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SING WHILE YE MAY.

My heart has been singing all the day long,
Or sweetest happiness sonndeth the song;

Roon clouds may gather;

I'iled s my

And deeply I qifafl of Joy's spark!i

the nlght cometh o,

heart with the tenderest dreame,

2 Ktrond

Yet Sorrow stalks behind with somber mien,

Now I must bask ln the bliss that Is mine,
Revel in gladness that sparkles like wine;
Misfortune and grief como to all in time,

I'll Mst while I may

to this song in my heart;

Oh! that its melody ne'er would depart:
Unheeding the stings of Fate's eruel dart.

e arter's Monthly.
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JACK HAU'S RIVAL
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ator at GHllville was of an almost

slowly killing kind to a hand-
some, young and ambitions man llke
Jack Hay, But the salary was too fair
and agreeable to be wilfully relin-
guished

“If 1 had a wife, now,” he thought,
with o contemplative expression, it
might brighten a fellow's life some-
what, But what chanee have I to go
acourting. And where is the girl in
these purts, I'd like to know ?”

Then an idea struck him; his face
brightened,

“I'll try it!" he exclaimed, In sudden
determination,

Turning to his instrument, he began
ticking off a message of lnquiry to the
aperator nt Martin's statlon, four miles
distant,

“Awnke over there?"

“All the time!” came the prompt,
#erse reply,

“Awfully lonely over here,
of marrying, but no opportunity.
¥you help me?”

“Afruid not. No husbands worth
baving round Martin's, or I might have
been married mysell bhefore this,”

THE ocenpation of lvlogrnph aper-

Think
Can

Jack opened hla eyes at thls, ex-
elalming, after a while:

“The dence! T am talking to n wom-
.nlﬂ

Nevertheless he ticked away aginin.

“Not looking for a husband., Am n
man and want a good wife. Salary

fair, habits temperate. Want a little
Bouse of my own, with a loving wom-
an, Cnan you put me In the way of it?"

Pretty Hester Fleming, at the other
telegraph Instrument at Martin's sta-
ton, murmured:

“Mercy me! T am talk'ng to a mau.
and somebody told me that the Gillville
operator was a woman,”

Some time elapsed ere Jack recelved
any response to his last Inqguiry. At
last tick, tick, tick-a-tlck came sound
ing back, and It sald:

“*Can't tell. Come over and see me
‘off hours," Briog credentials.™
Thut exchange of messages between
the two lonely operators was the he
sinnilug of a courtship remarkable as
well for Its brevity as Its novelty,

At hir earliest opportunity, Jack was
in Martin's, Within a month the post
ol tricgraph operator at Martin's wns

in

fhiled Yy a successor to Iester Flem-
ing, who had changed her name to
Hestior Hay,

The wedded couple wera very hapy.

It disl not require long to make the mu-
tual discovery that they were admir-
ably mated,

Hester  proceeded Industriously to
the management of the cottage, which
Juck had plainly furnished for thelr
home, near the station, and ere the
sumimer hod fully set In its little gar-
den, under the magle touch of a womn-
an's hand, was a mass of viny-green
and bloom and beds of dellclous scent
and varying hues,

The swift months that followed
strengthened the bond of love between
the young husband and wife; and of-
ten, ns he watched her at her hnsy
tasks, he thouglht that not all the fHow-
ers In the garvden were as sweel a8 o
kiss from Hester's lips, nor a color
there as beautiful as the bloom of
health on her dimpled checks.

One Aay, however, a queer change
secmed to have come over the happy
wife; the color In her cheeks was not
80 rosy as usunl, the smile did not play
upon her hps, and her violet eyes were
restlessly thoughtful,

“What is i1, Hesay ' asked Jack, so
Heltously, as he placed hia chalr at the
dinner table near the window, where
be could recelve all the eool, fragrant
alr. “Something Is worrying you, pet,
Chickens been at the flower beds? Cat
pulled down the cypress vine?"

She twined her arms round hls neck.

“bh, Jack, will you forgive me for
keeping a secret from you "

“A seerat?

“You were not the only soitor I had,
Jack, Don't be angry with me for tell-
ing It now.™

“Why, there’'s nothing remarkable
about. that. A girl as good as you are
ought to have bhad a dozen sultors, for
that matter.'”

