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INTERNATIONAL

. CHAPTER XL—(CoXxTixven.)

- Caussidlere started In surprise; he
WAs not accustomed to such plain
bepenking.

| “Madume Is severe,” he replied, with
‘:ihan-uullc smile. “HShe Joes not ap-

jove of the moralg of my natlon? No?

parbleu! they compare not un-

P favorably with those of vlous Scot-
l.l!"

B This rehuff rather disconcerted the
in spoken lady, who turned up the
th impatiently, while the

Bftily indignant. Marjorie, who had
Watched the preceding possage al arms
W lth wo little anxiety, not quite follow-
ing the conversation, glanced implor-
K1y at Caussidiere.

Don’'t mind Migs Hetherington,” she
Yuld, when the lady was out of hea-
l Jug. “What Mr, Lorraine says of her
I8 true; her bark's waur than her bite,
and she means no offense.”

“Who Is she, my child? Oh, I re-
Yor, the eccentric old lady whom
Isited vesterday."

Surjorle nodded; and at that mo-
ment Mr, Lorralne came down the path,
followed by Solomon, and met Miss
therington, who began talking to
jim vehemently.

“She |8 not very polite,”" mutterad
ussidiere; “and wee, she Is already
hbuging me to your guardian,”

e held out his hani.

“Good-bye!
ter in the day."

“Perhaps. Oh, monsleur, you are not
feaded 7"

“Not at all,” replled Caussidiere,
hough the look with which he re-
arded his late antagonist rather lo-
ed his words, “l forgive her for your

mke, my child!
™ .

L L] L]
Marjorie did not go to church again
hat day. She had a  headache and
ept her room. It was altogether a
loomy afternoon. Mr, Lorraine, se-
etly troubled in his mind, had diffi-
Ity In concentrating hils thoughts on
is religious duties, and Solomon pre-
rved an Invineible taclturpity. So
he day passed away, and evening
ame.

here was no evening serviee, for
'.\ir. Lorralne was too infirm to condnet
three services in one day. After a dis-
kmal tea, to which Marjorle came down,
® winister sat reading a volume of
~armons, and presently Marjorie left
room, put on her hat, and strolled
«lo the garden.

It was a beautiful evening, and the
moon was rising over the far-oft hille,
With her head still aching wearily, the
girl wandered out upon the road and
inta the churchyard. She crept close
to the western wall and looked for a
long time at one of the tombslones.
Then, sighing deeply, she came out
and straolled up the village.

The bright weather and the fresh air
enticed her on and on tAl she came
to the rural bridge above the Annan
‘Water.

' ANl was still and peaceful; not a
sound, not a breath disturbed the Sab-
path silence. She leaned over the stone
parapet and looked sadly down.

| Her thoughts were wandering far
away—flowing, flowing with the mur-
muring stream. She had fallen into a
waking dream, when she heard a foot-
gtep behind her. She started and ut-
tered a low cry as she saw a dark fig-
ure approaching in the moonlight.

CHAPTER XIL

-+ HE figure advanced
| rapidly, and In a
1 moment Marjorie
l@/ recognized her tu-
| tor,

“Monsgleur Cans-
sidiere!" ghe cried.

“Yes," returned
the Frenchman
quletly, “it Is I'"

“He took her
hand in his, and
found it cold and trembling.

*I have frightened you,'” he sald.
*Yes, monsieur; 1 was sturtled ope-
capse 1 did not hear you coming, and I
stemed to be far away."

She seemed strangely sad and pre-
pecupled tonight. After the French-
man had joined her she relapsed Into
her former dream; she folded her arms
upon the bridge agaln, and fixed her
¢ad eyes upon the flowing river. Qaus-
sidiere, partaking of the mood, lovked
Nlownward, too,
| “You love the water, Marjorie?”
| «Yes; It 1s my kith and kin."

“You have been here for hours, nave
Hlvou not? 1 sought you at the manse
in vain.'"

i *1 was not here, monsieur, I was in
he kirkyard among the graves."
“Among the graves?" returned the
chman, looking anxlously at her.

“ A stsange place for you to wander In,
|y cbild! It Is only when we have
en trouble and lost friepds that wa
such places, For me it would be
tting, perhaps, but for you it is dif-
erent. You are 80 young and ghould
e so happy."

