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THEY SAID THAT LOYE WAS BLIND,

They sald that Love was blind—alack-a-day-—
Then strung the lute with heartstrings, soft with tears|
And Love was blind, but thoughtleas man and mald

Forgot that L.ove had enrs.

They sald that Love was blind, and let him play
With apple bloasoma, sifted through the years,
And now ench kindred petal n the spriug

Bresthes what Love hears,

~—Virginla Frazer Boyle, in Harper's.

Y Girl's home!
M It happened Just as [ thought

it would, only she came soouer
fuan I expected, though I was expe.:i-
g her pretty soon, 1 thought she
might atay at Lakeville over one more
Sunday. I told her she better and
have a lttle more of the fresh alr aud
Jeke breczes that were dolng her and
Little Son 8o much good, I couldn’t
go up there Saturday on account of iis
belng near the last of the wmonth and
my having to be at the office in the
evening, but [ advised her to stay and
she sald she'd think it over. She suaul
it In A way tbat let me know she had
sometbing lurking In the back of be:
mind, She dldn't tell me what It was
nd I let lier keep the secret, for 1
{ncw I was sure (o be In It

Thursday afiernoon I Hulshed work
early, 8o I thought I'd walk out home
and then go back down town for dia
per. The truth of It was, something
told me to go and 1 felt In a hurry to
get there. 1 gor fidgely Imagining ouy
bappy home might have been burned
down or burgled or something ke
that, I guess I had what they call
premonition; anyway, I had It hard
enough to go out to the house and
make sure it wus there,

As soon ns 1 turned the corner anl
bad the place iu slght, I knew ther
was something different. It looked as
If 1t had come allve and was once
more a place that people llved o und

ot merely a big box to hold furniture
r)lte thing, the shades at the windows
were rolled up stralght and all on o
fevel. I'd had them up a few inche:
gr a few feet, just as they'd happene!
to hitch after I'd glven them a jerk
but now they looked llke well-behave(l
members of moclety, The windows
were ralsed, too, and through 1ty
screens 1 conld see the lace curtalns
pwaying a little in the hreeze. 1 knew
all when 1 saw Mick stretched out o1
the veranda llke he owned the hous
and most of the adjolnlng property.

When I was sure My Girl was there
I put more actlon into my feet an
sprinted nlong llke a racer, thinkin:
all the tlme, "My, I'm glad I gol up
enrly thiz morming and ent the grass,
the lawn had grown a full set of whis
kers.”

The place certalnly Inoked neat aml
tidy aud the little garden In the mid
@le of the yard was blooming itself to
death, Ay  Girl llkes old-fashionel
flowers and she's planted a border of
verbenas aronund o center of  four
o'clocks. Maybe four-o'clocks 1sn't he
right name, but whatever it is 1 know
it's some time In the aftermoon, It
may have been nfter oflice hours for
them to ve working, but they Svere
stlll dolng business and Alling the ale
with a sweet scent, Mieky almost tore
bBimself to pleces to come and meast
we, and when he was sure T was theroe
he canterel ovir to the nelghbora and
chased thelr cnt, jnst tp show off

My Girl was at the fronl door Le
fore I waum, with Little Son (n her
arma, trying to do handsprings to pet
to his father. Rlght then and there |
embracel my whole family, and when
we got ourselves sorted, Little SBon whis
or. my shoulder, my arm was around
My Girl's waist, and there we were,
snug as yon please, back lo the ol
home once nenin,

My Girl sald, sort of coy and kittan-
ish, “I thonght I'd come home, Ted ly '

“Yes'm," I nnswered, “I judge fron
appearances that youn did.”

“1 dido't expect yon quite so early,”
she went on. *1 haven't had tlme to
do all 1 wanted to, The house Is n
perfect sight—but I don't care; Teddy,

leage don't think I care,” she finlshel

# burry, fearing she might hurt my
feelings.

“Why, My Girl!" | exclalmed, pre-
tending to be Indignant, I blew the
dust off the parlor mantel this morn-
Ing, what more can you expect?*

We had to laugh and we luughed =o
eproariously that Little Son kicked up
his heels and giggled. too, not having
the leaat idea what It was all about.

“My son” 1 explained, “this Is a
family revnion and an enjoyable ocva-

"

Ne setmed pecfoctly satiafled.

e — — —

My Girl gald, beaming on me, “that's
right, Teddy, always explain to chll-
dren, no matter how young they are,
the menning of what {s going on
around them."