“But there was one in particular.”

“Was there? Well, you dropped him
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and mareled me,"” sald Jack, In a cheer
ful, matter-of-fact way.

“True: bhut I fear he hns not dropped
me,"” hastily rejoined the young wife,
in a grave tone.

He drew her gently toward him and
looked, with a tender smlle, up into her
pale face,

“T'ell me just what tronbles you, dar-
ling."”

“IDo you remember Hrace Denver,
who was at our wedding?”

“1 belleve 1 had an Introduction to
such a person.”

“Brace was persistent In bis impor-
tunities for me to marry him, but I
had heard so mtuch of his wild doings
In the village barrooms that I knew
hilm to be a dissolute If not an actually
wicked man. It was only his father's
money and Influence that ennbled him
to keep his place at all In the elrele of
the better citizens at Martin's, The
day you and 1 were married he came
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to spare, so I will get the signal lan-
terna ready.”

“No, you won't!”

A deep and savage volee uttersd the
words hehind him,

Simualtineonsly he recelvedl a terrl
ble blow from a cinb which swept him |

| from his sent to the foor in n heap.

to my slde and sald, only loud enough

for my hearing:

“fSo you've Jlitedd me out and ont,
have you, Hester? All right. You'll
wish you hadn’'t before a year goes
round!’

“1 did not tell you about t, then,
Jack, becanse 1 thought It might make
trouble on that happy day. And I had
nlmost forgotten about it after all
these months, But a year has now
nearly gone by, and

“Well?" as she hesitated.

“I saw Brace Denver to-day, He
was here, in front of the house, leaning
agalnst the ralling, pretending to be
looking at the flowers, When he saw
that I had notleed him an expression
that was llke a horrible grin passed

“EVERY

LIFE IN THAT TRAIN

PERILED,"”

I8 1M-

over his face. l‘hm he armdu away,
I feel, Jack, that he meditates some
harm to us—-"

“Oh, pshaw! Don't worry about him
at all, Hessy, There, now; let me fin-
ish my dinner and get back to the
office, If Brace Denver comes prowl-
ing around ask him to walt until 1
cin have a talk with him., If I sus-
pect that he means mischief I guess I
can deal with him.”

Immediately upon Jack's departure
Hester went up the stairs to thelr bel-
1O,

=he drew forth a small, glittering re-
volver from a drawer.

“1 do not feel as confldent as Jack
does,” she muttered, carefully placing
the serviceable weapon in her bosom,
“I used to keep this little deadly friend
with me constantly when I operated at
Martin’s, Maybe ['ll need it If Brace
Denver does menn Jack harm.'

The afternoon passed peacefully,

Jack had been home to supper, and
left Hester with o smiling kiss and as-
snrance that all was well,

Rhortly after 10 o'clock Jack was
summoned to hils Instrument by a call
from Martin's,

Tiek-tick-n-tick
and it read:

woent the message,

“Stop 10230 Hmited express at Gl
ville, Have telegraphed to end of |
vislon for wreckers' car. Track tam-
pered with between here and your sta-
tion.'

He wrote out the dispatech as re-
celved, In order to show It In explana.
tion to the conductor when he did the
unusual thing of stopping the limited
AxXpress,

“Every life in that train 18 Imper-
lled!" he exclalmed, In some excite-
ment. “But I bhave full ten minutes

Brace Denver, with tanie ginre
In hiz evil eyes, looked exultantly
down upon his unconsclons vietim,

“You won't stop uany trains this
night, Jack Hay!” he snarled, with a
black geowl, “And after what is about
to hoppen you'll be lucky If you're not
shut away from Hester for many a
year, My plot bas heen too well Jald
to misearry now.”

