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SIGNS OF AGE.
8o, 1 am growing old, you say;
I walk in &« decrepit way ;
My hair i= abrolutely gray
And growing thinner:
My books are all the stupid xind
That entertain a sealle mind ;
And someliow I am disinelined
To dress for dinnee,

I smoke & pipe most of the time:

I hate to walk too far or elimb;

In fact, summead up completely, T'm
A troe back number

I rend my morning paper twice

I'm alwayps offering advies;

Amusement sorves hut to entiow

My wits to slnmber.

I hate my home at night;

I rize almost bofore "tis light;

I wust confess I am not guits
Ho young und sporty ;

I etit my coupons twice a yenr

Of course rou do not eanll that queer

Of course ot '—Come 1o think, my desr,
Yon, too, i

te e

are forty !
—Junian Darand, in New York Sun.
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“If 1 wys o womno an' I had o man
Hke that I'd quit hin cold,” remarked
Jim Holliday, ns the farmer who had
just assisted his wife In ber cholee of
& cialleo dress left the store, "1 blleve
fo treatin’ o womwasn right”

“Maost felleps de afore they've mnor-
ed,” HBaker, *“1'd ke
g0 ot your wife's opinlon o' you "hout

observed Sol
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Little Bloe PVigeom,
Sleep, liwle plgeon, apd  fold  your
wings

Littls blae plgron with velvet syow,
Nitep to the singing of mother-bird »wing

ing
Bwinging the nest where her little one
Hes,
Awny out yvouder | sae 8 sar--

Bilvery star with a (winkling song :
To the saft dew falling 1 bear it oalling,
Calling and tinkling the night along.
In through the window & moonbeam

PO
Litthe gold
wings
All sllently creeplng It asks
ing
Nloeping

moanbeam with mlsty

“Is he nleep-

and dreaming while

THTO VA

mother

Up from the sen there flonts  he sob
Of waves thut are broaking
the share,
Aa though they were groaning in anguish
and moaning
Remoaning the ship that shill comie no
more,

il o

But sleep, little pigeon, and fold
wilge
Little blue plgeon with mournful syos;
Am | not singing? Ses, | am swinging
Swinging the pest whers my darling
livs

Eugone isld.

your

The Grandiniher,

The farmer sat in his ensy chaie
Smoking his pipe of cluy,

While his bale old wife with sy care
Wan clearing the dinner away

A sweet Hittle givl with fine hloe eves

On her grandfather's koee, was ontching

Mies

The olil man laid his band on her head.
Wiih a tear on his wrinkled facs,

He thought Wow often her mother, dead,
Hnd sat in the selfsnme place:

As the tear stole down from his half-shut

eve,

smoke I the <hikl,

muakes you ory !"

“‘Don't waid “how it
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his teeth ; as though he felt sure that
this woald be understoml
“Why, 1 do bwebieve the dog swhnis
his loaf,” sald the taker to his wife
who looked o to e vhat all T
A 1hant e h L bropgin
ni f gL ‘ £ i My ! 1|
my drivor lmd o el sense
i | I
y Frite Hed up o f In brown
1 aind held townrd the dog, Lion |
n itand 2 il fiebinicd
| ‘he wagged his wh
boaly s e went ot of the dog il
l '..' ¥ I .l1'—rl. I L1 ¢
I I feh hls beond up o with
wWanr Vi 1l W+ nlert for any L8 TTAT o
Aoy that might happens aloang
My Pettigrow's O Wus Wil
down on hee hamds, for she ddd uet
bave courage emongh to look up and |
A the hietght sumaner sunshiboe, wheu
| &l her warld was & dark Thon
pomething touebed e hnod, amsd there
wins Llon, lovking strolght Inta ber
eyes and teylog to show her the loaf
Bo, Mre. Peltigrew loft of erying and

A COUNTRY STORXL

A Biting ehill 1x In the alr, a storm slis brooding o the sky,
The plgeous perchsd upon the barn, hoddled In groups, cast anxious eye
Upon the chith, dark clouds that lower, The whistie of & distant tealn
Bounds a now note, welrd, plaiotive, shrill—potent or comitg wnow of rain.

