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UP AT HIRAM’S.

The old folks, the own folks—oh, how I'd llke to spy 'em!
Like to go this minute and jest s'prise ‘em with a eall,

Bill and Mary Ellen, yos, and Muartha Jane and Hiram,
Dan and Ed nnd Sarnh and Mehltnbel and all

Like to go to Iliram’'s llke we used to on a Bunday,
Drive up in the earrynll and find the others there,

Bhnke off age and worry, If 'twas only Jest for one day,
Like to go to Hiram's and be young and free from care,

Like to have n dinner taste the way them dinners tasted,

Health In every platter, plumb from turkey down to ple
Appetite for even'thing, and not a goody waated,

And no mean dyspepsy to be fought with by-and-by,
Like to Hght my plpe up and be socluble nnd lazy,

Louaf out through the varnyard with the chickens and the dogs,
Talkin® eropsa nnd gosslp In the autumn sunshine hoazy,

Leanin' on the fence-rall, looking down at Hirnm's hogs.

Breeze ncross the corn field settin® every shock a-twitehin’,
Blackbirds' whistle soundin® from the bushes on the hill,

Click of dish and laughter from the doorway of the kitchen,
And the pigeons cooln® on the old burn window slll.

Leunin® on the fence eall, blowin' smoke wreaths with the fellers,
Guesuin' welghts nnd prices of the hogs that grunt below,

Tulkin® crops and prospects while the Sunduy sunshine mellerg—
Don't that muke a pleture of the kind you used to know?

Hear the horses stompin’ a8 they rustle in the stable,
Hear the dog n-barkin® over yonder by the Hldge,

Henr the girls a-luughin® as they're clearin® off the tuble,
And a tenm a-rattlin’ ns It goes ncross the bridge,

Leanin' on the fence rall, talkin® corn and rye and wenther,
Dieiftin' out of one thing to another, fanecy free,

With the olil home round you and the home folks nll together—
Jest a common pleture, but it's awful dear to me,

Jest a common pleture, but It's got a heart-touch in it
Youth nnd hope and kinship and the good old homely jJoys,
And all Time has brought me 1 would glve to be this minute
Leanin® on the fence rall talkin' gossip with the boys.
Like to go to Hiram's ns we used to on n Sunday,
Drive up In the earryall and find the old folks there,
Bhake off age and worry, If 'twas only Jest for one day,

Like to go to Hirnm's and be young and free from care.
~People's Home Journal,

THE AVENGING SPIRIT OF PALI

e

YOUNG Englishman stood on “Pardon me” the man satd, In good

the deck of n sniling vessel ¢om-

Ing Into the harbor of Honolulu,

He had been lving In the wilds of Aus-
tralin for three years, and was mak-
ing his first return to the land of his
birth, where a palr of blue eyes were
walting to give him n lover's welcome,
The vessel was severnl days over
due, and lls brow clonded when he
was told that the Amerlean  ship
which transferred the Australian pas-
gengers had salled the day before.

That meant & month or more in this
out-of-the-wuy Island.
the deck aud sald
fate,

He passed to the wharf, guve his
bag to a native boy, and followed him

The man preed
unklnd things of
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into the town. ‘They passcd strange
little shops where gleepy-eyed Mongo-
Mans and fat natlve women sat, while
half-breed children played In the door-
ways, babbling In the musleal lan-
guage of the island.

He passed the day on the veranda
of the gualnt lttle hotel, Inhaling the
fragrance of the vines and Howers.
Lusclous mangoes, flgs, guavas and
tamarinds were within reach of hils
hand; tall palms and cocoanuts In the
distance bowed with the slight breeze,
as If glving him honorable welcome
to this paradise,

That night there was a ball In the
hotel, given In honor of a Britlsh man-
of-war lylng In the harbor. A natlve
band played welrd minor alrs, beautl-
ful women and handsome men In unl
form laughed, danced and flirted as
they might have done In any city in
the Old World.

