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“AND THE LIFE EVERLASTING "

The days and months have lengthened Into years
Since pale lips sald “Farewell,”

And 'twixt thy heart and mine, oh, best beloved!
Death's strange, sad silence fell,

The air, so vibrant with our joyous laughter,
Has strangely sllent grown;
The path so ensy when we wnlked together

' Is hard to tread alone,

Alone, yet not alone, for hearts so closcly

Entwined asa mine and thine
Are one forever, though we walk no longer
Thy dear hand fast o mine,

“For time and for eternity”—how often

I heard that low, deep tone;
Each day of time but linked our henrts more closely,
And thou art still my own,

Death only robbed me of the body, holding

Thy soul, my life's one star;
And still upon my life I feel thee shining,

8o near and yot so far,

How rich s life!

Fond memory {llumines
The darkness of to-day.

Eternity’s ealm glory casts a brightness

Along my lonely way,

Patience, my soul!

Think, In thy darkest hours

Of joys that thou hast known,
Cournge, my heart! Kach day the hour draws nearer
When thou shalt claim thine own.

~Donahoe’s Magazine
L —  — ——

1 6 B

A TARDY PROPOSAL
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T was exactly three years to a day
nllut'e Huarry Morton had set foot In

the village, and the news of his re-
turn spread quickly wmong the inhab-
ltants. The wildest rumors were, of
course, aflout in next to no time, and
be progressed from absolute beggary
and fallure to the very lelght of af-
fluence and prosperity (and the re-
verse) In vthat brief winter afternoon.

The slmple truth that he was neith-
er rich nor poor, but that he had just
managed to save a few hundreds and
take a run howe, would never have
satisfied the gossipdoving villugers, to
whom a voyage from Australia was
such a stupendons affalr that no man
In his senses would undertake It oth-
erwlse than under great pressure,

It was getting Iate in the evening
before the news reachied as far as
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DO YOU HEMEMBER?
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Willowlea 1'urm, which lay gome
miles away on the outskirts of the
villnge, and that It had not lost nny-
thing in traveling was only to be ex
pected.

"They do say,” remarked Mr, Mars
@en, as he settled himselt down com
fortably in a capacious chalr at the

fireside, lifting his  church warden
from the mantel at the same time,
“they do say ns how young Huarry
Morton's come back.”

“Young Ilarry Morton back ?' eried
his wife (neredulously. Why Y

A crash of breaking china in the
scullery (which led out of the kitchen
in which they were seated) cut short
the worthy laidy's sentence,

"Whatever nre you dolng, now, Het
ty " she cried. 1 declare, you're
always breaking something or an
other."

There was a muMed expression of
regret, followerdl by a rapld accelera-
tion In the speed of the dutles being
performed, and the farmer and his
wife took up the thread of thelr inter-
rupted conversation,

“Why, it's ouly three years since he
left,” Mrs. Marsden safd, “and If he's
come back the same as he went, then
all 1 can sy is that it's a bad job for
his poor mother.”

“Ah! but he's not,” chuckled the
farmer; “he’s come back, so they say,
with a big fortune, made up on the
gold flelds of Australy, and as to its
belng o bad job for his mother, I never
could gwe uny harm In the lad—a bit
wild, pernaps, but nothing worse,"

Mrs. Marsiden
mwournfully.

“You've changed your tune lately,
Fred, that's all 1 can say, then,” she
retorted. “Why, look at the time you
chased him across the spinney, amd
found when you lald hands upon him
he'd got hils coat simply lined with
hares."

“And many's the time I've done the
same” he chimed In sententiously,
“only, of course, I didn't tell young
Harry so—that would never have
done,"”

“And then his earryings-on with the
girl up at the 'Mitre,’ and—but there,
that doesn't matter now, I'll tell you
what, though; I don't belleve a word
rbout this fortune of hils, He's not
the sort of chap to put money by
It's easy come and easy go with him,
to my way of thinking."

