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THE BACKWARD LOOK.

When grandpa reads about the way the business men comblue
And ralse the price of this or that, along their special line,
He shake his head and takes his pipe out of his mouth, and says:
“I dunno what we're comin’ to in these new-fangled days;
We uster be content to live llke those from whom we sprung,
But now It's mighty different from the time

When 1 was young!”

When father picks hig paper up and reads about some swell
Who gave a banquet to three friends that cost a thonsand —well,
He kind of wriggles in hig chair, and then he siape his knee
And swears the world has lost its mind, as far as he can see;
“We used to have as good a tiwe he says, “out there among
The poor folks in the country—where | lived

When I was young!”

In years to come, when we are old, nud alrships il the sky,
And radinm autos daslh about—when living's twice as high,
We'll have this satistaction: we can eall our chlldren ‘round
And say about what grandpa sald, and know just how ‘twill gound:
“This age 18 far too swift for me, too hurried and high strung-—
We didn't go this foolish pace, my boy,

When I was young!”

—Jack Appleton.

=

Y A
~ A A A N A A S AN AN AN AN AN AN A AN A AN N SN ﬂ
S

LOVE IN A CEMETERY.
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HIE Nelsons were still at their
ii city lhome in B—— though it
was July. “P'ater,” as his only

child ealled him, was kept in town by
business that, lke evil, could not
“brook delay;” and hik wife nand
daughter refused to go without him,
for he was more to them than shore
or goclety. So on the morning of the
Fourth of July, 1900, Mater and Pater
Nelgon were at breakfast in thelr gem
of a dining room—a cool creation in
eream and Holland  blue—with an
empty chair on Pater's right, at which
he glanced Inguiringly.

“Where Is Norma 7"

Mrs., Nelson dropped her spoon with
a gesture of dospalr.

“You would never suspect,’” her tone
in keeping with the gesture.

CWell?' said Pater, gquizzieally.

“She ig the cemetery!”

“What!" ineredulons horror in the
monosy Hable.

The explosgion of a bunch of fire
crackers under the wimndow at that

moment, together with the blowing of
tin horns and and  sundry
othier din Inseparable from Independ-
ence Doy, prevented conversation,
which was resumed at the giest lall.
“You know how Norma diglikes all
this nolse and ‘disharmony,” as she
calls 1t Well, she took her little fir
pillow and a book and Pedro aml n
basket of luncheon, and her revolver”
(Mrs. Nelson checked off these itemns
thounghtfully with her fork), “and start-
ed on her wheel at three o'clock this
morning for Sleepwell Cemetery. She
sald there was no other quiet place
on the Fourth, and go she would re-
gardless of anything 1 could say.™
And Mrs, Nelson sighed in self-right-
eons exoneration of any participation
in this nonwonted proceeding.
A smile curled the tips of ['ater
Nelson's soldlerly gray mustache
“Oh'" was all he sald as he setrtled
himself comfortnbly to his coffee and
the financinl page of the morning
puper, as though Norma, his darling
and pride, were at his elbow where
he loved to have her; for he Knew
glie conld take ecare of hoerself wher
ever her girlish whims might lead her,
and these snme girlish whits always

gmused him.
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Norma possessed about all the bless-
ings that fall to the lot of mortals,
as, (ressed in her bicyele suit  of
khaki brown, she mounted her wheel
in the dewy dusk of that IFourth of
July morning. Howme, friends, perfect
health, beauty, admirers—what did
ghe lack to complete the golden circle
of perfect bliss?

I+ of the bow and arrows knew.
Himself an early riser st times, Cupid
perched his dimple. self on the handle-
bar of Norma's bicyele and winked a
seeptical eye at ber “maiden medita-
tion” as “heart whole and fupey free”
she flew along with the great St Ber-
pard bounding clumsily in bher wailke.

