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AN AUTUMN PRAYER.

When the dead leaves quiver earthward in the twilight of the year,
Comes the time of love and drenming, when the days of days appear;

Purpling distance, mellowing sunshine,

trees aflame with red and gold,

Alr brimful of life's elixir—nectar on Olympin old

Was as water In (ts weakness when compared with this, methinks,

And T wish life's chain were endless with sweet days ke this for links,
Music greets my every footsteep In the dead leaves rustling Lere—
When the ripe leaves quiver earthward In the twilight of the year,

Whn the leaves come trembling earthward In the gloaming of the year,
Then this life's perennnal sweetness seems a thousand times more dear;
Yet the milllon gorgeous death scenes that embinzon every wood

As the leaves in splendid shroudings quit their dying hrotherhood

To return to earth that gave them In the spring &0 tearfully

Brepthe a prayer llke an incense through the very heart of me;

“When life's sap is flowing feebly and my rest is drawing near,

May my time for trembling earthward be the gloiming of the year."

—HBnltimore Ameriean.
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SHORT, gevere war {s less cerael
than o long drawn out fight,”
said the eaptain, easily. “Or
course 1t is! Everybody knows it! So
why do the people at home criticise
us because we use every means in our
power to prevent further rebellion?”
“They ought to be thankful we dou’t
use |panish methods,” sald Wilcox, the
junior member of the mess, He was
only six weeks out of his cadet gray,
and o new nrrival at Camp Chlcobang,

!

The captain  smiled, pleasantly.
“No?' he sald, “Haven't we a recon-
centrado system slmllar  to  thelrs?

Haven't we a blockade? We're mere-
ly taking up affalrs where they left
them, and fohiowing Spanish methods
in our own way. When this rebel-
lilon began, we tried to treat the na-
tives ns clvilized creatures, but, thank
geaven, we're learning sense at last.”

The subaltern Hushed to the roots
of his cloge-cropped halr, "Do you
wean to say that any measure, how-
ever cruel, 1s justifiable in war?"

“About that,” said the captain,
amused at the boy's interest in a sub-
Jeet which was a stale one to the rest
of the mess, “This business has got
to be stralghteaed out, and that's
exactly what you and I are here for.
War Is wrong; therefore It ls cruel
and brutalizing., ‘Beuevolent asaimila-
tion’ talk is all rot, and as for clivillzel
warfare, there's no such thing. ‘The
measures used are adopted as elrcum-
stances arise, and must be cruel or
barbarous, as the necessity calls for.”

Wilcox was staring at him, half in
horror, half in fasecination, “And men
can talk that way In the twentieth cen-
tury,” he murmured,

The captain smiled again, “The only
way to carry on war with this peo-
ple is to do to them as# they first did
to us. As long as we spare them,
they're golng to think we're weaklings,
and grow holder by result, They
haven't any honor; you can't treat
them as white men. Thelr own meth-
ods nre what they expect, and thelr
own methods are the only means ny
which this fighting will ever be stop-
ped. It may Involve an awful lot of
suffering for non-combatants, but we
can't help that, When the people cry
out ‘Enough!" then the Insurgents
will lose thelr support and the rebel-
Hlon will be at an end—-for a while”

Wilcox was playing nervously with
his fork, and biting his lips as If to
keep back words he would not speak.
He was young, and his high ideals
of the calllng he had chos-
en had made bim blind to the hard
faets with which e was now brought
fice to face. It was Impossible to bo-
Heve that bhis own countrymen—ofi-
cers of the United States army—could
be 8o cruel, so barbarons. He did not
care what the captain said; bloody
treatment must serve only to allenate
this struggling people. If the rebel
lion had once been handled different-
ly, what was the cause of thls rever
glon to the savage? Had the lust of
blood so crazed the white men that
they forgot thelr eace, thelr clviliza-
tlon, thelr upbringing? Wilcox pitied
the Filipinos; they, at least, were fight-
ing for their liberty,

“By the way,"” sald the eaptain
“did any of you fellows hear that the
general expects to eateh Lulz Maha,
who killed our policemnn down at
Binaran, and tried to murder the port
commander 7

“Been wounded " asked some one.

“No, but his wife had a baby re-
cently, 8o he probably won't move his
quarters =0 easlly. They'll shoot him
on sight.”