Mr. Marsden did not trouble to ar
gue the polnt with hls wife: but, like
the good-natured man he was, allowed
her to have the last word,

“Hetty" he cried, “Come here, et
ty, I want you.,"

shook her head

She came Into the kitehen at  his
call, her face as white as a sheet of
paper.

“Why, Lord sake allve! whateyver
alls the child?* exelnimed her mother,
“you though you'd scen n
ghost.  What's the matter with you?"

With a knowledge born of long ex-
perience, Iletty threw herself down
on the rug at her father's feet, mum
bling words to the effect that her head
wus wching, and the good man with a
frown and a shake of the finger at his
wife, put his mouth down ¢lose to the
girl's ear and whispered;

look s

“Have you heard the news, Hetty?
Young Harry Morton's come home.

He had expecied to see hor raise her
head and a bright sparkle to come
Iito her eyes; but he was grievously
disappointed, for she obstinately Kept
her face averted and uttered merely
u mechanlenl '

“0h, has he?

“Yoes, amld he's come back ag rich as
n—as rlch as a—"
O, fadge ! Interpolated the prae

tleal Mrs. Marsden; “don't you belieyve
what he's saying, Hetty—it's only idle
village talk.”

“But he back?" hazarilml
Hetty, feeling that some remark from
her was called rfor. “lsn’t he?"

is really

“Back?  Yes," crled her mother,
“und—well, bless my bheart, If that
isn't his knoek-—1 should know it in

a thousand.™

She rin awd opened the back door
the front one was only used on stute
anil  eeremonial returnling
half a winute later followed by Harry
Morton

Hetty hadd risen hurrledly from her
seat upon the toor, as red now as she
had  been  white  before, and  stood
shiruuk back into the shadow until the
congralulutions between her porents
mmd the visitor were over.,  Then
there was no help for It—she  ad-
vanesd thinidly, yet with a certain alp
of definnee, and put out her hand,

He took it gquietly, with a qulck
look into her eyes and a sadden flush-
ing of color into his bronzed cheeks.

“You haven't changed a bit, Hetty,”
he sald; and she, laughing now, us.
sured bhim that it bis name had not
been announced she wowld never have
recognized him at all,

His three years of rough life bad
certainly wrought a wondrons change

ocvasions

in him, and there wers now & dects- |
fon and manliness In his bearing, a
firmness in his strong mouth, and a

will and purpose in hils keen, gray
eyes which contrasted favorably with |

Hetty had not as yet trusted herself
to take a full and comprehiensive view
of him, her sldelong glance having
been sufficient to cause her heart to
beat rapldly and her eyes to become
dim and misty.

What a little fool shie haid been not
to accept his offer of three years ago,
when they atood together that night
at the gate of the farwm.

“l have always loved you, Hetty,
darling!" he had sald-—and, oh, how
low and tender his voice had been!
“and If only you could love me In re
turn just a little bit—"

Aud she had swept his delearntion
aslde with a laugh, spurning the offer,
even at the very moment when her
own heart was palpitating with pas-
slon, Another word from him and she
would have confessed her love; but he
had turned angrily upon his heel, and
gone at a rapld pace down the road,
Once she had called him back, but her
volece was choking with sobs and he
did not hear her, and, with a coldness
of death at her heart, she had stag
gered Into the house and thrown her-
self in a passion of rage aud tender
ness--the two steangely  blended
upon the bed,

A week later llarry had gone on
his long trip to Australia without so
much as a word or a line of parting,
nnd she had never forgotten that
hopeless, dreary winter day on which
she beard the nows, with lts long suc-
ceading nlght of Dbitter tears and
agony of remorse, 1llow she had loved
him! And he wns lost to her forever

he would never come back-——-oh, how
she cursed the feminine folly and
light-heartedness which had prompt-
ed her to refuse his manly declara-
tion.

Harry's homestay was llmited to
one month, and the days sped swiftly
by.

