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"THE MOTHER. . -

Bhe was so tired of toll, of everything,
Save loving thoze who neoded all her lovel
¢ beart wins llke the golden heart of spring

When white clouds sall

Autumoe of Nt

nbove

¢ and tears were hers, and yet

She gang and loved and gladdensd us the while,

Knr ginrms. nar snow

conll

mnke hor onpe forgnet

Young April's radiant sinlle,

=hey WNHS 80 W r\:n'y;
tlow weaty,
And whisperad,
“My loving

bt

now Is done'

"Trad of all save loving."

we nover giuessed
till &ghie smiled at set of sur
na she drifted

inte rogt—

Let this

The epitaph Ingeribed where now she

Time shall not

The love losk of her eyes

ATURDAY evening, T went up in
Michigan to the place where M)
Girl is staying and enjoying hev

>

pelf, principnlly, I think, by counting
jhe days before she’ll be home agnln,
pt least it looks that way Lo me, for in
Ml of her letters she's cut off a day
tml tried Lo cheer me np by saying,

won't be -much longer, Teddy.”
I"lu-n she mentions, just to soothe my
oszibly Injured feelings, abont how
Enul good the change ls dolng her
and Little Son, not to forget Mary and
the Little Mother

Jimmy hears every day,
get together to exc hange
containing the Intest family
We're becoming a little more hecns
tomed to running arvound loose, but
Just the some, we don't care how soon
the girls come hoine nnd tle strings to
us agnin. This menl ticket life 18 not
the 1ife for me.

Well, ns I was saying, Saturday 1
went up to Lakevllle to spend Sun-
day with the girls and Little Son and
Mlicky. [ got there between O and 0
o'clock, dusty and warm, but st!!l hap-
py. Jlmmy was going, too, but he
didn't show np at the traln or explain
bimael” « ni! that worrled me some, [
knew uow &
and the Little Mother,
see the anxlons look fnto thelr
evesn that Jimmy's brought there a
few times. However, what 1 couldn't
help I tried to forget, and I filled my
mind with thoughts of the happy day
welcome 'd have from My Girl,

Wt

anul
buli

ton,
s
Nnews,

und 1T hated to
Ccolne

be dignified with a "howdy-do, Ted-
dy," and the tips of her fingers handed
aut, real Indyilke, But she'd have the

dimplea nl the corners of her lips nnd
bher eyes woula oe dancing flg steps
I know nher, even when she tries to be
uffiah,

When the traln was a mile away
trom Lakeville, T began to be on the
watch with my head hanging out of
the car window until my eves bulged,
When we finnlly stopped at the sta-
tlon—It took a year, It seemed to me
—there wes My Girl with Mary and
the Little Mother. T grinned Hke an
tdlot nand tried to talk hefore we wers
within speaking distance. My Girl hind
en A white dress that looked as thongh
it was made out of n plece of one of
those fleecy elonds you flontine
across the blue sky of a summer's day

Lo

And [ thought to myself, “Do 1, n
great hulk of a man, own fthat an-
gel?”

I knew ¥ did for sure when we got
togother and fell on ench other's
pecks, not minding the people even

when they smiled and looked like they

thonght we wore funny. My Girl ror
got entively her soclety manners. and
ag for me, 1 was so eglad to ace her
that all T eonld o was to stund wid
grin and "Why how vou A
growed!™ 'Ky wns there, too, and
In his glee he went tearing up and
flown the platform serntehing splin
ters from the boards, He wns trving
to show he was glad 1'd come, anid 1
understond his language

