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“I LOVE THE wWOODS."
I love the woods
Oh, give o But thnt eri of rock
On whish o bulld my simple cot

And Ul not nalke tor paloces
Nor murmur ut my lonely lot,

T do not necd the s key garb,
The enshionod couch, oF seasoned food:
I do not necd the longue of ien

To voleo the word that “Lifo (s o, **

140 not necd the amber seent,
The boneyed smile and 1utored _ONE,
Or crowd of ¢l tering syenphunis
That In the huils of Crasus throng.

T love the wooly
When o'er the distant line of hilis
The rosy morning peeps its head,
And  stars  that  through the nlght have
witehod,
Now quench thelr Hight and go to bed,

1 rise from couch of perfumed plne
At seek the purling brook thut flows

D Between It feinge of velvel inoss,

Where tiny turqualse blossom blows,

1 need no marble founmin rare
To purify snd lave and clenu,

And when | say my grateful prayer,
"Tlis in s mighty dome of greow,

I love the woods
My stlent friend, iy faithiful dog,
The horse thint hustens to my enll,
The birds that slng above tiy heads=
They constitute my all wn ail

I brenthe the forost's fltersd alr,
I'his broexo that cools the mountain brow,
The snow-clisd summit’'s aimosphiere,
And pralse the Lord U'm liviag now!
I love the woods
=Richard Mansticld, in Harpor's Woeekly.

THE LILAC WITCH.

An Artist's Adoration for His Won-
derful Mastorplioce.

“It can't be os bad as that, Sophie,
Must your futher have twenty thous
sand franes by the fivst of Jannary?™

“Yes, Hentd, or else"<her lip
quivered a little —or ¢lse the mort-
guge will be foreclosed and father will
lose all his land, and we shall be home-
loss."

“Not if I am arvonnd!” salld Henri,
stoutly.

Sophie looked proudly at him and
then around at the wall of the studio.
What an artist Henrl was!

She eame to him nnd laying her hand
gently on his shoulder, gozed sadly into
his eyes nnd said:

I know, Henri, T know,
you are pour now."

1 will rise—get n picture into the
Balon—make money—"

“Yes, dear, but if papa loses all lus
property, and besides—" and her gray
eyes grew molst and 'nlw looked wist-
fully away.

“And besides?” repeated Henrd, with
anxious inquiry.

“And, besides, pupa has been hinting
at the marringe proposals of Jean
Bertrand, an old pluymate of mine,
who offers to puy off all the mortgage
on the day of his betrothal to me.”

*To youn, Sophig! you don't mean that

ou—that your father—"

Sophie looked down sadly at a pair of
neat little feet.

“Henrl, you know [ love you, and
that 1 have promised faithfully to be
your wife; but think of poor pupa, and
think of alll owe him—oughtn't I to
be ready to make nny sacrifice to save
him from ruin?"

Then they both looked sadly sway in
sllence. Suddenly Henrl squeezed So-
phie's hand so hard that she started
violontly.

“Wait, Sophie!” he excluimed. *‘I've
got a plan! We, yon and I, can earn
that twenty thousand.”

“Yes, yes; how?"

“Why, yon be my model, and I'll
paint yon."

“0h, will you? But—but you couldn't
gell o picture of me for twenty thousand
franes."

In nnswer Henrl drew her before a
little square mirror, hung betwveen the
two windows, and made her look at her
own reflection,

*See there, Sophie! just look at your
eyes—nre they not the deepest gray,
with golden lights in them? and are
not your lips as red as this earmine?
and just see that little pointed chin!
how I could paint that! und those pink
checks—fresh as o baby's!”

Sophie bogan to blush at Henri's en-
thusiasm, ond, turning from the glass,
looked into his dark foce, which was
lit up with the glow of an almost poetic
inspiration.