Hetty—her love Increased now ten
fold—lived in a perfect fronzy of ul-
ternating hope and fear, at one mo-
ment declaring herself the anhapplest
mortal alive, at another confident that
all would be put right befora he went
away agaln, That he still loved her
waus certaln, conceal the fact how he
might, and she Jjudged by the strength
of her own feelings, that it would be
Imposeible for him to leave her, per-

haps forever this time, without a
word,

Three weeks passed—four! In two
days more his ship salled, and |t

would be necessary for hlm to leave
home overnight in order to be In Lon-
don In time to reach the docks,

sShe had gone into the village that
day, the last, to make a few pur-
chases, and just as she emerged Into
the open country he had come up with
lier,

“I am just in time,” he sald, taking
the heavy bug from her hand. “Why
what o welght for you to lug home
by yourself."

“Oh, I'm used to i, she
faintly, “and you know I'm
strong."”

“1 have something to tell yon, Het
ty, something that has been upon my
Hps ever since 1 returnesd, 1 do not
know that it will coneern you much:
but e

she was looking up at him In won
derment.  Not  concern her muach?
Iad he not guessed o thousand times
how matters stood witlh the poor, pitl
ful little heart? 1wl not her every
wistful glance, her every timid re
sponse, her every pleading complinnee
with his lightest wish —had not these
revealed to him how passionately she
loved him,

“1I am married, Hetty,"

Hhe gave a low ery,

smiled
precey

I
like some af-
frighted, wounded animal, and shrank
helplessly away from him, restralned
only by his hold upon bher had,

"Yes, I was marrleld a yvear ago In
Australia, 1 found Hfe right back in
the heart of the bush was Intolerably
lotely, and-—but what I8 the matter,
Hetty—yon are crying?”

She felt she ecoulil not angwer his
question had the world been lald at
her feet for so dolng, but she ecrushed
back the deadly sickness at her heart
and gnld in a low voice,

“It s very sllly of me, but 1 have
not been very well lately, and-—oh, do
please let us hurry home.”

No further word was spoken until
they reached the gate at which they
had parted three vears ago; aml here,
despite her efforts to escape he de.
tained her.

Do you remember when we  last
stool here together?” he asked,

Bhe strove to disengage ler hand;
but he was too strong for fer,

“Do you remember Dow you lnughed
nt me, and let me walk off down the
lane with never a word—-"

“1 ealled youy—-"

The words had escapet her lips un-
consclously, wrung from her In  the
keenness of her agony, anm he looked at
her in amazement.

“You called me?" he asked,

“Yes," she retorted deflantly, casting
shame and reserve (o the winds, I
called you back and you would not

come. 1 did not mean waat 1 sald, and

~ah! but what Ia the use of talking
lke thia?' she cried passionately. “It's
all over and past now, and 1 wish 1
was dead and away from every one.'

Ho bhad released her bhand and she

his self as she had formerly known It. | stood leaning against her gate, her face

burfed In her folded arms, her tears
flowing unrestrained,
He tonched her lightly and pltyingly

| on the shoulder,

“You must not cry se, Tetty,” he
sald, "It has all been a bhorrid mistake
—1 can see It now, and,” she felt his
breath upon her face, “If I were to ask
you the same question swoutd you ——-"

She turned her tepr-stalned face up-
on him,

“You musin't nask me," she cried, her
cheeks aflame, "You are—married now,
and I—-."

Agaln he relzed her hand,

“But It 1 were single,” he uarged.
“Tell me, would you repulse me again?
There ean be no harm In a slmply re-
ply, and [ really have n renson for ask-
Ing."

“But you have no right to ask mae,"”
she flamed ; “It 18 an Insnlt —you are
tannting me, and It is cowardly.”

There wans a strange Iight shining in
hls eves, and saddenly, ere she could
escupe, his big arms were around her
and he was pressing his lps feverishly
to her hot cheeks.

Bhe endeavored to push him away,
with all the strength of her two hands;
but she was as a little child in his
graxp, and nt last, worn out with her
exertions, she hung spent and exhaust-
el at his merey,

"Tell me,” he whispered,  “Tell mo
and I will release you—aonly tell me.”