Mory and the Little Mother wers
Ind, too, it T eould soe them louok
rh;.: throvgh and around and behilud
me, hunting for Jimmsy When Mury
haud to be sure he wasn't there all Lhi
sunaline went ont of her face Slie
lon'ied i Ill-‘.li']»li'.'-.{ll?, the (MR
Mother potted her hand and whisner
ed, "Don't worry, e I conld
feel them searching iny face, uunegry
for the explunation they wouldn't nsk
l'nt'_ g0 1 &aid sirelessly, “Abhont tnis

time, gi
bimsell bed

Jiminy 18 snyving
nusge e nrizs

Words 1o
il the traln)

hide the words,

would disappoeint f\l:n'_\'I

|
|

*Diad he miss 16 Mury spoke ap
qulckly. |
“Why, of course he Ad"” 1 assured

her, "dan't you s he Isu't hepa®

NOr MIarmur

Womuan's Journal.
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10
they

take comfort with
that, but walked on In front
of us the they held thelr heads
made me think of flowers after they've
heen beaten by a storm,

My Girl asked me, In a
“did he really get left?”

“1I don't know," T answered, "bnt |
had to tell them something,” My Girl
sighed and said, *Oh, dear.”

I felt myself tarning Into an uncom-
fortable humor between sympathy for
Mary nnd irritatlon because our good
time might spofled with worry for
other people’s trouble, and I began to
be afrald 1 might get cross, I

“Forget it, My Girl,” 1 whispered,
“we ean't belp it In the next breath
I nsked, “where's Little Son 7"

I'd missedd Lilm, bot thinking he was
tuking a fow hours of needed sleep, In
the exeltement of the moment, 1'd neg
lected to Inguire after his lordship.
My Girl brightened up. “He's down

the bench with some of the cohil
dren, I'h perfectly erazy
hlm and hardly let me have him a mo
ment,” explalned.  “The Instant
he's bathed and dressed In the morning
some of them are around to ask ‘ean't
we tuke the baby? 1t's good for him
to he with young people,” she went on
with the air of an aged person. “Yon'll
hardly know him, he's grown so and
has learned 8o many cunning ways."

“Is 1t possible,” 1 remarked, grave
a8 # judge, “that my memory has fall
ed 8o Littls Son can grow osut of it In
a week?

My Girl dashed me one of her qulek
Ipoks, ““The dea,” she exclalmed, “the
Walt untll you see him.”

“T ean't walt,” T Insisted, *I have to
him now®™ It dellghted My Girl
to have In such a hurry, and we
went gnlloping off in search of Lattle
Son, forgetting nll about the missing

wny

low wvolee,

Iy

sy're over

'-th'

iden!

q00

me

Prot { Jimmy
robn- |

ably ghe'd meet me at the statlon and |

| gold,

| lilke to me and added,
angel amile on her face and the +'" ha | :

The Inke was still and smooth that
evening and the glow from the settine
sun turned Jt to a great pond of Hguld
I told My Girl what it looked
“if it only was
gold and we could dip up a few pail-
fuls wouldn't it ba great, My Girl?"

She pretended to be scornful and
tlited her nose,
“I"a vulgar to Lave too much

mouey,” she aald,
derbilt manner,
It was so qulet and peaceful and so
fresh and cool and sweet up  there
after the clty's grime and nolse, that
I felt good all over, even though I
hadn't stopped to take a brush and
wash, I wanted to get acquainted
with My Girl and Little Son first. Pres-
ently we left the walk and went Into
the sand, My Girl skimmed it

with her Mrs. Van

over

{11k & bird In the directlon of the ehil-

dren near
clenr, shrill,
to us ke m

the water's edge.  Thelr
Hitle volees flouted back
1€le, 1 econld hardly wafll

to get there. 1 saw Little Son rolling
wound n the sand o o pair of doll
overalls, the jolilest Hitlo sandboy yon
BYaer Rilw,.

