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A SONG.

A mong rolled out of a heart ome day,

And It drifted over a distant bay.

It earried n message of hope and cheer,

And Its charm was breathed in a list'ning ear;

Por It soothml the brows
And It stayed tha white

hat wera lined with ears,
in the midnight hair;

It whispered the calm of a heart ot rest;

And it stilled the ache In

the troubled breast

A psalm to defy all hopeless fears,
A mong that will live for a thousand years.
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A CALL IN BUSINESS HOURS
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HHE young moan at the desk was
T busy, very busy, He was  al-
winys busy, e made n special-
ty of hurd work, No doubt he carried
the fad too far. His complexion had
st Its ruddy glow, his muscles were
reluxing. But he worked on
The et 18, he was determined to
meceed, He wanted fame and  he
vanted money, He wanted fame oy
tself, and be wanted money becnuse |t

|
neant power, It meant something else

0 hin—at Jeast he hoped N
wmething so fur nway that It
Rim gnsp to think that he conld ever
srelch out his arms for it

Jolin Hummond often sald to him
=sJohn Hammond wag hig partner and
rery good friemd

“Jim Warwlick, you're putting
mueh fuel into your HArebox. You'll
have nothing to fall banek upon when
you need n little resorve force, Slack
ap, my boy, aml take things easier.
We are doing well enough, This is a
elsing firm, We are going to chmhb
all right and there's no use taking any
short ¢ut to the sumauit, Put on the
brakes, my Ind."

So spoke John Hammond, three-and
thirty, to Jomes Warwick, nine-and
twenty. It was the volce of experi
ence and the volee of  wisdom, but
James Warwlek wasn't ready to head
It

Onee in n while John  Hammond
rew him into soeiety, pleasant little
eard parties, a theater party ounce, and
ence a dance. John Hommond's wife
Hked Jim-—everybody liked him, for
thut matter——there hadn't been a more
popular man st college —and she de-
voutly wished that he would encounter
pome charming girl, who would lure
him awny from that Httered desk for
a reasonable portion of the tlme.

There was such a girl, but Anua
Mammond, for all her cleverness,
mever drenmed of her ldentity. And
Jim Warwick scarcely dared to dream
it elther,

Jim was alone in the office thig Jan-
aary afternoon, Hammond's wife had
ealled for him and he had gone away
with her. She had put her bright face
for a moment in the doorway,

“All work and no play makes Jim
g dull boy,” she ecried. "I want youn
to come to dinner Sunday, and you are
jolng with us to the theater next weck,
Bood-by."

And Jim, looking after her, felt that
Hammond wns a very lucky man,

Presently he pushed the papers back
and lifted his head with a little sigh.
fe even leaned back and pushed his
wand through his thick hair, He felt
s Budden lmpulse to grab his hat and
W awany. Was the game worth the
wndle?

He put his teeth together with a
@arp click and selzed his pencil ngaln,

“Ludy wauts to see you, sir"”

It was the volce of the office boy
m the doorway.

“Tell her Mre, Hammond is out.”

“Asked for you, sir”

Waurwick frowned,

“I'mm very busy.” He looked around.
*Are you sure she asked for me?”

“SBure, Bhe sald, ‘'l want to see Mr.
Warwlek,'"

Jim leaned over his papers again.

“Show her in' he said,

He did not hear the light footfall as
the visitor entered,  He was not aware
of her presence until her plensant volee
electritied him,

“*Good afternoon, Mr, Warwick."

He turned sharply and arose, A
@ull red suddenly surged to his cheeks.

“Miss Ormsby,"” he stummered.

Bhie put out her slim hand, and he
took It thmidly.

“How do you do, Mr. Warwlek 7"

“Thank youn,” he replied, "1 am
guite well”

Bhe looked at him eritically,

“Are yon sure?' she asked, *“1
gancy 1 have seen you when you looked
less tired."

“I am quite well,” he repeated, 1e
was still dazed by ber sudden appear-
ance, “Will you take a chair?”

“Yes, thank you," she answered.
Do I interrupt you at an inopportune
moment "'

“Not at all,"” he replied, as he pushed
the papers back,

“1 warn you," she sald, “that my
business will take a lttle time.”

