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What causen divoree? “Bum grub,”
phouts the army of dyspeptics

Nix on the big hatpins, says Chics
#o. Now for the protrudiag umbrelia

Ths chanticleer fud In this country
chiefiy confined to the cold storage
reahoutes

King Menclik will have to be dead
!'onm time before forelgners will be.
ove that he is In enrnest

A sound decislon.

&

Klsslng 18 unkoown in Japan, It
§s not surprislog that they have been
backward many years in civillzation

A Bt Louls jndge
decided that 4 car gent belongs (o
perman who Bets 1t first,

That man who eniters Farvard at the
age of 46 ought to have some bully
good times with his classmate, William
James Sidis

English papers speak of n man In
the Birmingham hospital for skin dis
éasts who Is turning to marble, He
appears 1o be a hard ocase,

Men and women who cry out loudest
agninst viviseetlon wear furg of anl
mals and the plumage of birds. Con-
aistency, thon art a virtus!

It is promised that beof roasts are to
©e cheaper. They can be a lot cheapor
without ecausing any consumer to feel
that it would be a shame not to begin
eating roast beef aguin,

Walk a mile before breakfast to
scare up an appotite, advises the doe-
$or, It you want only a light break-

» walk say from the front of the
ouss to the dinlng room.

A Missour! Judge has declded thut
it Is criminal negligoncs to get near &
mule’s heels, It seems to be a caso
Whare the innocent bystander is, like
the ultimate consumer, n myth.

Becratary Wilgon thinks the sale of
foodstufts In packages Is to blame for
some of the excesslve cost of lving,
The wives of the men who carry home

es” will readily pgroe to this,

A steamshlp in Florida waters had
hard Ume gotting past a school of
m 1,000-pound  turtles that
fight. It I8 early In the son-
son, but the sea sorpent s not going
to be missed,
e

A lttle girl who dled In Philadel
Pphia twelve years ago loft her handful
of pennies—387 cents—to start n fund

a new Methodist church. From

tiny beglaning much has grown,

and work {8 now golng forward on a

bullding that s to cost $75,000, No

Eift that 1s sanctilied by love s small,
]

Thomas A. Kdison aays In Popular
Electricity “there {s absolutely mno
reAson why b ‘should be allowed
within the city limits, for, between the

and eclectric car, no room 1s
for them.. A higher public Ideal
of health and cleanliness Is working
toward such banlshment swiftly, then
wa ghall have decent strests instead
of stiubles made of cobhlestones bor-
dered by sldewalkn.” Horaes are pret-
ty bad, and then there 16 the man who
tears his letter up and throws it gut
into the street. THe ahould go, too,
while we are about it

A pessimistio old shipmaster of New
¥ork has been confiding his discourage-
ment o & reporter, Boys no longer
#o to sen, he says. American stenm-
ship llnes bhave the greatest diffculty
in getting the right sort of lads for
tralning up into oMcers, Publie school
education unfits boys for the sea. The
present-day eagorness in the pursuit of
money muakes the youngsters unwill
ing o follow a oalling the sacrifices
and perils of which are rewarded by
the scantlest of livings. But It may
be a lack of opportunity rather than a
disiike for the seafaring life that keeps
the boys ashore. Tho action of econ-
emle forces has awept our merchant
ships from the ocean. Thoe small mar-
gin of profit on which commerce s
nowadays conducted has apparently
diverted Amerlcan capital from ship
ping to business In which more money
ecan be varned. Only ten per cent of
pur lmports and a much smaller pro.
portion of our oversea trade come In
American bottpms. But given the op-
portunity to go to wea, the boys are
fairly ready to go. The navy has less
trouble than the army In fAnding re-
gruits, Nevertheless, the collapse of
the Amerlca® merchant marine s a
great misfortune. No great nation Is
patisfied to have Its farelgn trade al-
most wholly in forelgh hands; and It
Is & sad loss to any country when so
Independent, adventurous and courage-

& race as that of the deepsen mar-
re declines and disappears. Thers
Is much discussion concerning the best
means of restoring Amerioan shipping.
It may be necessary to walt for chang
ing economic conditions Lo undo the
harm they have already done. But we
may all hope that the day when the
fing shall again hold the place on the
high seas which It beld half a century
ago may not long be delnyed,

The death of Klug Edward, so sud-
den and startling, was o  profound
shock to ¥ritain and her colonies and