He shouklered the motionless body
and earrled it to the womdy edge of an
eminence not far from the track,

When Jack vecoversd his senses he
found hlmself gageed and  securely
bound hand aud foot, and his captor
was In the net of tying him firm and
fast In an upright position to a great
troe,

(10t your eyes open again, eh?" re-
murked Denver, roughly, as he leaned
cloger in the starry dirkness to peer
into the tortured face of his prisoner,

The villain had wound a cloth about
the lower portion of his face. Only
his diabolleal eyes were dimly per
ceptible,

“You've about rnn your length, Jack
Hay,"” he continued, flercely. *““There
will be bloody work to-night, and the
operator at Gillvilie will get the hlame,
The ratls are sprend between here and
Martin's, I know that, for 4 chum of
mine reported it at Martin's at the
hour we agreed upon, and youn were
telegraphed tosave the lHmited express;
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in faet, we spread open the rall onr-
gelves, The traln will go on to de
struction.  When It has passed I'll

joosen your bonds, and you can relense
vourself; but—ha! ha!—who will be-
lieve the story you will have to tell?
They'll say you were neglecting your
post. You can't prove anything, Hark!
There if comes!”

A locomotive whistle sounded faint
and far. Presently could be scen the
gleamiug homlllxht nlong the nearly
strajght bed of the road.

“Ah, there it comes! A few mo-
ments more and the whole community
will stand ready to lynch the neglect-
ful operator at Gillville for cansing the
destruction and death!”

Jack Hay stared at the swiftly com-
ing headlight. His heart was chilled
within him, and hl= tortured braln
reeled glddlly.

Well he realized what the popular
verdliet wonld be. He could not prove
the strange tale he would have to tell;
he could not even swear to his murder-
ous captor's Idenity, though he felt
that no man other than Bruce Denver
could wish him ill. He would be
promptly condemned as the cause of
the awful eatastrophe.

And on, on that doomed traln was
coming, while he gronned and writhed
In mental agony.

As he struggled to burst his bonds

e reallzed that they were loosening,
He might soon wrench himself free,
bt not—oh, leaven! not In time to

save those scores of preclous lives)

The rumble grew louder and londer;
the ray of the headlight was now
nearly abreast on the track!

“They are golng to thelr death,
the world will say | killed them!™
Juck moaned In his soul

Then with o deafening, rattling roar
the traln roshed to the station, rushod
past, its whistle plercing the night nlre
i a prolonged note like a mingled
wall and shriek

But, hark! Another sound breaks In
on the whistle's dylng seream,  Sonje-
thing has happened which brings the
heart of Jack Hay In his throat in a
Ilnmp of joy.

Bang! bang. bang!

Three loud explosions  quivered
through the night, nearly Jifting the
great driving wheels from the ralls.

Warning torpedoes had been placed
on the rails.

The wheels of the car trucks sud-
denly looked like cireles of sparks as
the uir brakes went down quick and
hard.

“Perdition!” burst from astonished
Brace Denver. *1 am robbed of my
revenge. But I'll know who meddled
here before that traln can stop and
back up!”

He dashed forward to the station,
gripping the deadly club, Into the
office he ran. The place seemed to be
deserted. But as he tarned to run out
again a sharp voice checked him,
Brace Denver!

nngl
Ipulj'

“Halt where you are,
What have you done with my hus-
bhand 7"

Hester Hay confronted him with

leveled revolver, resolutely barring his
exit.

“Lower that thing,
you no harm

“Halt, I say!
fire! Answer me!
band ?"

But by this time the ftrain had
backed to the platform, and conductor
and flagman, lanterns In  bhand, came
hurrying to the office,

“Secure that man!” Hesler crled,
pointing to the sullenly cowering formn
of Denver. “There’s been some foul
play here, and he 18 at the bottom of
it

She showed to the econductor the

Hester, 1 mean

Another step, and 1
Where Is my hus.

warning dispatch Jack had hastily
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copled off on the &llp and lwft un the
operating table,

1 eame aver to the affice tonight to
Reep Jack company,’” she said, . “He
wasn't here, and [ couldo’t fnd hlm,
I saw this digpnich, In fve minutes
I knew the temdn would pass, | won
dered where Jack conld bes it was =0
girange that he shonldn’t he anywhers
you know, 1 went fo the tor
pedo box, took oul three torpedocs,

we

and placed them on the track. Then |
went to hant again for Jaeck, aml |
gaw that man come running In, Don't

let him eseape—

AL that Juncture there wins a sensa-
tion on the platform—a cry from the
doorwav——and Jack himself eame reel.