But in love with this beautiful
world she certalnly wus—in sympathy
with the soft breeze that tossed her
halr aud earessed her cheek, with the
gray mists, waiting to blush the King
of Day n welcome aod then die
neath his fiery chariot wheels,

Norma drew a deep sigh of rellef
and delight as she dismounted at the
cometery gates and passed into the
shndow of the great trees, guarding
llke sentinels the sleepers at their feet,

The soft paths were molst and gave
back no sound from her light tread.
The birds were twittering drowsily, a
few breaking iuto full-throated, exult
ant The alluring murmnr of
falling water wooed her, and with a
grateful little laugh at the horrors
ghe had escaped, Norma followed the
sotind uniil the bank of a littie stream
ended her guest. There she sat down,

Le-

HONE.

with sympathetic Pedro at her side,

to wntell the mirncle of the sunpise
" i st |
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Norma had the seelng eye and the
bearing ear, and none of this wonder-
working of the dawn and the full
morning escaped her worshipful recog-
nition. Her happiness was complete,
she thought—even the white head-
stones—wlitnesses to the negutive side
of lifte—gave her no disquletude. Only
the arrow Cupid bnd that moment
chosen from his gquiver conld do that.
L L L - L

Long before light the explosion of

fire-erackers murdered silence; but at

gunrise hells began to ring, cannons
boomed and the multifold ordinary

noiges of the ecity added their jangle
to the general discord.

The sick moaned in helpless misery,
mbies started walling from sleep, and

pven the strong and vigorous were
vaguely conscious  of  an inereased
nervous tension and irritability they

| could not explain.

Harold Hammond, the junior part-
ner of a prominent tirm of architects,
hidd been at hig oflice projecting plans
for a wealthy but exacting cllent the
night before the Fourth, and being
unusually tired, had been able to sleep
through much of the early morning
turmolil; but at last he sprang from
his bed with an exclamation of des-
pairing fndignation, roused by a deaf-
ening explosion directly under  his
window, followed by numerouns minor
reports of torpedo and eracker origin,

SEATING HIMSELF

AT NER BIDE,

accompanied by the delightful ecrackle
of the youthful perpetrators,

“Idiots,” he growled, wrathlfully,
“I'll get out of this infernal racket if
I have to go to a—to a-—graveyard!
Jove! that Isn't such a bad Idea! If
I have to stand this pandemonium all
day I shall be a maniae.”

So, making a husty toilet, the young
architect dropped into a eafe for a
hastier breakfast, mentally cursing the
deafening and distracting racket insep-
arable from the celebration of our ln-
dependence Day; aund then he, too,
mounted his wheel and pedalled in
furlous haste toward Sleepwell Ceme-
tery.

It was nine by the clock when Har-
old digmounted at the gates and looked
at his wateh, With tortured nerves
responding gratefully to the sweet
quiet, he walked on, trudging his
wheel at his side, intent on finding
the most secluded spot in all that city
of slumber,

Long before, Norma had made her-
gelf at home at the foot of a great
tree at the brookside where the ground
sgloped, forming an ideal resting place,
Who can say what mystie attraction
drew young Hammond’'s steps In the
game direction until he esught slght
of a pateh of vivid red—XNorma's fir
plllow, which

she had tossed aslde,

He stopped at this, Inexpressilily
annoyed 1o fnd that even here the
golitude had been violated by some

human ereature. But he looked agaln

find—annovance

love!

was transformed to
Nolselessly leaning his wheel
hp 1 a4l '

With hands folded under her head, '

Norma was lying lost In contemplation
of the satisfying harmony of color
and motion In the windewayed tree-

tops under the brooding gentlencss of |

the summer sky, herself a part of the
living Whole. Every nerve—her en-
tire consclongness—vibrated in loving
response to the beauty of the visible
creation,

Harold Hawmond looked long and
ardently—looked his heart away! For
his life he could not take his eyes from
that carelesgly reclining figure. In-
stinctively he removed his hat, sur-
prised at the feellng of worshipful
reverence that possessed him.

Norma was tall, above the average,
with a well-knlt frame, muscles of
strength and spring under firm, pink
fleah and satin skin,  Desplte ber at-
titude of complete indolence and re-
jaxation, activity, health, happiness—
the very joy of life and that sweet-
ness which comes only from soul
soundness—seemed 1o radinte from
ler,

The young man absorbed all these
as a thirsting plant drinks the rain.
Up to this moment he had found no
answering «cho (n hig heart to the eall
of love. Women had annoyed and
puzzled him, arousing In him a sense
of irritation that they could do no
more, when he felt that at least they
should make him admire, at the most
—jove!