0 the world at lurgo. Nothing had
prepared even the men and wemen
Dearest to tha throne for such an un-

fortunate and divturting event, for
forty-clght hourg belore fow knew that
the kiog was 11l at all. and those who
ald conslderad the loudtaposition tri-

ynty Herald

tions and fa known to have originatad
and favored certaln alllanoes and un:
deratandings. I'n homa politics he was
always serupulovsly impartial or nen
tral, but his sympathies wera on the
gide of progress and evolutionary re
form. Many have called him “the mosi
popular man In Englund,” and there
was llttle esaggeration In this. A re
cent  article containing daring, un
friondly reforanoes to him and charges
of exceasive loave of ease and sport
lnok of vigor or interest in wserious
probiems of state provoked genuing
nationnl i{ndignation. Even radiealn
gsocinlints and ardent home rualerds ad
mit that King Edward tind no enemlet
nmong the workmen and the masse
of the peaple. The republican tendsn
cles of a decade or two ago have dis
appeared without a trace. King BEd
winrd may be sald to have strepgthen
el the monarchy In Kngland by his
qualities and nchlevements and te
have recovered for It some of the pow
er and prestige (t had lost with the
advante of popular government and
radieal Mberallsm. The new king can
but follow In his footsteps and court
genural respect and  admiration by
giving llke evidence of dignity, tact,
A progressive spirit and an  earnest
desire to promote the welfare of his
people, even at the expenas of the an
clent privileges of an effeie peerage
or nrstotrncy.

Nenrnlgin,
Neuralgia ia a paroxysmal paln in a

nerve, In most vietims of this wretch.
ed trouble the same nerve suffers in
ench attack, although

from one nerve to another,

a case of a sick nerve anlling for help

bania in called “symptomatie” neurnl
gin, and may be present as one of
many other symptoms In tumors, or
in certaln Inflammatory affectiona or
tuberculous leslons which are In such
position ns to compress the course of
the norve at any polnt.

Neurnlgla pure and simple s called
“Idlopathic,” and may be compared to
the screamn of an angry baby, who de-
clires ita needs In the only fashion it
curd command.

The only person competent to judge

whether a particular cnse of neuralgia
I= “symptomatic" or “idlopathic” Is of
course the physician, and if the pain is
traceablo to some organle trouble, any
treatment directed to removal of the
pain alons would be slmple loss of
time.
In a case of simple neuralgia the
fitat thing to do Iz to find out the
underlying cause, for it may be ac-
cepted as an nxiom that perfectly well
people do not have painful nerves,
Young chlldren and old peopls are
raroly sufferers from neuralgia. It is
& trouble that attacks those who are
lHving the notive adult 1ife, and espe-
clally people in mlddle ags, when the
various fatigues of that life nre most
prone to overtake ug, . It s often one
of the sequels of n long illness, such
us typhold fever, and often follows
grippe.

Persons with the so-called rheumatie
diathesis seem more disposed to i,

due fstigue may bring on an attack
in a neuralgie Individual,

Besldes the paroxysmal paln of neu.
ralgin, there la generally a dull ache
all thoe time of the attack, with tender
spols along the line of the nerve, that
will be found very sensitive to slight
pressure with the finger tip.

Neuralgin may attack any nerve In
the body, but it perhaps causes its
greatest torturs when It takes the
form known as tle-douloureoux. This
is neuralgla In the face, along the line
of the gensltive nerve which supplies
ull this part of the head. Another ex.
quisitaly painful form of neuralgia 1»
that known as sclaticn, In the sclatle
nerve, which runs down the back of
the leg.—Youth's Companion,

WOMAN AS A FACTOR FOR GOOD.
Philndelphia Preacher Helleves Fale
Sex Angels of the Earth,

With the Inoreasing prominence of
the cause of woman sulftnge, the ques
tlon of woman's work and woman's 1n
fluence 1s being much discussed, It Iy
argued by the advocates of equal
rights that suffrage would “broaden
woman's sphere” and "make her a fit
ter pompanion of man,” and it Is con
tended with equnl positiveness by the
opponents of suffruke that It would
make her less Inclined to attend strict.
Iy to womanly duties

Of the many Interesting sermons
preached from Philadelphin pulpits
the other day, one by the Rev, Clnton
B, Adams, Congregationalist, desarves
more than passing attention, the Phil
adalphis Times suyd, His thame was
"A Young Woman's Rellglon,” and
nreang other things he deserlbed woun-
en us the angels of earth, the inspira
tlon of men in whatever they under
take and reaponsible for whatover thoy
achieve,

Mon have accomplished great thinsg:
without help from or thounght of wom
e Other men have falled through
thelr very devolion to or thelr vontrol
by Inferior women I'h one,
are the oxcoptional cases
wamnn the Insplration, the ¢ause
And she s a tremendous Individual
factor for good—for all that s good