] am quite at your service,” War-
‘wick suld. He was beginning to feel
more at his euse. He knew that he
hud"’t |y]|lu‘|ll'l‘1] ut his best, SBhe had
startled him by entering in this unex

did

1oy |

pectad manner. He never could bave
Ldreamed that such a call was possi-
I Iile Yet there she wasg, almost beslde
Liim, her fair presence flHng the dingy
| room with radiance, There was a 1t
| tle sllence

“This is entirely a contidential mat
| for, Mr. Warwick,"”

e bowed and
soeimed ot n loss for
Yet the glance from
eyes did not waver,
i “Mr, Warwick,"” she presently sald,
‘1 Taney | known you much
longer than you imagine
She his surprised look

walted, but she
further words.
her clear gray

have

"

el with au
Hitle smile

“1 eannot understand,” he said, “how
r_\'un have this advantage —if

tage It may be called.”

ndyun-

“"Do you remember Arthur Hidge
ley '
“1 remember an  Arthur Ridgeley

who wus a college man."
“Arthur Ridgeley is my half broth-

or,
“Iut he never told me,"
“1 have no doubt he told you he had
| n sister”
“Yeos 1
tutor then.
(1) f

remember now, 1 was n

e did tell me of his sis
Lie seemed proud of ber.”

She nodded,

“Arthur and I are gquite alone in the
world, We are very dear to each oth-
"Yon

0T, she pausel for n moment,
|\\'m‘i' Kind to the delicate boy, AMr.
| Warwick, He wrote me with-
out telling of some new favor at your
hands,” Warwick stirred nneasily, but
shie gave him no chance to  speak
I “You were his hero as well as bene
factor,

Inever

I cannot tell you how my own
lieart throbbed with gratitnde when 1
rend those lettors. 1 knew what an
effort 1t was for Arvthur to Keep up
with his college work, His health was
ulways in a precarious condition. 1
think he would have glven up long be-
fore he did If it had not been for your
encouragement and your help.”

“You magnify it so," sald Warwlick

“Really, It was very little. 1 liked
Arthur and it was natural that 1
should feel & sympiathy for him. That

is all there was of it.
too much of 10"
She shook her head
“1 have my own opinion about that,”
she sald., “Any wany, yon gained his
warmest admiration.” She opened her

Arthar made

shopping bag and drew out two let-

“I AM QUITE AT YOUR SERVICE"

ters. One she let full in her lap, the
other she opened. "Here," she sald,
“is the last letter he wrote before he
was taken away from the school. 1

will read yon an extract from it."”" She
spread out the sheet. ‘1 cannot tell
you hew kind and thoughtful Jim

Warwick continues to be. [ couldn't
sleep last night, and he sat up with
me. He quite made me forget the
pain. And to think of such a fine,
husky fellow bothering over a wretch-
ed runt llke me! IHe's the only man I
have ever met that [ thought was
good enough for you, sls—and I ecan't
make it any stronger than that' "

Her voice was clear and steady as
she read this, and ber cheeks did not
fAush,

Warwick started, but glib of tongue
as he usually was, he could think of
nothing to say,

The girl quickly refolded the letter,

“1 have wanted to tell you how
grateful 1 was,"” she suld slowly, “but
this seems to be the tirst chance |
have hand, We have met 4 number of
thes nt social gatherings, but yon
have seemad to nvold e, Perhaps this
wins only faney onmy part, Any way,
you guve me no chance to spenk to

you about Arthur.” Warwick tried to | mp  For you get queer Ideas here,

! lap and held it loviogly.

.
severnl

say someihing, but she stepped him
again. I had a letter from Arthur
yoaterday that prompted me to come
hexre.,” HRha lifted the letter from her
Then she laid
it down again.

“Where Is Arthur?' the young man
softly asked.

“In the Hawnalian Islands with a
trusty man. It seems to be the only
climate that will keep him allve. He
is on one of the wmaller Islands, high
up above the sea level. He can never
leave there™

Warwick nodded in profound sym-
pathy.

“May I write to him?" he asked.

