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HARVEST SONG.

Summer all |s a pleasure past,

Summer charm is a tale that's told;
Days of reaplng have come, at last,

Days of ripeness and days of gold;
Down the meadow-way, glad and strong,
Love comes singing his harvest song.

I..I' il

brown with the

harvoest ¢

Brown and brawny of lHmb is he,
Master strong in the garden moll,

Lord of pasture and plant and tree;
Treasure-burdened, he plods along,
Binging brightly his harvest song.

#

And In answer the antumn bhreeze
Sing= a pleasant and falr refrain

Through the boughs of the orchard trees,
O'er the fields of the waving grain,

Hark, the echoes about him throng--

Nature's singing her harvest song,

—Farm Journal.

A GHILD N© LONEER

e

HE sound of his daughter's joy-
I! ous young volee in the hall, and
the closing of the front door,
brought John Graham out of hls easy
chalr and drew him to the window to
see the pride of his heart depart on
her way to church {n all the brave ar-
ray of her Haster finery., The crisp
rustle of sllk recalled to his memory
that this was the day her new tallored
gown was to recelve ita first wearing,
and, though he had attended the dress
rehearsal at the time the gown was
sent home and put on especlally for
his viewing, now that it was actually
in service, he was Interested In seelng
it agaln that he might get the full
effect, He let the sectlon he was read-
Ing of the overgrown Sunday news-
paper slip from his hand teo the floor,
where It helped the disorder of the
other printed sheets, scattered careless.
ly over the carpet. The rom was
siuall, and, as he could not avold tread.
ing on the papers, he stepped over
them gingerly so as not to Injure his
Sunday reading.
FFor the moment, his daughter and
her new gown were uppermost in his

YTHANK YOU, FATHER,” SHE WHISPERED

mind. His was a home where the
habit prevalled of *“talklng things
over,” and anything pertaining to his
daughter was of paramount Interest,
He knew all about that tallored gown
from the moment of {ts beginning,
They were a small famlily. Himself,
his wife and thelr daughter made up
its members, and they were near to
one another in thought and action,

There were pleased expectation on
John Graham’s face when he went (o
the window. He knew, before hie saw,
Just how pretty his daughter was, and
how tall and slender and graceful her
figure. When he reached the window
she was standing on the veranda,
polsed at the edge of the steps, smil-
ing down at a young man coming to-
ward her up the walk leading from the
street. The welcoming smlile that
curved her lips was repeated in her
eyes. Her back was turned toward her
father so he could not see her face, bui
the young man's answering smlle as
he approached her, hat In hand, and
his look of intense admitration, told the
observing parent what must be his
daughter’'s expression, There was
something in the young man's manner
that Irritated John Graham and
prompted him to utter indignantly:
“He acts llke he owned her.”

He watched the girl descending the
steps and he watched her hand get lost
in the young man's clasp. He frown-
ed furlously at the sight, and he
frowned still more furiously when he
saw them walking away together, a
well-dressed, well set-up young couple
with the love light In their eyes and
the buoyancy of youth spurring thelr
ateps to elasticity. He did not know
exactly why, but he felt In a bad tem-
per and gave vent to his feellngs with
e muttered “I'd llke to klck him!"

When they had passed out of hls
vision he turned from the window. He
went to the door of the room and call-
ed to his wife.

“Annle,”" he said, “are you coming
down soon?"

“I'll be with you in just a moment,"
shie answered,

She came to him shortly, dressed for
church. Her husband looked at her
with approval,

“That's a neat hat you're wearing,"
he sald. “You and the childle do me
honor with your Easter fixings. You
almost tempt me to go to church my-
self.”

“1 wish you would, John,"” his wife
returned, earnestly.

He hesitated. “Well,” he said, “may-
be 1 will—next Sunday."