Nowever
Uonérnlly

I8

Bing. 1t ia troe that In Epgland the
king reigns wilhout governing, nnd
that no perceptiblo comatltutionsl o;
politionl changes are to b apprehend
od Bt wille democrary rules and
policlen, forelgn nud dowestie, nre die
tated by wmmential needs Gacitiens and
Bxed principles, 1L would bo a mistaka
to unddrgestinate (he teivconl nnd so-
aal lpfluence of the klug In diplos
macy eapecindly ls this lpfluenco apt
%0 ba strong, and Kiug Ciward took
& particular intevest in forelgn reis-

and beautiful
| In one sentence the cletgyman has
poken a great  truth, He declares
thut “men are disposad (o be what
| women they love admire In them.'
This s profoundly true and In ner
wondrous, Indexeribable influence over
man, she bhecoties a powerful agent foy
Eood or evl)

What bus become of the old-fashlua
#d horse that was afrald of sutomo
biles?

thers nre pa-
tients with whom the agony travels
The first
thing to ascertain in a case of per-
slatent nouralgin is whether the trou-
ble s due to some underlying organic
condition, or whether It Is aimply just

The nouralgia which has an organle

and any great emotional shock or un- |

L W

A new blography of Harrison Alny-
worth Is coming from the press. It
I supposed that some of Aloaworth's
torty-one novels nre still read-—though
they can hardly be called literature

“Typey from Clty Streets™ in the il
tle of the forthcoming book in which
Hutehlne Hapgood has undertaken to
deacribe the underworld of New York,

sspecially what he finds to be |ia
charm,

Janes Austin Is the newest illerary
diseoyery of French erities, One of

them declures that ghe forms the one
giriking exception to thae Insanity of

genius. He ealls her the Nrst of the
renlists, & writer absolutely normal
and sane

In the writing of the authoritative
Hfe of Karl Marx, which Is among the
spring publications, the author, John
Bpargo, has had the assistance
Mme. TLafargue, Marx's daughter
Marx's frlenda have also asslsted the
puthor In gathering relinble materinl

of

for his voluma,

A vivid ploture of the state of
IPrance at the accesslon of Louis XVI
ls to be found in the Marquis de Se-
gur's new book, "The Setting Sun of
the Monarchy.” The author npparent
Iy belleves that Turgot micht have
saved the monarchy had not Marle
Antoinette’s prejudles agalnst  him
sont him Inte retirement

A good exnmple of (he spolling of
three hundred yonrs ago os well ag an
Interesting presentation of the cous
toms and manners of the period is

given In B, W. Moorman's
cal and critieal study of the
ert Herrick, to be publjshed soon.
Moorman quotes a letter writtan
Johin Eyrick, as the poet's grandfath
er spelled hig name, to his son Nleho-
las on the occasion of the latter's mai
ringe, whith reads as follows
“Sonne Nicholas Eyrick, your mother
and I have us commended unto your
hedfellows and for I trust now
that ye be o married man; for I hard
.| by your brother Stenford that youe
walr appelnted (o marry on Monday
the tenth of Decomber; and If you he
maryed we pray God to send youe
bothe muche joye and comfort togeth-
or, and to all hir friends and yours.'

"Bome Mualcal Recollections of Fifty
Years,"” by Richard Hoffman, 1s a late
publication. The delightful reminis-
cences of Mr. Hoffman are prefaced
by & memolr by Mrs. Hoffman which
gives briefly and very plensantly the
maln facts of her husband's long ca-
reer, and supplements most satisfac.
torily the reminlscences themselves.
Mr. Hoffman begins his story with the
account of how as a boy of 14 he made
the journey from Manchester, En-
Eland, his natlve elty, to Blrmingham,
to hear FFellx Mendelasohn conduet
the “Elljah.” When 16 years old he
came to Amerlea, and from that time
on he gives most entertaining and in.
terosting accounts of all the musical
celebritlen who eame to Ameriea and
gave concerts and toured the country.
His account of his own concert at
Castle Garden, New York, and his
tour of the West and East (ineluding
Canada) with Joseph Burke, of thelr
expenses and receipts, and the recen-
tlon they met with, of Jenny Lind's
Arrival and singing in New York and
of her tour with him under P. T
Barnum's management, of Thalberg
{and Gottachalk, von Bulow, and thelr
|tours, make thls n most valuable nnd
charming review of the musical his
tory of America.
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My Son and ¥,
"My naughty lttle son,” quoth T as he
|I.|u' flat mcross my stif paternnl knes
Fuce downward, und for some small bit
of sin
Was tusting discipline,
“Pray bear In mind that every singls

whacl

I herawith lay athwart your aching
back

Hurts me ten times ns mueh an It does
yOuL "

Kach stinging slup of all the twenty-
two

Is like a hundred lashes unto me
And palns me grievously.”