Khe spoke as one reading out of a
hook and I, feellng nwed by her supe-
rior knowledge, meekly answered,
“Yes'm."

We had what My Girl ealls a “plek-
up tea' that evening. There wasn't
anything In the house to plck up, so I
hustled over to the corner grocery and
brought home things In tin cans and
paper bugs, I brought home grief, ton,
In a can of lobster, for ns soon as Little
Son saw It on the table, he developed
a sudden longing for lobster and wept
and walled because It was denled him,

“Do you think just a amall plece of
the white meat wounld hurt him?" 1
nsked My GIrl, hating to have his feel-
Ings so badly injured,

At the sound of my volce Little Son
stopped hils whimpering, and watchad
hig mother with round, Inguiring eyes,
thinking, «* course,there wns a chance
he'd get some,

My Gir! gave me one look. "Ted-
dy,"” sald =he, very dignified, “kind!y
tanke the lobster luto the kitchen"

When she speaks that way 1 never
argue, Silently 1 removed the bird,
Little Son, seeing his last hope vanlsh,
stralghtened hlmself ont as stiff as n
poker, and, ne the poets say, he made
the welkin ring. I thounght he'd spilt
the celllng,

My Girl got up with the expression
on her face that means something do-
ing. Honestly she had me scared. She
carrlied Little Son into the bedroom,
put him on the bed, and came out and
shut the door,

“My Girll"™ I exclalmed, astonlshed,
“yvon're not golng to leave him there
to cry nlone? He might break some-
thing."

“Yes, I am Teddy,” she answered
‘e must learn to be a good boy."

Her faoce was as white ns a sheet,
her lips were quivering and her hands
irembling. 1 belleve you could have
heard Little Son's shrieks a mile away.

“The neighbors will think we're
wating the ehblld, I sald, “don’t you
think I'd better go In and take him?"

My G'rl was firm, 8She can be
when she wants to,

“No, Toddy,” she returned, “he’'ll
top In n mon int. He's cross and
ired froi the journey home.'

Sure enough, before long, Little Son
cemed to be losing his enthuslasn,
Hlis sobs hegan to get jJerky and fewer
and farther between. Then nll was
still and we felt the wordat was over.
I breathed n sigh of rellef. It seamed
a8 il we'd had a ey lone,

“1 hope he won't do It again very
soon,” I told My Girl. “I llke him
better when he's good."™

That's what 'm trying to teach
him to be,” My Girl sald.

We walted and listened for a few
moments, It was so still 1 got wor-
ried. “Let's tnke a peek at him,"” |
pronposed

We apened the door softly and there
he wans, gonnd nsleep on the bed, look-
ing lke a little red-nosed angel. The
tenrs were searcely dry on his cheoka
g0 My Girl brushed them awny with a
tonel ns light as n feather. She fixed
hin rnd comfortable, and then
we nut agaln and went back to
our rudely Interrupted supper. We
snt gazing at each other across the
talhle for a full moment, not speaking
a word, until My Girl, with a long,
gusty sigh egald, "Teddy, wasn't It
awful!"

“It was somelthing
swered, "W you

sinle

I an
lob-

flerce,"
have sole
atep?!

“Don't mentlon It,"
with a shudder,

Later In the evening we had plenty
of time to get settled aud tulk things
over, My Glrl walke?l around the
house with a contemplative, satlsted
ilr, sort of touching things as If she
loved them.

“How does our palatinl  residence
sult you, Mrs, Vanderbilt?" I Inquired,
after I had watched for a little while
without her noticing.

"“Teddy," she sald, atandlng up
straight In the middle of our parlor
llke she was about to deliver an oru-
tion, "“it doesn’'t make any difference
where I go or what [ see, [ never find a
place that looks so good to me as this,"

Now doesn’t that make a man feel he
owns the earth and part of Canada?

We sat out on the veranda all the
evealug, full of that happy home tee)-

she returned,

ing, and with the neighbors exlltng |
from ncross the street and over the
borders, “glad you're home,” to My
Girl, and she smiling back and saying,
“Thank you, I'm giad to be here,” un-
tll It seemed llke a village celebration.
“I wish 1'd thought to have sky
rockets and Roman candles,” 1 sald
to My Girl, regretfully. “l1 know If
you had sent word you were coming |
there'd have been a delegntion of eltl-
zens In plain clothes and carriages to
meet you with a brass band at the
station."