The kettle Dolls awny %0 fust (e houséwife searecs oan keep it full:
She 1ifts it from Sie fre ot Inst and =ets It back where It will o0,
And through the soot run, serpentine,

vanish,

The finmes leap up with cheerfal blaze,

Out In the barnyard now the kins low onch to each, crowd close togeiher,
thelr

Throw up thelr beads and

venther

losn

The sky i dull, without a hint of LWrightness from the hidden miin,
The first Jarge flakes come flovting down from clond to mrth

begun

Lora M. W, Greonleaf,

trabls of red sparks that glow and

the void gloom to dispel and banish

horng, unensy at the threatening

the storm's

tn\e Story of a Clever Dog
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1 can't see what we're golng to do
Lion," sald Mrs. Pettigrew,

She sald: it aloud. though she was
talklng to a dog, and the dog looked
Inta her oyes, and wagged his tall,
and whined n Jittle, with a tremble
going sl through his body. One would
have thought that he wns mnking o
despernte effort to talk, 80 enrnest was
e and Indeed, Mes Pettigrew smilsd
at him a little sadly and murmured :

"Poor Llon, can’t you say it? Bul
yon know all about it, don't vou, old
fellow ¥

Yes, he knew all nbout {t. [le knew
bow the little old woman's strugsle
had been growing harder from month
to month He must have known 1,
becinuse Lie sat down in front of lier
every day .and Jooked at her with
such Intelligent eyes that she niways
felt na though abe were tulking it over
with some confidentinl friend when
she mentloned It to Lion,

The ftrouble hnd been golug on a
long time. Mra, Pettigrew had lived
with some of her family enrs ago, poo-
ple sald, but the family were all dead
or scutteresd and she hnd come to this
town, where she huad supported hor
self for years by dolong the fine sew-
Ing that she did so well. There was
Hitle profit in It at {ts best, because
she took too much palns with it and
after a while her eves falled and she
el to trimming hats and doing “plain
sewing” and so managed to keep
something on her table and a fire on
her hearth. Bur at lust even this had
falled, for ber hmwls were too crip-
pled with rhenmatism to hold the pee
dle uny longer,

Soveral weeks hind poswsd, now. sitee
she hnd made anything:; and ahe lind
beon Hiving on the Hetle honrd that she

lald away for a “ralny day.” Heo-
nomicenl a8 whe teied to be, her small
savings meltsd away; vl now a

whole day tad passed, during which
Mra. Pettigrew hand not eaten

All around  her were people  that
would have been glad to belp her, but
she conld ot heg,  She hnd outhved
her wsefolness, she toll herself  amd
Lion: und there was nothing for her
to do but to dle

it It nppearsd that Lion wias not
willlug to tnke so despondent a view
the situntlon. When hig mistress
hand spoken he ran down towards the
gnte, nnd looked buek, inviting her to
cCome He hnd always gone with
lier on her rounds to muke her glmple
purchases, and he was greatly astons
Islind when she only smiled sadly nnd

r
of

on,

refuse] 1o fallow ‘ol when he sinw
her sink luto ir oml drop her
wrinkled fac ‘er hivnds, e hur-
riod anwny « opath pand Teppasd
over the fen

“The dog wrankeen e sl
the little ola e to herself, Al
yet, It is nnto-al, for he Is hungry.'

But it seemesd that Llon woas ot go-
ing for he wont
guyly down the strect, Jogglng nlong
In o businessllke way that made it
evident he had wade up his wind be
fore he started.  He torped the sorier
ol Plne and  presented hilmself
hefore the counter of the 1ttle It.,l.t-{')‘_
bl and siiling

to remnin hungry,

siraa,

“Here's Llon,™ sald  Baker  Fritse
wiping Nls hands on his apron, *Mips
Pettlerew 120't for belilnd, 1 reckon,

AL the mentlon of Mes Petilgrow,
Lion feallvked all around the  roomns,
with the absund gnumbols that he of
fectell when  he was  partlienlircty
plensed Another customer enme )
just then, and Feitz walted on e,
nnd she took away the lang brown
lonf, wrupped oo osheet of puper

Liow was growlng R et He
etood up, with his rfore (oot on Lhe
edge of the countor and sniffed bun
grily at the loaves thot wore newresr.
Watehing Pritz with Interest os the
haker moved about the Hitle  sparee
back of the connter, Lion opened bLis
expressive month In o mest petonish
fug yawn, amd when (his falled to pro
dooe any mmedinte result e Dol
al the baker, bhig wouth hunging open
il o good-humored siwolle showing all

began lnughlng, and she and Lion sat
down amd dined sumptuously on bread
and waler

The pext day Lion mode hls appear

—_—

et mt the baker's shop agaln, and
brked at the baker: upon which
Frite replied as though the dog had
wmilien :

“Aha, ruscal. you think [ al-
ways sell my broad without money?
Gio home after the nlokel, air,”

But Fritg's wife looked In ngain nnd
suid

“Frite, he took the loaf stralght
home yesterday, for I watched him:
and his mistress hasn’t boen here for
[ don't know how many days, Give
him the lonf, Fritz. Wae shan't miss
.