ing In, pitehing heavily to the floor,
As he Tell, he gasped:
“Broken track near Martin's! Don't |

move the traln!™

When he recoversd and told of the
flendish plot concocted by Denver that
gcoundrel was strongly bound and
pluced under guard In the baggage
enr, He was fAnally conveyed to the
city, where, by some means, the ot
cluls shortly found and obtainsd a con.
fession from his accomplice, and bath
were safely locked up on the charge of
attempted teadn-wrecking, with an ad-
dittlonal Indietment against Denver for
murderous assault,

Jack's salary was Hbernlly raised by
the company., And Hester, the savior
heroine, recelved from the directors of
the rallroad s gratefal leter, aceom
panled by a delicately tendered sum
of money, which ennbied her to buy
the cozy cottage In which she and
Juck now live at Glllville—New York
Weekly.

“SEVEN AGES" UP TO DATE,

Pessimistic Views \' entilated by an
Editor Out in Missonri,

Man Is born Into the world, Ife ls
at once attucked by  npettle  rash,
cronp, measles  and  the  whooping
cough, He has the colie before his
fArst teeth are cut and when he I8
swindled we say he Is getting his eye
teeth cut,

If he escapes the scarlet fever mul
the mumps, he finds ciirmll_\ in his
wiy searlet rash and the seven-year
iteh,  1f he is not carvied off in a
hoarse before he s too large for short
pants he stlll stands a show of el
ting off one of his toes, belng Kleked
by a mule or getting shot with a tar-
get rifle In the hands of the boy that
“didn't know it was londed.”

e gets his feet wet, runs at the
nose aml i= geolded by his parents for
golng In swimming on Sunday. He
goes Lo the circus, rides on the merry-
gorronnd and hits the dignified old
gentleman in the back of the head
with a snowball before he is well n
his teens,

He now reaches the stange where he
gathers watermelons in the light of
the woon, eafs green apples and lavs
out of nighis. The fuzz begins  to
grow on his upper Hp and he blushes
when he soox o girl, until halr
seorches. Ho next develops  Into a
“smart Alee,” and his paréents are une
decided whether to shoot him  for
stmoking clgarettes or turn hilin over
to an asylum manager as s confirmed

his

Itnatie Man Is subject to typhoid
fever, pnewmonin, spinnl  menlngitls,
smallpox and his own  Intemperines,
e ls beset by discase, indebtedness
and breach of promise suafts until it
I= n wonder that any of us are able
te geore three score and ten.  If he

escapes n famlne, and war,
he does his best to shorten his days
by keeping his boller overloaded with
inferlor booze. He s subject to sick
hoeadache, lnmbago andd intlnmmatory
rhenmatism until he erles aloud that
his last stage Is worse than his first.
He wears false halr, false teeth and
goes to Jall for getting money under
false pretenses,

Yet when he buas finally run  the
gantlet and passes off the stage of ne-

pestilvnee

tion, the heavy Ananias for the coun-
Ly paper says: “It Is well.”"—Nevada
Post.

He Appaalml to His \'ll‘llt)

Justin MeCarthy tells the following
story of a New York bootblack in his
hook of reminiscences. “I was stund-
ing on the bridge ove day studying the
crowd, ag was my wout, and wholly
nbgorbed In the study, when a shrill,
youthful volee accosted me with the
words, “Cap'n, shine yer boots? At
that thne the great Civil War was not
long over, and the chanee distribution
of military titles was ready and lber:

#al, 1% pad no attenshrdla shrdlues
al. 1 pald no attention to the Invita
tion, although It was many times re

peated In tones of Inereasing earnest-
ness, and sometlmes emphasized with
an admonitory tap on the boots which
my yvoung friend was anxions to shine
At last a rival little boy seemed to
Imagine that he saw where the cause
of my Indiffence was to be found, and,
pushing aside the unsuccessful clalm-
ant, he gave a military snlute, and ap-
pedled to me with the captivating
words, ‘Brigadier General, shine yer
bmt”?i "