“And, you know,"” he went on,
tgomething tells me that I shall paint

ou better than I ever painted uny-
thing before—that you will be my
muse, my inspiration, Yon must wear
a loosely-fitting lilne—very soft lilnc—
robe, and you will have your halr
down, hanging over your left shoulder,

But then

which will peep through your curls like |

s white dove in a golden cage. And
you must hold & spray of lilacs in your
hand and be reclining under a liluc
bash, and 1'1 eall you the Lilne Witch.
Didn't you ever hear of the legond of
the Lilae Witeh? Grandma used to love
to tell me abont her; she was a very
beauntiful fairy and men came arcund
to catch a smile from her red lips, and
the man she smiled on was made bold
to do high deeds; bu* if his heart was
drawn away to another woman, in a
moment she spolled all he had done,
and made a beggarly wretch of him.
Besides, you know, the lilac will go so
well with your complexion und hair
and eyes."

And so it was planned. The sittings
were dully.  Sophie was o very patient
model, nod Heori was full of inspira-
tion snd worked with a certainty of
snccess, Ile inade studies of her fage
in all possible moods und expressions,
till Ly cnlling what was most entranc-
ing ln cach, he began to create anideal.
Il throw the whole vigor of his poetiz
soul into his work, striving to get that
longing, inspiring look in the large
gray eyes, which, mingled with an ex-

ssion, half of pity, half of triumpl,
n the rest of the face, was to make up
the ideal of the Lila¢ Witch. He found

the look of longing and inspiration in
Sophic's eyes, but the pity and telnmph
=that divine misture of pride in vie-
tory and sorrow for the eonquersd —
were wanting. By his own taleot Heord
ereated them, inspired Ly his love and
the prize set before Wim.

One day in December he was work- |
ing nway with bis bensk while Sophie |
reclined on the model's platform.  He |
conld see bow tived she was,  His own
face showed that, but for the indomit
able flre in his black eves, he wonld
bave given out long ago.  Dat the duy
of foreclosing the morteage drew on
apace. Sl to-day was o happy day—
Henrd had a surprise for Sophie, and as
he occusionally searched his palette for
colors, the corners of hls  mouth
twitehed with his supprossid seeret.

Sophie was just saying how Jean
Bertrand kept repeating his offerto her
father, and how, us the days went by
and the first of January appronched,
her father seemed more nnd more in-
clined to accept.  Henry sinlled swoet-

“Very good for M. Bertrand,” he
saide  “It I have something to tell
youn, Something  splendid—snperh,”
and he ldssed his hand with o theatrical
gesture,

“Oh! what is it?" exclaimed Sophie,
jumping up and spailing the folds of
her earcfully-arranged deapery,

Henry  forgave her that for the
sake of the news. Then he told her
how the agent of an ofl murnate, just
over from Amerien, was looking all
over Farvis for paintings of bgautiful
women; how he had seen the “Lilac
Witeh;" now nearly fimished, and how
he had, with an Amencan’s extrava-
ganee, offered the fabulons sum of thir-
ty thousand franes. ‘That ended the
sitting for that day, for Sophic insisted
on taking Henrvi at onee to her father,
telling him the news, and making him
break off all farther negotintions with
Jean Hertrund, o

And it was so arranged. Henri was
to pay off the mortgnge as soon as the
pictare was transferred, keeping the
surplus of ten thousamd to start life
with Saphie, while her father dismissed
Jenn Bertrand, witi the precantionary
hint that, in case the American should
fail them he would immediately aceept
Bertrand's offer,

It was the evening bafore the great
day when the picture was go be for-
mally sold, the thirty thousand franes
handed over, and Henri and Sopbia
marrieid.  Henri was in the studio,
standing before the picture, In one
hand he held o lighted eigarette, in the
other an aentely pointed paint brash,
He waos seratinizing the face of his he-
loved “Lilac Witeh” with a look of in-
tense exultution, Every now and then
he wonld make an infinitesimal stroke
with the brush, after which he wonld
take o long pull nt the eigarette, let-
ting the smoke slowly exude from his
mouth and nose in a manner that bo-
spoke keen satisfaction.  He was put-
ting on what he called the last
touches before he sald good-night to the
pieture and went to call on Sophie. He
looked at his wuteh. It was already past
nine and he had promised to be there
ot eight, Still there were only a few
more tiny touches needed and then he
would go. He lit cigarette after cigar-
otte, he walked up and down the room,
chunged the lamps and sarveyed the
painting from twenty diflerent points
of view. Finally he scemad satisfled,
throw down the brush, drew a sefa up
in front of the easel, and lay there,
watfhing the witeh's face with a lov-
er's ropture, Ilis chest heaved, his
cyes grew bright, the muscles round
his mouth softened into un expression
of supreme delight.