His roars he stayed, and to the damp-
ened foor
The tears that he'd been shedding ran

no more,

“Is that true, father, dedar?" he cried
with gles,

His squirmings cessing quite percep
tibly,

“1 grieve to say It Ia, my lad," I oried,

As lustily the hair brush T applied,

“"Each whack of this small hale brush
gives me paln

The like of which I hope that ne'er
keain

'l have to suffer’ ‘Whereupon the
ohlld

Right swestly smiled,

And then he thus apostrophlzed me
Pop,

If that's tho case 1 beg you will not
slop,

But lay It on as hard as you Know
how—

I rather like It now™
Johnt Kendrick Bangs In Success

Kainet Obhedience,

A lady staylng In a hotel was fright
éned by o nolse like that of a person

running about In & rodom over the one
phe ocenpled In "How to e Happy
Though Civil)" the Rev. E. J. Hardy

tells the stoary

The went on ot
two nights, and
the occupant on

nolse intervals for
then changed, as If
the floor above had
gone mad and wos akipping about. The
lady did not belleve In ghosts, but ghe
witg safrald of them, so she asked the
proprietor to Investigate the

It wans a wick Torelgner obeying the

Myalery

lmperfectly understood directions of
an Koullgh medical wmon Take the
madicine two._nights runuing, then
RKip 0 night.”
The Neason,
Guest ol o restnurant—Excuse me,

alr, van you et we come to the tele
phone? You have been thers twenty
minutes without sawitg a word

“Sorry, sir. but I'm tnlking

to my
wife " —Pele NMele

When 4 man makes n lot of money,
the poople look at him as if to say,
“Now what sbare of that do you in.
tend to glve to your wite's kia?"

“THEY SHALL NO MORE GO OUT."

*“Thay shall po mors go sul,” O yo

Who speak earth's farewell through your tears,
Whao see your cherished onea go forth,

And coina poL back throngh wWeary years,

Thers {8 a place—thers

ts a shore,

From whleh they shanll go oul ne mors,

"They shall no wmore go out.”

Whose friends have
Whose loved will not

0 ya

jorirneyed farther yet-
return again

For all your pleading or segrot:
They walt you at the sheliored door

From which they ghall

No chariol wheasl

Ko out no more,

rally from thone gutes,

No bridled steed Impatient standa,
No #tately caravans move forth,

To cross through silent

No swelling sall, no dre

Rejoles! They shall go
~—Kata Tucker Goode

desert lands,
ypping oar,
gttt no more,

For more thun an hour Michael Con
nor had net ralsed his eyes from his
work, Hls head and shoulders were
bent over the broad slab of marble
Hls hands gripped the heavy lron In
got that ground the face of the stone
and his arms, bare and sunburned to
the elbows, moved back and forth with
R stendy sweap, Hia jaws were set and
his face, broad and freckied, was now
80 dark that the yellow-red hair above
It, elinging dump with sweat, mmnu;al
more than ever flameldike by contrast.

The morning wag not yet old, On
the garden and farther down the hill
slde on the wedlern slope of the val
ley the spring sun zhone warmly. A
mile awny and a thonsand fest below,
the sunlight waa reflected from
narrow, winding river, and on ita bank
the gray-green follnge of the olive treey
glistened, while all nlong the way the
tender green of vines and shrubbery
marked the early season. Only the
pines here and there, on the gparsely
woodad descont, wore dark shadows

From the window of the llttle slone
house, butl o few steps from the open
shed where ho worked, the mother of
Michael watched him silently Many
times had she paused In her labor to
glance toward her son, and now she
leaned against the wall and studled
his moody expression, the heavy, re
lentless force of his movementis, " He
had beey used to whistle cheorlly as
he ghapedl and polished the marble
slabs, but there was no longer joy or
even content in him.