“My Girl ! Hed, polnting at my
son and belr, "Is that & erab or a la
oring man "’

My Girl Inughed =0 hanl she had to |

tlow . owalt for her breath to
ertnke hen

Lhee rasenl Enew mie In n second
even from u dlistance Bl el out Lis
irmE to be taken aond kleked with Ll

¥ e Iarred hlmself all
il 1 ran o race to sep

| | get to him first, and 1
ent I had L I I Y Arms, a

tle soft, round calddly ball, all sana
il wrigegles, and 1 s B hnppy to

| m ngalnst my heare I eamoe negr
neeeing him fat But he liked it
i takes after his mother in being |

e Lo 4tand any amonunt of love nnd |
itection

“"How are you, old feliow?' 1 usked

nun to man, holding bl on one
bund up in the ale

e poked his plhik foot In my eye,

I Kuew he was able to sit up and

e notice,

My Glpl looked on wila pride and
iy written In eapitels all over her
fuce

Pretly scou Little Sun fovgol  all

to go back to his party In the sand.
He started to take o flying  leap
through the air, bhut 1 held him and

get him down right side up with eare,
which was cnre 1 needn’t have taken,
as he immediately rolled over on his
stomach and began to play erab, My
Girl could hardly tear hersell away,
but after a desperate effort and a
promise from the children to hring
him Lhome soon, we started for the cot-
tage

Lakeville 18 not a stylish place, and
most of the cottagers their
own meals, There was a savory smell
of cooking all along the board walk,
and and then you'd hear some
thing sizzle, and It selled and sound
od mighty good to n hungry man,

i-l'u']-:l.rm'

now

“My Girh,” 1 observed, just to glve
her a hint, “1 brought wmy appetite
with me."

“Podddy,” sald she, quile haughty,

“that's one thing yon never mislay."”
Mary and the Little Mother had sup-
per ready when reached the cot-
tnge, They trying to cheer up
and not worry, and they'd bheen losing
thelr trouble by getting the best sup
per that ever graoced a tuble. My, how
I did eat! 1 talked some, too, and kept
bringing In how much Jimmy and 1
were together since they had  been
gone and how Hke a lost dog Jimmy
had netedd.  That made them more
contented and the approving glances 1
had from My Girl muode feel like
n hero. Mary went aronnd
while they were clenving away the
dishes. 1 had to laugh to myself. Not
for worlds would she Jinnny un
happy, but, at the same thoe she was
glad to kuow he'd felt mlsery
she wag away., Girls are funny.
After My Glrl had seraped the sand
ff of Little Son and put him to bed,
we left hlm with Mary nnd the Little
Mothier, nnd went down on the beach
It wos g0 heantifully quiet and the alr
still.  Somewhere,
nlaving n mandolin, sand the tnkly ma

we
were

1

Ringing

have

becnirse

40 ROINE ONg WS

sle eame to us clear and sweel It
made me feel romantic. We were sit
ting on the sandsg with our hack
igninat o log amd enshilons put in he
tween to tnke off the hard edges, My
irm wins where it had a vight to he
ind My Glrl's head was snuggled up
vlose to my shounlder. We didn’t talk

very mnch, Someway, didun’t want
o, but we sat and witched the blg
moon Iift itself Inzily out of the water
indd go climbing ap Into wae sky, and
nretty soon there wag o hrond pateh of
Mstening silver stretehing nerogs the
lnke, nnd leading from where we sat
strafght up to moonland,

we

“It looks as though it led to heay
en'' My Girl whispered with her eyes

on the sllver treall,

“Heaven is here, My Girl," I whis-
pered In return, holding her close, |
told you 1 was feellng romantle,

We sat out there until a scandalons-
ly late hour, The night was sucn n
beanty 1T hated to aniss I, Anyway
things llke that didn't bappen to
every day, and we wanted It n

Ly
In the morning, almost
the birds were up, there was Jimmy,
and about the same woment he ar-
rived, along came & boy with the tele-
gram Jimmy had sent the night before,
telllng Mary he'sl missed the train.
They thought In the village any time
was soon enough (o dellver the mes.
snge, 80 Mary nmd the Little Mother
had all thelr worry for nothing., But.
maybe It was worth It, they felt so
chirky when it wos over and they hal
Jimmy there to worship like a graven
imnge,

