
of the vault safe, found banging In the
key-hole, were stolen from his desk,

AP VP SINFET |
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drawing-room.,

vanced to meet her, trying to find
traces of her lover. Not unt!l he smiled
tenderly did she recognize him,

Then, her own coyes dim with tears,
she sald softly:

“You are more than welcome, I am
rejoleed the clond g lifted from your
life, Ralph!™

And he, holding the trembling hand
fast in his strong ones, answered ;

“I have found you at last. 1 began
to fear you were dead, Delia. My little
love, my darling!"

“Ralph,” she sald, the bright blul-l
rising to her faded checks, “you for-
get we are gray-haired, elderly poo-
ple!™

“I forget everything but that you are
here, that the hope that hag seemed a
dream of madness for twenty years Is
realized. 1 bave been In Callfornia,
Dielin, all these years, amassing wealth,
under another name, working for gold
to drown thought. T have led a busy
life, but there has not been one hour
when 1 have not pietured such happl-
ness nf this, You are mine, Delin?
You will not send me from you? Yon
will be my wife?"

“If you wish It," she said softly, her
own falthful heart theilling under the
sincerity of his tone, “1I have never
ceised to love you or to pray for you,
Ralph."

Soclety speculated upon the brief
courtship, for there was a qulet wed-
ding within a month, bat nobody knew
of the painful past save Elsle, the
cherished child still of Ralph Carrlag-
ton and his wife—~Waverley.

FRAUDS IN LETTER BOXES,

Posinl OMeinls Seéek to Proteet the
Pablie from Swindlers,

“The reason why postmasters In
Inrge clties exercise care In the rent-
ing of letter boxes Lo patrons,” sald a
postofiice official to a Star reporter, “is
becnuse, unless the applicants are
known or ldentified to the postmas-
ters, they might rent boxes to persons
engaged In fraodulent occcupations.
“The postoflice department has ae-
complished great reforms within re-
eent yvenrs toward the stamplng out
of fraudulent concerns who use the
mnlls to reach thelr victims, but there
Is one abuse which has not yeét been
renched, malnly for lack of sultable
legislation, and that Is the private let-
ter box.

“Postmasters are required to cnuse
the applicunt for a box In the city post-
otfice Lo cortify over his signature that
the box shall not be used for the pro-
motlon of any fraudulent purpose or
in pursuance of an lllegal business,
They nlso require hlm to furnish his
address, business In which bhe 18 en-
gaged, If any, as boxes are often rent-
ed to persons not engnged In business
aud to women whose correspondence
I8 large, and to glve n reference. It
has not been found that this rule Is
oppressive or obnoxious to any person
who does not deslre to use the box for
un lmproper purpose, but It has been
found that It abuts out a great many
persons who wished a box for lllegitd-
mute purposes.

“The private letter box should be
abollshed and the attentlon of congress
ought to be called to (s abuse in large
citles, 1t Is often Impossible to locate
persons engaged In conducting fraudu-
leut and unlawful correspondence
through the mnails, For a small sum
these lodividuasls ean rent a box In
some store, usunlly a clgar or station-

hmou.lmtmnn:im
odlruriehmmdnomm
he got his money.
lorllmwhldttﬂlltmw
Dan captain and ringlender of a |
of moonshiners, but that in his en
days before he came to the ‘
swinging along the high road one day,
whistling a marching tune, that he had|
sorved his term In the penitentiary
well as the army, for breaking into.
bank or burglarizing some rich ma
resldence. The latter tale was starte
by Bill Jones, a shifty eyed, lanky fel-
low, owner of a prosperous country
store In the village, whose

agalust Dan was due to a summary dis-
missal from Dan's farmhonse, when hh
visits to see Mirlam, Dan’s haadsome
young daughter, nﬂ!pdlﬁﬂﬂﬂﬁ.

Dalton Fenwlek !el Into the nleuu 4
ing hablt of loltering Away the morm-
ing bours with Mir on the well

shaded porch, while her elderly com-
panlon, Mrs, Carter, looked after enl-
Inary matters, ever dear to her
or In the afternoons ef
summer days they wounld
the forest, &it on a rock a
Glen/ Birnie's falls and
ters, ethiexl, soclal and ethers,
sound of the rush of the wa
they would drive to soma

let lying in the heart of a
coming back at nightfall when
glory of day had fallen behind
dulating ranges and faint mists
the peaks.