At which My Girl glggled content-
edly and sald, “"funny Teddy "

We had a good time that evening
The fact Is8 we have a good time every
day and evenlng. Onee in awhile
there are little breaks and jars, but
they don't amount to anything, nwd
we've never had a Jar that aud any
dnmage. 1'd llke to tell yom more
nbout My Girl and Little Son and
Mickey, but My Girl has requested me
to suspend publieation and 1 always
do what she says, &0 this Is our fare-
well appearance. I'm sorry to drop
the enrtain, because I'm In love with
My Girl and llke to keep writing about
her, but since she objects, here s
where 1 write “The End,” and this Is
the reason;

"Teddy,"” My Girl sald, after we'd
talked a long time the evening she
come home, “please don't put anytung
more abont us in the paper. Bince my
pleture has  been printed so  many
times 1 think when 1 go where thore
are people that they say, "Thereo's My
Girl,' 1 feel like I was n seandal, e
slde that, 1t's uot a good pleture,” she
went on, realy perky, "It makes mo
look as If 1 had a snub nose and a
hare lip, and 1| haven't, vou know I
haven't, Teddy."

“Why, My Girl" I returnaed, trying
hard not to lnugh though I wanted to
most awfully, “of course you haven't.
You're the prettiest and dearest and
swectest girl In the world, The Ink
on the pleture went wrong, that's whnt
thie matter.”

My Girl looked plensed nt the com-
pliment—which la every word true—
and her hand got logt In mine. Bhe
was still for so long that I thought
nerhaps she’d removed her objectlons,
but no, she was declded,

"“Teddy,” she sald at last, “"I'm In
earnest.  Please don't put us In the
paper any more. Promlse me, Teddy."

And 1 promlised.

Then, to soften the hlow, ghe #ald to
me, sort of coaxing, “there's nothing
wonderfol about ns, Teddy, we're just
happy, that's all”

“Yes, girl o' mine,” 1 echoed, "“we're
just happy, that's all."—Toledo Blade,

CURES TIGHT DOORS.
Faurni*ure Man Tells How to Open
Dresser Drawern that Stick,

“Patronsg come to me every day and
sny that the drawers of dressers and
other furniture stick fast and cannot
he opened or shut without great Jdifi-
enlty,” sald the “complaint man” In a
downtown furniture store, “This 1s a
tronble with much furniture, especial-
Iy thot which Is new, and 18 especially
cominon In the spring.

“Whiat do we do In sueh eases? We
stinply tell the customers to wet the
surface of a bhar of common laundry
sonp and rub it firly over the parts
of the wood that ~tick., This makes
the surface smooth nnd slippery, and
in nearly all eases the drawer wil
Jide enslly, especlnlly after it has
Leen opened and shint a few times.

“This also Is voluable with doors
which, In new howes, are llkely to
settle or are apt to serape at the top
4% the bullding setties, Just use soap
on them, and gave the tronble of eall-
ing In a earpenter, who will plane the
varnish off,

“China eablnet doors, with eurved
glnss, eause ng n ot of tronble, but
most of the tightness ean he remedied
by the use of soap und a few applica-
tlonsg of snnd paper.”

The furniture man
“helpful hint*

“If mission furpiture, with the dull
finish. loses Ity smooth surfee and
churacterlstle wnxy appearnnes,” he
sald, "do not despalr and send It to
the renovator. Take a pound cake of
commion floor wax and rub It over the
airface until the finlsh 1§ restored. lfi
vou hinve no floor wax use beeswax,
il If yon prefer something mnde es-
necially for the purpose, you can bhuy
Haguld preparations, one of which wil)
remove the old Anish, leaving the tahle
tap or other object ready for the apnll
cition of the other saubstance, which
will duplieate the original finlsh.”

gnve another

Monial sirain,
Cholly—I was thinking of a trip to
Europe.
Snappey
Yonu're
thing.
Cholly—Oh, I'm not sure of golng,
I say 1 was merely thinking of It
Snappey — That's what 1 mean.
You're not accustomed to thinking.—
Philadelphia Ledger.

Crop of Wool Shrinkas.
The droughts In Australia made the
crop of wool alirink to 400,000,000
pounds in 1803. In the preceding year
the yleld was 001,000,000,

A barking dog bit & man to-day.