Suddenly he started and looked at
his wateh. It was twelve o'clock and
he had forgotten, and Sophie had prob-
ably gone to bed, wondering why he
never came. e blamed himself for
being so thonghtless,

This changed the current of his
thoughts, reminding him that to-mor-
row he married Sophie and they would
always live together; a bright smile 1it
up his face, but it was a commonplace
smile compared to his look of u few sec-
onds ago. Yes; to-morrow Sopliie would
be his, and they would come and pany him
thirty thousand francs and take away
the *Lilase Witeh." “Lilac Witeh?"
Why, of course; he had only painted it
for the sake of marrying Sophie,

Henrn looked away from the picture,
with o dull ache =t his heart. Some-
how, life with Sophie, when the *“Lilne
Witeh” svas gone, did not seem so
sweet as it usod to in the old days
when they had the first sittings. Then
the picture only meant to him the por-
trait of his dear Sophie. Now, when
he was gazing into that fair, ureh face
on the eanvas, so trinmphant and yet
so pitying and tender, he never thought
of its being Sophie's face ot all. He
sevimed tosce there something that was
all his own and had come out of his
own soul. How could he bear to part
with it? But he was winuing Sophie
by giving it up. A horrible doubt came
to him. What if after all he should
love the picture better than the model?
lle shook his head resolutely, and
went to bed. All that night in his
drenms that awful doubt tormented
him.

On the morrow Sophie appeared be-
fore the hour of the business transac-
tion 8o us to tidy up the studio and malke
it look more festive. She found Henri
there before the pleture as usual. He
had wheeled the easel up near the
window and was devouring the paint-
ing with his eyes. lle never so much
as turned his head to greet her, He
saw there, on o bank of moss, half sit-
ting, half reclining, a benutiful woman,
the image of his sweetheart, yot wear-
ing an intangible something abont tha
eyes und mouth, something that Henrd,
with feelings of misgiving, felt thut
Sophie had not. The wavy, light brown
hair, hanging In ringlets over the bare
shoulder, and the vermeil tint of the
pure cheek, were simply a clever copy
of Sophie's charms. But in the gray
eyes was a look that seemed to tell of o
great, unsatisfied longing, for love—or,
perhaps, vietory—while the delicate,
slightly curving lips had a tender, pity-
ing expression that was strungely con-
tradicted by the pointed chin, which
bodied forth a scornful joy of triumph
—poerhaps the very trivmph which the

eyes were longing for, and whose vies
tim the month pitied. The very com-
positeness of the face, fnll of contradice-
tions, was the orlgin of its charm.

Henri looked long at the faee, amd
then turned and ¢laneed helf timidly,
bnlf ||n]u f\'l”}'. & e, She "lﬂllﬂht
she  eunght his wad smiled
back nt him.

“hs it like?” she laughed.

Honri's face lost the look of hope.
He tarned eagerly back to the picture,
looked ot it o mioute, then turned
nway with a sigh. Sophie came to him,
and looking over his shoulder at the
lovely reflection of herself, asked him
why he sighed. e answered:

“Al, Sophie, you cannot understand,
yvou cannot know the feeling of adora-
tion which an artist has for something
into which he has poured his whole
soul,  This is my musterpicee. 1 shall
never do anvihing as good, av rich, ns
expansive again!—no, nover! All the
stremeth, wll the purity, ull the poetry,
of my inmost sonl are embadied in that
one painting, amd now—now, | must
part with it—mnust say good-by forever
to what has been meat and drink to
me for months past.  You canuot know
what it has come to wmean to me; how,
like Pygmalion, I have worshiped it as
I evented ite It is more thun n portrat.
It 4% an ddeal in which 1 have lived for
months,  Oh, where=where shinll 1
find anything to take its place?™

And Henrl, kneellng before the ple-
ture, spread out hiv hands in suppliens
tion. Sophie knelt beside hlin, and
geatly passing one arm over his shoul-
der whispered softly to him, ns if they
alrendy knelt before the altar:

“tere, Henrl, here 1T am! have yon
not me? Did yon not paint that picture
to marey me? nod now it's done, are wo
not to be married, and yon are to have
me alwnys?” '

She paused.  Henel slowly looked
around and gazed long and steadily,
withv o blank, scarching look, into her
sweet, pule fuee.  Then he turned to-
ward the “Liloe Witeh," shuddersd
and sorrowfully shook his head. He
noticed that in o spot near the edge
the canvas the varnish had worn o 1it-
tle rongh, e got up from his knees,
and pashing aside a cortain, went into
i side room to get a pot of varnish.

Sophic remained motionless, kneel-
ing before the picture, her bosom hewve
ing, her eyes flushing, her hands cluteh-
ing convalsively at her dress,  She re-
pentod his lnst words:  “*Where shall 1
find nnything to take its place?™”

Jealonsy, cruel as the grave, joal
onsy of her own idealized self, jealousy
of the image of her own person ye-
flected in the artist’s imagination, was
toking hold of her. Oh, how she hated
the picture that had stolen her only
possession! had cheated her of Henrl's
love.  She arose and looked savagely at

mening

the lovely *Lilac Witeh.” Then, glane- |

ing wildly around the room for n
weuapon, she spled on a little table
Henri's mixiug knife. It was of steel
and quite sharp. She ran to it, scizetl
it, and then coming up so close that
her hot breath made the canvas moist,
she hissed:

*There, you thief, yon"—and with a
few strokes of the knife she cut and
slashed the lovely face and tore out the
gray eyes, and haeked the poor head
und bosom into shreds. Then, throw-
ing back her head, she stood upright,
panting and trembling, before her dis-
figured rival,

At that second it secemed as if the
scornful, pitying, trinmphant look of
the Lilae Witeh had passed to her own
face.

Just then came o rustle ot the eurtain
und a rattle at the door, Henrislipped
in quictly from the inner room, and
Sophie's father came bursting in from
the hall. The two men ¢ ame forward
and greeted one another cordially; then
they turned toward Sophie and the
picture.

With a sharp ery Henri bounded for-
ward, and,pressing his forehead against
the mutilated painting, cried like a
child.

Sophie looked wildly about, and
staggered toward her father, Ie rough-
Iy led her to & chair Then, pulling
his hat down over his ears, he said
hoarsely, half aloud:

“1l must go and find Jean Bertrand.”
—ChLarles W, Shope, in Harvard Advo-
cate.

STRANGE APPLICATIONS,

Pecullur Wants of People Who Vit the
Bureau of Information,

‘The Salvation Army has in London a
bureau of informution where ladies
muy obtain servants and those in need
of employment find work. It has been
extraordinarily successful, During the
first year thirteen hundred cmployers
found servants, and a .;honund wrirls
applied for work.

Strange applications come to the of-
fice. Ong lady recommended her de-
parting servant as *“'clean, tidy, honest,
sober, truthful and a good worker.”
Wondering « why mald and mistress
should part under these conditions, the
bureau foand that a terribly bad tem-
per was the cause of sepuration.

“*But, strangely enough,” said the
chief, *it huppened that a lady had
just applied to us for & servant with n
bad temper, believing that such girls
muke the eloanest handmaids.: ¥o we
are ible to meet every requirement.”

Some of the wants sent to the burean
are of a peculiar pature’ and oddly ox-
pressod. ‘

*Kindly send me a girl who is o veg-
etarlan,” writes one lady, *‘or who is
willing to become one.”

l:ll.A red-hot Christian, but not too
0 "

**Not taller than five feet two. A girl
who does not talk loud. She must not
sing or laugh loud.”

Neither are the servants who upply
easy to please,

“Get me u pluce with two quiet, el-
derly people,” says one. *'1 like to be
alone,"

“I am @ good singer and a good
speaker, and I wunt a goo’ place,”
writes another.