The mother came out, n corner of
her apron furhed up over her hand
and arm and ralgad to shade her eyes

for the sun She sat upon a rough
block of marble near him Michael
snw her, but he did not check the

monotonous gWweep of his arms

“You glyve yvourself no rest, Michael,
my son,” she sald, her volee soft and
wistful In the years gone it had
been perhaps more gent's, but It was
yet one to persuade and win. ‘There
was In her appearance lttle sugges
tion of reintionship to the broad-shoul-
dered Young man. Celtic, the son:
Latin, the mother, for her skin was
ollve though faded and worn, her dark
eyes still lguid and eloquent,

“I've no time for rest.” he pnswerad,
his look averted. “The stone ls prom-
{sel Meltzar, at the meatmaket, to
morrow It 1= still be pollghed,
and when done it must be put on the

o

truck and be dragged three miles to
the town.” His volce was fall and
deep, but there wns a complalnt In
the tone

"Yet a day more would not put him
to logs. He has bought and sold for
years without the stone’™

“1t 1s promised, and he shall have
. Michael deftly scattered n hand-
ful of white sand upon the marble,
flooded It with water from n basin
resting on A convenient ghell and
agaln pushed and swung the iron
smoothing-hlock.

“So did vour father toll” urged the
mother, “He would not rest. With
his drill and hammer, and with blast-
lng powder, he tobok from the moun-
tain slde the stones that made thls
house, From the firgt corner to the
last, walls and roof, It I8 his making
Here the marble ledge he oponed, and
for the church nnd the chuchyard, for
the shops of the town and even for
the palaces of the rich In the city a
hundred miles away, ho was ever ecuts
ting ard grinding. s cagerness for

galn was greater than his strength
We have him no longer, vou and 1
And you are ke him™

Michael hesitated for a moment, Hig
eyen turned down the wvalley The
churchyard of which his mother apoke
was on the way townrd the river
Among the trees the ipire of the
church could be diseerned “Five

years and more now,” he sald, "1 have
tried to do his work."

“No son counld have

“There was & nesd.”
in a hard line.

“All our wanls are mory than
Ned,” went on the mothor “Ms
are good to me”

“There 1&g still need that 1
work.,” The man spoke of
with a stress of Impatience

“Ab, I kinow what you will not say
It I8 because Florence lias no love for

done better®
His lips closed

untls

should

himsell

thie stone ocutting He goex from us
often, but It s not In Wleness.  With
his violin be edirns maney nda !
brings It 10 me I keep 1t [ m a
I keep for you the pay you huve foy
the marbie Wore there nead, his
money would be for you and for me
Bo long as we have bealtl i
he and 1, wa long nn ) there be no
wianl that we shull foel

"1 wigh 1 wns like him, ther {41
Yichael “He soes the plogsurs ol
the town: The singlog. the dances
the nights of merry making But fo
me, tonely work up here on the moun
tain, and when the night comen | )
tog tired to go to the lown Betier |
if my father had bullt his house fn
ther down, whers we might have had
A vinevard, and ollve trees and lgs

“Your father knew little of vipnes !
and irees He was & gtoue culter,
s you are after him. MHis own work
kept his thought and his strength
Here he brought me when we were
both young, and here he djed Hisa

sons grew up here,.and the spot should
be dear (o them. Forgive me, M\

the |

sOns |

— e

chael, T know It Is dear to you, and to
your brother, too, But there are other

thoughts In your heart, Put down
your work for a day and rest. Go,
seok young friends for a time, 1 am

old and can find pleasure In the mems-
ory of the vears gone by. You are
voung, and yvour look la forward."

“Florence lins not_ been home for
thiee days' Michael shot a quick
glanece from under his brows at his

mother's face ns he gpoke,

“He will come to-day. Perhaps not
till nightfall, When he went away he
told me. But soon, Michael, wa shall
not bave him with ve, Seon he will
make & home nearer (he town.”
| "He will leave us?"*

“Yes, do you not know?
nnd for Luisa.'

The work stopped now, “Lalsa!
Doea he say he has her promise?’

Michael's face grew darker still, and
hie sinewy arms ridged with the tight
enlng of his grip on the lron, though
It d1d not move,

They will be married as soon ns
he can nfMke a house ready for her”
The maother looked away now, but her
volte betrayed no knowledge of the
thrust her words had glven.

“It Is not the man's volee he-
gan with fury, but faltered and broke.
He stralghtened hila bent shoulders and
passed hia hand across his forehead.
Twice he turned and started away,
bhut at last he returned to hls place
nnd bent doggedly over his work., ™1

For him,

FulR HIM,

MUBIU AND PLAY.

wish him Joy of her'”
“She was easily won. What 18 it to
ma! For him, music and play, and
quick earnings. Now a wife. For me,
work, and no friends,”

“There are more than one of the
young women who would be glad to
bave your love, Michael, my son, if
they could win it. But you are shy
with them. Florence, blame him not,
Is more llke my father's people. He
is ever smiling and talking, and mak-
ing merry. Long ago he chose Luisa,
but he would not tell her till he had
more money. She wauts to live near
her father's house. Now It Is all ar-
ranged, It had been Florence's sccret,
even from me, until the merning he
went away.”

he growled.