— That's what [
aceustomed to

mean,
that sort of

Ffrom chickenhood.
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The Vacant Chair,
We shall meet, but we shall miss him,
There will be one wacant chalr;
We shall linger to enaress him
When we breathe our evening prayer,

When a year ago we gathered,
Joy was In his mild blue eye}

But a goiden cord Is severed,
And our hopes in ruin le.

At our fireside, sad and lonely,
Often will the bosom awell
At remembrance of the story-—
How our noble Willie fell;

How he strove to bear our banner
Through the thickest of the fight
And upheld our country's honor
With the strength of manhood's might,

True, they tell us, wreaths of glory
Evermore will deck his brow;

But this socothes the angunish only
Bweeplug o'er our heartstrings now,

Sleap to-day, oh, early fallen,
In thy green and narrow bed|
Dirges from the pine and cypress
Mingle with the tears we shed,

We shall meet, but we shall miss him,
There will be one vacant chalr;
We shall linger to caress him
When we brenthe our evening prayer,
ITenry 8. Washburn.
Holy, Ho'y, Hoix)
Holy, boly, holy! Lord God Almighty!
Fuarly in the morning our songs shall
rive to thee;

Ioly, haly, holy! Merciful and mighty!
Goid o thiree persons, blessed Trinlty!
Ioly, holy holyl All the salnts adore
!ilc A
Casting Jown the'r golden erowns

nranind the glassy sea;
Cherubiin and seraphim fulling down be-
fore thee,
Which wert,
shalt be,

and art, and evermore

Holy, holy, holy!
hide thee,
Though the eye of wsinful man thy
glory may not see;
Only thon art holy; there is none beside
thee,
Perfect iu power, In love and purity.

Though the darkness

Holy, holy, lLoly! Lord God Almighty!
All thy work shall praise thy name, in
enrth, nnd sky, and sea;
Holy, holy, holyl Merciful and mighty!
Good I thee o corsons, blessed Trinity!
—Bishop el
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PHILIPPINL NATIONAL S8PORT.

Alwanys ond lLverywhere the Game
Chicken ls in Lvidence,

The stranger In the Phillppines 1s
astonlshed ot the pumber of game
cocks evorywhere In evidence, suye
Minna Irving In Lippincoit’'s, They
are tied on + wharves outslde the
warehouses, ui e doors of the squalld
little nipa huts beyond the c¢lty walls
wnd tempornrily to  boxes, vales or
barrels on the publle thoroughfares,
while the owner Indulges In a chat
with a friend., Ten chuuces to one
iIf you hire a man to do some work
for you he will bring his “HF1" gaume
chicken along and tie It to your gate
post or plazza rill and If you take a
wilk you are sure to meet more than
one natlve with an aggressive lttle
head poked out of the front of his
cnllco blouse. If he owns no roof but
his ragged straw hat he 18, neverthe-
less, the proud possessor of a game
cock with whieh to Indulge In the na-
tlonal sport of cock fighting.

They are scragey, nolsy, furtive
eyed llttle fellows, these Filipino gama
cocks, rumpled ns to feathers, lean
and hungry, but as full of fAght ns &
walnut of meat, belng put in training
They rarely sur-
vive more than one encounter, for the
reason that smnall, slender knives
sharpened to a rnzor edge are affixed to
the legs just above the spurs, amd the
bird that strikes first Is sure to Infllet
a mortal wound. When o cock fight
tikes place a plt 18 roughly marked
out in any convenlent place, prefop.
nbly the public square. The town
takes a hollday and men, women nml
children flock gally to the scene of
battle. Everybody chatters excltedly
and betting runs high Af the blrds nre
favorites or the owners popular, and

n lack of actnal coln does not stand |

in the way; Jewelry, clothing, even
household goods are put“up and the
women bet as heavily us the men,
girle not hesitating to sacrifice rings,
bracelets, brooches, even thelr precious
rosaries, to the god of chance,

It 1s not uncommon to see a girl
wager ber slippers, If she has nothing
else of value, and go home barefooted,
When all 1s ready and after the birds
have been passed around from band
to hand for admiriug Inspection the
owners squat on opposite sidea of the
ring and the feathered gladiators are
thrown at each other, one often being
transfixed by the little daggers on the
other's legas before they touch the
ground. The encounter s always
brief and Invariably fatal to one, fre-

guently to both, in which case the
lust to dle Is declared the vietor,

The dend bird (s taken away and
fried In cocoanut ofl to solace his de'
feated owner. )