“Walt!"” ghe sald, “until I have quite
finished.” She drew a long breath,
“Lat me legve this subject for a mo-
ment," she gald, 1 have something
else to tell you. You know, 1 think,
that Jotham Garth has managed my
estate for miny yenrs —ever since my
futher's death left me un orplinn.  He
feels that he I8 too old to continue 1o
bear the growlng responsibilicy e
has ssked me to tind some one else to
take the burden from hig hands, Wil
your firm ancoept it Mr, Warwlek?”

He was foivly staggered

“Why, of course we wlil,” he blart-
ed ont. 1 beg your pardon.  You sur

prised me g0 He langhed suddenly.

“1 beg your pardon agaln”™ he sald,
“hut ecan you assure we that [ am
quite awake?"

She gently smiled

“1 ¢nn” “And now 1 must
usk vou to fergive me for Liringiug the
sordl 4 element into what was intended
to be purely a sentimental eall. 1 have
done It to shhow you that I have con
fidence in your integrity and your abil
ity. 1 have done it to show that I am
truly grateful for your kindness (o my
slck brother”

“Whatever your motive,"
Warwick, “1 the
thank youn,"

“The trunsfer of the papers will be
made at any tme you prefer.” said the
girl. “The miay necessitate
culls at wmy home. Will you
attend to this, or would you prefer to
have Mr. Hammond take it in charge

“1 will come,”

she snld

murmured

necept trust  and

IMISINeSs

he quickly sald,
She smiled ut his sudden vehemence.
“Merely heé mur
miured.

DUusiness 2

calls,

She looked at him quizzieally,

“Perhaps you will call this a good
afternoon’s work?"” said,

YA great afterneoon’'s  work,
Ormshy,”

“Then it might appear to follow that
you might reward yourself with a two
weeks' vacntion.”

He shook his head.

“The vacation will
he suid.

she

Miss

have to walit,”

“I'hat's bad, But really, it seems to
me as if 1 might have something to
say about it. If wy business man
shows signs of overwork it is to my
interest to jmmediately order him to
take a rest. 1 want bright and healthy
a3 well as honesl wen to serve me,
Do you nnderstand, Mr. Warwick "'

“1 understand that you are very
kind and thoughtful, Miss Ormsby,
and that I am under great obligations
to you." He drew a long breath.
“Do you know,” he sald, “that I felt
just a little discournged before you
came in? The way upward suddenly
geemed long, and the road so rough.
And—and I wanted to climb so fast.”

“And why have you wished to climb
so fast, Mr. Warwick?"

Ile looked away, and hia face was
troubled.

“1 ean't tell you that, Miss Ormsby,"”
he sald, "at least not now. Some day
perhaps—-" He suddenly paused as
if mmnzed at his own temerity.

She watched him with a
gaxe,

“Regard me ns
WwWarwick,"
WHY.

steady

your friend, Mr.
she sail In  her earnest
“Any coufidence ysu may repose
in me will be held sacred, as you
know." BShe hesitated. *“I have not
quite done,” she added, and her volce
sank a little. 1 hud a letter from Ar-
thur yesterdany. Here it is.) She
Hfted the letter from her lap and drew
out the enclosure. Then she shifted
her chiair a little, so the light was at
ner back and ber face In  shadow.
Slowly she spread out the sheet, and
yvery slowly she read the written
words.

“Sis, [ am golog to talk to you again
about Jim Warwick, [ suppose being
alone out here—for Gresham doesn't
count—with 8o much sen and sky to
look at. and the harsh cries of the sea-
birds ot your ears, awud the surf for-
ever breaking on the sands, a rellow
can't help gettng lopeens i his head,
and nursing them and turning them
over, and holding them dear, and
keeping a tight grip on them when he
begins to think he's going mad. And
the idea I've got in my head now—
though It isi't a new one—Iis that you
and Jim Warwlck should marry., 1
know the end I8 near, sls. It's only
a mater of a few months—may be
weels, DBut I'm going to keep alive
until . hear from you and Jim. When
I stop my pen—and you don't know
how tie writing tires me—and look up
at those eternal mountidns agalust the
eternal blue sky, It secms to me that
there are wavering shapes that hygver
about the trembling peaks, and they
beckor, beckomn, amd It's a faney of
mine ‘hat they are waiting therve for