There must have boea seme very
¢ia] cause which absorbed and occupled
Dan Kirkwood those days. His i
would be saddied and bronght
door, and after & hasty breakfast he
would ride off, over the same trall
through the woods, coming back late In
the afternoon, jaded, hut with a |
jubllation in his stern face, although he
sald nothing as to the cause of It, or
the reason for his continued absences,

That he rode far was evident from
the tired walk and drooping neck of his
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ery store, through which to recelve lets
ters addressed to them, instead of hay- |
ing them addressed and dellvered to
thelr plnces of resldence from the elty
postoffice.” —Washington Star.

Last King of nn Anclent Line,

'fhe Sultan of Brunel Is 83 yenrs of
age—at least so he told me. And while
e stoops as he walks, he mnkes the
appearance rather of a temporary in- |
valld than of an old man, He seemed
pleased when 1 told him that he might
pusg far G0; and Indeed he might, for
his face Is singulayly free from wrin-
kles. His expression of benevolence
suggests the late Leo XIIL—hls smille
|s engaging, albelt tinged with sad-
Hess, |

s bhonse was ruling when the RHo-
mun empire had hardly ceased to erum-
ble, Ilis ancestors gave the law to a
vast eastern emplre when Europe was
{ but a putchwork of barbarous chiefs,
| and when, ufter centurles, Spanish and I
Portuguese found thelr way to the
Splee Islands  they lald  propitlating
gifts at the feet of the Borneo Sultan
—as vassals, bumbly begglng the right
to live within his dominlons.

nnd be had not seut his clerk to the
bank. Bo Rualpbh wns convieted
sentenced. He escaped!  Elsie, | Yad
saved fty pounds for my wedding gar-
ments. I went to gee him In prison,
und, knowlng be was lunocent, 1 gave
bim the money to bribe the keeper of
his cell. The man took I, and Ralph
wins free. I have never known If he
llved or died uutll tonlght.

“After he was gone, your mother was
taken (ll. Before her marriage she hud
worked for the same establishment
where 1 was employed, and [ knew her
well, The shock of her husband's
death was too severe for her, and rhe
pever rose from ber bLed. though she
Uved three months When she died,

she started as If from a dream when

1 promiwed you should be wy charge,

and |

Bruuel is still the metropolls of na-
tive Borneo—Indeed, the nume Borneo
Is but & corruption of Brunel—yot lew
mups show the existence of this empire,
—[larper's Maguzine,

Aunthoritative,
| “The finest bit of scenery In  your
eauntry, 1 undersiand,” sald the visitor
from London, “is on the I D. Q. rall
road.”

“Who told you that?” demanded the
New: Yorker.

=No one; 1 giathered the Informa-
tion myself from a little guldebook I
found In my botel, don't y' know,"—
Philadelphin Press

Isn't It surprising that Jokers get

sorrel when le got back, por did hes
visit his mill or farm, the young man
in charge of both ceming nightly to
make his report

Miriam was surprised, then
uneasy, but wus too proudly devoted to
her father to have any doubts concern-
ing bim or his occupatien, nor would _
she ask any questions, us he did not !
yolunteer to explain, &

“We are golng on a grand expedition -
to-morrow, Gad. | wish you were not - =
so busy and could go with us,” Mirlam
wald, placing a loving hand en her fath-
er's shoulder,

“1 wish 1 could, girlle. Where are
you golug? 1 suppose Dalton will be
nlong ¥

“Oh, yes. We Intend to plenie In
Black Cave. Dear old Carter has got-
ten up a famous lunch basket, We will
drive there in the four-seated trap, and
Joe will come anlong to look after the
horses."

Black Cave, half way up Black
Mountuin, Is n singular and rather
startling place to visit.

It rins back from the sharp deelivity
of a precipilous cliff, which is heavily
timbered, and the entrance, small and
narrow, I8 80 hemmed in by shrubs and
pusbes 1t I8 only discernible to those
who know It while the towerfng gram- d
ite boulder Inte which the cave runs'is
overgrown with a century.old forest
growth of hemlock snd pines. A

The drive back would have besn gle-
rlous only Miriam complalned of a4 =
headache, nnd the horses being metties
some and the road rough, Dalton's closs
attention was required to avold any
mishap

It was growing toward dusk, but lh.
Kirkwood bad not returned,

Bill Joones slouched up the M“
the porch steps,

“Not bome yet? [ thought “!
I'm sorry to bring you bad

so few whippingst
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