“Ah, yes!" gighed Marjorle.
appy enough.”

“And yet you saflden the days that
hould be the brightest by wandering
ear the dead. Why did you go to the
l;\urcluard. little one?"

Vhy, monsicur? To see my moth-
¢ grave.”

syour mothior's grave? T thought
ou did not know your mother?"

“I'hey say ~° was my mother re-
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1 shall see you, perhaps, |
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turned Marjorle, quickly. “She was
found drowned in Annan Water— was
it not dreadful, monslenr? -and she
was buried vonder in the kirkyard
I when | was a lHttle ehild.”
[ “And you think she was your moth-
er?
“They say so, monsieur, but 1 do not
l think it Is true.”
"No?”

by It, and tried to think they are right,
but I cannot--1 aye come away as |
did tonight and look at Annan Water,
and feel it more my kin."

“Marjorie!"”

“Yes, monsieur! "

“1 fancy you are right, child; per-
haps your mother lives,'

“Ah, you think that?"

you, though she cannot speak.
may reveal herself some day.”

“You belleve so, monsieur?" repeated
Marjorie, her fuce brightening with
Joy.

“It is very probable, my child. You
| are not of the canallle, Marjorie, When

1 fArst saw you | knew that; then 1
| heard your story, and it Interested me,
| I thought, "We are strangely allke—we
| are llke two of a country cast adrift in
u forelgn land, but our destinles seem
to be one, She is exiled from her kin-
dred; | am exiled from my home, She
has a kindly heart and will understand
me; we must be friends, Marjorle, will
we not?”*

He held out his hand, and the girl
took It.

“You are very good, monsieur,” ilie
answered simply.

She

indeed, little one!” he answered. *“I
| will take no money for your lessons. It
Is a pleasure for me to teach you, and
~—and Mr, Lorraine is not rich.”

“Mr. Lorraine?"” sald Marjorle, open-
ing her blue eyes; “it Is not Mr, Lor-
raine who pays for my schooling, but
Miss Hetherington.”

“Is that go?"

“Yes; that Is so. Mr, Lorraine dld
not wish to have me taught beyond my
station; but Miss Hetherington sald 1
must learn.”

foundly.

“Miss Hetherington Is a philanthrop-
ic lady, then?"

“Do you think so, monsieur?"

“Do not you think so, Marjorle, since
she Is universally kind and generous’"

“Ah,” returned Marjorie, I do not
think she s always generous, mon-
sleur; but she is very kind to me. Why
she has almost kept me ever since |
was & child.”

To this the Frenchman did not reply;
he seemed somewhat disturbed; he iit
a clgar and watched Marjorle through
the clouds of smoke. Presently tle
clock In the church tower struck the
hour, and Marjorie started,

“1 must be walking home,” she sald.

She began (0 move across the Liridge,
the Frenchman keeping beside her.

They walked steadily onward, and
now they reached the door of the inn.
Marjorle paused and held forth lher
hand,

“Good-night, monsleur,” she said.

“Good-night!—shall I not walk with
sou to the manse, little one?"

Marjorie shook her head.

“1 would rather walk there alope.”

The Frenchman shrugged hig shoul-
ders,

“Kh blen! since you wish it 1 will
think you are right. Good-night, my
little friend, and au revolr,”

He ook the hand which ghe had ex-
tended toward him, ralsed it toward
his lips, then patted it as If he had been
patting the fingers of a child; it was
this air of fatherly friendliness which
made her trust him, and which won for
him all the sympashy of her affectium-
ate heart,

When Caussidiere Imprinted a kiss
upon her hand she neither blushed nor
drew It away, but she sald goftly;

“Good nlght, monsieur, God bless
you!" at which the Frenchman kissed
her hand again, then, turning quickly,
entered the inn,

Marjorle turned, too, feeling her kind
little heart overflowlng, and walked
away down the moonlit rond. She had
not gone many steps when she wus
abruptly joined by a man. She did not
gtart nor seem surprised; Indeed,
while she was parting with the French-
man she had seen John Sutherlund
watching her frota the opposite side of
the road,

“Good-evening, Johnnie,"” sald Mar-
jorle, quietly. “Why did you not come
forward to speak to Monsieur Caussi-
diere?