His persistency had congquered, and
she gave the falntest shinke of (he head
and a tremulously muttered “No " and
lie Instantly relensed her, to eateh her
agaln the next moment as she was sink-
ing bhalff falnting to the ground.

“Oh, let me go!"  she eried
ly. *“You must not-ot, you
not "

‘Really,” he lnughed, “1 think | may,
Hetty" she shrank from the eool In-
clgiveness of hls tones—"when 1 went
away from here three years ago | swore
never to get foot In the village again,
but my love for you proved stronger
than my resolution, and I was foreed
to return,  Sihnee 1 hiave been back |
learned to love you more every day;
bt 1 did not dare to confess It to you.
1 have wavered and wavered, putting
it off until this last day of all; and
now 4

He paused and took her cheeks be-
fwetn his hands, foreing ber to look up
into his eyes,

“Now, Hetty, darling! Now you have
snld yvou will not repulse me. 1 hava
gathered the necessary courage, nnd [
nsk vou-—to be my wife.”

“But =

“Oh!" he Jaughed, “son need not
fear. 1 shall oot he committing big
amy. My first wife I8 n—a pure myth,
and 1 you will say ‘Yes' .

She did not say “Yes" even then: but
under the elrenmstaness, perhaps words
woulidl have heen supertiuons,

The shipplng company made no ob.
Jectlon to Tlarry's postponing his pas-
sige Tfor a month, on the understanding
that he would require tickets for two
Instead of one,--Delrolt Froe Press,

wild-
must

A Matter of Orthography,

After a few weeks ot boarding school
Alice wrote liome as follows :

“Dear Pather: Though I wns home
slek at first, now that 1T am getiing ae-
iuninted, I like the school very mneh,
Last evening Grayee and Kathryn (my
roommates) amd 1 had a nice little
chafing dish party, amd  we  Invited
three other givls, Mayme and Cuarrye
Millor amd Edyth Kent, T hope yon are
all well ot home, T ean’t welte any
more now, Tor 1 have o lot of study-
g to do, With lots of love to all,
Your affectionate daunghter,

ALY SR

To which she received the followling

reply :

“My Dear Danghter Alvsa: 1 was
glad to redelve  your  letter and to
know that you are enjoving vourself,

Unele Jaymes came  the other day,
bringing Charles and Albyret with him,
Your brother Henrle was dellghted, for
he has bheen lonely without vou, I have
bought a new gray horse whose name
15 Byllye, He matches nleely with ol
Fredde,  With much love from us all,
I um, vour affectionate father.
“WYLLYAM JONES™

The next letter from  the absent
daughter  was  slgned  “Allee.” —Wo.
man's Home Companion.

The Deciding Factor,

IF'irst 'hysleian
operation’?

Second Physleinn—1 was abont to do
#0, when 1 happened to sea a letter
which was on the patlent's desk,

First Physlelan—What did It say?

Recond Physiclan—It was from his
bank, telling him that his account was
ovedrawn.—Juige,

Custom.

Be not so bigoted to any custom as
to worship It at the expense of truth.
All is custom that goes on In contin-
uity. Al customs are not alike hene-
tielal to us.

DId you advise an

An nv‘:r:'vurkml woman's ldea of n
good time is to sit In the dark und

rovk, and rock, and roex,

COMLON'T KILL THIS SHARK.

014 Tar Out Big Fish Into Niis, but
It Came Back,

The shark hovered in the clear green
water, a ghostly gray shadow on our
starboard quarter, It hiad haunted the
wake of the cable ship Kingfisher for
three days. I had n splendid hook,
but couldn’t use It for fear of getting
the line tangled with the propeller,
says a writer in London Tit-Bits,

“Lot of vitallty these creatures
have,” sald the third oMeer, who had
Joined me by the weather rall. 1 went
out sharking onece."

“You went out what?"