But, somehow, galety seemed out of
harmony with the soft voluptuousness
of this troplc Isle, Then the perfume
of a jasmine flower, linked with the
low notes of mellow laughter, drifted
down the moonlight alr; there was the
rustie of sllken skirts, the flash of a
palr of soft, dark eyes, and he knew
the queen of fairyland had come.

An elderly man, with a slight, girl-
tsh figure clinging lightly to his arm,
stopped at bis side.

dnglish, as he lghtly brushed some-
thing from the young muan's shoulder.
“A centipede. You need not be nlarm-
ed. They are harmless, unless anger-
ol

The young man bowed his thanks.
He was startled, not at the thought of
the Insect, but at the beauty of the
girl.

“It seems there are still disagree-
able things In the Garden of Eden,”
he replied, his eyes upon the falr cren-
ture looking up at him with Innocent
curiosity, “Everything here I8 so benu-
tiful,” he contlpued, hurrledly, to hilde
his bolduess, “You see, 1 am a stran-
ger among you. My name Is Cramp-
ton. 1 am on my way from Australia
to England. We missed the Amerlean
ship, and I must awalt her return.”

The other extended his hand,

“My name 18 Brickwood, Mr, Cramp-
ton, my daughter, Emaline.”

A soft musleal volee acknowledged
the Introduction, while dark, velvety
eyes looked shyly Into his. Then some
one came to clalin her for a promised
waltz, and she floated away, leaving
the fragrance of Jasmine trailing be-
hind her,

The two men lghted elgars and talk-
ed., Crampton told enough of his af-
fairs to win Brickwood's confldence,
The elder man was Devonshire born,
and had settled on the Island when it
had a few white occupants, and had
married a full-blooded natlve woman,
the daughter of a chlef. He was now
postmnaster,

Long after the dancers had departed,
Crampton sat on the veranda, pufing
clouds of smoke Into the feathery
moonlight, and thinking of a beautiful
glrl with bronze skin, gowned in soft
sllk and erape, her ouly ornament a
crown of jasmine flowers, the odor of
which still lngered with hlm,

He had accepted an invitatlon from
her futher to dine at thelr cottage next
day, and he longed for the morrow
that he might see her agaln, She
seemed a part of the musle and moon-
llght of this new, delightful world.
For the first tlme for years he retired
that night without looking at the por-
trait In the back of his watch.

Into a vineclnd arbor of roses
Crumpton passed, to be welcomed by
the vision of the previous evening.
Again he drank in the scent of the jas-
mine fower, again he wandered In
Elysium, euntranced by the luster of
those fawnlike eyes, agaln he heard
the caressing tones of that flutellke
volece. He was as one dazed by some
strange spell, having its birth In a
beauty new to him,

But when her mother came Into the
room he felt a sudden shock, as though
he had fallen from a bhelght., She was
an enormous woman, dark copper in
color, with Irregular features, deep, lu-
minous eyes, a broad, flat nose and
steaight black hair. Bhe wore but one
garment, a loose robe of bright red
sllk.

Could this be the mother of the beau-
tiful creature who had so enraptured

him? There was 1o resemblance save
in her volce, which was low and mel
low, Hke that of the girl. She sang
native songs, thrumming an accom-
paniment on a small Instrument, half
gultar, half banjo.

One of these songs, a wild, welrd
chant, moved the Englishman so that
he nsked for an Interpretation of It
She told him It was the spirit song of
the Pall,

Many years ngo there were several
tribes on the Island, They were con-
tinually at war with each other, Il
nally two great chiefs formed all the
people into two armles and went out
to battle for supremacy,

The struggle was long and bloody.
Muny thousands were slaln, At Inst
Kamehameha defeated the followers
of Ouhua and drove them up the New-
nuna valley to the top of the crater of
PPall. On this mountaln the last battle
was fought and the Oashua and all his
followers were driven or thrown over
the cliff.