We had a regulsr old folks at home
time that Sunduy. The girls fed us
like they thought we'd never have a

fis BOO0N A8

haved ke a chernb, It I8 astonish-

ing how bright that child is, and he
Erows more so every day. My Girl
thinks he's Lbepinning to talk, and to
tell the truth he sald something the
ather day that sounded lke Dad."
Jimmy, since he missed his train
Saturday evening arranged to stay
over Monday, but 1 had to get biack to

town which wuas not a Joyful occasion

8 1 wanted most awlally to stay out
and play some n ut I had to g
0 1 tricd to smille amd look pleasant
abont it I'lioy Il went to the traln
0 gee e off, wmind My warl kept say
Ing “Ch, dear, 1 wish T were golne
oo, and Little Son neted as thouzsh
| he was golng to weep, but he dldn't,
“My Giel,” 1 sald, at the Inst mo

nent, “stax . ns long as you are happy,
bt please LHI.!' Home fns s8N0l N8 you

can,'

The train made the ran to town n
gool denl 7 ti than it did when 1
nt to Lakeville, and this trip I was
not In such a harry Oh, well I've

had a good tin It's mine to keep in

my menory, nml I know the pluce now
where M r Girl and Little Son are stay-
ng &0 1 can it them In the pleture. |
Andd there's another thing 1 Enow, and
that &, that My Glirl and Little Son
will soon be coming home with Micky
to hean the procession.—Toleda Blade,
(On the Heavine Qogsrnn

irst Poassenger—What was in that
stew we had Tor sapper?

Second Prgsenger—I1 glve it un,

IFirst Passenger—I1 belleve 1 wil),
too .ot me at that rall, pleage. -

ulsville Courler-Journal,

about his doting parents and wuutml‘

chance to eat ngiin, and Little Son he-

I imfustly detnin or

] For
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To Maury in Heaven.
Thou lingering star, with leswening eay,

That lov'st to greot the early morn,
Agiin thou usherest in the day

My Mary from my =l was torn
0 Mory! dear, departed shade!

Where s thy place of blissful rest?
thon thy lover lowly laid?
Hear'st thon the gronns that rend his

breast?

F.\..F:

ot sacred hour ean 1 forget?

Can 1 forget the hallow'd grove,
Where by the winding Ayr we wmet,

To live one day of parting love?
Eteraty will not efface

Thoxe records denr of transports past;
Thy lmoge at our last embrace

Ah! Ltde thought we "twas our last!

Ayr gurgling k sa'd his pebbled shore,
O hung with wild woods, thickening
green,

The fragraut bHireh, the hawthorn hoar
Twin'd amorous roond the raptur'd
seene,

The f'os era sprang wanton to be prest,
The bhirds sang love on ev'ry spray,

T the glowling wes|
Proclaimed the speed of wingel day,

1o, o0 soon,

Sl o'er thews seoaes my memory wnkes,
And fondly broods wih miser eare!
Time but the impression deeper makes

As  sireams  thelr channels deeper
Weur,
My Mary, dear, departed shade!

Where Is thy hlisaful place of rest?
Seest thou thy lover lowly Inid?
Hear'=t thou the groans that rend hie
hreast?
Rohert Burns,

The Singers,
(301 sent his Singers npon earth
With gongs of sadness and of mirth,
Fhat they might touch the hearts
men,
An? bring them back to heaven agaln,

of

Fhe first, a youth with
ELell in hils hand

annl of fire,
a golden lyre;

Throngh grovea he wandered, and by
NN,
Maving the musie of our dreams,

The second, with a bearded face,

Stood singlug in the market place,

And strred with secents deep and loud
I'he hearts of all the listening crowd.

A gray old man, the third and last,
Saug in eathedra’s dim and wast,
While the majesatic organ rolied
Contrition from its mounths of gold.