“Leot bim Keep his secrets, But it
would have been more honest to let
his brother know his will. Am I noth.

ing? Have I no share In the affalirs
of our family?" Michael's face was
dark no longer, but red and angry.
“Peace, Michael. You know you are
the head. Florence asked me to tell
you, He will bring Lulsa bere to-night
that we may sy to her how weleome
gfie will be ns his wife”
“HMe will bring her here?
shall not If they conie,
1% threshold again

No! They
I will never
She—she

' rOu

| Agaiu hls pussion choked his volpe
Hie Lent Wls head upon bls arm, and
his shoulders heaved with the emo

| tion that conquered him
The mother smoothed his hair with

n o onress,  “Mlchasl, do not fear to
let me read your thoughts,” she sald
"It wis sorrow for me to see that
both my sons looked after the same
woman I would have chnanged It If
I vould. Bul Lulsa Knew It not, You
never spoke of love to her. She did |
not dream of it, Hold no bitlerness |

Do not meet her with an
Choosa another for

against har
nnEry face
self,, There are many.”
|  He was still allont when she slowly
turned and went Into the house
In & little time he took up hils work
ounin, As the hours went by he la-
wired steadlly, with vigorous move
Mments raleing his head,
he rested only
for a hasty luncheon
| perved with speeial cary

your

neve At the

noan hour long ¢nough
sprend
by his mothex
ecounld not

help Wi,

and

He spoke no word, and sl

would

hoox noy thnt
Before the aftecnoon had worn swa
the si0) wik hnished \\ i much
| Hiftine and sielght of man

uided he let It down
abhd set I

Agenmient, un
Irom Lthe trestle
upen i g the
bullt for
wiusg hardly cffort
o I-!.'-l-. it n the shallow
cushloned trough at the szide of
rizde carriage
pngainst the triangular
It in an Inviined enle
jar or jolt on the mountain road

A0 W
truck
He

cartying such londs

conscipus of the
'i'l"‘ll.‘ll\
the
and 1o fasten It Uightly
i}

hat bheld
from

position
Lean-
ing one shoulder to the load, he pushed
the truck slowly forward on the beaten |
way & dozon steps, till it stopped clear
of the shed and its gurrounding arruy
of marble pleces, Theon he stood ercct,
looked once ut the shed where be had |

a tangls of nasturtining at the cornar,
and pulllng his shapeleas hat
over his eyes, tarned and strode awny
by 8 alde path toward tha wooded
depths of the valley.

The shadows galthered close and cool
In lower reémches before Lthe last
rays of Lhe sun left the IMUe house
on the mouniain side
day drew to a4 ¢loss, the mother came
e the door or the open window and
pcanned anxiously the openings where
the winding road showed as it climbad
the helghts. Her eyes had cauvght no
glimpae of n moving filgure when the
sunset glow had faded. A lttle later
the full meon came up from behind the
Blerras. far off 10 her left, and a4 food
of radiance bathed the sombre walls of
the cottage and made fantastie shad-
ows before the famillar objects of the
dooryard. Stll the mother walted,
lonely but patient,

Half a mile away, on a mat of dry
needles’ in the gloom about the trunk
of & lowdlmbed pine, lay Mighael Con-
nor, tormented In heart and braln. His
migery seomed more hopeless as the
darkness thickened about him, Hours
he had laln where he had thrown him-
gelf, with no thought but of his loss,
his years of silent worshlp that had
gona for nothlng, his brother's sue-
cess und promised joy. Envious he
had been since they ware boys togeth:
er, but not altogether without com-
fort. In strength, In height and welght,
even in the schoolroom requirements
of thelr youth, he had always ranked
the younger; but the lightness and
grace, the ease of speech, the art of
tiaking friends, the gift of drawing
from the violin the sweetest, saddest,
gnyest musle, were possessions of
Florence alone. He had been prond of
this darker, handvomer brother, though
with a soreness at his heart, through
the yours that had seen them grow
slowly apart. Now the lrreparable
break had come, and almost without
warning. Not only separation, but a
deeper hurt. Victory In love. The one
woman who should have known his
adoratlon, who should have walted his
approach, had never glven him more
than a passing thought, but had
thrown herself Into the arms of thp
brotheér who had everything else worth
having.

It seemed to Michuel that life conld
holid no darker hour., Yet, before the
night was over, and for weary years
thereafter, he wonld have called back
the ache of that struggle with unut-
terable joy.

