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« look foolish.

@sgsws: A HOME PICTURE.

O! the happy little home when the sun shone out,

And the busy little mother got the children all about;

Aud Johnuy fetehed the water nnd Tommy brought the wood,
And Billy-boy tied both his shoos, a8 every laddie shonld—
And Daniel rocked the eradle with a elatter and a song,

To make the llttle sister grow so pretty and so strong,

1! the saweet poas and the morning glories climbing ‘round the door,
And the tender vine of shadow with {ts length across the floor,

! the “pinies” and the roses, and the quiver of the grass,

And the cheery eall of friendship from the nelghbors as they pass!

0! the scufMle and the shouting, and the little mother's Inugh

As the rabbit starts up somewhere, and her “great helps'” seamper off.

A¥W-0! the happy lttle home when the twilight fell,

And nll along the meadow rang the old cow bell,

With a tinkle that Is music through the rushing of the yenrs—
And 1 see the littie mother in the tremble of the tears;

And I hear her happy laughter as she eries *“The boys have come!”
And we know she's getting supper in the happy little home,

O! the happy little home when the moon gleamed forth,

And Billy-boy would have it that it “rised in the north."

O! the raptures and the whispers near the little mother's chalr,
As the white-robed little figures are flitting here and there,
And we're just as near to heaven as we mortals ever roam
When we kneel and say our prayers In the happy little home,

—Locomotive Englineers’ Journal,

Mr. Migg’s Proposal

. —

DON'T mind which I ask” sald

Mr. Migg. “but I thought p'raps

you'd write the letter, 1I'm no ‘and
with pens, though I ean read what
they’ve writ with anybody.”

He sat on the extreme edge of a
chalr before me—a little red-faced
man with mlld blue eyes and stubbly
grey hair., He was a bootmaker by
trade, but he had small private means
which rendered him particularly “ell-
gible" in the eyes of the vilage of
Great Hale, and It married him Inter-
mittently to Widow Drayton, who kept
a4 farm beyond Its borders, and Mar-
tha Cowperthwaite, who saw to [ts
wants In the matter of drapery-—nor
had any indlviduals taken more active
interest in such speculations than
those two ladles themselves,

“1'Il help you with pleasure, Mr.
Migg,” I said. “But why not call up-
on Mrs. Dreayton—or Is 1t Martha?"

“It's fer you to declde which, mum,”
deferred the suitor, politely, “if you

“I BELIEVE I1T1'8s MY DOoING."

ave the trouble of writin', But I'll not
make a fool of meself with speakin’.
{*ve n way of losin' me 'ead when I'm
rxclted, an' the village'll know termor-
rer just what I've sald. TI'll not be a
mughin'-stock."

“Surely,” I sald, “nelther of them
would——""

“1t'll go the round, will your let-
ter," snid Mr. Migg, applylng a red
handkerchlef to a moist brow. “You
can't blame no woman fer makin' the
most of a prerposal, mum. But I
know you'll put nothin® as'll make me
I misdoubts you'll 'ave
'nd one of the kind your 2

“Just think out exactly what yon'd
llke sald while I finish this letter,” |
Interrupted, hurriedly.

The little man erumpled his brows
and 1 bent over my desk and addressed
myself to the completion of a letter to
A certaln pretty little Martha Mayne,
duughter of the landlord of the Red
Lion, who was taking part in a village
entertainment over which the gods for
my sins had ordained my supervision.
A deprecating cough made me pull
fresh paper towards me,

“Dear——7" 1 saild inquiringly.

“Eh?' sald Mr. Migg, with a start.

“Oh, beg pardon, mum. 'Er name's
Sarah."

“Oh, then it is Mrs. Drayton?”

“I'm told she says I'll never regret
takin' 'er, an' that she'd not feed er
pigs on Martha Cowperthwalte's cook-
in",” sald Mr. Migg, simply.

“Unfortunate animals!" [ said, un-
thinkingly. “Martha gave me nn ex-
ceilent dinner last week when my cook
was 1L

“Did she now?" cried Mr. Migg,
“Then It's just that widder's lmpid-
ence! What'll do fer you'll do fer me,
mum. BSet down Marthy!"

“Mr. Migg," 1 sald a lttle desper-
ately, “are you sure you want to get
martied at all?”’

