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THE LITTLE FEET.

he pattering of Httle fem
My all expaciant ear doth groeet,

A ehdldigsh tread ae

'aER the flonry

In effort to atin the door
Where It shall be mine to see

That whileh = procdons

A lnughing oo
So lHke her mother!

When toll for e ench iy
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tender, trae
ik o'or

I homownrd wend iy wa)y ouce maore

With fond anticlpations

thrill

My being., ng 1 elitnh the hill

No Ingging footsten
When from the sen
Whant matters wen
Onee 1 hinve
—Poston Transcript.
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OMEWARD (hrongh the mark

H and gloom of a November even

Ing, through the dank night sir
and gathoving fog, along greasy pave
ments and over slippery  erossings,
across the grent bridge, with the yawn
ing darkness on elther slde and down
tho mean streets of Houthern London,
weardly but steadily Mary MuacAllia.
ter bont her way.

Three years of hurd work a6 a typist
In a clty oflice, throe years of lonely
struggle with fortune, had  robbwed
Mary's cheek of the bloom it bousted
when #he wae niucbecn, hut still she
strode on her way,
Ing, backward and lforward
from the clty, where her work lay,
p bhrave, earncsat-minded, stendy oved
womnan, a typical flgure of London's
wolen workers.

Sometimen there would be o suspl-
tlon of moisture in the blg gravy oves
when worlk was more than usunally
rksome or employers more than usanl
¥ rate and anreasounble

Sometimes for a1 moment her mind

wonld struy from the darck. close oflice
o the glovious fields and hedgerows
witteh from babyhood she had looked

o 18 hers In time to come Now
wiel agaln ns she ate her solltary men!
e her poor little room In the shabby
hoase (1 o third-rate street just be-
geud “the Wlephant,” the memory of
the plenty in the old days brought a
ahedow for a moment, and then the
wewmory  of Dick-—her Dick—wonld
Luse the Uitle cloud away. If Dick
sourld be brave and go away to Africa
o win a fortune for her she would be
hrave, too, Dick had faced the crash
which four years ago had ruined alike
hls father and hers, quletly and un-
canplainingly. She had refused his
ufer to relepse her from her engnge-
went to hibm, und with mutnal pro-
testations of love and fidelity they had

pacted-—he to seek wealth across the |

seas, she (o earn her lHving as hest
ahe could In the great world of Lon-
fon

Maony a letter from Dick lay eare

i1y folded in her little workbox, let

which she had read again and
pgain when the struggle was hard and
hor bheart grew faint. They told of
progresa, slow but sure, antil eighteen
wmonths before, when the black cloud
of war lewered, and ruln had for the
woeond Hme In his young life stopped
b Diek Herrlek's door.

With the first clash of arms his em-
playment censed, the land he had in-
vested hix savings in was selzed by
the Boers, while he himgelf was com-
munderred aud imprisoned as the re
yit of his vefusing to fight against
his own countrymen. Since then—
since she had lived at her present ad-
dress--no news had come to enlight-
gt Lier sorrow, to relleve her anxiety.
» . - . ° . - w

O her doorstep she met her land-
ixdy, Mrs, Bird, who bad been shop-
plag around the coroer. Mrs. Bird
wig well menaning, but rather massive,
srd semetimes more than aggressive,

“Yeu are lale this evening' Mrs.
Bird asserted tartly.

“Yeu—I1—1—am, rather,” nervously
waponded Mary; L was a little be-
aind at the office, and U've walked,"

"Walked, n ulght Hke this! Then
geu’'d no business. B'pose yvou caught
whi and got laid np?”