But he must move nearer. He must
goe the sweet curve of the rosy lips,
the dark. silken fringe of the golden
brown eyes, and the flaxen halr, look-
ing ke the sureole of a suint In the

sunlight.

He came too near. Pedro, grow-
ling, showed his teeth and walked
toward the intruder. Norma sprang

to her feet, alert, but with no hint of
fear in her face or figure as she stood
straight and tall, her hand on the little
revolver at her belt.

The sight of a handsome young
man, square of shoulder, deep of chest
and long of limb, the look of reveren-
tinl admiration still on his face, was
reassuring.

Her hand dropped from the revolver,
Pedro was ealled back, apologetic, to
the feet of his mistress,

“I beg vour pardon,” saul Harold,
advancing, hat in hand, and bowing
humbly, “1 had no idea ol finding any
one here, 1 eame to escape the noise,
It makes me tired,” he added wearily
and convineingly.

Narmn Jaughed.

“Why, 1 cnme here for that very
renson, 1 left home about three o'cloca
this morning."

Harold regarded her approvingly.

“You hate it, too—all this infernal
roar and racket?"

“Of course 1 hate it, If 1 were king

~president, | mean—I would make it
n erime to go about on any day of the
venr making life miserable with all
this ‘roar and racket,) as youn eall it
Why don't they celebrate the day
with fine, soft music in all the
churches and halls and parks, so thait
wherever one went there would be
beautifnl sounds? Then we could
think gratefully of our forefathers,
lngtead of being ungrateful ag we are
now, because they are in a way re-
spongible for all this discomfort.”

The brown eves of the maid looked
into the shrewd biue eyes of the muan.
With a woman's discernment she read
chivalry and honesty In their depths;
so when he said—

“Would you mind if I sat down?”
she answered

“No, not at all, but yon had better
make your peace with Pedro first, IHe
feels responsible for me, yon seq.”

Then to Pedro, “It's all right, Pedro,
ghake hands with”"—she stopped and
blushed, suddenly reéemembering that,
though a common indignation  had
made them friends, he total
stranger to her otherwise.

“Harold Hommand, at your service,”
he sald, smiling aud bowing with an
air of courtly homage that reminded
her of her adored “Pater,” as she al-
ways called him, and again a sense of
perfect security and trust in the owner
of the deepest blue, and deepest set,
eyes she had ever seen, emboldened
her to say

“Mr. Hammond, Pedro,” and the
stutely St. Bernard gravely extended
a mighty paw Io token of the estab-
lishment of friendly relations.

“Do you know,” sald Harold, seat-
ing himself on her side, “1 think this
FPourth of July misery Is getting serl-
ous. It's coarsening and stupefying
to the 'Kids,” and utterly execrable and
unreasonable every day."

“Certainly It 18" sald Norma, warm-
ly. "It is time that all unnecessary
hideousness  ghould be repluced by
something beautiful and harmonlous,
The taste of the people should be cul-
tivated to reject everything that jan-
gles the nerves and affronts eyes or
ears. I love silence,” sghe added, en-
thusiastically—"the sllence thuat lets
you hear the rush of the wind through
the treeg and leaves a smooth road for
the blrd-songs to ripple ever,”

wius i

Harold Haommond looked hls en-
dorsement of these sentiments, and
could not conceal the admiration he
felt for the girl who uttered them,
Her words, slowly enuncinted, were
Bl tao hig tortared sensibliiities, and

] Lhiaugh
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them te a aweetneas he had never
expected to find In any woman's volee,
He took up the enlogy of quiet where
Norma had left It, saylng--
“You are right, Take our modes
of travel. There's nolse enough In &

rallway train or a trolley car to mad- |

den one not hardened to it. I'm satis-
fisd that our barbarous way of get-
ting about s n ‘back number,’ soon
to be replaced by one that Is both
nolseless and clean. Why, I llke the
wheel because It la qulet”

“And I ke a cemetery because It
18 quiet,” sald Norma, looking con-
tentedly at the green mounds and
white headstones. “It's a lovely place,
don't you think so?”