After the great slaughter a  mist
arose and began to fall like tears on
the dead. It hnd never ceased. And
fn this mist the spirit of Pall, the pro-
tecting spirit of the natives, has her
home, When any one wrongs a de-
scendant of a chieftaln's line the splrit
arizes out of the mist nnd wreaks
speedy vengeance.

While she recounted this legend the
woman seemed to be Inspired. Her
immense body swayed back and forth
i time to her words, her half-closed
eyes burned with deep fires,

Crampton felt his blood ¢hill In his
relns. The story fascinated him. It
somed to have some personal equation,
to be in some subtle manner linked
wlith his own future,

Time bralded the days Into ropes of
flowers for Crampton., The languor
of the ellmute stole into his blood and
llled him to sweet securlty. With
EBmallne he roanmed about the Island,
enraptured with its beauty and his
love of her.

The pleture of the blue-eyed Saxon
girl In the back of his wateh was for
gotten. England with its turgld elvill
zation seemed far away, unreal. He
wius Intoxieated with his own thoughts.
This half-wild, impulsive creature,
who clung to him with such slmple
fuith, was so In harmony with the sur-
roundings, so much a part of the flow-
ery lttle kingdom In the blue Paclfic,
that he could not separate her from
it, nor himself from either.

It wns as {f he had always Hved
this Indolent dream life, They walked
and rode and swam together., She
taught him the liguld love words of
her people, which was llke the music
of shallow waters rippling over peb
hles.

Sometimes they wandered to the
gummit of Pall and watched the misty
tears falllng Into the depths where
slept the heroes of an almost forgotten
riee. The pluce had a strange attrac
tion for him, and sometimes he coaxed
the girl Into repeating the legend.

Itut to her light heart the tragle tale
held no churms. She wos llke a fawn

1 that loves to play In the sunlight, with-

out thought of the past or future, He
wns sufficlent for her.

But one day there came n vessel into
the harbor und he awoke, 1is days of
drifting were over. He must choose
bhetween ancestral home In a clvilized
country and this half-barbarle exist-
ence: take up the dutles and burdens
of activity or embrace Inactlon, becom-
Ing for good and all a drone In the
busy hive of the world's life.

His Saxon blood rebelled at a future
so cheap, so unimportant. It was a
struggle, but his declslon was made,

It was late In the afternoon, Cramp-
ton and Emallne had wandered far
over the Island, lingering In the flow-
ery nooks that companionship had
made dear to them. They stood now
in the shadow of a palm half way up
the crater of Pall,

The sun, a charlot of fire, was roll
Ing down toward the far-stretched lne
of the blue Pacifie, In the harbor lay
the ship that was to sall in the morn-
ing; the ship that was to put two
oceans between them,

He told her as they stood there
told her with the calm, steel-like tones
of the Anglo-Saxon when he has to
overcome himself, his face was drawn
and white, but with no tremor in his
volce—he told her all, his duty, his
prospects, even his engagement to the
blue-eyed girl. When he had conclud-
ed she stood ke a flower over which
has passed the hot breath blown from
n desert.

“Aloha nue loa oel,” she murmured,
“We are one. I live not but in you,
you are all my lfe. I love you.”

He would have answered her, but
no words came to him. Like two stat-
ues of grief they stood In the soft sun-
lght.

Then suddenly from above they
heard a hissing sound, Out of the
great mouth of Pall came a breath of
steam that spread over thelr heads
Hke a great fan, And In the center of
it stood a dark cloud In shupe llke a
woman. Above them it hovered,
renching out long, sinuous arms,

“The spirit! The spirit of Pall!"
cried the girl, ginking to the ground
and hiding her face from the light.