*1 have had a good edueation, and
ean play the piano,”

“Please get my daughter a place, as
she is unmanageable at home and has
an awful temper," asks o fond and

candid parent.—Youth's Compaunion, /

SHAN'T keep
the money in
the house any
longer'n 1'm
obleoged  to,”
snid Farmer
Darins Jones to his better half, as ho
got up from the supper table, and with
great deliberation filled his brinr-wood
pipe from n tin box which looked as if
it had seen hard service,  “Deacon
Sekes will tuke the hall on't as soon's
his payment comes due, and that's
less'n o fortnight, so don’t worry any
more about 6" With this, Farmer
Jones settled hbmself in his big arm-
chalr to enjoy his evening pipe,

SWell, Darius,” sald Mrs, Jones, “'the
[ eovmer that money turns into o good
Lmortrage bearing six por eent. the bet
[ter TU0l be for my peace o mind, |
Chaln't forgot the desperit doin's  of
[ thewn ale tramps over to Jeff Bowman's
Dhess'te o vear ngo, when they most killed
| poor old Jeif o torturin® him to make
L tell where his money was hid,” and
shie shook out her snowy tablecloth
with neevous Hittle jerks, us if she saw
the tranps then and there inher mind's
ove.

“Darins had sold the “west 1ot for
Cthiree thousand dollars in erisp bank
{notes. This he haid that day brought

liome and carefully placed within the
little wooded chest that had long served

ws o repository for sundry deeds ond
mortgagos, the fruits of o life of stern-
ext toil and noconsing  frogality.  Gift
"ed by natere with a strong constitn-
tion, Darins had, many years before,
settled in a comparatively new region
| in western Pennsylvanin, and after tak-
ing to himself a helpmeet, the pair had
devoted themselves with unceasing en-
L ergy to the tusk of redeeming their new
land to o state of eultivation. Slowly,
but surely, the black-skirted forest re-
ceded from the humble log eabin, the
nosightly stumps and brosh-heups gave
| place to broad fields of waving grain,
und at last the old log house, with all
its suered nssocintions, was torn down
and replaced by o modern dwelling
| quite pretentious in its architecture.
! Children they had, but all wers mar-
{ried and had left the parental roof,

And, now on the shady side of sixty,
Uavmer Jones and wife decided it
would be bettor to sell a purt of the
farm and so relieve themsolves of o
portion of their burdens and responsi-
billties. Josinh Pendleton stood ready
totake the west lot (fifty acres) at six-
ty dollars an acre, and when Durius
called one day and announced that he
was ready to draw “writin’s,” the con«
veyance was quickly made and the
moncy paid over. Three thonsand dol-
lars! Quite enough to tempt the cupid-
ity and excite the avarice of certain
worthless characters of that neighbor-
hood. So reasoned Mrs, Jones, and al-
though Davius did his best to reassure
that nervous little body, his eflorts
were far from suceessful.

*There ain't a soul as knows s thing
about it, "cept Josiur and his folks, an’
1 eauntioned 'em, over and over agi'n,
not to suy u word about it."

“What can't be cured, must be en-
dured,” was Mrs, Jones' philosophic re-
joinder. *I shan't enjoy a night's rest,
though, till we're well rid on't.”

Foarmer Jones wus notin the least
addicted to nervonsness. On the con-
trary, he was the very soul of self-
possession and rellance, The feminine
timidity of Mrs. Jones was, however,
not without o certain effect on her hus-
band.

“I b'l'eve I'll just put a charge down
the old gun and set it where it'll Ye
handy,” he remurked, just before bed-
time, and stepping into an adjoining
closet he brought out a formidable
looking musket, a big powder-horn, a
bag of shot and some water-proof caps.
Darius examined the gun eritically,
blowing into the muzzle with such
force that his checks bulged out like
those of the fat man in the dime mu-
seunm.

“If any o' them timmps try to burgle
me I'll make it mighty interesting for
‘em,” said our hero, as he finished his
inspection of the arm and poured a
heavy charge of powder into his broad
palm.

“Du be keerful, Darius,” expostulated
Mrs. Jones, I was in hopes I'd seen
the lust o' that gun last spring when
you came in with your nose bleedin’
and your lip all swelled up after
shootin' that eat.”