with the surf forever threbbing In
your ears and the cries of the birds
Jarring on your brain., [ want to be at
peace. But, somehow, I don't feel that
I ean go until I know just how it
stands with you and Jim. You wrote

| me that you had met him and that

you liked him-—and that's all, | ¢an’'t
see how he could help Hking yvou, Did
you try to make him like you, sis? |
know what It s, It's your money that
frightens him. Jim would rather die
than have it thonght that he was a
fortune hunter, Honest old Jim! Do
you know what I've done? I've gone

l down on the beach and torned my face

to the east and I've tried to Influence

Jim across the trembling waters and f

make him fond of you—and If there's
anything in telepathy, I've succeeded.
Of course, this is a sick man's fancy.
It's that and nothing more. [ enn't
benr to think of leaving you all alone,
If you had Jim it would be all right.

[ tell you, sis, If yon had any nerve |

rou'd take this letter down to hilm and
read It aloud, 11 would not be your
vauee, you know, It would be a volee
from afar—it would be the pleading
cry of a passing soul.™

She suddenly with a low
the letter slipped Irom her

:l-l[upln-ll
nnd
Nngers,

soh,

Warwlck's eyes were on the papers
that strewed his desk,
loaok e L

but he suddenly
Thenshe softly arose and

closed the deoor tightly sand  slowly
enime bnoek. Amd toe girl, with her
hands before her face, sobbed above

the letter,

“Miss Ormsby.'" sald Warwick, "I
cnunot begin to tell you how | appre
ciate the beantifal devotion that has

prompted this act.  Let us believe that
vou were Influenced by the prayer that
has gone out to you from that frail
body pacing the lonely beach, It may
be this nduence that emboldens me
to say what 1  might have
dreamed of saying., For Arthur is
right, Miss Ormsby. It Is your wealth
that bas kept me from you. It is for
you that I have toiled here, and hoped
and stroggled.  Frow the fivst time
I suw you I knew you were the one
woman in the world, I am glad to tell
you this, Miss Ormsby. May l—may I
wrlte It to Arthur?"

e until
her tear-stuined face.

“1—thank you for your confession,”
she softly said, “and 1 know you te be
an honorable man. Otherwise | could
not have come.” She paused, and her
volve trembled when she resumed.
*And why may not that gentle spirft
have intluenced me, she softly
Aald,

IHe stared at her, and his face sud-
denly flushed.

“Mary Ormsby," he abruptly sald,
“will you be my wife?"

She put both her hands in his,

“We will write that letter together,”
she said.—Cleveland Plain Dealer,

never

wiited she slowly raised

too?"

Fish Had False Teeth.

H. 8. Noble, a well-known traveler,
was at the Awmerican House, Denver,
and with him he brought one of his
stories with which he has thrilled the
nation—at least that {8 what he says
about them. Mr. Noble, it seems, had
oceasion, a few years ago to visit near
Akron, Ohlo, where |ls located a lake
famous for Its fishing,

“It was about this way,” sald Mr
Noble, “and there {8 no question about
the absolute truth of the statements 1
am about to make, 1 was fishing n
the lake, for fishing Is one of my fall-
ings. I had not had very good luck
s0 far that summer, and that was two
years ago and I was getting just about
tired enough to cut It all ont and go
home,

“On the day In question I received
& mighty tug at my line, and after
four hours' hard work 1 landed some-
thing in the shape of the largest fish
I ever saw In fresh water, 1 have
never been able to learn the name of
it. It certainly was an awful fish for
aize. The jaw of the animal measur-
od some five feet, and In the jaw Is
the interesting part of the story. On
examination the fish had for teeth
in its lower jaw a crosscut saw.
When the saw was more closaly exam-
ined the name of the man who had
ioat It was found. The saw had been
lost in the lake some two winters be-
fore by a man who was cutting lce,
The fish, which was an old one, and
had lost its lower teeth, slmply used
the saw for a set of falge teeth, The
suw served its purpose remarkably
well, The fish is now on exhibition In
the store of a promlnent hardwars
man In Akron."—Chleago Inter Ocean,