“ae buses  were  full o and 11
sooctle’e afford a eab, yvou know. "
Mary answered, smiling gently

“No, in course, though yvou might
e that a ulght lke this if vou didu’
g0, saddlin® yourselt with that foreign
Befeftgr man upstales”

Mes Bird closed the door with an
pian Bttle bang ns she followed Mary
FTUTE 1o I LEHTCE

“Uiir, husl, please, Mres. Bivd: think
e 11 the poor (ellow hing been,”

1 course he has, and vou, with
gl vou ean do to keep yourself, must
g and look after him. Nonsenge, that's
alink L eall it What do we pay raies
fpe aad Keep up that there plaee round
e aeraer for, If it ain't for such a
wean

“Rut, you don't understand,  Mrs,
Bird, be s not &8 common man; he
W an artist and a gentleman, It would

0

morning and even- |
to and|

kfll him to be sent to such a place—
I kpow-—1 feel ft—just as it would
kill me to he sent there, Our cruel
fogs have brought him to death’s door
and as he hax laln insensible—up there
~delirious, raving—his tongue has told
me the fale of his sunny home away
yonder in Italy, of the poverty which
drove him here to earn his bread, of
his musie, which & like life to him.
And now-—now he is better be patient
ULl for m little longer. [ will give
him all the attention 1 ean and save
youn as much an posrsible. The money
that v owing yon 1 will pay, willing-
ly, o little at a time. See, here 18
some that I have earned worklng late.
Take it nnd 1ot me have my own way,
won't yon?  Ah, you will! ‘I'hank you,
Mres, Bird!  Ag T tend him and belp
Iim, poor fellow, so [ pray that a
woman's hand may help the man 1
love, should he need 1t "

She turned slowly, and mounted the
slairs Mre., HBird looked after her
it moment  irresolutely, “Humph!"
she muttered, “that gal's too good for
this woeld.™
. . L] L - . - L]

"Youn are better—ah, U'm so glad.
Now e still, or I shall be angry!"

“Angry, yvou carn min! Ah, but no
~how can an angel he angry?”’

Mury smiled. “Your Hiness has not
made you forget your complimentas,”
she sald, Hghtly,

Mary MacAllister had stolen into the
sick man's room, after taking off her
bat and jacket, and had found bim
up and dressed and sitting in front
of the fire, The firelight shone on his
handsome face, so drawn and pale, on
his hands so thin and white. Mrs,
Bird had during the day given off some
of "her views,” and  Carlo Terrini
knew for the first time what Mary
MacAllister had done for him in the
hour of his extremity.

“Compliments! What words of mine
ean be ealled compliments, after what
you have done for me?"'

Mary starvted,  “You know?”

“Yer, the good Signora Bivd has told
me,"

“Then she ought not o have done
#0. It is nothing—nothing. 1 repeat,
And yon must not think of it again,
or''—

She paused and the man looked at
her Inguiringly. “Or what, Mees Mae-
Alleester?"”

“Or 1 shall not be able to come and

see you-—or-—or help you any more,"
“But,” said Carlo weakly, “1—1 do

not undevstand. 1t is but the trath.

You have saved my life, min carn mia;
I must thank you—TI must pour out
my gratitude to vou from my sonl."

He stopped. exhaunsted, for a mo-
meat, and then went on excitodly: 1
—1 have been thinking of you, long
Ing to see youn—to look on you—to
perhaps -be able to take your litle
hand—so—and kiss it and let fall my
tears—nas of hloond, on . You have
saved my lUfe-—yvou have done more
you have insplred me—I have been
dreaming o plotare of you, as 1 lay
watching the fire, a vision of goodness,
0 high. so pure, so true. and the
melody came. 1T heard, somewhere
away up ubove me, in God's air, & host
chanting vour pralses: the musie they
Bang was the melody my soul has
gought so long, 1 put it in my work.
That work a1 lasr will he complete
It will tetumph, for none can resist
mUeh o mnste as this”

e rose abraptly with
sirengeth T I

stdden
singgered aemross
they rovnne 1o where o vidlin lav in s

S e Mary MaecAllister uttered a ory

amd Inld » vesiraining hand on his
Al

"What nre you doing¥ she erled
*“Yini bR yoursell I Vil exert
yonrselt ke this™

hee violindst took up his insgtruament
ned erept back to his clinir

“No, It is hfe to me 1o play, and
yon must hear.  Then you shall tell
mo A it is good enough for mwy opera,”