“I've told everybody,” he sald, with
finality In his tone, “as I'd take one on
‘em by Easter. Beln' single comes out
In the boots, even. You can't give
your mind to turnin’' out a smart palr
Uf you're keepln' one eye on a sauce-

pan of pertaters that n shiftleas girl’!l
ferget. Marthy's used to a shop, too.
Set 'er down, mum,”

1 set down Martha. She was of the
ample, energetic type, and I felt that
[ was placing Mr. Migg in capable
hands,

“Bhe's not so ll-lookin', nelther, as
Sarah Drayton. Drayton went blind a
ronth after 'e’'d married ‘er,” he add-
ed, meditatively. “What next, mum?”

*4—1 have cared for you a long
thine' " 1 suggested.

“Nay, nay,"” sald Mr. Migg, firmly.
“We shall "ave it framed in the par-
lor as like as not. I'll 'ave nothin' put
1 might reproanch meself fer after. 1'd
Hke ‘Wil you marry me? shiaple."

It struck me that even a limited
skill in callgraphy might have achieved
this much for Itself, and I sald so. Mr.
Migg shook his head,

“If you've wrote It,” he sald, “she
canr't fer shame say If it's not to 'er
lkin'. ‘Ave I got to slgn me name?"

I explained that the letter would
otherwise be valueless, and he traced
his signature In firregular, disconnect-
ol characters. At the moment there
waos a tap at the door,

“Widow Drayton would like to speak
tn you'm."

“Not in 'ere!” interposed Mr, Migg,
abruptly.

“I'l come to her In a minute, Bli-
za," 1 sald.

“An' I'll clear out an® post this”
added the squire of dames hurriedly
o8 my mald vanished. ‘If she sees me
she'll get round me with 'er tongue,
an' I'll not alter now!"”

I hastlly crammed my letter and
his own into thelr enyelopes,

“You'll find a stamp In that lttle
box, &0 you can post it at once, and
this one for we, If you will, and if you
let yourself out by the conservatory
door Mrs. Drayton will never see you."”

I cut short his thanks as I departed
to the Individual whose hopes 1 had
shattered during my brief perlod as
amanuensls, When I returned from
an Interview which concerned Itself
with the price of eggs, Mr., Migg had
made good hls escape.

It happened that I was starting on
the following morning for a fortnight's
visit to a cousin, and I heard nothing
more of the little bootmaker or his
project until the day of its close, when
niy hostess looked across the breakfust
table from a letter in her hand,

“It's from your respected viear's
wire, Mary, and there's o message for
vou. One Thomns Migg is sl

“Golng to be married,” I said,

“Oh, you knew? But she says, ‘Te!l
Mary Thomas Migg has astounded us
all by proposing to little Martha
Mayne, at the Red Lion. 1le
seenms—-"

“What?' I shouted.

*fOddly depressed, poor little man,
and the two Juliets to whom we had
opportioned him are frankly furious.
Martha s cheerfulness itself, but I
ecan't help thinking there s something
nt the——' what on earth's the mat-
ter, Mary?"

O™ 1 gnaped. “I belleve It's my
doing—my mistake!"

I knew—knew of a surety! oOf
course [ had been writing to Martha
Mayne when Thomas Migg bhad sought
my services, and it came to me with
a flash of Intultion more convincing
than any direct Information that in
hurrledly manipulating our joint cor-
respondence when leaving him, T had
put her letter and Martha Cowper
thwalte's Into each other's envelopes!
And Mr. Migg, with his unfailing hor-
ror of making himself ridiculous, anl
possibly some slight awe of me and
conslderation for my feellngs—to say
nothing of Martha Mayne's—was
keeping sllence and allowing himself

to he engaged to a pretty slip of a

girl, who had evidently Jumped at her
first chanee of n husband!

I faltered out my story, and my
cousin laughed till the tears ran dosen
her cheeks.

“There's nothing for it but owuing
up,” she sald

“I suppose not," T agreed miserably.
And before starting for Greant Hale
again I indited a note to Mr. Mige,
asking him to make It convenlent to
eall upon me doring the following
evening, though 1 felt rather as
though I should Bave sought his shop
on my knees!