Crampton steod for a mowent trans-
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fixed with horror. Agaln he seemed
to wee the old womnan, the mother of
Emallne, na she recited the welrd le-
gend, “When any one wrongs a de-
seendant of a chleftaln’s line the spirit
rises out of the mist to wreank speedy
vengeance,"”

The words rang in hls ears like a
clarfon., He turned away with a shud-
der. Then the materinlism of his race
came to his rescue. He cnught up the
glrl In his arms and ran down the de-
clivity townrd the sea,

Glancing back, he saw the shadow
following them. On he plunged, an
awful fear taking posgsession of him.
He heard the hissing ns of a great ser-
pent behind him. Loose gtones gave
wiay under his feet and plunged down
Into the placld waters, coolng softly
to the shore. Branches and briers
tore at his flesh and retarded his
speed, .

But he struggled on with his pre
clous burden, fearing now to look be-
hind. At last he reached the shore
and plunged Into the sea, Yet the mist
pursued him and the dark figure bent

ominously over thelr heads. Out, out
into the sea he struggled,
The giri, revived by the waters,

klssed his cheek and murmured, “Alo-
fin." 'The surf lifted them on its kind-
ly bosom and bore them forward, An-
other swell, and yet another, and to
one standing upon the sands they
would have been but a tiny speck on
the distant blue,

Then the mist with the black
shadow whirled about, returning to
'all. The spirit was avenged. But,

c¢lusped In each other's arms, the lov-
ers drifted out to where love ls the
pasaword to eternal bliss.—Illustrated
1its,

THE FRIEND WHO WAS BRAVE.

She Hurt Her Friends Feellngs for
Her Friend's Good.

The girls, Constance and Allce, were
enthusiastic In thelr admiration of their
mother's college friend, Doctor IMIIng
ham, The doctor was a medical mls-
slonary who had spent gixteen years
in India, and was to return there again
nfter her year's furlough. The girls,
lstenlng with flushed cheeks and shin-
ing eyes while she held great awdl-
ences spelibound with her story, won-
dered If ever they could do splendid
things, too—save people's llves and
win queer native orders and hold great
andiences breathless, Yet at lome
Doctor IMllingham did not seem won-
derful at all, She and mother just
lnughed and chattered like two school-
glrls. It was very queer,

One stormy evening the family and
thelr guest were gathered about the
open fire. It was a “talkable” nlght,
and the girls were enjoying every mo-
ment of {t. Presently, in a pause, Con-
stance spoke coaxingly:

“Won't you tell us, Doctor Dilllng-
ham, of the bravest person you ever
knew 7"

“I'll be glad to,” the doctor answer-
ed, “but It won't be a story of Indin.
I'he bravest person I ever knew was
n shy, quiet girl In college. Among
the freshmen that year was one from
n prairie farm, She was an ambitlons
worker and a goodl student, but she
had never before come In contact with
any of the reflnements of lfe, nnd
rather looked down upon them. She
was careless In her dress and In cer-
taln ways at the table, and neglectful
of the little courtesles of speech. When,
ifter a while, she found herself belng
left out of things, she was hurt over
It, as any girl would have been, but
did not reallze the cause of It

“Among her classmates was one who
remalned loyally beslde her through all
that hard year. One evening toward
the close of the last term the girl came
to her. She looked 8o white that her
friend was startled, and asked If she
was slek,

"No," she answered, ‘but I've got to
hurt you, I love you so that I must.
I've been putting it off and putting it
off, but I must do It.'

“Then she told her the mistake that
she had been making—told her, though

her volee broke so that she could
scarcely speak, that people did not
count her a lady because of these

things that seemed such trifles to her,
and were in reality no trifles, but sym-
bols of courtesy and conslderation and
unselfishness. That I1s all, It was
hard, of course, but the prairie girl
was honest, Afterward, when she was
out In the world, she thanked her friend
every day of her life for opening her
eyes,”

“MMd—" began Constance, and then
she caught the look upon her mother's
face and dld not ask the question. It
was Allce who came to the rescue.

“I think there were two brave peo-
ple,” she sald, shyly.