He seated himself and began (o
pluy The girl, seeing remonstranee
useless, quietly dropped Into a seat
and listened. For a few moments she
heard ||||1y musiec she had ]l“ﬂ.rd him
play before—in the days when he was

-

well. Then suddeniy her lips parted,
and she sat breathlese. From the in-
rirument poured a melody almost un
enrthly. The man played ae If In
spired. It was as If volees from an-
other world were speaking. On, on he
went —from a pean of pralse {o a
frenzy of passion, from a hurrleane
of hope to a dirge of despalr

And then on again, higher and high-
er, faster and fanter, the liguid melody
ponred from the violin, untl), with one
great overpowerlng chord of grand
enr, the musle stopped and the bow
fell from his nerveless hand, while the
musician sank back panting, exhanst-
ed, but trivmphant, in his chalr.

8o engrossed had he been with his
beloved music, 8o enraptured had been
the girl with the marvelons stralns
that Carlo Terrinl had evoked, that
nelther hud heard the fooisteps that
had mounted the stalrs, nor seen the
form that now stood In the doorway.
Gently the ! ehided] the poor vielln
Iet for hig great exertion, sweetly she
bade him good-night and rest, slow.
Iy she turned from him to the door
For a moment shie gazed, ar If looking
on the dead, then with a cry of pas
glonate gladness she flew to the ount.
stretched arms, erylng "Dick!”

And as the lovers passcd from the
room and the door closed behind them
Carlo Terrinl’'s head fell, and a great
sob shook him from head to foot.

Downstalrs In  Mre. Bird's front
parlor Dick Herrick's story was soon
told. After months of Imprisonment
at Watervaal he had recovered his
liberty, but not his rights. The Duteh-
man who had sold him the land was
now In poesession of it again and was
disputing his title. Too poor to take
the necessury legal actlon to recover,
he had returned to England as poor as
he left It four years before.

The pext morning Mary, dressed for
the clty, paid her usual visit to Carlo
Terrinl before going. Rhe found him
very 11, He confessed that he had not
beem to hed. He had been working all
through the long night, writing the
mugle he had composed and played to
her into his opera.

“But now, now you have finlshed,”
she pleaded, “you wlill gleep—and rest?”

“Yes, cara min, [ will rest—soon—
[ promise you," and a¢ the door clos-
ed behind her he added, with a wan
smile, “forever.”

Two hours after she had gone Carlo
Terrini let himself out of the house,
without a sound and made his way to
a West End music firm, the head of
which was a compatriot of his.

After a few minutes’ talk he per-
guaded him to llsten to the opera,
which he played through without a
break.

Astonighed and delighted the pub-
lisher instantly concluded a bargain
with him, and Carlo Terrinl erept
home and fell exhaustal on the bed,
from which he never rose again,

A few hours before he died he gave
a letter, senled, to Mary MacAllister,
and whispered to her to keep it till
he was dead. The day after he wag
lnid to rest Mary MacAllister, remem-
bering the letter, opened it and read
the last words of her degd friend.

He had given her the opera which
ghe had inspired, and which had cosi
him his life,

L L] L L] L] L * .

Two years later Mary MacAllister
looked down into the face of her fivs:
born.  With the money which h.
poured in on her like n golden stream
from Carlo Terrini’s work her hus-
band had fought and own his cause,
and was now on his way to becoming
n Bouth African milllonalre. With
opulence around her, n child &he ador-
ed and a hushand she worshipped at
her slde, there was yet a wistful sad-
nesk in her look as she gnzed at her
little one,. Her husband caught her
glance and laid his hand genuy on
her shioulder,

“Yon have something to ask me?"
he mald, gently.

“Yeg, a Httle favor, dear.” she hesi-
tated.

“What could | refuse
me,"”

“Let our little one be
Carlo.”

“Your wish {8 mine, dearest. What
better name than the name of that
noble soul to whom we owe our all?"

L.ondon Tit-Bits.
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The I'uur (uln;mouur Again,

There wns trouble betwoeon the pro-
prietor of the Dally Trumpet, published
in Slowbury Center, aid one of the
prominent eitizens of the town.