“T do,” sald Harold, emphatically;
“1 prefer 1t to any place in the world
—Just now."

At this Norma, changing the sub-
Ject suggested a walk, and the young
people strolled about chatting, ever
accompanied by the watcehful Pedro,
until the hostess proposed luncheon,
which wag spread on big green leaves
—the four-footed friend participating
at a respectful distancee,

After the repnst conversation went
on, punctuated by perfods of sllence
quite as eloquent, untll the shadows
lengthened and Pedro arose and shook
his shaggy self, thus Intimating his
bellef that it was tlme to go home.

The little eavaleade was soon under
way, Harold having asked and obtain-
ed permission to escort Miss Nelson
to her own door. Pedro trotted sedate-
ly with the empty lunch-basket in his
mouth, well pleased with bhis situa-
tion, while Norma and her eavaller
found such pleasure in the soclety of
each other that parting without the

prospect of meeting wuas not to be
considered.
As they came once more within

range of demonine young America,
Hurold sald engerly—

“You'll let me call
time?"

“Yeg," sald Normna; “there’s Pater,
now.,"

“Pater” stood on the stoop smoking
his after-dinner clgar and saw the
graceful figure of his davghter riding
up the street with an equally graceful
if very different ugure at her side!

“Well, I'll be blessed!” he muttered,
throwing away his clgar and hastening
to meet his daughter,

Norma dismounted gquickly, her color
riging s she sald—

on  you some

“Puter, thig Is Mr. Harold Ham-
mond, and he dislikes Fourth of July
pnolse as mueh as I do—and—" the

usunlly self-poised Miss Nelson paused
in pink confusion, surprised with the
conscionsness of something new ana
aweet at her heart playing tricks with
her tongue,

“Quite a recommendation In  your
eyes, no doubt, but hardly sufficient 1o
justify his escorting you home If he
haid no better,” was the curt reply.

Whereupon Harold proceeded to fur-
nish overwhelming satisfactory cre-
dentials; and with a sad heart Pater
felt that the pretty boy of the bow
and arrows had used his daughter's
love of qulet to awaken In her that
other love that “makes the world go
round,” where at the happy little god
on the handle-bar cut a delightful and
confirmatory pigeon wing.—Waverley
Mugazine,

AN ATTACK AT SEA,
How Expedition of Small Boats Goes
About Capturing Hostile Ship.

ITmagine a hostile ship lying at an-
chor in an apparently secure position
on a dark and eloudy night. There i«
Just enough breeze and sen to make
sounds on the water indistinet., Around
a low headland half o mile away from
the anchored vessel steal four or tive
boats, pulled with muffled oars and
filledd with armed men. They approinch
naiselessly.

PPerhaps they are not discovered and
thus reach the sides of the ship. The
next instant the armed men  were
pouring over her bulwarks and a des-
perate fight takes place on her decks,
PPerhaps they are discovered before
they reach the vessel's side, The
alarm 18 glven, The men In the boats
hear it, and lash their oars through
the wuater In a determined effort to
reach the ship before the rapid-fire
guug can open upon them., WFlashes of
fire illumine the night, The search-
lights gend out shafts of blinding
white, The sharp peals of the sIX
three pounders, the rapld hoarse bark-
ing of Hotehklss revolving eannon, the
viclons sputter of Gatlings, break
upon the frightened air. “Give way
with a will!"” shout the officers of the
boats, as the men bend to the oars and
the light guns in the bows hurl their
deflant answers back at the wall-sided
ship. As the boats sweep up to the
vessel's glde, gongs clang and rattles
gound, calllng away the riflemen to re-
pel boarders from the boats. If the
boats' crews can board the ship and
elap down her hatchies before the crew
wets on deck, thelrs Is the vietory; but
it her secondary battery is manned and
her riflemen stationed before the
boats are alongside, then good-by to
the boat expedition; for there s noth-
ing more pitless than Gatlings and re.
volving eanuon.—St. Nicholas.
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The city of Paris bas this year
, opened a sclentifie Information bureas

! at the Borbonne, and the inquiries al-

ready reach as many as twenty in sin-
gle days. While special consideration
s given to scientific matters in Parls
and France, forelgn subjects of French
Intercat receive attentlon,