S0 Elon got his lonf again and took
it home; but he did not Buy to eat It
He ran down the sireet agnln, and
turned down another way, and before
the butcher knew whiat he was dolng,
there was Tdon looking into his eyes,
and barking at him with all his might,
And bhe would not leave off barking,
either, untll the butcher sad:

“Why, Llon, have you come aléne
this worning? You want some meat
for your breskfust? Maybe the old
lndy hasn't been feeding you very wall
Intely.”

And be pleked out some odds and
eils of meat and rolled them up 1n pi-
per, for Lion to take home. The dog
took the package and rushed out with
It at such n rate that he almost upset
Fritz, the baker; who wns coming In
al the door,

“What, hns Lion been buying meat,
fo0®" he nsked In astonishment. “Well,
that dog Is smart, Why, he comes to

Yo

my place after his bread, and my wife
sy he takes It stralght home; and 1
guess he'll take that meat home, too.”

They were so lnterested In the mat-
ter that they left the shop and foilow-

CTHEY  DINED SUMPTUOUSLY

AND wWaTER"

ON  BREAD

wateh him all the way home. Sure
enoligh, he went on up the street, and
leaped aver the gute, and they saw him
walk In nt the door with I8 head up
wol the bundle in his mouth.

tn a day or two Lion's fame had
gong out through all the town: and
people followsd him Into the baker's
il the butebher's to see him bark ot
the proprietor yutll he was walted on,
One doy the baker teled to see what
the dog wounld do It no attention were
otk to hbme Lion barked a while in
vidn g then he stood off und looked at
Fritz In astonlshment ;. then he barked
ngulng and at lust he quletly leaped
npon the counter, selgal a loaf dolotily
and enrvefully gnd walked off with It
Frite's wife that ealled on
Pettigrew, and with tie gentle
atil coursesy anturn!  to  some
WU vvien the common walks of
A fald nothing of the poverty thai
Wik pressing so haedl, Bat when she
wont home she sald to her losboand :
“Oh, Feite, the poor woliiun I8 In bit-
sl 1 do belleve the dog is keep-
allye,™

i was
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It waa o pew akpect of  the cnse,
Thers was no more inclinatlon to lingh
over the dog that wenl 1o the butelier's
undd the baker's every morning, Some-
how, every one ln the pluce felt thut
the dog sammething whimost hpman
I Bl and there was something olose-

§¥ resembling o cheer as be came down

Ml

The next woriidng

I wornddey IF 1 o eonddn't help wlong

with this?" sald one of the grovers, as

Weowntelusd Llen golog homeward with
i meat o Jitle lnter. The result of
whieh was tha! he found a  bawsket,
omewhere nlwat the store, and  he

bivsbedd Debooseel €, K Ingg upy Hetle ban

thes of ten i sogor pod choose poad
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Martin that called him In and gave
bim a bundle te take hame,

YIt's only & lttle shawl, for the
mornings are cool,” she expla tn!
Tdon, who gamboled gayly In reply
he atarted out, for the dog seemed
homan that he felt Be muet Ruow all
nbout It

And a lttle Iater there wan old Mr.
Drew, whom all the town had theught
n miser, cnlllng the dog In and petting
liim when he thought 5o vne was look-
ing, and when Lion went away be had
n big bundie, and he walked with his
head very high, and looked more lm-
portant than ever. Some of them found
ont afterwards that the bundle con-
tiined severnl yards of flunnel enough
fo keep off the rheamntism all the rest
of the ofd woman's ife.

One conld not begin to tell of the
kindly deeds that blossomed out fn the
lttle town, all becsuse of the dog that
loved hls mistress so faithfully. Why,
there was one mun sending aroumnd a
load of wood, and sending a man to
split It up, too, and to carry it luto the
howse; and there was another that sent
up shingles, and hired 8 man to put a
new roof on the shed., It seemed that
the town hnd made up fts mind that
the little old woman wag to be taken!
eare of, and that everything she conld
possibly need was to be done for her;
and If you bad merely mentioned stch
i thing as pay for anything, the man
to whom you mentloned it would never
have forgiven you.

“It couldn't be done,” sald the man
that had sent up the load of wood. “3
am gure thot suy man who took money
for anything he did for that old lndy
would never be able to look Lion in
the face again’

Yed, It was Llon, Lion, everywhere.
The dog suddenly found himself the
most popular dog that ever was known,
and every ove that met him had some-
thing pleasant to say to Wim.