It was one of the jests In the famlily
that John Graham's church golng was
usually deferred until “next Sunday.”
He was a good man In every sense of
the word, but he llked best to spend
hizs Sundays at home, occupying him-
self with desultory reading and In do-
Ing Ilttle tasks about the house In
which a man who loves hils bhome
takes plensure.

He stood smiling at hls wife, for-
getting his ieritation, ontil she was
about to leave him. Then he remem-
bered. Hls face darkened,

“Why didn't Mabel wait for you?"
he demanded.

His wife hesitated a second before
she answered.

“I told her not to; she had other
company this morning,” she exclalmed.

“Why should she leave you to go
with that fellow?" he questioned, pro-
nouncing the word “fellow” as though
hurling a curse at the young man's
head.

“Oh, well," his wife answered, easlly,
"“young people llke to be together gome-
times without having the older ones
around. 1 shall jJoln them at church."

Her husband was not to be paclfied,

“Why should they go on ahead, leav-
Ing you to come tralling after? I can
see no reason for thelr having anything
to say to each other that you could not
hear,” he persisted,

“Don’t you, John?"

There was a slgnlficance in his wife's
volee that conveyed a hltherto un-
dreamed of possibllity to her husband.

“You don't mean there is anything
serlous!" he gasped.

His wife flushed, shrinking from
‘puttlug into words the possibility of
the something “serlous” which was
forcing Itseif upon her knowledge,

“Oh, of course,” ghe faltered, “there's
nothing settled."

“Nothing settled!” John Graham
ghouted. "I should say there wasn't.
How long has this thing been golng
on? Why wasn't I told about {t?”

He has the sense of belng left out,
of belng kept in the dark regarding a
matter o which he was vitally con-
cerned. He felt Injured and resent-
ful.

“How could | tell you about some-
thing 1 do not know myself? Mabel
has sald nothing, how can I be the
first to speak?’ she replled, gently.

“Are you encouraging this foolish-
ness?" he demanded, gazlng at her
from beneath frowning brows,

“No," she answered, “I am Jjust
walting, hoping there wlill be no mis-
takes, and to force such a matter,
elther way, ls always a mistake, Mabel
s 4 woman now, we must trust some-
thing to her Judgment.”

“A woman!” John Graham flung
back, “She's a child. It was but yes-
terday she was out of school”

“The yesterday was two years ago,”
his wifa returned.

He opened hils lips to speak an em-
phatle contradiction, but sooner than
the words could come, he realized the
truthh of the statement. He &id not
say what he Intended. Instead he
uttered stubbornly, “I won't have If,
I'll put a stop to It at once,”

“And perhaps make a mountaln out
of a molehill,” bis wife warned him,

The hour for church-going had pase-
ed. BShe took off her hat and gloves
and lald them aside, and set herself
the task of quleting the man's |1l
humor. It was In her mind to change

the subjlect, but there was something |

of which she wished to be satisfled
herself.

“Is there anything against this

young man?” she questioned. “You've
geemed willing to have him come free-
ly to the house. "

“No, he's all

right, so far as 1

know,"” John Graham answered, re-
luetantly, “I've llked to talk with
him,” he sald. His eyes began to
twinkle. “I see now he didn't come
here solely for the pleasure of my
company.”

Iie looked at his wite smiiing  an

aeknowledgement of his own blindness,

“Oh, well,” she remarked, comfort
ably, “we'll walt and see.” The next
moment her cournge Waverad, “It
means even more to me than to you,
John,” she sald, with a pathetic break
in her volce.

When Mabel returned from church
ghe came Into the house with her
cheeks pink from the touch of the
fresh alr, She was accompanled by
the young man, who entered with the
gulet assurance of one certain of his
welcome, In some subtile way, the
young people gave the impresaion that
between them existed a complete un-
derstanding. It grated upon Johin Gra-
ham, and his first lmpulse was to greet
the young man coldly, but, cautioned
by his wife's glance, he tried to throw
his wonted cordlality Into his man-
ner. He was not entirely successful.
His daughter, quick to feel the dif-
ference, regarded him anxiously, Her
enthusinsm over the beauty of the
Faster services and the musle was
dampened. 8he went to her father and
slipped her hand Into his, giving it a
pressure that was an appeal,

The young muan's eyes followed her
fondly. He lingered for a few mo-
ments, talking about nothing In par-
tlcular, and always with his eyes on
Mabel. He was about to take a re
luetant Jeave when the girl's mother,
understanding her daughter's wish,
asked him: “Won't you take dinner
with us?"