“Well, 1 hope they see him soon,"
gald the medlco. “He's made more
trouble for us than any other Insur-
recto In that part of the island.”

A sudden sound of runnlng feet was
aeurd through the din of t'¢ rsln out-
side. The door of the mess-hall rasp-
ed open, and a dripping figure appeuar-
ed on the threshold,

“The colonel's compliments to the
commanders of K and O Troops, and
wlll they please report to him imme-
dlately? Outpost No. 2 has been cut up

by Insurrectos, and Lientenant Ellard
and men at No, 4 have been eaptured,”

In the blackuess o1 the night before
dawn, a long line of men, lying flat
on the goggy earth, wormed their way
through the tall rank grass. On the
crest of a steep ascent, the leading
figures halted cnutiously, and one by
olie the men eame to a standstill, each
with a band on the foot of the man
nhead. A lght was beginnlng to
streak the east when the captain con-
snlted the native gulde in a soundless
colloquy.

“What does he say?" asked Wilcox,
the subaltern. He was wallowing In
the mud ke a carabao, and his clothes
were conted with dirt,

*“The haclenda of the Insurrecto com-
mandante 1s just below us,” returned
the eaptaln, “They'll be perfectly un-
suspecting, and unless they've had time
to move on, it's lkely we'll find our
men hidden there,"”

In the gray dawn the Amerleans
drew thelr llnes about the little planta-
tlon, and lay in an unseen circle a

AS THE NECESSITY CALLS FOR.

stone's throw from the brown nipa-
hut. The subaltern saw a frowsy
woman with two naked chlldren go
Into the shack. A tall man in ragged
white was putting out the wash (o
dry.

“By the eterual,” whispered the cap-
tain, excitedly, “If it isn't a Spanlard!
We've had rumors that the Gugus were
keeplng some prisoners up lere as
slaves.”

The tall man glanced toward the
Jungle, and saw a Hne of blue anl
khakl-clad figures spring into view,
His eyes bulged from his head, and he
atood motionless with amazement. Sud-
denly with a shout of “Viva los Ameri-
canos! Viva Libertad!” be dashed for-
ward, open-armed, A burly sergeant
met him with a knockout blow on the
¢hin, and the Spanlard staggered back,
rubbing his face without resentment.
He understood that sllence was doe-
manded. ©

“Over the hill!" he erled,
about with paln and
“They've just left lLere
Amerlicano prisoners.
will cateh thewm!
take me with you."

Onee more they dashed Into  the
forest. The subaltern, running beside
the rescued man, votleed that his shivt
was stalned with blood, and the flut-
tering rags gave gllmpses of the raw,
flayed skin beneath.

“What does that mean?' he asked in
his schoolboy Spanlsh,

The man smiled. Past sorrows were
nothing to him now, :

“1 have been twao years a prisoner,”
he sald. “One recelves many beat-
Ings."

“Have you never tried to escape?”

“What was the use? My friend
tried, but they caught bhim and eut off
his head—after roasting Lis legs.”

Willeox sald nothing, but there was
a strulpned look about his eyes. To
him the last twenty-four hours hud
been horribly unreal. Stopping only
for food and drink, the troop had fol-
lowed the track of the Insurrectos
deeper and deeper Into the hills. He
bhad seen his men surprise and shoot
down & native ln sight of his wife,

dancing
excltement.
with three
Hurry and you
Hurry, hurry, but

and as excuse the eaptain had sald that
the man was a war tealtor, a leader of
Insurgents, and a persecutor of Ameri-
canista. PBut Wilcox felt sickenad. The
captain and the men became repulsive
to him. They were llke a lower ordoer
of belngs to which he refused to ve
degraded. The army wns his only out-
look, but could he ever be In sym-
pathy with such things ns he was ex-
perlencing every day?

SBuddenly a man In the ranks erled
out, and the column came to a Jolt-
ing halt,. The subaltern looked, amd
turned pale. By the trunk of a moss-
grown tree, his arma bound above his
head, a rope about his half-naked body
stood an American soldler, Across his
mouth from corner to corner a bole
had slaghed, and the bleeding flesh
hung loosely over the Jaw., s head
was sunk forward, but he was not
dead as his eaptors had Intonded he
should be after a few days' lingering.

His “bunkie,” who had first seen
the pltiful figure, cut the heavy hemp
with his bayonet, but the column wialt-
ed only a moment, A hogpital corps
man was left behind  with  detall,
and the troop took up Its march the
more cautiously for knowing that it
wnas hot on the teall.