The young man started, but made no
answer,

“Johnnle, what & wrong?" she asked,

He paused, and looked gt her.

“Marjorie,” he sald, “tell me what
you were doing with that man?"

It was no time for his repromcnes;
her whole soul rose in revolt.

*With that man?" she repeated, an-
grily, *“Do you mean with Monsleur
Caussidiere?”

“Yes, with that villainous French-
man,” he returned, driven recklessly
onward by his anger. “Why are you
always In his company, Marjorie An-
nen?”

Marjorle drew herself proudly up.
Had the Frenchman seen her then, he
would have little doubt as to the stock
vhence ghe came.

“] am in his company because | am

“1 have gone to her grave and stayed |

“'More; she is perhaps watching over |

“Then you must treat me as a friend, |

Caussidiere seemed to reflect pru-!

his friend,” she anawered, proudly.
“Yea, his friend; nud as his friend |
will not hear him insulted. Good-
night."

She walked quickly away, but In a
moment he was again beside her.

“Marjorie, will you not listen to
me?”’

“No, | will not,” returned the girl,
angrily. “Whatever you have to say
against Monsieur Canssidiere you shall
not say to me, He was right; you
are all against him, and you are the
worst of all. Do you think it Is just or
kind to abuse a man simply because
he I8 a stranger and uufortunaste? What
has Monpsieur Caussidiers ever done o
you that you should diglike him So
much?"”

The yonng man stared ot her flushed

cheeks and angry oyves; then he ex-
claimed:
“Marjorie, answer me!  Tell me t's

not possible, that you care for yon
man?"’

She flushed
wway.

] ¢are for anyone,” she answered,
evasively, “who & anlone wsnd who
wants a friend. Monsieur Causgidiere
has been very kind to me-and | am
sorry for him.”

“You are more than that, .\Iarﬁrle -
but take care, for 1 kuow he is 4 Woun-
drel.”

“How dare you say wro?" returned
Marjorie. *“You are a coward, Johnnie
Sutherland. If he were here you would
not speak liRe that”

“l would gay the same to him as o
vou., If he were not a scoundred he
wolld not entice you from your home."

This was too much for Marjorie. She
uttered an indignant exclamation, and,
without delgning to reply, bastened
rapidly away. This time he did not
hasten after her; and almost before he
could recover from his surprise she had
eutered the manse door.

¢rime=on  and turned

CHAPTER XIIL

FTER the scone
with Marjorle on
Sunday might,8uth-
erland was In &
state of despair; for
two days he walked
about in misery; on
the third day his
resolution was fixed
and be determiued
to uct, He went up
to the Castle and
sought an Interview with Miss Heth-
erington, to whom he told of the scene
which he had had with Marjorle, of Lher
anger agalnst himself, and of her con-
stant meetings with the stranger. Mias
Hetherington listened with averted
head, and laughed grimly when be had
done.

1 gee how It i8,” she saidg **'tls the
old tale; twa lads and n lassie, But I
dinna ke the French man, Johnnle,
no more than yoursell. 1’1l speak
with Mr. Lorraine; maybe ‘tie his work
to keep the bairnle right, though he
does bils work 11, I'm thinking, You're
i good lad, Johnnle, and as to Marjorle,
she's a short-sighted eedict not to see
wha's her friend."”

She spoke lightly and cheerfully; put
the moment Sutheriund disappearced
both her face and manner changed.

“The lad was right,” she sald. “Love
has made him keen sighted, and he has
told me the truth, Marjorie is in dag-
ger. Now ls the time when ghe needs
the care o' Kind fulk to keep her frae
the one false step that rulns all. Mar-
jorie Annan, what shull 1 do for you,
my bairn?"

She stood for a time meditating;
then she looked at her wateh and found
it was still early In the day; she sum-
moned her old servant, ordered her car-
rlage, and & quarter of an hour later
was driving away toward the town of
Dumfries.

Hardly had she left when the French-
man came to the castle, and, by dint of
bribing the old serving man, Sandy
Sloan, with a golden sovereign, was
permitted to view the different roowms,

(10 BE CONTINUED, )

RARE WORKS OF ART.