He hesitated and glanced toward
John Graham. Mabel pressed her
father's hand. Reading her thought,
in compliance with her mute request,
he seconded his wife's Invitatlon with
a curt “Yes, stay If you llke"

He turned away from the group and
went Into the room he called his den,
Bomeway he felt lonely and forsaken,
Unconsclously he was Jealous of the
new element which had come Into his
danughiter's life.

He sat 1n his chalr holding the paper
hefore his face as though engrossed In
its columns, but his mind was far from
the printed sheet. Suddenly he felt
Mabel's arms about hls neck and her
kiss on his brow,

“Thank you, father,” she whispered.

“Does it mean o much to you,
childie?' he asked.

Bhe nodded In answer, her eyvey tell-
Ing the things she could not say.

John Graham left his chalr and went
to the window, through which he look-
ed with unseeing eyes. His daughter
was beside him, her hand slipped Into
his, her cheek against his shoulder,

“Harry," thls was the young man's
name, “I think Harry wants to speak
to you about something,” she murmur-
ed, timidly.

Her face was hidden agalnst his
arm. He looked dowu at her bright
halr, rebellloug that another should
dare lay clalm to his treasure. Out-
glde in the hall he heard the young
man's volee rising and falling In gay
inflection as he talked to Mabel's
mother. And he heard hls wife's laugh
ringing out In appreciution of the story
he was telling. There seemed no trou-
ble behind that care-free laugh, Per-
haps he was taking the affalr too se-
riously. He listened again.

“Just as | came up behind him, T
heard the boy shout to the little chap
in front: ‘look at Lewls In long
pants. Wouldn't that kill you? " the
young man related, his volee uneven
with laughter as he reached the cli-
max of his tale,

John Graham's sense of humor was
never long dormant It returned fo
him now. There was comedy with.
out while he w_a courting tragedy.
He turned Into a changed mood, He
slipped a finger under his daughter's
chin, and ralging her face, gone scar-
let with blushes, looked down at her
with eyes In whiech mischlef was lurk-
lug.

“Why not let Harry speak for him-
self, dear?" he sald. —Ellzabeth Ayres
In Toledo Blade.

How the Winter Palace Was Bullt.

The winter palace of the Crars Is &
fitting center from which to carry on
the fell work of repression allotted to
Trepoff. Almost stone of the
walls and every square¢ yard of the
plaster linlng them cost a life. Nich-
olas bad given the order that the pal-
ace must be rebullt In a year, and
what was human life agalost the des-
pot's will, BSix thousand men were
kept at work day and night, with the
palace heated at 30 Reamur to dry
the walls rapidly, while the temperu-
ture outside was often 30 degrees he-
low zero Heamur. The men could
only work with lce packs on thelr
heads, and, experiencing a dally
change of 80 degrees, they died by the
score every day. By the end of the
year the death roll was some thou-
sands, but the palace was finished.—
London Globe,

Never bother s grocerywman when he
is counting eggs.

every

JOLLY HOUSE WRECKER.