Anslstance,

“Which of these books or periodi-
cals would you recommend?’ asked
the woman with a pleasant smile,

“Well, lady," answered the boy who
was attending to the depot news stand,
“it depends, If you want genuine first-
elass Information I'd sell yon dis copy
of de Eportin® News, but If you jis’
wants somethin® to t'row at de Pull-
man porter I'd recommend dis =ub-
stantinl-bound book-—by Herbert Spen-
cer'—Washington Star,

LTS

Oecupation,

Man of the House—You're a bird;
aren’'t you?

Trawp—Well, I'm picklug up a Hy-
ing wherever [ can—Detrolt Free
I*ress.

FAVORITES

The 01d Familiar Faces,
I bave had playmates, i bave had come
panions,
days of childhood, in my Jjoyful
school days—
All, nll are gone, the old familiar faces

l]l‘l my

I have been laughing, 1 have heen carous
ing,

Drinking late, sitting
bogom cronies—

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces

lnte, with my

‘T loved a love fairest
women;

Closed are her doors on me, I must nod
won her—

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces

once, AMMONg

[ have a friend, a kinder friend has ne
mn g

Like an ingrate, 1

rhaptly;

him o muse on

Inces,

laft my friend ab-

L.elt the old familiar

Ghost-like T paee round the haunmts ol
my childhood,

n desert 1 was

Farth scemmd bound te
LFaverse,

Secking to find the old familiar faces.

Friend of my
birother,

Why wert not thou born in my father's
dwelling?

S0 migh talk of
fucey—

bosom, thoun more than a

we the old familiae

How some they have died, and some they
have left me,

And some are taken
departed

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces

—harles Lambh.

from me; all are

Hpeed Away.
Speed away! speed away! on thine arrand
of light
There's n young heart awalting thy com
ing to-night; '
She will fondle thee close, she will ask
for the loved,

Who pine vpon earth since the “Day
Star’” has roved,
Rhe will ask if thoy q her, 20 long be

her stay.
Rpeed away! speed away! speed away!

And, ob! wilt thou tell her, blest bird on
the wing,

That her mother hath ever a sad song
to eing:

That she standeth alone in the still, guiet
night,

And her fond heart goes forth for the
being of light,

Who had slept in her bosom—but wha
would not stay?

Speed away! speed away! speed away!
Go,

bird of the silver wing! fetterlces

How 3

Stoop not thy bright pinions on yom
mountain’s brow;
But hie thee away, o'er rock, river and

glen,
And find our young “Day Star,” ere
night close again;
Up, onward! lst nothing thy mission de
lay,
Bpeed away! spead away! speed awayl
—lsnac B. Woadbury,

At a Turkish Bookstall

A writer, who spent much of hie
early life in Turkey, observed that
Turkish books and booksellers were
amongst the curious features of the
country. “The Turkish booksellers”
he sald, “has a soul above trade. Hae
rarely or never attempts to push hia
wares, and will cheerfully turn his
attention from a likely purchaser to
one who (being a lover of literature)
merely wishes to talk with him about
books, He treasures some of his more
valuable books so greatly that he can
hardly be induced to sell them, al
though they form part of his stock im
trade, It Is only in disposing of the
lkoran that his commerecial talents are
seen., There Is a law forbidding the
sale of thils sacred book, because i
Is essential to the salvation of every
Turk, and the bookseller i8 supposed
to give it away. So he does; but in

this fashlon: You make him a prew
ent of Afty plastrea, and he makes
you a present of the Koran! Man)

of the books displayed by the book
seller are In manuseript, which the
old-fashioned Turks esteem more
highly than print.”

OPEN AIR FOR BEAUTY.

The votary of the open alr treatment
for beauty is well wrapped up and oo
cuples a lounge chair out of doors
with her feet ralsed from the ground
every day and In any weather, bud
vepecially when the sun shines,

A mian feels a grievance because his
wife wants to go everywhere he goes
except when he comes to die, and then
he feels wronged because she is to be
'l left bebind,
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