It did not reassure me when the ap-
pointed hour arrived to note that a
new  and  depressed  Thomas Mige
stood before me, a man who cast ner-
vour glances anywhere but in my di-
rection, and whose fingers strayed
restlesaly round his hatbrim,

“Mr. Migg,” I began nervously, “1
don't know whit to say to you! Sit—
sit down, please!™

“1'd as lief stand, mum,” he sald,
shifting his welght from one leg to
the other. “You've ‘enrd, then?”

“Only yesterdny. Why didn't youn
manage somehow to let me know nt
the time?"

“1 dursen’t,” muttered Mr. Migg, to
the earpet. “An' that's n fact™

“Am I such a very terrible person!™
I gald, miserably. *“Don't you see now
much easler It would bave made
things if you'd spoken out at once?
Do you think you're behaving fairly to
Martha Mayne?"

“S8he's that light-‘earted,” bogan Mr,
Migg, deprecatingly, “an’ ‘er futher's
a boy again!™

I groaned Inwardly. Should I evar
hold up my bhead In Great Inle again?

“That doesn't alter the fact that
you're doing a very wrong thing,” |1
said. Then It oceurred to me that
was somewhat reversing our positiona

“It's done, any'ow, an’ too late to bo
plteredd!” sald Mr. Migg, with a touch
of spirit,

“Mr. Migg, It's not too late!™ 1 sald
earnestly. “1'in very sorry-—nore sorry
than I can say. 1'll go to Martha my
self, I'll do anything you  wish,
I'—-"

I saw a gleam of sgomething nkin to
hope In Mr., Migg's eye,

“Is that a fact, mum?" he Intereapt-
ed eagerly. “Then—then don't do noth.
in'!l"

“What?" I elaculated,

“Don’ do nothin®! I'd a deal sooner
things stayed as they was"”

“You—you don‘'t mean it?"
with a queer wave of relief,

“I do, mum," sald the aceepted lover,
with growing confldence. I see'd it
in a flash. You ecan't compare neither
of those clatterin’ forward women to
my lttle Martha! It's a wife I want,
an' not only an ‘ousekeeper——not bhn!
what she's got an "ead on 'er shouldors,
too.”

“And you'd really rather she nevel
knew ?" T sald In bewilderment,

“I would, mum. I'm not goln' to
alter for anybody, an' she mlght never
think the same of me. I've not ‘ad a
‘appy moment while you've been away
fer fear of what you'd do when you
‘card—especially since It struck me
sudden that it might come out through
Martha Cowperthwaite's ‘avin® a
wrong letter.”

*Oh!" I sald, “my letter was only to
ask Martha to meot me at the schools
to-morrow. She'd see nothing unusual
in that.” T still felt in a whirl,

“Then you'll keep qgulet?” eried Mr.
Migg, Joyously,

“If—If you're sure vou wish It,” 1
faltered.

“Hooray!" sald the hootmaker, shed.
ding his depression as it might have
been a garment, “Neg pardon, mmmn!
Good evenin' an’ thauk you.”

He wrung my hawd foreibly and
made for the hall. 1 followed as one
In a dream. As [ held the front door
open for him he paunsed.

“Mum," he said, “I'd like you to
know ns I've never Jdone anythin' of
the sort before. It wns Just with your
RIVIn' me both letters to post, an' leav-
Ing mlne fer me to stick down, an’ the
other Martha's openin’ again to my
very feel, as you micht say, that the
Idea come upon me sndden. 1'd nlp-
ped 'em Into each other's envelones an’
licked 'em down before I glve meself
time to think. You kuow 'ow tempta
shinsg take you, mum. Good evenln’
agaln, mum, an' thank yvoun.”

And then he hurried down the walk,
At the gate he turnel, and seelng that
I stlll stood In the paich of light In the
doorway he waved his hand to me as
one friend might hail another.—Mont-
real Family Herald.

I sald,

Heard at the Summer IRNesort.

“Maw, Is Mr, Gouger the man what
keeps our hotel 3"

“Yes, dear.”

“An' they eall him proprietor, don't
they maw "

“Yes, my child.”

“Why do they call him a proprietor,
maw?

“Out of politeness, my son. To eall
im a highwayman would not sound
nice."—LoulsvAle Courler-Journal.