The recent excitement In the cotton
market has served to attract atten-
tion to the possibilities of cotton rais
lng In various places where that Indos-
try has not yet been developed. From
Bogota, for Instance, comes the in-
formation that in some paris of Colom-
bia cotton ean be seen growing wild
on land that has never been tilled, and
the newspapers of that country Rre
trylng to create a sentiment in faver
of the enltivation of cotton there,

A remarkable Instance of apparent
mimicry In Ceylon bas been brought
to notice by Dr. A, Willey. A fish,
commonly known as the sea-bat, strik-
Ingly resembles n decayed leaf, and a
recent observer reports pursuing one
of these fishes with a <mall net, when
the creature suddenly disappeared, and
the pursuer saw only a yellow jak leaf
gently and inertly sinking to the bot-
tom. As he turned away, the sup-
posed leaf righted Itself and darted
off.

The appearance of solidity In photo-
graphs—the stereoscople effect—Is uso-
ully glven by two pictures taken from
a slightly different viewpolnt. Dr.
Uradenwitz describes a  new single
lens that shows a far<istant image of
a photograph, free from distortion,
and, under the same conditiong of ap-
parent slze, distinetness, perspective,
light and shade as those under which
the objects themselves would bhe seen
with a short photographic objective.
This conveys to the eye a very natural
effect, suggesting unconsclously a cor-

reet perception of relief und dis
tances,
The steam-heating and  electrie-

lighting combination now being tested
by Dresden promises to open & new
ern In municipal economy. A huge
central statlon of the Saxon govern-
ment contalpns ten generators, produec-
Ing over OO0 pounds of steam per
bour, and this 1s distributed through
street malng  to  the Royal Opera
House, the Picture Gallery, the Zwin-
ger Museum, the Ha=al Palace and
other bulldings, After the morning
heating, little stenm 18 needed to keep
up the temperature, so that most of
the supply ecan Ue used for generat-
ing electrieity, for lighting and other
purposes during the latter part of the
day,

In Germany, the home of technolog-
feal lnstruction, there are seven spe-
cial schools devoted to the sole purpose
of tralning locksmiths and black-
grdths, They are in the citles of
Burgstadt, Grossenhaln, Frankenberg,
Melsson, Glauchau, Rossweln and Zit-
tay. Only graduates of public schools
are admitted. The course of Instruc-
tion in three of the schools lasts three
years; in three of the others It is
gshorter. To the school at Rossweln
are admitted such students only -as
have completed a course In one of the
other six schools, and the curricnlum
I8 highly advanced, covering physics,
chemistry and electricity, with par-
ticular reference to practical construe-
tion of machlnery. The schools "are
supported by the blacksmith and lock-
smith gilds, aided by subventions from
the government of Saxony and private
beneficence,

An Unhistorie Landmark.

When Justin H, Smith visited rhe
towns along the Kennebee River in
endeavoring to trace exactly Arnold's
march from Cambridge to Quebee, he
inquired everywhere for traditions and
especially for relles, In his book he
gives this Incldent us a result of one
such Inguiry:

Near the point where the army left
the Kennebec are four or five acres os
cleared ground and two small farm-
houges. Mr. Smith Inquired of the ven-
erable proprietor of one of these places
If there were any evidences in  the
vicinity of Arnold’'s march through the
country.

“Oh, ves,” replled the old man,
“{here used to be a big rock in my
mowling-fleld, with ‘B, D, A on it;
but the old thing was in the way, and
1 blasted it out.”

“What did those letters mean, ‘.
D. A. 7" asked Mr, Smith,
“Why, Bennle Dick Arnold, of
course,"”
Her Share in It

“Our minister 18 very stroongly in
fuvor of Blble revision,” sald Tess.

“So 18 his daughter,” said Jess,

“Who? Mae¥?’

“Yes, her name was ‘Mary Cath-
erlne’ In thelr family Bible until sho
gerateched it out and made it *Mae
Kathryn."—Philadelphia I'ress,

Having passed through the Fourth
without getting killed, a mother may
be pretty well assured that her sons
will live untll Christruns, 1 *hey keep

Fivor,
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