“Catehing sharks.  ‘I'he lliver of a
shark, you must know, i« full of an
oll that Is Just as good as cod-liver oll,
Well, we canght a huge shark, hanled
him abroad, whipped out his liver, and

flung him back."” l
“Allve?"
“Rather. You don't Imagine wa'd

aweat for half an hour oxterminating
the beast, do you? Besliles you nesdn't
wiste your sympathy. Listen. In five
minutes came a flerce pull at my ling
and up I hauvled Old Johnny Liver

il I
“The saame shark?"
“Exactly., Well, you ecan guess we

were rather vexed,  Aboprd we hauled
him agaln, took his heart and most
of hid clockworks out and dumped him
over once more. e had no more In-
nard, I assure you, than a drled had-

dock. I felt another pull at my line
—~the same old pull, 1 knew it, and
yelled to Billy Slocum, our Yankee

skkipper, “He's at It again, Billy ("

“The same shark?"

“Exactly, Over the slde he came
agaln, at the end o' the line. The
skipper ciawed nt his billygont beard.
He was a trifle put out. ‘I never saw
a shark so set on belng cotehed,' says
he., ‘We hain’t an ax nor a gun; keep
him aboard we can't, and he's runnin’
the fishin' gropin' round uvs without
lites or liver, and scaring away every
decent fish In the seven seas. Take
that. Take that, y'old scarecrow,’ and
he put the shark's eyes out, and we
dumped It over ngnin.

“Well, my line hadn't been down
more'n a minute when I felt a nibbling

a kind of blind groping, ns It were—
and I shouts to Billy Slocum, ‘I've got
him agaln, Billy !

“‘Be dashed to him!" growled our
skipper. ‘Ile must ‘a' had speciacles
In his pocket, and we must ‘o' overl. ok
ed 'em.  Haul him ahonpd "

“And you hauled the same old shark

on deck " w! '}
“How did you know that?"” i

“1 guessed. Go on.”

“He came on board fresh as a mack-
erel, and frisking his tall as If to say,
‘Here we are agaln, boys! ‘Give me
the old saw out of the after locker,
says Billy, ‘I'm about sick of this
yer.' ¢ 3

"'What d'you want with the saw,
Billy? 1 sald.

"Want!' he snorted.
its bloomin' head o’

"Well, he sawed away and sawed
awny, nnd old Johnny Cateh-"Em-Alive-
O tapped his tall in o dreamy way, as
it his best girl was fanning him nxleep,
and twisted a bit sidewnys as if to say,
‘A Httle bit wore on this side, please,
where a fly's tiekling me;' and old
Billy Slocum sawed and sawed and
cussed and cussed till ot last he got
the head apart from the body, and we
dumped the head to starboard and the
tall to port.”

“I konow, nnd they joined together
and you canght them agaln.”

"You've evidently been reading some
I¥ing magazine article about shark
fishing,” answered our third Ananlns,
“and, us you seem to know such a lot
about the buslness, you may Just finish
the story for yourselr."

‘I want to cut

Plea for 1iigh School Cookery,

In a High School paper published io
u suburb of New York one of the sty
dent contrlbutors puls  up u stroug
plea for a course of domestle tralns
Ing to be added to the IHigh School
curriculum. In her article she says
that the main requirements of a good
housekeeper I8 cooking, She adds
that fathers and husbands are often
dreiven to get thelr meals away from
bhome on account  of bl cooking.
Every girl may not be able to attend
college, she says, but she may lhave
to keep house. Where is there a bet-
ter place to learn than at school?

The sanme young woman mnkes the
plea that cooking need pot be taught
more than once or twice o week, and
that while the girls are learning the
art of cooking, the boys can take les-
sons in manual  tralning. Domestle
gelence should be tuught for the pur-
pose of diverting and  relleving  the
mental labor of the puplls, the young
women adds,

A Herolne,

Tess 1 think 'm entitled to a Cars
negle medal, 1 saved u life the other
oveniug

Jess—The idea! Whose?

Tess—Jnck Hansom's. He gald he
couldo’t lve without me.—Philadel
phin Press,

When a by “dies and his_body Is
lnld out in the front room, It seems
strange that no one exclaims: “Now

what is that boy doing in the parlor?”
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