The subaltern felt that his nerves
were strained to the breaking point,
Through the throbbing whirl of his
brain enme a sickening thought, If
the natives were capable of such a
deed as this, how would they treat
the other two prisoners? Rurely they
would pot dare to harm an Ameriean
officer. His mind refused (o compre
hend the thought of Ellard cold and
lifeless. The fmage of his classmnte
and chum was too fresh, too vividly
aetlve to be rendered null.  No, the
natives could not be so cruel, they
could not he so inhuman, And yet
that bound figure by the trea  How
slowly the men moved! Why did they
linger when every minute might
mean lfe or death to the prisonérs?

The men passed over another spur,
and dropped Into the valley below,
With every step they moved more
cautiously. Tense and alert, the sub-
altern crept onward, braced for he
knew not what, He saw the eaptaln,
erawling on all fours, become entan-
gled In a tralling viue, and felt an
uncontrollable desire to laugh, It was
broad day now, and the heat grew
stitling In the breathless woods,

A shout and distant laughter echoed
ncross the valley, and the eaptain
halted abruptly. After 8 moment's
consultation, the troop divided, and
at the head of his creeping flle, the
subaltern turned to the right. Nearer
and nearer sounded the native volees,
and the men knew that they were
close to the Insurgent camp. For ten
heartbreaking minutes they wormed
thelr way over the damp, brown loam,
now and again ¢atching a glimpse of
the lttle clearing, untll they had
made a complete half cirele,

Slowly they drew near the edge of
the trees, and the subaltern heard the
sound of hasty digging. A strange
look appeared on the set fuces of the
men, but Wilcox did not notice. He
wondered what the natives were do-
ing, fearing to look for the dread of
what he might have to see, and yet
lmpatient to know If Ellard was allve,
He moved his body uvntil, dirt color
himself, he could wateh unseen,

Thank God! At the opposlte end of
the clearing stood Ellurd, upright and
unharmed. Before hing, In the center
of the field, wis a rcetangular hole
like n grave, and the natives were
throwing the earth clods Into it, Evi-
dently they were buiying some one
who had died, but why did they seem
nmused? Brady was nowhere In =lght,
Was 1t his body they were burying?

Yelling llke an army of blue tlends,
the eaptain's detaclunent burst Intb
the cleariug, Surprised and confused,
the lusurrectos turned to fdes, and met
the fixed bayonets*of the subaltern’s
men,

As soon as he could break away,
Wileox ran to one slde  Ellard was
stunding as before, stl!l bound hand
and foot, His face wuas half averted,
but on it the subaltern saw a look of
the most Intense Lorror and  dredd.
With a ery of dismay, he dashed for-
ward, but a naked, bhrown fligure was
before him. Twlee the shining kris
flashed In the alr asx the defenseless
prisoner toppled backward, Then,
dodging the subaltern’'s bullet, the na-
tive turned and fled. Two privates
cornered and disarmicd him, but be
fore they could put In a finishing
blow, Wilcox had shouted: “Hold on
there! Walt till I come!”

“As you have mercy, put me out of
this life!” moaned Bllard.

The tall strong, young athlete of a
moment before lay helpless on  the
ground, a bleeding, legless trunk.
Sobbing, the subaltern dwpped to his
knees beside his friend, and beat pas-
slonately at the earth with clenched
fists,

“Don't, don't!” almcst shrieked the
wounded man. *“I stcod here power-
less to move while tLey first cut up
and then buried Brady allve, but I
didn't ery! Kill me, shoot me, have
mercy on me for Christ's sake, but
dou't cry!”

A hospital sergeant came running,
the captain, white with horror, at his
heels. The fight was over, and a

group of men were working at the
grave,

Wilcox staggered to  his  feef, a
strange curseg on his lips. The beads
of sweat plowed deep covrses through
the grime of his cheeks, Slowly, with
infinite deliberation, he reloaded his
revolver, and strode to  where the
troopers held the Insurrecto on the
groumil, As he went, he muttered
ke n man searching for some forgot-
ten thought. “The mensures nsed are
ndopted as clrenmstances arlse,” and
muyst be cruel or barbarous as the ne-
cessity calls for | ns the neces-
sty calls for , . "

Three times he fired into the pros
trate body. “Omne for Brady, one for
Wright, and one for Ellard! and then
he begnn to laugh,—San  Franelsco
Argonaut.