Usetul in the Next Campaign.
Tom-——-Now that your engagement ls
broken are you going to make Carlssa
send buck your letters?

George-—You bet I am! [ worked
hard on those letters; they're worth

using agalp!—Detrolt Free Press.

APPSO OO SF T oo

Mr., €. J. Glidden of Boston, Moass,,
who, with his wife, s making a tour
of the world In a motor ear, belleves
that already he has seen more of the
world and strange peoples than any
other individual inan living. So far
he has traveled more than 25,100 miles,
fand has visited thirty-four countrics
He has driven along the most north-
ern road on the earth, aml the most
sonthern road. In Amstralia and New
Zealand bhe has driven where the road
would have been better had  there
been no road at all.  ut he is already
convinesd that the world was made
for motoring, and that the pastime of
the immedinte fature will be motor-
Ing aronnd the world,

“For pleasure there I1s nothing on
enrth like It,” sald Mr. Glldden, in a
recent Interview. “For eduoenting a
man a8 to what the world 18 like and
what Its peoples are dolng mnothing
could equal It.”

Mr, Glidden has tanght two kings
how to drive a motor car, and has
left behind him a longing for the new
vehilcle wherever he has been. He Is
Inoking forward to the time when the
world will be Inld down with special
motor car tracks, ralled ke the rall-
ways, and every man wlll be his own
traln,

“Hardly anything has surprised me
more,” he sald, “than seeing the as-
tonunding rapldity with which the mo-
tor car s making its way In the worll.
It Is everywhere. Mine was the first
to be seen in FiJl. Perhaps I shall
find a few places In Africa where one
ling not been before.  But already the
motor car g everywhere, and every-
where it Is belng wanted,

“When I landed In Fiji the natlyes
were very seared at first, and declared
that “the father of all the devils' had
fallen among them, I belleve that in
I'ij1 the motor ear will now always be
known by a native name, meaning
‘Sire of Satan.' Bat after I hnd taken
King Ratu Kadavu Leva Roko Tul
Talleon for the first ride and tnen
glven him a taste of speed, he wanted
to know whether I could go at sixty
miles an hour, and was quite disap-
pointed becnuse I conldn't.

"R, K. Levu R, T. Talleon, the king
f the Fljinns, Is p fine speclmen '.lf
1 modern king. ‘fu is dolng his best
for his people. His father was a
cannibal.  He himself 18 a man of
most polished and up-to-date manners,
amd he s gifted with excellent com-
mon senve, He stlll wears the bare
legs and lttle white apron of his
country, but above them he has Buro-
pean dress, and he does not do his halr
i the grotesque natlve fashion, He
met me In an English check jackst
and walstcoat and eap to mateh, with
white apron and bare legs underneath.
For the instruction of his people he
got me to take many of them for
rides,

“One old aristocrat whom I drove
about admitted to having presided nt
no fewer than 47 human feasts in his
earlier years. He looked It. He was
not good at arithmetle, and there were
no doubt many other festivals on hu-
man dishes which he did not count
In with the 47, Whenever his mind
went back to those oceaslons, you
could see that he was reviving pleas-
ant memorles with evident relish. He
liked riding In my ear, but I belleve
e would have liked better to see me
nicely roasting. But cannibaiism 1s
out of fashion now In FijI, and s only
Indulged in on the sly; the authoritles
linve practically put an end to It

“1 have just left a different sort of
monarch, the Sultan of Java. He only
resembles the ruler of the Fijlans In
the length of his name. All I have of
it 1s 'S, P, J. M. Toean Soesoshoeman
Pankoe Boewono Soerkarta Adinigrant,’
But that, I belleve, Is only what he |3
called for short, He did write the
whole of it for me on a beautiful phio-
tograph of himself with which he pre-
sented me. By writlng In a very
small and cramped hand he just man-
aged to get It all (n In six lines. Each
line is twelve Inches long, and there
Is no waste of room by having spaces
beétween the names.

“But the Sultan of Juvn has plenty
of spare tlme on his hands. He can
afford to have a name like that, He
manages most of the affairs which are
in any way Involved with the religlous
ideas of the people; but the Duteh do
most of the other work for him.