Treasures of the Goncourt
Bring Ureat Prices.

All the great pictures in the Gon-
court collection have now been sold at
the Hotel Drouot and have realized
696,000 francs, or £27,840, mays a Parls
letter. It Is to be noted that the broth-
ers Goocourt, as related in the famous
diary, often pinched themselves In or-
der t@ purchase plcturea and art obe
jects for thelr collection. They would
undoubtedly be surprised If sthey were
alive to read the prices olilained at the
recent sale for old drawings and en-
gravings which they picked up years
ugo on the Parls quays and <laewhere
for a few gold or sllver pieces, They
were keen dilettant! and knew good
works of art when they saw them, but
they could hardly bave realized that a
sketch by the younger Moreau, for
which they pald about a dollar, would
be purchased years afterwards for hun-
dreds of dollars. There is now every
progpect that the Goncourt academy
may become an accomplished fact, and
that the literary legaiees, as well as the
poor relations, may receive something
worth having out of the estate. When
Bdmond de Gouncourt died it was con-
fidently asserTi by many that his
artiatic collections would pot realize
£8,009, wherens Lis pictums apd en-
gravings alone have already baaught in
more than treble that amount,

Gnly a Little Premature

“1 can't hear a sult that Isu't pend-
ing,” sald u judge to a young lawyer
who was seeking advice,

“1 know it Isn't pending,” replied the
ycung man, in some confusion, “but it
is about to peud."—The Green Bag,
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HER OPPORTUNITY.

T does seem as if
| 1 never get any op-
| portunities to do

good,” sald Charlty

/ Chubh,
-~y = Elder Dalley 1ift-
Lz . A4 vd his mild  eyes
%}A]l,l uver the rims ol
L i his  silver specta-
{ e ¢lega-for It was In

b the “Evening Meet-
Ing" that Miss
Chubb had ventured to speak forth
these her Improssions and viewed her
troubled countenance  between  the
feathers of Mrs, Dixon's hat, and the

stralght, white bristles of wold Mr

Mosg's close-shuved hend.
“Opportunitics are pretty  suve  to

come to us all, Sister Chabb,” sald he,

“If only we can poseex our xouls in pa-
tlence.”

Charity Chublt shook her head. Her
Mfe was so totally different from that
of the otherg who came, pvery Wl
nesday night, to relate their experd
ence In evening mecting. To her there
seemed no chanee for self-deninl, for
forglveness, for all the golden virtues
In life's jewelense. Rhe was o poor lit-
tle tradeswoman  who stood all day
long behind ker counter, dealing out
spools of cotton, penny-worths of talfy
vards of flannel and loaves of brew),
and In the times when her sould longed
for the herole and self-sacrificing it
seemed as if the wooden shutters of
the little shop into which you stum-

|

“Evervbody knows that,” said Myra,
almost petulantly

“And there's one little lnd  pining
with hip disease?"

“Yeu."

Myra Gates's large, dark  eyvea had
softencd some In thelr Hght,
“1 suppose,” sald Miss Chubb, her

eyos fixed keenly on the  cunstomer,
“that he don’t get many little dainties,
such a= alling children Nke, 11 just
ni

of gingerbread.’

In the same moment Myra
finne bick her shawl and threw
purloined cake om the counter
ngaln

“1 ook It on the sly,” sald she, with
A preat sob In her volee, “Yeu, | stole
i And T won't deny it! Bot it was
for poor Httle Larey that never tastes
anything but bread from one week's
end to another - poor dear”

“Didn't vou know [ was wrong?®
sadd Misa Charity Chubb, mitdly,

“Yes- but it was for Larry.”

“Are vou so very poor?”

“We are starving,” sald Myra. “My
mother ean’t get wash but o day now
and then, and the Airm that employed
we falled 4 week ago Monday last, and
all we have to live on is Timmy's dol-
lur a4 week that he gets In a store down
town for sweeping out and running er-

Guates
the
onee

rande*

“Did you ever take anvthing with-

tout leave before?' sald Miss Charlty,

Lled down three steps, and which al- |
waye amelt moldy, warded off all pos- |

sible chance,
elder's words.