The doctor looked up with a quick
smlle,

“There I8 no life so small that It
does not have room for courage,” she
replied.—Youth's Compuanlon,

Next Step Up.
*1 see that a Frenchman has in-
vented a non-collaspsible aunto tire.”
“Now let him turn his attentlon to
a non-collapsible pocketbook,"—New
York Sun,

It would be strauge If the company
a man keeps didn't kuow him,
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Grandfather'sa Clook.
My grandfather's clock was too large
‘or the shelf,
8o It stood ninety years on the floor;
It was taller by half than the old man
himself,
Thongh it weighed not a pennyweighth
more,
It was bought on the morn of the day
he was born,

And was plways his treasure and
pride;

But It stopped short—never to go
agnin—

When the old man died.

CHORUS.
Ninety years without slumbering (tick,
tick, tick, tick),
Iis life seconds numbering (tiek, tick, i
tick, tick), :
It stopped short—never to go again— y
When the old man died.

In watching its pendulum swing to and
fro,
Many hours had he spent when a boy;
And in ehildhood and manhood the clock
seemed to know, i
And to share both his grief and his
joy.
For It atruck twenty-four when he en-
tered at the door,
With a blooming and beautiful bride;
But It stopped short—never to go |
agaln—
When the old man died.

My grandfather said that of those he
could hire,

Not a servant so faithful he found;
For it wasted no time, aud had but one
degire—

At the close of
wound,

And it kept in its place—not a frown

upon its face;
And its hands never hung by ita side;

each week to be

But it stopp'd short—never to go
ngaln—
When the old man died. '
It rang an alarm in the dead of the ]
night— .. 4
An alarm that for years had been
dumb;
And we knew that his spirit was

pluming for flight—
That his hour of departure had come.
Still the clock kept the time, with a soft
and muffled chime
As we silently stood by his side:
But it stopp’d short—never to go
again—
When the old man died.
—Henry C. Work.

Rond that Made History, ’
A hundred years ago the eyes of
Ameriea were on the Southwest. We
were on the edge of a war with Spain f
over the closing of the Mississippl, and
under orders from Washington Wil
kinson, In command of Fort Adams,
held solemn conclave with the Indians
who owned the east bank of the big !
river, and by treaty established a sa-
cred postroad through thelr country,
It left Nashville on the old Buffalo
trace, crossed the Tennessee at Col-
bert's ferry below the Mussel shoals,
and striking the hills back of the Big
Black, came down to Natchez and on
to New Orleans, with a branch to the
Walnut bills. The road was more than
a mlilitary necessity, for so many pl
rates Infested the Mlsslssipp! that mer
chants returning from New Orleans
needed a safer route home with thelr
money.
After It was opened It became all
things to the Southwest. Methodism
went down that way in the person of
Toblaa Gibson, later Lorenzo Dow fob
lowed him with the camp meeting
spirit.  Old Hickory marched his army
down to Natchez over thls route In
1813 and marched It back again next
spring. And from that day till near
ly our own it has been the great cen-
ter of that country's activity, Now
the rallroads have come, the gettlers
have moved down Into the valleys and
opened up poorer roads In the beds of
branches and through swamp low-
lands. But the Trace I8 still there
upon Its ridges, the best road of them
nll,—Everybody's Magazine,

How He Knew,

Newltt—That was Dr, Pondruss who
wns talking to you a little while ago,
He's a very learned man,

Plane—He must be,

Newltt—Why, how did you know1
He was only talking to you for a very
few minutes.

Plane—Well, It was long enough to
muke me very tired.—Catholle Stand. ¢
ard. )

Young Prince Charles,

The christening of the infant son of
the Prince and Princess of Wales 18 A
speclally interesting from the fact that
one of the names glven him is Charles.
The youug prince 18 the first of the
royal blood to bear that pname since
“Bonnie Prince Charlie.”

It Was Truo Love, '
“Are you sure he loves you?' ,
"Sure! Willlle sueaked a tack {n the

chalr beside mine the other night Just
as he cawe, and he sat on that tack all
the evening and never knew {t"—
Houston Poat.