“We arrived at Sola, the enpital, on
i Friday and his majesty sent a
prince to meet me, and express his
royal regrets that the day being the
Mohsmmedan SBunday he could not see
me untll Saturday, but we could visit,
the palace. Our reception by Ity was
one of the most wonderful ceremoniow

ever concelved,  The palace of the
Kraton stands In walleddn grounds
four mllea aquare, Out of those
grounds the Saltan very rarely goes.
Untll n couple of years ago he had
never geen the sea, which is only fAfty
mlles away, The Queen had never seen
oven the streets untll she erossed them
on her wedding day, The bulldings of
the palace consist almost entirely of
columns covered with Immense roofs,
nnd with great ornamentations in gold
nmd silver,

“AL the gates we were recelved by
the prince commandant of the native
army. In the Inner court we were
welcomed by a chorus of girls chant-
ing, and a band playing on the pecu-
llar  Javanese Instruments, which
sound lke rubbing a finger on glusses,
On the floor sat 2,000 royal attaches
and servants. Mrs, GlUdden and the
wife of the commandant were put on
the right of the SBultan®s chalr; I and
the Dutch asalstant resident on the
left. His majesty entered with a slow
and stately step, followed by minls
ters and servants, crouching down on
thelr heels, and waddling along In
that comlenl attitude as It all were
doing a cobbler's dance,

“His majesty shook hands cordially,
and asked many questions through
the assistant resldent, Then he had
the car brought Into his presence, and
examined it, He asked the price, and
on learning it, sent at once for lig
treasurer, who eame In crouching on
hig heels. In the royal presence only
whites are allowed to stand upright,
The Sultan told his treasurer the cost
of the enar, and asked If there was
enough money In the trensury at thae
vioment to provide that sum. Without
looking up, the treasurer made a cals
culation, and replled that the unhappy
trensury of his most plous majesty,
might his fathers be ever blest, did
not at the moment contaln so large o
#in,

“I'he Sultan was very sad, Buat h
is aiwnys snd. He has 31 wives and
28 children. [n the ovenlng, the Sul
tan obtalned cournge enough to go for
A ride, My car will probably neve
have an odder load, To Imnress p
with a sufficient feeling of responsi
bility, the king placed In the ear hid
queeft, one of h{s dnughters, two ot
er wives, the assistant ros’duut. an
the royal uwmbrelln bearer., The um-
brella Is the sign of rank In  Java,
The Sultan's Is gold. arlstocrat rank
I8 marked by stripes on the top of
the umbrelln, ‘Go slowly,’ sald the
king, ‘and keep to the center of the
road' 1 wasn't sorry to go slowly,
for I knew that If anything happened
on that ride I should never get out
of the Island alive. Java Is n glorious
place for the tourlst. Dutch engineers
Iwve made splendid roads. There are
excellent hotels, and the cost fsan't
more than 108, a day.”"—Montreal
Star. I

Fqual to the Ocoasion,

The Worcestershire defendant, fined
10 shlllings for driving without a
light, who has Insisted upon paying
his fine In coppers because he consld
ered It n “rotten affalr,” has his preces
dent In the tradition of an Oxford un:
dergraduate whom the proetor fined
O shillings for some breach of unlver-
sity law. He also brought out the
money In coppers with a view to
“scoring off"" the proctor, but the Iat-
ter was equal to the oceasion, “By all
means, Mr. ——" he sald, “only I
must trouble you to bring me a penny
at a tlme at O o'clock every morning
until  the sum s pald."—London
Chronlele,

Confinement Kills Them.

Of the fifteen long-term Indlan pris-
oners now Incarcerated In the United
States penitentlary at MeNeil's Island,
on PPuget sound, twelve who have
been there for less than three years
are In the last stages of consumption
and none ean |lve more than another
year. All are under sentence for from
ten to twenty years. Warden O, P,
Halligan, in discussing the situation,
says: “From my experience with the
Alaska Indians and Hskimos doing
terms In this institution, I am of the
opinlon that the majority of both races
have hereditary tuberculosls and that
the conflnement develops it."

Billiard Balls from Mammoths.

An English ivory frm sells 10,000
tusks a year to be made into billlard
balls. When the supply of elephant
tusks finally falls It Is sald that mams
moth tusks found in the Arctic river
beds will take its place.

People never become so old or wise,
that they outgrow the childish lova

| of haviog their hurts maede much of.