NEW UBE FOR BEES

Thelr Sense of Direction May Bo Utile
imed by Man,

The very curlous and Interesting in-
vestigation hams been going on for
some time past among naturalists with
regard to the sense of the lower anl-
male, writen James B, Carter In Bt
Nichola®, It hag been found that Im
most cnses these nre very differend
from ours, and It cannot longer be
denied that lnstances occur In which
special senses that are not possessed
by human belngs are developed In
animals. One of ihese, called “the
sense of direction,” enables beos te
return from long distances to thelr
hives, unalded by any of the five dif-
ferent ways we have of recognizing
our surroundings,

To test this matter thoroughly the
fertlle honey makers have been taken

conglde ihie  Mstnnces from thele
hives { rios which It was cen
tain had never before vis
Ited; | wt free they flew as

unhesiiabingly, as directly and as un-
erringly home as from places perfect-
Iy known to themm.

A few yenrs ago 1t occurred to a

well-known beckeeper that this re-
markable abllity ‘he part of bees
might be made ml. Convincing

himself that he could rely upon thele
gpeedy return from any v here within
the range of three or four miles from
thelr bhives, whether they had ever
been at the place from which they
gtarted homewnrd or not, he sat to
work to test thelr abllity to carry mes-
sgages as do homing pigeons., He nac-
cordingly procured a few bhees from a
friend who lived on the further slde
of a barren, sandy tract of land,
which, offering no llmlummen'fu‘ith‘ v
way of possgible food supplies, was, .
never visited by the Inkects, and
crossed over to his own home. Golng
to hig garden with his children, he
touched certain  tiny packagea pre
pured for the oceasion with bird Hime,
Upon these were written In minutest
handwriting certaln  messages from.
his two llittle girls, The packages
consisted of the thinnest paper fas-
tened with the thinnest thread and
done up In the smallest parcels pos
aible.

RReleasing the bees, one by one, from
the pasteboard box In which they had
been imprisoned, ho fastened with a
trnined hand each of the little packets
to the back of a bee, which he thes
allowed to fly away,

Like homing plgeons, they started
off at once across the unfamilag
desert for thelr home, arriving there 1a
an Incredibly short space of time with

thelr pnckages secure upon thelr
bncks,
Alwaya Cut It One,
Dr. Maragliano, the famous FEure

pean surgeon, plends strongly for op-
erntlon In every case of appendicitis,
no mntter what stage the disease is In,
He argues that when one cmmhlng
the Inrge varlety in type In cnses
appendicitis the possibility that eves
o mild ease mny suddenly change,
within n few hours or less, and be
come alarming, he conalders operation
I8 the only logleal treatient,

Those cares which would have gol
better If left alone are, he urges, non
the worse for operstlion, nnd some
the enses which are lost from too late
aperntion might be saved,

He, of course, recognizes the facl
that a Inrge number of cases of ap
pendicitls get perfectly well under op
dinary medical  treatment, and thaf
some of these may be successfully op
ernted upon in the qulescent stage-—
that s, after the neate symploms are
passed, But, on the other hand, If
one wnlts untll the ncute symptomd
have subslded, there Is no douht, he
snys, some cnses will never survivey
nnd the chapee of operation hug goue
by forever,

Find Snaerkeont Mine,

Phollippeville, In Alglers, (a8 deten
mined to keep up the reputation for
nlways providing something new. Only
n ghort time ago a winged tortolse wand
reparted (o have heen discovered thereg
pext enme an gecount of o “carnlvers
ouns stone,” whatever thut may he, The
Iatest marvel I8 a mine of saverkrnug
discovered by a workman while dig-
ging. It was beneath a small hillock,
and was a compressed mnss of vege

table matter, mostly eabbnges, with
the smell and tnate of snuerkeant, bud
preserving (ta natural color, When the
report left, the workmen had Iaid
bare twenty cuble yards of it, and
were stlll digging,

Stenography 1 Anvient Kgypt

A papyrus has been discovered by
Dr. Grenfeel contalning a contrnet fog
teaching shorthand to a boy. The ar
rangement was that 40 drachmd
should be pald to the teacher In ad
vance, 40 when the boy exhibited
progress, and 40 more when he had
attained proficlency. A

It takes at least six monthy alfteq
there has been a death In the
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