May Beem Reckleas, but He Ian't, and
Usos Much Method in Work,

The house-wrecker may seem to be a
very reckless sort of Individual, but
really he has much method In his
madness, says the Plttsburg Post. 1o
may seem to be ripping and smashing
and tearing things up the back gener-
ally regardless, bhut petually he never
breaks anything that enn be disposed
of more profitably whole, though nas
to everything else he lg always most
economical of time and Inbor,

8o, when he Is about to tear down
a bullding he puts up on the front of
It a coverad wooden chute with Ita
open mouth at the top on a level with
the floor of the top story, and its spout-
like opening at the bottom high enough
above the ground so that a wagon can
be driven under It, and as he tears
down the walls of that upper story
he tosses the bricks from it Into the
mouth of the chute to go slam-banging
gavly down It and be shot out at the
spout stralght Into the wagon ready
to be carrled away, all without any
intermediate handling,

As he tears away story after story
of the structure the house-wrecker
ghortens the chute to bring Its wide
receptive mouth down to the level of
the floor on which he I8 working: and
g0 he continues down untll he comes,
in the case. for Instance, of a high-
stoop dwelling In process of demolition,
to the parlor floor,

From such a floor the chute would
no longer carry the bricks down by
gravity and here he adopts other meth-
ods. From the slll of one of the par-
lor windows he bullds out over the
sfldewalk to the street a platform on
which wheelbarrows can be wheeled
and this takes the place of the chute,
When It comes to the cellar, why, there
it's different; from there more or less
stuff must be pleked up and carrled,
but the house-wrecker never pleks up
and carries anything that he ean drop.

BIG-MOUTHED GLOVE,

Accommodation for Both the Catcher's
Hands,

Now that the baseball mitt has been
enlarged untll no further Improvement
can be made In this direction, and has
been modified In design by the addl-
tion of heel pads and finger webs
to fnsure the safe lodgement of the
ball untll Ingenulty can suggest noth-
ing further, an Illinols Inventor comes
forward with a mitt for two hands,
which 18 entirely unique. This glove
is constructed with separate hand and
finger holds for each hand, connected

NEW HBABEBALL MITT,

with a pocket or receptacle between
them, #o that all the catcher has to do
Is to Judge accurately the probable
course of the thrown or pltehed ball
and close the pocket by folding the
double glove to prevent Its escape. In
order not to interfere with the cateh-
er's throwing arm, one of the gloves,
depending on whether the wearer s
right or left handed, Is designed to per-
mit the easy and qulck removal of the
hand. In modern baseball the use of
the glove 18 looked npon as cssential,
even for the flelder, and the day wlien
the eatcher only wore a small glove,
not much larger than the flelder's glove
of to-day, ls only a memory of the
days of Anson's supremacy on the din-
mond. The duplicate paddle glove, if
pdopted, will afford still greater pro-
tection for the catcher's hand and raise
the standard of the catcher's efficlency,

Haqd Good Authority.

In a recent artlicle on polltical condi-
tlons In Kngland Justin  MceCarthy
quotes the expression, “By the skin of
his teeth,” and parenthetically apolo-
glzes for using what he ealls “such a
vulgar expression.” Humorons wrlt-
ers are enjoying a laugh at Mr. Me
Carthy's expense, calling his attentlon
to the nineteenth chapter of Job, twen-
tieth verse, where he may fnd the
words: 1l am eseaped with the skin of
my teeth.'

Ungrateful.

“Bome people never thank you, no
matter what you do for them,” sald a
small boy, “A feller put a bent pin on
the teacher’'s chair the other day, and
when the teacher was about to sit
down I pulled the chalr out from un-
der him to save him from the pin, and
if he didn't lick me for It!"

Crear Draws $42,0600,000.
According to a French International
almanac which has just been suppress-
ed, it appears that as long as he re-
mains in Russla the Czar draws annu-
ally from the Russian exchequer no
less a sum than $42,500,000,

Among the guesses concerning the
Identity of “John Helgh" author of
“The House of Cards,” Owen Wister

has been mentioned. Dr. B. Welr
Mitehell 1s also suspected.
W. T. Hornadany, who wrote the

“Amerlean Natural History,"” has had
a glacler In the Canadian Rockies
named for him, and A. J. Stone named
in his honor Hornaday River, which
flows Into the Arctie Ocean near Cape
Bathurst.