"1 don't go anywhere to sce peop!s”
sild she, "and I've no menns to seno
help to the missions,”

“The missions of home are around
us all the time,” sald Elder Dalley,

“1 never comwe across ‘em,” gald Miss
Chubb. .

“All In good time—all in good time.”
gaid the old man, serenely. “Remember
Sister Chubb, that ‘they also serve who
only stand and wait!""

So Charlty Chublb went home some
what goothed and mollified in spirit,

She was a plain, coarse-featired
good-hearted woman, whose sou!
reached upward as a lily leans toward
the sun, and who, cramped and fettered
by the power of circumstance though
she might be, was not so far from th
kingdom of heaven as many another
one, And when, the next morning, she
entered her shop and took her stand
behind the counter, where the smell of
new cheese and tallow candles, ming-
led with that of kerosene oll, packets
of Iueifer matches and hanks of stock-
ing yarn, she opened the hig day-book
with a cheerful countenance, ani
thought to herself: “Perhaps the ap-
portunity may be nearer than I think!"

But everything went on in the same
old routine, Grand'ther Jones hobbled
in for a clay plpe just as usual, Mrs,
Higglns's little red-haired girl came
for the regular pint of kerosene, with
the change short one penny, as it al-
ways was. Mrs, Dixey stopped to gos-
8ip on her way to the “place”where ghe
was to wash that day, and Mrs, Hopper
looked at gingham and bought callco
instead. Billy Butts purchased a sheet
of paper, an envelope and a postage
stamp, and old Mrs, Miggles bhewalled
hersell because snuff had gone up half
& cent on an ounce, and the sun rose
bot and high Into the heavens, and the

She sighed softly at the

“HEAVEN BLESS YOU.*

alr of Lamb Court became Intolerably
¢lose and the sound of wheels seemed
to grind into Miss Charity Chubb's
very braln!

When a tall, untidy-loking girl, with
the alr of one who has grown beyond
her strength, came in with a shawl
wrapped about ber head and a ragged
splint basket In her hand, and asked
for a guarter of a pound of starch.
And as Miss Charity Chubb stooped 1o
the tin cannister where she kept the
pearly crystals, she saw the girl hur-
tledly secrete under her faded shawl
one of the reddish-brown cards of gin-
ger-bread which were piled on the
counter, fresh from the bayers' hasket.

All in an instant, as It were, Miss
Charity's first impulse was to call out
to the fat policeman, whose figure,
glowly promenading past, cast n shad-
ow on the blind even at that moment,
but a glance at the girl’'s pale, scared
face and thin cheeks decided her to
the contrary,

“It's theft, sure enough,” sald she to
hergelf, “but then there's different
kinds of thleves, we all know."”

“No'" erled Myra  Gates “And,
Heaven helping me, 1 never will
ngain'

“Look bers, Myra,” sald  the little

shopkeeper, laying a gentle hand on

| the girl's tattered sleeve, 1 belleve you
| never have broken God's laws before,

|
i

And she purposely delayed wrapping ’ ;
up the package of starch until the va- | [etite,

rious customers In the store had come
and gone, and the girl herself began to
evince some resllessness,

“My step-mother will be walting”
eald she, Impatiently biting the end of

and [ have faith that you never wiil
ngam.”

“Thank vou, Miss Chubb'" sald poor
Myra, almost inandably.

“1 need a girl to help me here in the
gtore.” added Charlty, "1 am gettng
old and not so spry as I once was. If
vou've s mind to come and try the
place, 1'Il give you fifty cents a day at
first and more if 1 find that you are
rellable and ean earn 11"

“Oh, Misa Chubb—alter
1 did today?”

“We'te none of us  perfect, child,”
suld Miss Charlty, shortly, “and the
Lord knows what would become of us
if He wasn't always giving us a chance
to try again. Go home and tell your
ptepmother, and then come back to-
morrow morning."

Myra Gates obeved, bnt ns  she
walked out she stooped hurriedly and
preseed her Hps to the little shop wom-
an’'s hrown hand.

“Heaven bless vou!" ghe whlspered.
“I think yon have saved me."”

Migs Charlty looked after the girl's
rotreating form,

“1 suppore people would say 1 wns
running a risk,” she thought, “but It
was my opportunity, and I could not
let it go by."