The cltizen 1s Orlundo Vance Jones,
who writes oconsional verses for the
“Poet's Corner” and pays for space
in which to advertize his dental sirup,
The trouble arose soon after the birth
of Mr, Jones's grandson, Belng much
gratifiedd by the resemblance to him
which many of the diplomatie mothers
i Nlowbury detectad in the featuros
of Orlando Vanee, third, Mr. Jones
composed a tender poem which he en-
titled, “A Plgmy Counterpart.”

When he opened the paper, of which
he had ordered one dozen coples, he
saw al the head of the column his poem
under the title, “A Plg My Counter-
part.”

A ulee, worthy, ambitious and cap-
able woman, married to a worthless
wan, is a pititul sight

| brome, potatoes roots ete,

Five new courses hive been cs-
tablished at the university of Michi-

gin within the past three years:
aiministrative law, naval architee-

ture, blgher commercial education
forestry, ard Insurance.

Whales ard serpents are volceless,
So, are the porcupiue, the arma-
“illa and the giraffe,

A fireproof chimney, made entirely
of paper, has heen erected in Breslau
Prussia. 1t is fifty feet long.

This Ils Miracuions,

Manhattan, Kan.,, March 14.—One of
the strangest cases that has ever been
heard of In Rlley Co. is that of the
three-year-old daughter of Mr. Jonas
Brubtaker, of this place,

Bome tlme ago the little girl took
whooping cough, which was followed
by pneumonia. When the pneumonia
left her, she wae takenm down with
malaria fever with at times symptoms
of spinal meninglitis,

The family doetor brought her safe-
Iy through these troubles, but after
the fever Bright's Disease wet in and
the Jdoctors guve her up. Her father
telln the rest of the story:

“We began to give ber Dodd’'s Kid-
ney Pllls, and after she had taken
about three and a half boxes, she was
entirely cured. Now she Is well as any
child, running and playing as if noth-
ing had ever been the matter with her.
The doctors sald she was beyond the
rench of medicine. Dodd’'s Kidney
Pllls certalnly saved our llttle girl's
life, when she was wo far into the
chronle stage of Dright's Disease that
we thought nothin. could save her.”

AGRICULTURE IN WEBTERN
CANADA,

Ita Graln Fieldes Ranching Lands—
Dalrying Hesonrces,

The editor of the Wisconsain Agricul-
turist, who was one of a party of edl-
tors of agricultural papers, took a trip
through Canada durlng the past
spring, writes to hig paper fo the fol
lowing strain;

The reason of his visiting Canada
was to satisfy himself that the reports
toming to his paper regarding the won
uarful resources of that country were
hecurate, Io view of the wonderful
settlement that was going on there,
iuuny from this country crossing the
line in search of permanent homes and
iu view of what he had heard In re-
gard to conditions of soll, water, cll-
tiate, topography, fuel, grasses, rain
tall, markets., ete., and also the influ-
ence which these bave had onm the
present and future of agriculture he
tdeemed It wecessary to make an ex-
tended frip through all of the above
territory.

In speaking of the Province of Man-
Itabia, lie says:

The provinee of Manitoba com
prises within its limits the far famed
grain-growing valleys of the Assini-
boine and Red Rivers. Although call-
ed the Prairie Province of Cannda

AR
HUMOR.
CURE

FromPimples
to Scrofula

From Infancy
toAge

To those who have suf<
fered long and hopelessly
from Humors of the
Blood, Skin, and Scalp,
and who have lost faith
indoctors, medicines, and
all things human, CUTI-
CURA Soap, Ointment,
and Pills appeal with a
force hardly to be realized.
Every hope, every expece
tation awakened bythem
has been more than ful-
filled. More great cures
of Simple, Scrofulous,and
Hereditary Humors are
daily made by them than
by all other Blood and
Skin Remedies combined,
a single set, costing but
one dollar, being often
sufficient to cure the

Manitoba has larg: areas of forests
numerous rivers and vast water e
pansions,

"The soil Ig a rich, deep mould, o
loam, resting on a deep clay sub-goil. |
It Is well adapted to wheat growiny, |
giving a bountiful yicld of the finex
quallty, known the world over as No.
1 hard wheat. During the past ten
years the growlh of wheat and other
gralns has steadily lucreased, until
now the productlon, by 35,000 farm-
ers, reaches over 100,000,000 bushels,
Of the 23,000,000 arable acres in Mani-
foba, probably not one-half of it Is
occupled, Cultivated grasses yield
about two tons per acre, and native
grasses a ton and a half.