And those who heard the Singers three
IMsputed which the best m'ght be,
For s20l their music scemed to start

Dscordant echoes in each heart.
But the great Master sall, “l sees

No best in knd, but in degree;

I gave n varous gift to each,

To charin, to strengthen, and to teach,

“Thege are the
mizht,

And he whose ear is tuned aright

Wil hear no discord in the three,

But the most perfest harmony,"

Henry \\ Longfellow.

of

three great chords

IRUN USED Ab MUNEY

Anclient Hlistory 'lrlln of o Tenm of
Oxen Required 1o Move B85,

Plutarch says: “Not content with
this—the equal division of the lands,
ete., of the Lacedaemonians—he (Ly-
curgus) resolved to mnke a division of
thelr movables, too, that there might
be no odious distinetion or inequallty
left among them; but finding that it
would be very dangerous to go about
it openly, he took auother course and
defeated thelr avarice by, the follow
ing stratagem:  He commanded that
all go'd und sliver coln should be culled
In and that only a certaln Kind of
money made of Iron should be carrent.
A great welght and quantity was of
little worth, so that o Iny up twenty
or thirty pounds there was required
n pretty large and remoye
it nothing thun n yoke of oxen,
With the diffusion of this money nt
onee o ninnher of were banlshed
from Lae whao could rah
nnother Who wonld
forcve or fe

closet, o

liss

f.'.'
coln?
tunke
n thing
fnoeredit to have
use to cut In pleres?
vils Just  red-hot  they
by that mean
nininst

sdnemonia,
of such a
fl_\'
copt ns o hrilie which
ensy to hi
Indesd, of
when
puenched it

wous
le nion nor,
iy
it
In vinegar
e mnde It
ng

spulling it,
e ol

Clare, in
the World,"

Skl

] 1
Lied worked,"
his of
the
its own terel
torlal produets and ta prevent
Uvidaal from acenmnl
Ltnount of wealth, hoe
hibited the nss
an Iron eoln with
comparison with
thut the necesslity
dinvm of exchunge

“U'niversal History
=10 I

pendent only on

BiIYSE suder

e
iny In
g nadue
(1.3 [
DIy money esoept
In
1

nand welght

11

of
g0 “mnll a value
Its bhulk
of using it as a me

would make It dim

cult to carry on trade, espoecially for-
vlm  eonimerc, By subjecting this
lron cain tao o process of vrendering it
Lirin find uniit tor any other use, Ly

curgus endeavored to destroy every de.
Iree Lo hoard I
Rollln, In
KAYy3:
nll gold and silver wouney and ordaliped

s n treasure,"”
his *“Anclent Hlstory

“Flest he (Lyeurgus) eried down |

that ro other should be current thll
that of Iron, which he made so very
heavy and fixed at so low a rate thay
a eart and two oxen were necessary to
carry home a som of 10 minae (B0

Fronch Hvres, about S8S80) and a
whole chinmber to keep it In"”
I'his wons done for the purpose of

snpping the foundation of avarice,

From the abave quoiations, says thyg
A rvenn I g
Iron much voluahle
than It Is pow, still i1 wns not so valie
nhle na to Jjustify its heing colned Inta
money It seema that n team of oxen
conld baul nbout 8§88 worth of coln, |1
presume the same sort of team might
haul one- N0th that value of lron at the
present date,

Setentiie VAL sarEn

while wna HOre

ENGLAND;B DSQ.Q_OT PAUPERS,

Great Incrense of Ablebodied Unem
ployed in the Clty,

On the first of this year $2,2657 per
sous were In recelpt ‘of poor lnw re
Hef In England and Wales, OF this
number L0183 were In London, hos
Ing an Increase of 11,000 on the lgures
on Jun 1, 194 Outslde thae
number was T8LLHE the In
this Instance being 51,084,