“1 killed the cat, anyhow,” said the
old man, & little testily, “An’ [ killed
a b'ar with it, one't too, Tha old gun
will kicle a leotle, but it'll shoot equal
to any of their new-fungled ones,” And
drawing out the iron rod, he drove the
paper wadding home with a vigor that
was positively startling, and fitting the
cap on the tube he stood the weapon
ugainst the bureau in the bedroom and
where he could reuch it from the bed.

“Thar, mother; ‘lorewarned is fore-
armed.' Mebby your stewin’ hain't
took the exact form of & warnin', but
it'll answer the purpose jest as well, I
reckon,” and Darius guzed thoughtfully
into the fire.

The conversation naturally turned on
the change their business affairs had
taken, und before they were aware of
the luteness of the hour the big clock
in an adjoining room had struck twolve
with its slow and measured strokes.
The old farmer gave vent to his surprise
in o long-druwn whistle. I declare,
mother, I hudn't any idea it was so
lute,” he remarked with a sleeny
vawn, “Guess woe'd better go to bed,
or 'm *fraid you won't get much sleep,
tonighe™

"I don't expect to,” suld Mrs, Jones,
with an air of movk resiguation, **Huve
yon fustened the callar door?”

- - Ny L

winate,” and Farmer Jones went ont
o attend to the aniside cellar door,
wible his nervons little wife gave her
personal attention to other doors and
windows, not stopping until she hud
visited every door und window in the
honsay,

S feel bettar about it if 1 see to it
mysell,” she solilogulzed. “Darins Is
that enreless't he'd forgit to look the
doors, ¢ sy nothin® ‘bout seein’ to the
winders. ™

Her round of inspection was ended at
Inst, and, with a sigh of rellef, alie
songhit lier sleeping apartment.  Darins
hudd preceded her some  little time, and
his leavy, regular breathing  gave
ample evidence of his entire frecdom
from carthly caves amd annoyanees,

“Dear me," sl the troubled woman,
s she quictly reclined beside her an-
conscions husband, *if 1 conld only
sleep ke thar, it'd be worth while goin'
to bed, but 1 don't Weeve 1 cun sleep o
wink tosndght ™.

Tiele, tack, tiek tack; the big clock in
the kitehon sounded unusually loud,
and it seemed to Mres, Jones that she
had never known the hours to deng
quite so glowly, Three o'clock and still
the sitvation remuined uochangoed.  Da-
riug  snored pencefully on, but sleep
came not to the weary eyelids of the
troubled woman who had almost cons
cluded to get up and begin her hotise-
Lol dutles, when she thought she beard
ustronge oo outside, and, listening
intently, she soon heard it vepeatod,
this thime so londly that there conld be
no mistoke about it With wildly-
beating heart shie sat bolt upright try-
ingr to losate the sonmd. It was st the
baek kitehen door,

“Darios, Davinsg,”™ she tremblingly
whisperad, but Darivs was not easily
wukened, and it was not antil she hisd
shaken him with might and main that
e awole toa realizing sense of bLia
surronndings.

“There's  somebody  at
kitehen door™ she gasped,
him walle on the plank.”

It was pow Darios' turn to listen,
und presently his eoars wore grocted by
n rasping sound at the rear of the
house.  Ruke, rake, vake, it sonnded
through the houw with startling dis-
tinetness,

“He's sawin® or filin' the door look,™
moaned the frightened woman, “We
shall be murdered in cold blood,” and
she dropped back on her pillow in ab-
jeet tervor,

Darius was now thoroughly aroused
and ready to give the despernte honse
breaker a warm reception. Stepping

the  back
1 hoard

ﬂlll;l‘-'i i}
“TITUNDERATION! 178 OLD BRINDLEI®
eautiously to the buresu, he scized his
trusty musket, and, clad simply in his
robe de nuif, he glided stealthily out into
the kitehen, looking for all the world
like the mpparition of the verituble
spectral huntsman, The noise ceased
for n moment and Darius listened In-
tently. Perhaps the fellow had deteet-
ed his eautions movements and fled, but
no, the filing was soon resumed and
our hero could even hear the heavy
breathing of the burglar as he worked
industriously at the lock. He wvould
walt norlonger, Raising the old gun to
his shoulder, he pulled the trigger and
with a terrific rour it belched farth its

contents,

*“Thar, take that. dum yer sneakin'
hide,” shouted the intrepid Darius, ns
soon a4 he could regain his equlibrivmn,
“I'll tench yo to come sneakin' round
my shebang."