Myra Gates came early the next day
her thick, dark tresses neatly brushed
and bralded, her dress mended, and
ironed, her fa e alight with a new hope,

“Are you glad to come?” asked the
spinster, noting the expression of her
€65,

“0h,"” erled Myra, “you don't know
what a life I lead at home with my
stepmother! If it wasn't for little Lar
ri, 1 almost think I should bave com-
nitted suiclde long ago.”

I*erhaps the world would have been
quite justified in saying that Miss Char-
ity Chubh did an Indiscreet thing in
taking Wilbur Gates’s orphan daugh-
ter into her store, but the resuits were
most favorable. At the year's end My-
ra had become Indlspensable to her—a
quick, loving young aaalstant, who
waiched her with eyes of true affection,
and who made the Interests of her em-
ployer her own. And, what was bet-
ter still, she had saved Myra from the
&longh of Despond Into which ehe had
bren slowly sinking, almost uncon-
scicusly to herself,

“Elder Dalley was right,'""Miss Chubb
thought. “Opportunities come to all of
us, If we can only walt patiently enough
—and mine was sent to me at last!''—
The New York Ledger.
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A GOOD APPETITE.

How frequently we hear the remark
made, wnen a person’s indisposition
s spoken of: “Oh, be can’t have much
the matter with him. He eats well
and, therefore, Le must be all right.”
\¢ a matter of fact, although a good
appetite Is sometimes considered as
i test of the state of the health, it is
pnot an invariable test, for often thosc
who are serlously 11l have good appe-
titeg, Thie s the case with many
congsumptives and others, but a per-
son with a bad appetite I8 not In good
heunlih—there is something wrong with
him.

Appetite and hunger are generally

| ured synonymously, hut hunger is more

tban appetite; it Is imperlous, but is
allayed after eating, What Is the best
thing to do when the appetite wanes?
The usual remedy Is a tonle, some-
times, we fear, it takes the shape of too
frequent "nips"” of gin and bitters, sher-
ry and bitters, or some other com-
pound, For a want of appetite the real
remedies needed are often rest and
slenp, together with fresh air, Overwork
when fecble is a cause of loss of ap-

A chapge of food 18 & good remedy,
cometlmes the regimen has not been
varied enough, and the system be-
comes over-burdened with one kind of

& long, loose curl which hung over her | materigl and another kind s defleient.

shoulder. "And there's & deal to do at
home!"”

“Walt a bit,” sald Miss Chubb, tyinyg
the gtring of the parcel In a siow, elab-
orate bow. “You are Myra Gates, oo

An entire change of food" may work
v nders. A change of geene, of Lthought

Cand of ervirenment are gome of the

you not?—the girl In the second story |

of Blossom's house?"
“Yes,"” the customer answered, defl-

The Indian population of the Domin= | ently.

fon of Canada I sald to Le 122,000, of |

“Your stepmother's a widow,

whom about 38,000 are Roman Catho- | she—with a lot of little children and
Hos, and the same number Protestants, 'not much means to provide for them?"

fan’i |

best means to restore a jaded sppetle
for food,  Out doar exercise, worl,
sea-buthing—ull these have a good of-
fect, and promote those ehanges In the
hody which make a demand for food
imperative, Fhese remedies are all
notural ones, and If rightly uscd can
fa no harm.

up a bunch of ralsing and a Ag or |
wo tor him and one of these fresh carils .

"