PERILS OF SURF BATHING,

Bome Cannot De Persunded to Avoid
Taking R iskes,

Surf bathing I8 refreshing and
healthful and, where proper precan
tlons are observed, should be acecom-
panied with searcely more danger than
Eathing In a tub, Nevertheless season
nfter season there are reports from the
resorts throughowt the length of both
consts of bathers belng drowned,

Stnte legislatures have taken cogni
wice of the matter and have passol
Inws designed to glve protection to
bathers, but while the laws may have
served to dimininsh the number of ae-
cldents they have not had the effect of
putting a stop to them. As a matter
of fact, It i doubtful If any law could
he devised that would have that effect,
The safety of the Individual rests
primarily with himself or herself. Aml
there Is only one sure rule of safety,
Never take chances,

The bather in the surf who Is al-
ways sure of a footing on the shingle
runs practically no risk of mishap. Un-
fortunately all batners cannot be per-
suaded that It Is folly to take risks,
Some of them disregard strong ebb
currents and go out too far, They find
exhilaration In swimming among the
rollers for a time, but when they at.
tempt to come ashore they are (s
mayed to feel themselves being swept
further and further away., There are
numerous forms of Indiseretion in con-
nection with surf bathing, but they
are all so patent that It Is unnecessary
to eall attentlon to them. Since it Is
imposalble to get everybody to follow
along the lines of safety It Is not only
advisable, but necessary, that meas-
ures be taken for thelr protection,

That Is why the law requlres a life-
boat and life preservers on the beach,
These, however, are not enough, There
shonld be at all times when there the
persons In bathing In the snrf an ex-
pert Hfe-saver on duty with a long llne
nbout hils walst or shoulders. He
should patrol the bathing place, keep-
Ing his eyes constantly on the bathers,
watehing for the slightest slgn of dls-
tress.  Buch a human steguard would
be worth a dozen lfeboats depending
on tha skilled hands to man them.—
Savannah News,

OUR ENORMOUS EGG CROP,

Over Forty-three Million Crates Pro-
duced Aunually,

The egg and poultry earnings of the
Unlted States for one recent year
amounted to 280,000,000, Such an
amount Is sufficlently amazing as It
stands, but you don't get its full sig-
nifieance until you study the relutive
financlal values of other “Industrinls.”
We find, for instance, that the total
value of the gold, silver, wool and
sheep produced In Amerlea durlng the
year In question was $272,434,315, The
sugar production of the country the
sime year was but $20,000,000, That
part of the wheat crop used at home,
which many consider the most valuable
of all agricultural products, was worth
$220,000,000. The great American hog,
a8 consumed at home and abroad,
brought $186,520,085. The value of the
out  crop was  STS.084,000. Potatoes
grown in the United States were
vialued at nearly as large o sum s
were the oats, The product of tobaceo
plantations was estimated to be worth
$35,679,225. Cofton, the dethroned king

‘of staples, could show only $250,161,-

G40, as against the magnificent earn-
Ings of its fenthered rival. The erops
of flax, timothy, eclover, millet, aml
cane seeds, broom corn, eastor beans,
hay, straw, and so forth, couldn't, all
told, come within a mensurable dis-
tance of the muny milllons of the poul-
try earnings,

The hens' eggs produced In this coun-
try annually would 011 43,127,000
crates, each of the Intter holding 860
eggs; also, a train of refrigerator cars
to carry these eggs would be nearly D00
miles long. Furthermore, It would take
107,818 such cars to make up this
train-—Success Magnzine.

When a girl wears a white dress on
the streets every day, the people get
angry, and declde that her mother
must Iron them, A girl should absent
herse m the street ut least one-
half week to get the credit for
fronin clothing.

Patlence is' the best investment in
the world to make when one 8 rals-
Ing a boy, except charity when he has
been ralsed..