“Have you shot him?” came in horri-
fied tones from the bedroom,

“I've stirred him up & little, I reck-
om," grimly .responded Darius, as he
canght the sound of retreating foot-
steps, and groping his way through the
smole he drew aside the curtaln and
looked out. At a distance of perhaps a
dozen yurds stood old Brindle, Darius’
best cow. Her nose was elovated at an
angle of forty-five degrees nnd her hoad
was swaying to and fro in bovine dis-
tress.

“Phunderation!"” ejaculated the as-
tonished farmer, as the truth suddenly
dawned upon him. “Mother, it's old
Drindle, and I've filled her chock full
o' shot,” he continued, as he uslocked
the terribly shattered doot and stepped
out into the cool alr. It was only too
true. It was old Drindle. She had
broken out of the pasture lot and dur-
ing her wanderings had ehanced to ap-
proach the back kitehen door. The
rusping sound hud been mude by her
tongue while licking the door.

“Come, boss, come, boss," said the
crestfallen farmer, as he attempted to
approach.the strangely-acting unimal;
but old Brindle's confilence in the
Jones family hod been rudely shat-
tered, and catehing sight of his white-
robed figure she plunged madly off
into the darkness.

*A dum v mess I've made on't,”
ejnculated Jones, as he rueful-
ly watched hor retreating fHgure until
it disappeared In the gloom. *I've
spoilt that door, an'like ez not killed
the best cow I've got, too, an' thar
hain't been o burglar in forty miles o'
here. Say, mother, if ye lear any

it to yerself.”

“Well, ye needn't be a0 eross nbout
it. I you hadn't thought It wis n b
glar you wouldn't have shot through
the door."

And Darius felt that he was again
uiuqulbhed--l!. J. Hollister, in Yankes
Blude.

—Don't live sn simless life.—Ram's

*No, I haio't, but 1'll see to it this | Horn

more sawin’ or filin' I wish you'd keep '

Y

gawram .y
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MIBCE!:.LANIOU.-
~Troobng— “Tid  Joblotd 1688 “Any

lost request?” Humplalo—=*Yes; ha
wanted the funeral procession to drive
nround by the way of the ball grounds.™

= Wifo-“Juhn, do look nt that poor
winiter; what makes him so onesslded?"
Husband <1 guess it is heenuse he has
been so frequent!y tipped, "< Tnter Ocean,

—A Bunday-school Surprise, - Now,"
vou're o nleoly dressed little girk Ta
your futher Indopendent?  “No, thir
He ith in Jail " Brooklyn Engle,

—A lttle miss Had  prepared to recite
in Sabbath-sehool the lne USearch the
Seviptares ™ When the teachor nsked
for her verse, however, slie hekitatod,
then bravelr nttered the words “lant
for the preseription.”

~<When Harry and Lucindn go out
rowing they love to work the same oar.
Itis so sociable, you know, and then it
reminds them of the words of the poet.
*Two sonls with but o single thwart”
—Romton Transeript,

~The Sword Swallower—*[ hnve hoad

notice that they don't want me any
longoer In the museam.”  Fat Woman—
‘Well, who will tuke yowr place?”
Sword Swallower—"Why, n ghl from
Boston Is going to swallow her words "
—lnter Ocean,

= An origlunl method of inducing the
rosidents of Alsace-Lorenine to becomao
ticrmuns has been discovered by the
Volk, the orgafl of Here Stoccker,
T'his Journal proposes that the state
sholl give n dowry to every native of
AlseosLorraine whomnrrles o German,

—It was on Friday that Calumbus set
sall from Palos,  Priday he flest saw
the new world, Friday he reached Pulos
on his return, the four hnndreedth annl-
vorsary of the discovery fulls on Fridoy
nndd on Friday this eountry was chris-
tened aftor Amerlens Vespuelus, - the
Florentine discoverer,