Originally lssued four years Aago,
“Truth Dexter” has passed to Ita
twenty-second printing, and the anony-
mity of the author has been so care
fully preserved that the general pub-
lle, at least, has no knowledge on
the subject.

In the last volume of his entertaln-
Ing “Notes From a Dlary,"” Sir Grant
Duff tells a story of our dean among
novellsts which I8 good enough to be
repented. Bome one wrote to Mr.
Howells asking him for a list of the
best hundred books. “I can't name
them," replled the veteran; “I have
not yet written a hundred!"

For fifty years the Frank Leslle Pub.
lishing House at New York has been
connectad with periodieal literature,
and It s Indeed a long-famillar name
that 1s suffered to drop, in the change
to the Colver Publishing House, There
Is no change in the personnel that haxs
of recent years built up Leslle's Month.
ly, but It seemed advisable to change
the name of the corporation to that of
its present president, Frederic L. Col
ver,

Florence Morse Kingsley, In her new
story, “The Resurrection of Miss
Cynthia,” tells of the revolt of a New
England “old mald"” against her rigor
ous Purltan upbringing and how, when
the doctor tells her she has an In
curable digease and only one year mory
to HNve, she sghows her pleasant and
unselfish nature which has been kept
down., Miss Kiogsley will be remem
bered as the author of “The Slugula
Miss. Smith,” ‘““T'he Transfiguration o
Miss Phllura,” ete,

Thig Is the latest British Iiterary
Joke: “I haven't got it madam," sali
a book-seller to a lady who recentl)
asked for one of Browning’'s volumes
‘I make It a rule never to stock an)
books that I can’'t understand, and
can't make head or tall of Mr. Brown
ing—can you?* Hearcely knowlin
whether to laugh or be annoyed, bu
prepared to take some other book, th
lady asked: “Have you Praed, then?
“Yes, madam,” was the anawer, “I'v
prayed and that don't help me."”

80 much has been written abou
Maxim Gorky as the Russlan tramy
author, assoclate of the poorest worl
ingmen of his country, that It Is rath
er surprising to hear that he Is ven
far from being a poor man, He hw
bullt up a great publishing busines
at 8t. Petersburg, of which he Is th
head, though he has assoclated witl
him four prominent authors of the ney
Russian school. The Knowledge Pub
Hshing Company publishes the boola
of the five members of the firm, an{
also those of several other revolution
ary writers, It is sald Gorky has mady
not less than $125,000 out of this bus)
NeKs, i

Still Ladling Out Beanas.

Recently Thomas Smith, a lunch
counter walter In a New York saloon,
was cutting a ronst beef sandwich,
price b cents, when an envelope bear
Ing the Dublin postmark was handed
to him. The letter contained a drafi
for £100 and the announcement thal
Smith's father had died on March 18
and left him £7,000, Bmith put the
letter and the draft in his pocket and
handed out a plate of beans to the
next man, says the Anaconda Stand
ard.

The story Is that about five years
ago Smith fell in love with a Scotch
girl, who I1s a Preshyterian. He be
ing a Roman Catholle, her parents ob-
jected to the match, and so he left for
America. Bmith now belleves that
when he goes back to Dublin in Octo-
ber to get his Inheritance he will get
the girl, too. The £7,000 he belleves
will make for religious toleratlon on
the part of his future parents-in-law,
When asked how he could possess his
soul in patience until October, he sald:

“lI have a contract with me boss
until then. And money ls something
that won't spoll; It willl keep. Me
lawyer nnd me three sisters in Dublin
will take care of me property.”

A good walter, Mr. Smith acknowl-
edges the eternal verity of the maxim
that all things come to him who walts,|
How serene and commendable is the
simple life as taught and lived In this
Smithsonian institution behind a lunch/
counter.

Another way of turnlug everybidy
to rubber Is to walk up the street with
a string of fish