On the shadows of the night a girl-
Ish volee broke suddenly with laugh
and chatter. Michael heard and ralsed
his head, Agaln came the music of
tones he know tob well, and this time
he distingulshed a lower, graver ac-
companiment, He held his breath that
he might miss no sound, however
fuint, and waited. The mountain rodd
was but a few paces away. Along that
path eame a happy palr, arm in prm-—
Florence and Lulsa. From his hiding
place Michael could not see them, but
he could mark thelr progress. They
passed him golng upward toward the
coltage,

Long the miserable listener sat with
bowed head and fiercely clenched
hands, At lepgth he arose and fol-
lowed the two up the road. Here and
there along the way the moon struck
down through the leafy recesses and
silvered his worn, tollstained gar-
ments, but his face was white aven in
the deapest shadows, He reached the
home clearing just as the palr, still
arm in arm, paused at the door of the
cottage, and he saw them enter and
heard his mother's volee ralsed In the
greeting.

Jealousy and envy clutched his
throat and almost stopped the beating
of his heart. Irresolutely he wavered
for a moment, then he went cautiously
forward, passed aroupd the house and
crouched at the corner by the nastur
tlum vioes, In the broad shadow rast
by the marble slab resting on its car-
ringe. From within came the mur-
mur of volces, He could distinguish
them—his mother's, gravely tender;
his brother's, loudest of all, gay, al-
most boastful; Lulsa's, shy, now, but
clear and musleal, Thelr words he
could not always catch.

He drew nearer the window, inch
by Inch, Upon the stone sill, drooping
over the edge In the moonlight, was
a long slender hand., Michael thought
he knew it. To him it was the hand
of Florence, the hand whose magic
with the vielln bow won all hearts,
the hand which had stolen the richest
prige in the world.

A wave of mad bate swept over him.
His shoulder touched the marble glab,
and as he leaned sgalnst It he felt
It tremble with hils convulsive effort
to be sllent, As a lightoning fiash
lights the sky for a moment, so a
fiendigh desire darted acroga hls con-
sclousness. He threw his  welght
ngninst the stone and 1t roge and fell
forward across the window and upon
the hand hanging over the sharp-edged
sill With the grinding shock as It
struck the wall c¢ame a plercing
Berenm, & woman's cry of agony

Michael stood, exposed for an in-
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sinnt in the Ml radlance of the night,
and in that Instant he saw his moth-
er's face, white and drawn, framed in
the window. He met her eyes,
blg with anguish, gazing straight into
lils, Then he turned and for the sec:
ond tima that day plunged down the
path into the wooded valley, And as
he ran, panting with sudden terror, of

open

he knew not what, his threat of the
carly afternoon came agaln to his

Hps, and he muttered, over and over,
I will never its threshold

agnin.”
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Wanderers
gome inner mystery

come back by force of
S0 Michael Con

nor cume back, alter years. More than

1ceé he had salled into the bay of San
Francisto, and each time he had
looked north and Cast toward the
mountain home a hundred miles dls
tant At last he left his ship and
wfoot retraced that last fearful land
journey, The little town was changed
less than he had imagined, Beyond,
a mile or more, toward the heights

road passed a frame cottage with
many roges In the yard, and an acre
of thrifty vines surrounded (t. Two
children played o the
shade of a pepper tree pear the door
From the house came the sound of a
violln, Inveluntarily the wanderer
drew mear the gate and looked In. He
Was Iln rough seaman's gurb, and a yel-
lowed beard, grizzied with white, cov-

-l

dewn | with

Often as llmh

worked. al ths low etone cottage with l-m-et‘l his cheeks and chin. He feared
red geranfums banked at the side and EL recognition,

Bul from tha spen door roso a shout
the sudden ending of the muw
ple. A lithe, still boylsh figurs camn
running to the gate,

“It iIa Michael, my brother, the saints
be praleed.”

For a monient
clasped, beart to heart, then the
younger spoke again: “Would that
our mother could greet you, but she
Is at Bhe know that you would
come, This was her meggage for you,
and times bheyond counting ahe bade
me give it to you In the first moment
of our meeting: ‘Michael, my son, and
best baloved, for your father's d¢ves
f3lnd am 1 that you ware far away
when 1 wag strlcken. You weie my
right hand for years, and so would have
been,! Those her very words, Yon
may not understand til T tell you
how padly she was wounded two days
after you went away. Bot not thl you
have rested. Come In"—S8an Fran-
elsco Augonaut,

the two men stood

rost

AS SOME STUDENTS WRITE IT.