ENCOLISH NIOHTINOALES

| They Are Not Nhy and  Thelr Sorx fe
Not Reserved for the Night,

The nlghtingale does not #ing svery-
| where, vet it Is the greatest mistake
to consider the bird shy as to imagine
ltx song s chiefly reserved for the
night.  He will sing contloually from'
one of the onks bordering the wayslde
| while the village folke pass and re-
puss,  The village couples must rest!
njpon the footside or linger to listen,
beneath the very tree on which the
bird is stationed. Still the 41 bur-
den of melody goes  on  uneascked,
without pausge or intermission. And
what a glorlons outburst it 1s! What
111 perfect cascade of trills and shakes
and - sewlaguivers! Saddenly it s
plere wd by o kingle note that shivers
| In the ear; then comes the wondrous
wiater bubble, to be followed by a de-
hetotis warble, long drawn and soft as
jeculd be breathed from the richest
fivie.  Another prolonged treill, and
then a far-off sound that almost seems
tov come from another songater half a
mile awuy, serves to throw Into rellef
the passionate tremolo (gsuing  from
the same tiny throut; and all the time
the wings are quivering with exeito-
i ment, and the whole coppice seems (0
vibrate. The song Is, indeed, a whole
orchestra of bird musie, Expressive
of every shade of ecstasy, we are at
times startled by a sueccession of deep,
plaintive tones that thrill like sobs.
No wonder the nightingale's singing
#eison I8 brief slx weeks only of the
entive year. Nay, it is donbtful wheth-
er any individual bird sings for so
long a period. The redwing, another
fiue singer, Is a similar Instance of the
Himited period of song, Its volee In
this eountry I8 confined to two notes,
and these by no means musical, Yet
the redwing i the nightingale of Nor-
way, to which land he returns for
reeding  purposes  each  sucereding
April. So with our nightingale, From
the day the eggs are hatched he be-
comes gradually silent, until of the
marvelous volee that stirred a mile of
woodland, nanght is heard save a dis-
mal croak hardly to be distingulshed
from the coarse cry of the bullfrog, —
St. James Gazette,

HOW LONG SHOULD WE SLEEP.

The popular bellef that men of ex-
traordinary mental aetivity are, as n
rule, light sleepers is not justified” by
facts, for the idler and the pleasure-
geckers often seem to sleep longer and
more eaelly than the laborlous brain-
verkers, The only safe gulde In do-
termining the question of the proper
amount of sleep Is undoubtedly ex-
lerience, 1If good health and full in-
telleetual efficiency can be preserved
by slx hours' eleep, there seems no
motive for making effort, probably
destined to fallure, to sleep elght
hours,

Care, however, snhona be exercised
that short sleep has not been the re-
anlt merely of a long continued bad
habit, and that every opportunity is
afforded to the organlsm to procure
that amount of sleep that seems adapt-
ed to It Henee moderately early
hours and quiet freedom from sonrces
of disturbance are necessary, and for
a prolonged perlod, before we can
feel sure that the amount of sleep
that seems natural to us is so in reals
ity,

Eight hours has been fixed by gen-
eral consent as the happy mean, and
we have no objection to offer to it, al-
though It I8 perhaps rather a liberal
allowanee for adults In robust health,
The young and the ailing might with
advantage take more, and indeed can
hardly have too mueh of so excellent
# tonie and restorative as sleep, Ra-
tional treatment of sleeplessness, apart
from such causes of Insomnia as sor-
row or harrowlng anxiety, can ¢o
much. The condition of bed and bel-
recom should be Inquired into and
wodified as conmon-sense rules may
dictate,

The occupations of the sufferer both
during the day and more especially
during the hour immediately preced-
Iug bedtime should bhe carefully in-
quired Into. There is a consensus of
opinion that the bad sleeper should
break off his daily routine some time
before the hour of retiring to rest,
that he should try the distracting in
fluence of conversation, a stroll, a nov-
el, or a cigar, and that every effort
should be made to prevent the over-
taxed braln from pursuing during the
night the wall-beaten track of the day.
A tepld bath at bedtime often acts well,
whereas a very hot or eold bath Is to
many persons positively injurious,

Bhow.

Patron (severely)—Why don't you
show me a eeai? Conductor (blandly)
—We are not In the curio business —
Detroit Journal,

WORDS OF THE WISE,

Disinterested actions will earn
richest recompense.—QGoethe.

I prefer the honestly simple to the
ingenlously wicked.—W, Penn,

It is the privilege of truth always to
grow on candld minds,—8crivener.

Simplicity and grace seem to be the
elemgnts to charm.—Mrs. Bigourney.

Poverty is rich with little—a <londy
dny becomes rich with a speck of blue,
—W. B. Spear.

People seldom lrewrove when they
have no model but themselves (o copy
after.—Goldsmith,

Nothing is more simple than freat-
resg; Indeed 1o be simple is to be great,
~R. W. Emerson,

The Innceence of the intantion
abates ncthing of the misoviaf of the
eanmple.~—~Robert Hall,

the