“Ihere can be no guestion but that
dairying will become a great industry
throughout the Northwest, and espe-
cially cheese making, as the climate
Is faverable and similar to that of On-
tarle.

“Crops grown are wheat, barley,
oats, flax, rye. pens, corn for fodder,
The soll is
very fertile and moisture ample. The
vlimate is good and the growing sea-
son, while not quite so long as in Wis
consin, matures crops as the sun shines
much longer, rising about 4 o'clock
and shines until about 9 at night. One
can easily read a newspaper at 10
p. m. The long days wake growth fast
und push crops to waturity ahead of
frost.

“The ranching. the wheat growing
and the mixed furmiog Lelts all cross
over Assiniboia, The yield and the
quality of whent ralsed along the maln
line of the Canadlau Pacific Rallway,
ut such places as Indian Head and its
nllied districts, have become famous.
Itg possibilities are shown by the aver-
nges of tests made at the experimental
tarm in 1902, when eleven varleties
of the most suituble wheat, sown on
April 19, wore eut in 130 daye, and
vielded 4,814 pounds of straw nnd 43
bushels and 2 pounds of grain per
acre, Its mixed farming area is ex
cellent, its range cattle, horses and
shieep are the equals of any seen In
the Northwest, and its treeless portlon
ig underiaid with coal. The town of
Medicine Hat is heated and illuminat
ed with natural gas, There are abun
dant deposite of brick, pottery and fire
clays.”

Agents of the Canadian Government
will be pleased to mall an Atlas to
any one interested and also all other
information regarding rallway rates,

ote.
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most distressing cases
wiien all else fails.
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W. L. DOUCLAS
*3.24*3 SHOES It

W. L. Douglas
shoes have by thelr
excellent style
easy-fitting, an
superior wearln os
&“lllltlu. achlev

o largest sale of
any shoes In the
world.

They are just as good
s t.hom that eost youn
to $5—the only
ifference is the price.

8o/d Everywhare.
Look for name and

price on bottom.
Onlllllu -m?."m‘m te
I S i

az ‘ar G uae oan By mail.
Write for Catalos. W.L Douglas. Brocktem. Nass'

Dapsicum Vasalma

Put Up In Collapsible Tubes.

A Bobetitute f Buperior to Innul amy
»thar pluster, nfmld na:p.lllur the tlJi
skin, The pain .lhﬁnind ourative qull
rtiele nn uond- nwn
wee, sud relieve hoadae l.u ‘rl
m"ur.?::i'::ng it “d . b-t an -h:l. ~
nter- non 8O A8
ot 47 Roee

paine uu L

noun!Je d gouty oon plaints.
rove what we olalm for 18, and it will be
found te l:ultuhlo n the household. .ﬁnrml

!lﬂ "1t ia the best of all your preparstion i
rles !Iunu at all druggiste, or olhor salers, or 'm
sanding this woum ar in postage stainjs, we
wnd you & tu
No lruolilhnuld ba aooopted by the publio anless the
e carrion our label, aa otherwise it is not geauiog

CHESEBROUGH MANUFACTURING CO
17 State Street, New York City. /

DO L7,

ON RAINY DAYS WEAR
TOWERs Waterproof

!wiiy¢«; OILED
s BN CLOTHING

BLACK or YELLOW.
)

L) § inus EVERY DAY COUNT

- salie homr el the westher

hvwry garmsat puirastesd S pews Seaier (] be
O ol ampply o, cond for price Gt of
B hurs, s, Nats, Morne Comarn,
wod g Beets
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