A SENATONS' LIFE STORY,

Mitchell of Oregon Has Had an Inters
eating Career, -

Few men In publie life have had
the bitter matrimoninl experiences of
Senator John H. Mitchell, who had
two familles of sons and dnughters
nnd n wife who prefers the life of
Parls to the deadly dullness of Ore-
gon, says the New York Press. The
present Mres, Mitehell (= a0 prominent
resldent of the French eapital, where
she makes her home with her daugh-
ter, the Duchesa de In Rochefoucauld,
and 2o the old man of 70 has no one
to comfort him In these Inst days of
his life. s three brothers and one
sister have lived oll thelr Hyves In
Pennsylvania, from which place John
Hipple, now known as Senator Miteh-
oll, fled forty-five yenrs ago to esceape
from his wife, Sarnh Hoon, He took
with him his eldest doughter and left
behind n boy and a girl, for whom
provision was mmde when Hipple's
(Mitchell's) Inw partner was able to
sell some property owned by the flee-
Ing lawyer, Then began a turning
point in Hipple's Hfe. His wife had
u cowboy brother in the West, who
swore to kill Hipple on slghit because
of the allegations made agninst the
woman,  He tracked Hipple throngh
four Western states, the teall belng
clear bocause of the little girl who
was fleeing with her futher,

The thoroughly frightened Hipple
pliced his  daughter In a  boarding
school and applied to the San Fran-
c¢isco courts for leave to change his
name from John Mitehell Hipple to
John . Mitehell, and gave proof of
the onth of vengennce made by Hoon,
The court granted the application and
ns John H, Mitchell, the breilliant
voung Pennsylvania Inwyer, homelesa
and broken bhearted, stole away to
Oregon, where hils talents were ree-
ognized within two years. He went
to Oregon to bury himself from his
brother-ln-law, Hoon, was able to ob-
tuin a divorce, marrled Mattle Price,
lnunched out as a lawyer, then went
into polities, ralsed a large famlly
and  became o  milllonalre several
times, In n stolen visit to hls two
children In Pennsylvanin by his Aeat
wife Mitchell enme face to face with
Henry Hoon. The former cowboy,
Instead of pulllng a gun, shook hands
warmly with Mitchell, In the inter-
vening years Hoon had learned the
truth about the domestic trouble and
had no kind words for his sister. The'
boy nand girl left behind had been
carcfully educated In  Mount Unlon
College. The boy of those yoears is a'
lawyer in the Northwest under the
proper name of Hipple, The baby
girl of forty years ngo Is a happy ma-
tron In Cunton, Ohlo, The daughter
carrled awny In the flight from home
is 50 yours of age and the wife of a
prosperous Ban Francisco lawyer.
These children had nothing in com-
mon with the second family of Beua-
tor Mitchell nor do they know thelr
stepsister, the duchess. All this page

of his iife Mitchell buried from
friends In his twenty-two years In
the Sennte, )

Making an Aundience Laugh.

I um glad there I8 no reclpe for
making an audience lsugh, We should’
thank heaven that It Is so. There are
enough people trying It now, but
think of the hordes that would descend
on the unsuspecting public If some
one were able to tell ‘how' In a few
comprehensible lines, Kither one s
born with the power to make others
laugh or he Is not; there {8 no learn-
ing how unless you have the gift,

Bome one has sald that to make
audlences lmugh you must feel the
lnugh yourself—must be moved by the
humor of the lines or of the situation,
To my mind that I8 not so. Try say-
Ing the same Hne and making the sama
gestire ot exactly the same piace
every nlght for six months and seo
Just bow wmneh you are moved by the
humwor, It is ensler far easler, to bo
moved by o patletie sltuation each
night than it Is to feel like laughing

An Nwerienn audlerer  nataeaily
likes the Amerlean type of humor—
where lttle s sald and a great deal
{8 left to the Imagination, BSo, to my
mind, It & best that the lines yon
spenk shall be renlly humorous, In that
they suggest some excecdingly funny
situntion or thought. But—and here
Is the secret—hefore you spenk them
yvon must really understund them and
know what line of thought eanuses them
to be spoken. If you can do this you
enn communieate thelr humor.—David
Warfleld in Success Magnzine,

Good Advice.

Magistrate—"80 you want to get n

sepuration from your wife. What's the
matter with her?”

Applant—*"8he behaves mest brutal-
Iy toward me. She treats me like a
dog and works me like a horse.”

“I'm afrald, my good man, I can do
nothing for you. You'd better go to
the Boclety for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Animals."—Translated for
Tales from “Jugend.”

When we get time, we Intend to
study up the cannibal races, to see If
any of them ever eat thelr kin,

If you are good natuved, you will be
imposed upon. '
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