The number in recelpt of rellef, says
the half-yearly statement from which
these flgures are taken, was compara:
tively high throughout last year, and
the totnl on Jan. 1 Inst year woas 7.3
per cent higher than on the previous
Jan., L The proportion to the populas
tlon was one (o thirty-six, or 27.4 per
L), In London the proportion wad
highier, belng one In thirty-one, or 31.8
per 1,000,

Exclusive of the Insane and the
ensunls, 408 per cent of the total cone
slated of 110,004 fomiles, comprising
BT8R 013 persons,  There was a cousids
erable lnerease In the clasg of married
couples relieved with ehildren, particu-
larly in the number recelving outdoon
relief. The total number of adults re
turned as  ordinarlly  able-bodled,
amounted to 1324050, an  Inerense of
17.7 per cent; those clanssed as not able-
bodied numbered 428,400, an Increase
of 3.4 per cent, London had 21,540 of
the nble-bodied pnupers, an Inerease nf'-
237 per cent, hut the greatest Inerense
wns 112.2 per cent In Essex, which had'
0,163 able-bodled paupers

Compnred with  the corresponding
flgures In the previous year, the clasg
of men returned as relleved “on nge
count of want of work or other eatses'
shows the highest Incerease, um-mn[lm[

London
Inerense

to G287, lucluding Inerenses of .d.nl
In London and 2210 In West  Ham,

Under this heading 3,244 were relieved

under a labor test In labor )u[ds,.‘
London Mall '
The Resonroeful Ariist, \

It was very cold In the studlo and
the guests from the country missed
thelr alr-tlght stoves, suys a writer in
the New York Sun, ns a prologue to an
Hustration of artistle economy,

“Do bulld a fire in the grate,” sald
the hostess, who palots menus and
place cards, to the host, who paints
scenery for n Droadway manager,

The host disappeared in the direction
of the kitchien, but soon put his hea
In the gtudlo door, “There's lots 13
conl, but no kindling,”

“Oh,” answered his wife, \nmu-lv*
“Well, Just look round and you'll find
gsomething that will do.”

e “looked ‘round” for n fow mlni
utes, and returned with the necessary,
supplles  for a crackling fire, Hig
thrifty conntry aunt exclaimed In hord
ror, “Melvin! What are those kind
dlings " .

“Oh, they're just the t?lolhou-p!ns."

Iis aunt gasped, but his wife, gazs
ing at him with admiration, exclalme-
ed, “lsn't he the most resourceful
man!"

he annonneed,

The Only Important Qu * tlon,

Two men were disputlng over lhell"
respective churches., Floally one caile
el a pelghibor who was passing and
asked his opinlon as to which was tlm
only church In whilch  to he saved,
“Well," sald he, “my son and [ IIJ\J
hauled wheat to the snme mill nlgh an

|

to forty years Now, there are two
roads that lead rom our place to the
mill—one's the valley road, t'other
takes over the hill, And never yet,
friends, has the miller asked me which
roand 1 took, but he alwuys asks: “la
your wheat good? "—Kkansas Clty

Journal,

No Tervors tor Hom,

Sie exelalmed Iev, X, Horter,
“I'm surprised to hear yon swearing
at the heat, What will you do In the
next world, where there's not a drop
of water to moisten your parched—"

Fiubh!™ grunted the fat man. “Are

you sure there's no water there ("

*ogitive."

“Al! then there's no humldity; that's
vhat knocks me, 1 enn stand the
heat.' Philadelphin Press
Meminisocene 0.
Marle (after the lluiw\ mnm!F-\Iul'

here 1s the tree under which jull
kissed me for the first tlme,

dear,

Mux—You're always raking up uhl
maoories, ' have that tree cn
down,

Marle (after the trea has been cul

down)—Dao you remember, Max, dear,
this I8 the very spot where the tres
g™ Tubleauw, — Translated foa
Tuies from Fliegende Blaettes,