The resull of It all was that In
little while the happy sphiit fa Mrs.
Pettigrew's body warmed s, Poftd-
grew's poor lttle belug untll, all at
once, the rheumntism began to take its
departure, and she grew stronger every
duy. 1o a llttle while she could hobble
about without her stick. and then she
could use her hands,and very soon she
came down with Lion one morning nnd
walked inta one pluce after another,

“I'd ke to tel) you If 1 could,” she
suid to them all. “Lion and I know all
about it, but we could never say—and
now [ am strong agaln, and yestenday
I did a Hitle work; and 1 have money
for my marketing to-day. But oh, it's
a beautiful thing to be brought helpless
once na while to see how even u dog
can be a friend to you, and how @
whole town ean forget lteelf and re-
member yon.™

And there was not much salid. but as
she went away, one after another of
those that had helped her came out
and watehed the lttle old woman and
the dog, golng up the street, side by
8lde; Lion earrying some of the bun-
dies, for he would not give up his work
all at once. And as they watched thore
wis a mist In thelr eyes, and the twa
figures grew lndistinet,—Chicago News,

An Uncomfariable Cheistmas,

In the mind of the average individ
ual  Christmas  Is  associated with
cheerful visions of crisp alr, flecey
snow, sparkling frost and  Jingling
sleigh bells, Not so, however, with the
resident of New South Waless Mor-
ey Roberts spent the hollday season
once on an Australlan ranch, and his
experience s told in his “Land-Travel
nnd Hea-Faring™

By Christinas thue the summer sun
hnd reduced everything to a universal
brown. Paths and ronds were axle-
deep In dust, and the sand hills were
ke dry quicksand,

The alr was unusnally ealm  and
still, but when the wind did blow, tho
clonds of dust and sand choked mnn
and benst.  On windless days funtasiie
whirlwinds, vast and rfonnel-shaped,
stalked across the plain, revolving with
terrifle rapldity and lond hissing.

The alr was hot and heavy, burning
the throatl and Jungs and drylog up the
skin. The rays of the sun eame back
redoubled from the flery ground: the
heat could be felt through the sole of
n man's hoot.

It seemed impossible that the heat
coulil ncrense, yet us Christmos drew
near {6 owas hotter and botter still
Every day we declared, almost in ter-
ror, that the thermometer could not
get ony higher, yet every day It went
up  several  degrees higher yel. On
Christmas day it stood one hundred
nnd ffteen degrees In the shade, four
daya after It registered one hundred
nnd twenty degrees, and on  New
Year's day It stood at one hondred and
Iwenty-ive degroes, and did not altee
for three days. This was in the shade
wnder the What It was In
the sun T did pot have 1he COMEAge
fiy |'|H|l1'nI"'.

The wind binst of heat
thit tuppid  furnace.
The sheen wnd bhorses stosd all day In
1 b thetr drooping hends toward
the tree pronks; the fowls, also, kept
nod all went with open mouths
lolling tongues, The ground in
ihie sun was as hot ss fire, and could
Ty e ogehed with the hand; noe
it miduight was there any porcoptinle
noe remlssion, for even themr
wis almast oo ot to be tuken
Iold of

Bivds  were fouid  deasl, stroek Ly
e In thedr Mgt There
wer nhout overvibhing:
nanture was abont
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to die,

mlanecholy

Tookisd ns Ir

wlj for Iwt was o kKhid-heartod
| maani NLLL] pil somehow the dine
brits } e mprings of s Klodoens
v
I i Phine Ldon cate down tha
Preet, the grover was [n the door ready
I ]
‘11 n @kl moerning, sie!™ e
1 el - (e Yol ke thils
| 1 |
I [T} I Sl | LI ariesy
i 1 ) world  not
1 Ihe 1 even 0 dog by was
v thing alsigt a gin ‘
Al Llon sodfed o the ashet, and
finading that there were entables (o b,
B Bk the hoodle fn W8 wonth amd
teottind uway, with s porting smile ovor

his ehonlder,

It himpgecisd that
Jooked In Mrs, Pettlgrew s few
momeuls afferweard,. Bhe found the old
wolnan oking ot the conteuts of the
bask ., whtch were spread ogt on the
table before ber, nud there was such a

the baker's wife

s

for hopw
||.|q~lu-.l

Near the end of Jonuary the ther
mameter drogiped  to one hundrsd  de-
groes, amd that seomoed pleasantly eool
TRTCN

seeunsl lost and strength ex-

Sig-Years-Old  Harry—D'a, 1 T get
mesiod will 1 bave 0 wite ke ma?
I's=VNery likely, Bix Years-Old llum

Atd AP 1 dont gt earvled, will §
Bave 1o e an old bachelor ke Unecle
Tem® Pa—Very lkely. Six-Years-Old
Party—Well, pa, It's a mighty tough
woudld for us wen, aln't 1£~Sucoeas