—An ernomons sehool of barraenda
wos sporting in Monterey  bay, Calls
fornin, the other day, when, with™ the
sudden turn, they “hended steaight for
the beach withont diminution in thelr
ppeed, und were soon Tanded high and
dry upon the shore.  The bellef is that
the barrnenda were driven nshore by o
school of whales

~% 1. Walker, chief olerk of the
Central railrond at Macon, tin., has an
old bill in his possession. It Is & #10
note of the state of North Caroling,
printed in 1775, On one side Is the in-
seription, “Persecution the Ruin of
Empires.” On the other side appear
the wonds, “Death to Connterfeltors.”

~The idea of munwfacturing power
on n moving ehr to runy d mo to op-
erate n motor to  propel a enr secms to
be u roundabont way of getting at the
result of clecetrio thactipn, and yot that
in whut s western ‘wan issald to be
dolng. He used guasoline produce
stenm for power; but why not use the
steam power direet?

—The famona story of the word *“slr-
loin," or, more properly, “surloin,” is of
recent crentlon. A king of England—
the ‘‘merry monureh” most likely—
coming in hungry one day from the
chase, had sorved up to him a savory
loin of beef. So delighted was the fam-
Ished king at the sight of his favorite
dish that he knighted it on the spot,
and it Is now known as ‘sir lolp" even
to this day. ¥

~President Harrison's most formida-
ble rival for the hand of Miss Caroline
Scott, who afterward boeame his wife,
was o rollicklng Irish Lay who fell in
love with her, asdid her husband, while
they were both attending her father's
sohool. Hels Thad L, Conant, and he
is living now in Evansville, Ind., where
he is river editor of the Standard,

—Gme of the model co-operative nsso-
ciutions of the country is thy Fruit
tirowers' union, which was organized
in 1807 and incorporated in 1888, Its
membership is 574, and it had issued
4,100 shares up to Junuary last. Its ob-
Jeot is the protection of the grower
obtaining the highest prices for h
fruits, Shipments snd sales ore ut-
tended to, and necessary wrticles are
supplicd at the lowest rates possible,
The totul amount of last year's busi-
ness wos $114,301. The not nasets of the
soclety nre 838,500,

—Petroleum, when » .in bulk,
cither in tank steamships or in tanks

on shore, must be provided with means
for expansion when perature
rises. A drawback in appllances has

been the admitting of air oa the con-
traction of the oll. The manager of
Inrge works in West 1l l, Eng-
land, hus devised sn sppamtus thut
will provent the ncoess of nir. Inoylin-
drical domes on the top of the tanks he
fits pistons, the rods projecting throagh
the tops and moving freely, The
pistons rest on the surface of the ofl
and rise and fall when it expands and
contracts. gl ik
=The independence of Durmese
women is remarkable. They manage
their own affairs, lord stalls in toe
bazar, with which no one interferes,
marry when they choose, and divorce
their husbands as soon as they
No jealous vells cover their faces; no
melancholy purdoh seclusion prevents
them fron mixing with the male sex.
They first dance and laugh with as
many admirers ns they choose, snd last
of all they smoke-—not dainty eigarettes
on ihe sly, taking a whiff while
read the latest French novel, as
European sisters.do; ng, but clgars!
Cigars longer than men use in Europe;
cigurs n foot long and two inches In clr-
cumfercnee, the price about two cents,
and they smoke them all day.

Why We Need Two Earn,

Bound travels by waves, radiating
from s central point of disturbanoce,
Just us waves rmd when s stone Is
thrown into still water. 8o far as the
hewring of each lndividual is concerned
those waves move in o direct line from
tie conso of the disturbance to the ear.
This being the case, thoe impact Is
grenter in the ear nearest the sound.
Now, a person who has totally lost the
b of one eur cannot locnte the
direction of n nofse to xave hislife, oven
when tllm“t:anmr of disturbance i:;lﬂl’:.
near. B lenrn to estima
diathnge in & surpeisiag Uried. porid
sfter | their sight, but e on
disensos of the ear say thatipirsons

wholly deaf in one ear can never learn
the diroction from which usound
| ~Philadelphia Press. v