Skeletone in Spelling  Closet He-
venled in Esamination Papers,
“Ha gt o the hot gon"—now wasn't

that a terrible aMiction to come to =
professor In the Unkversity of Michl
gan In an examination paper? Or how
would you Illke this: “Hls heart was
filled with whoe”? Isn't that enough
to stop even n heart?

These gkeletons in the spelling closet
of severnl of the prominent famllies
represented (0 the different engineer
ing classes were recently lald bare I
i written examination glven by H. A
Kepyon before n meeting of the Schook
masters’ Club, says the Ann Arbor cor
respandent of the Detroit Journal, Mr.
Kenyon told the story in an address
entitled, “Some Wild Bpellings I Hava
Met,"

It seems that the students of the
University of Michigan can do other
things better than they can spell. Mr,
Kenyon ¢ited other Instances whera
English ar she {8 “writ"” was terribly
digfigured. For Instance, many of the
game sixty-four papers contalned the
word “"weary” spelled “werry.” This
examination occurred two months ago
and there la still one word In the
papers that Mr, Kenyon & studying
aver, the word “mysily,” Before the
end of the year, If Mr. Kenyon s un.
alle to study it out, he {8 going to beg
the student to tell him Just what he
really did Intend that word to repre
sent.

Four sets of examination papers
werea handled by Mr., Kenvon at thd
clogs of the last semester. Three of
thesa sets were final “quizzes” and the
students writing these papers repre
sented /ll ¢lasses In the engincering
department, a majority of them under
clagsmen, Out of slxty-four papers but
three were written without errors
Others ranged from one 10 twenty-fouf
misspelled words. Good students madd
#8 many as from slx to twelye mie
takes each in spelling. In all thera
were 203 mistakes made in the sixty

four papers.
The speaker clussified the mistakes
thus: Mistakes due to carelesgness

analogy or Ignorance; misapplied; due
to faulty articulation; mistakes due to
an attempt at elegance; use of simllar
or slmilarly pronounced words, correct
themselves, but Incorrectly used: orig
fnal phonetle spelling;: really origloal
spelllng, which could not be placed in
any of the above divisions

FROM CRADLE TO THE GRAVE.

We Are All, Sintes German Profesd
mor, In n Stnte of Hypnotism,
That we are all, each and every ond

of us, in a state of hypnotism frou

the cradle to the grave Is the rathe
startling theory which a goted Gerd
man professor of Gottingen, M. Ven
worn, by pame, has established to hid
own <omplete satisfaction st least

How the world of seclence will look

upon the professor’s Iatest doetrine {4

yel to be determined but, at any rats

he works It out logically enough Lt’
the following way:

All our thinking lifa, he says, ha¥
for its foundation In our brain the
suggestions put into 1t by our child!
hood's educators. And what are thesd
suggestions? Nothing else, m‘vurdiuﬁ
to the professor, than conceptlion
which are artificlally put' into our
minds without thelr being In any way'
subject to the mind’s critleal control

They are andopted by the mind with-
out any of that reflection to which we
subject our ideas In after life. We are
In short hypnotized, for the essence of
hypnotism consists in suggestibility,
the capaclity, namely, for bhelng im-
posed on by suggestion

Thus "“a very large part of our cor-

rect and Incorrect conceptions, of our
knowledge and prejudices has been (n-
stiiled in us in childhood by the pro
cess of suggestlion, and out of habit
we never ask l“.lm“]‘h‘-i \ﬁ"'l!'ll We are
grown up whether what have
learned as children will stand the test
of eriticlam.”
Religlon and political hellefs are
cfted by the professor as instances of
the results of this early and lasting
hypnotism
lowly Instances as those of yawning
and {tehiness, the yawn of the behold-
¢r belng, he conslders, due mere
suggestion, and It belng only neces-
sary to mention a certaln insect with
which Fido and Tabby wage war con-
stantly n decided
to alfect the llstener,

W

1o

to cause uneaslness

tor Her,
A New England lad
watching his aunt in pirocess of
making ples and cake. He seomed
very much inclined to start 4 conver-
autlon, an inclination, howeve:
aunt o no way encouraged
eontinued In sllence to
ingredients of A& mammoth
“oll me something funny,
finally ventured the boy
“Don't bother me, Tommy." sald the
aunt, "How can I when I am making
ci ke
“(Oh, you might aay, ‘Tommy
plece of the ple I've just made'
would be funny for you"

Funny

wos
the

Intently

which
She
Lhe

the
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have g
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When a child dies, the father does
not seemingly take It as hard as the
mother, but in a short time every one
beging to notice that he s looking
old.

If you chew tobacco, do you realls

how much of A nulsance you aret

He even descends to suclrese. <
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