It 18 easler to be the father of a
thyear-old girl than of a 16-year-old
one: the former's only wish is that ber
father keep a candy store, and the lat-
ter's bitter sorrow Is that he 1s ot a

king.
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The Girl T Loved in Sunny Tenneanee,
On a morning hright and elear
To wmy old home 1 drew lear,
Just n vlllage down in sunny
e,
I wag speeding on & train,
That would bring me back again
To my sweetheart who was walting
there for me,

AJ
Tennes-

It was hut a few short years
Ninee | kissed away her tears,
As 1 left her at my dear old mother's
aiide,
Anid wieh day we've been apart
Bhe's grown dearer to my heart
Than the night 1 asked of her 1o be
my bride,

Ax the truin drew ap at last
Old fawmiliar scenes 1 passed
As 1 kissed my mother ot the station
door,
And as old friends gathored ‘round
Teurs on wvery face I found,
But | missed the dear one
longing for to ree,

't heen

‘.

And 1 whispered: “Mother, dear,
Where is Mary; she's not here?"

All the world seemed lost and saduess

onme to me,

For she pointed to n spot
la the churchyard's little lot,

Where my sweethenart sleeps in nulnr

1
CHNessee, e
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I could hear the darkies singing

As ghe bhude farewell to me,
Far across the tields of cotton

My old homestead | could ses, .
And the moon shone in ita glory,
As 1 told life's sweetest story

To the girl T loved in sunny Tennessee
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He that is down needs fear no fall;
Hae that is low, no pride;
He that is hunible ever shall |
Have God to be his guide,

I am content with what T Lave, A,
Little be [t or mueh;

Awd, Lord, contentment still 1 crave,
Becanse thon savest suel,

Fulluess to such a bhurden is
That go on pllgrimage;
Here little, and herenfrer hilisa,

Is hest from nge to age
~John Bunyan.
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Muany of Our Greatest Victories Are
Won by Just That,

“Bat don’t you think,” De. Meredith
sald, gently, “that we sometlmes win
our greatest victories just by-—glving
int"

“It's the principle of the thing,” Miss
Mary Inslsted,  “That womgn menns
to bhe disagreenhle, If 1 let her rlde
over me in little thingsg——-""

“Maybe she's only tired—too tired te
tuke the longer way rouml the gras
to the well.  And as for having plekes
that daffodil—did you never feel hun
gry for a flower, or the sight and toue!
of some beautifol thing?"

“But I wouldn't steal it!”

“Steal 7" repeated the old man, b
eyes on the wind-tossed blossoms he
yond the gravel walk., “Steal it fron
whom? 1t was God's earth and alr
God's rain and sunshine that brougl:
it Into being, That daffodll may have
meant much to your nelghbor———-"

“But it's the priuciple of the thing
Surely yvou don't ndvocate——"

“Miss Mary,” the doctor Interposed
gontly, “I've lived almost twice as long
n& you have, and I've come to belleve
that there is only one Indispensable
principle—and that is love., We cax
never really know the paln and wearl
ness of another's life, Only love eap
mnderstaml—a little,"

It was the next afternoon, when
Miss Mary was weeding near  the
whitewashed fence, thal volees sound
ed on the other side. Was It Dr. Mere
dith's? Yes, and “that woman's,”

“It has done her a world of gomd-—
Just that one blossom. They used to
grow in our old home, and It's been
years sinee she's even smelled one, |
meant to ask the lady for H, hul she
seomed so kind of —<hard—""

“Hut ghe isn't, when you really know
her,” the doctor sald, and tears of grat
tnde sprang to Miss Mary's eyes,

“Well," the other returnesd, “we'd
had some words about the path, and
1'd made npomy mind not to speak to
her agaln, and

“And you wouldn't give In?" The
doctor shook hix head with a wistful
amile in his Kind eyes,

“My sister sald I was wrong,”
other returnesd,  “Bhe says a8 we near
the border-land, things ke that don’
seem worth nticlng, Ohb, If you knew
Low L(hat flower has helped the time to
pass to my sister! It has almost wade
e want to go to the lady and thank
her, but of course she wonldn't under
stand; she'd only think I was giving in
to get more, and so——"

On the other side of the fence Miss
Mary was gathering a great cluster of
golden bloom. ‘There was a new light
In her eyes, Wus it from the bright-
ness of the blossoms before her or the
radlance of the joy of “giving In?"

the




