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DREAMS,

I draamad [ had hard words with von
Lt might, dear love, | know nol why|
Bome teivial word or aet of yours
Had rousesd my angor. sl when 1
Awoke at Inst my hoart and birain
Wers amnrting with the wrong and pain

1 dronmed your eves thowe tendor oyves—
Looked coldly, stornly, into mine,

And in the accents of your volos
Wan no concilinting sign

And yot "tis strange | do not know

Whant "twas that chafed and vexed me so

Forgive me. love! 1 bl forgot;
Dronms are s trosoherons as our joys,
And, dreaming, 1 romemberod not
That for three venrs your blossed voles
Had silont boon, and daisios white
Had hid your gweot eyes from my sight,
Amoriean Caltivator.

DOMESTIC DISTURBANCE.

Bang, bang! ©In Heaven's name
hos she gone deafl then, or has she
gone to the — M

And the good man gave several
blows from & fist as solid as & ship's
mallet on the wooden shutters of his
ounbin.

“Open, I say! Can you be sleeping
yot at this hour of the day!" he ex-
clulmed, pressing his enr against the
window, which organ wus a Lttle
doafoned by age and the cutting winds
of the ovenn.

But he could hear only the tle-tac of
the tull, old-fushioned elock and the
flapping of the magpie's wing, which,
frightened by the noise, struck the
furniture as she hopped neross the
room.

Soon from behind the hedge, brown.
pd by the frosts which so often lay 1ike
i flne covering of lnce over the little
garden, he henrd s sharp, broken
volea ery:

“Here I nm, my mnn, hers I am!"

A ruddy-fueed woman inshort slkirts
nnd o high white oap which alosaly
tiited her tannad temples quickly ran
Kith bare feet devoss the rough peb.
blew, wnd almost out of breath, stood
by him.  He tuened lke o whivl of
ride wind, ungeily threw down his
enp, nnd thundervail out:

“Heaven and earth! This is the
wiy, then, that yon keep the house
whilo | nm slaving on the rough sen!”
Then snntelilng feom the good womnn's
hand o grent vusty key, with whieh
shio hind boon teying vidnly to open the
door, with one wrench ol his power.
ful flagers he turned the lock and en-
teredd hlw domlelle

oweeing the Neeloss heaeth, the
good man Mesle cvossed his arms, and
phinlelng with anger burled his purple
nowe in his thiek, geay boaued, mutior
Ing:

CThis s fine! This s comforting!
Fire ont.  No wmenns to have anything
o wiurm one whon coming In from
eold paln and bitlng wind,  One must
go 1o bed with a cold stomaeh nnd
se-mOnkod foat. ALl this beonuss the
ane whose duty It s to keop your
homa rendy for you Hies botter 1o run
the slpedts nnd Idle it with her nelgh-
lll”'?‘llI

dhe gond wile bont over the einders,
hlowlng with all the strength of her
fnfuted choeks, but naver answering o
word,

ol mmowure you wers ghout to st
off on nnother ehnbtoring tour,  What
& longue you hinve, to he sure!  FEver
wigglng like the tall of o fish In full
wwlm,  You'll lose It or wear It out
womme duy 1 hope,"

Soon thi kottle wos sloglng, and the
wile wel the Dlog-figurad platos on the
table  SUHI grombling, the fsherman
st down, dreaw forth hils pouket-knife,
0 thilek sllee of dark bread, and
dennk off, one after nnother, two good
mugs of eldor,  This ropast of the
morning aftep his return Trom the sen,
wtill whiver' ig with the eold and fn-
tlgue of 1 work, wos the best houre of
hiw home [ife.  He prolonged 1t as mueh
me  possible, sprending slowly some
orumbs of butter as thin ns might be
on his sllcos of brewd.

It was the moment when the chat-
ting of his wife nmused him most

THE AMERICAN.

Alter the long aulet of the night the
He bt gossiping was to bhis mind what
the s was 1o bis hull.l

Phe good man Hstonod  silently 1
all this ehnt without o movaemeny of
his tnnned  Tontures When she hwd
fndshiod, o would say in sonlm volees,
while pouring for hoo n glnss of eldm

Come, now, thnt's enough for this
morning.  You'll being on tha plp
and Jowe your tongue I you don't give
it post, ™

That did ot vex her, Tor ghe knew
that, in spite of his sllonee or chalMing
Ao really Hked to Hsten as moch as
she liked to talk, and even ndmired
e for it

But this morning she was aggri-
vated by his  compnrison o the
perpatunl motions of u fsh's il So,
instond of sitting down 10 the table
with him, she sat by the fire with her
bow! of soup on hor knea, glving him
only the plensure of & baek view,

The warmth of the fire and ropasy
having chised away the bad humor
from tho good man, he thought, in
his masenline egotism, that he had
only to speal in order to set the cur-
rent of speech in its normal direction
and activity.

“Well, well, my woman, come!
What has boen the gosslp this morn-
ing™ Without n movement of her
ohalr or a turn of her head. she re-
plied:

"Rnnler You m"i an ourlous about
malghborly affairs as I am. (5o then,

snd find out for yourself.”

Then, angrily, he replied:

“‘Have you got the pip, or have you
tirad your tongue? Say?"

oIf I have, I am going to be qulet
in order to bes oured or restad.”

“Ihat will need fifteen minutes or &
half-hour,” he added, half misohlay-
ously und half angrily,

oIt will lost until you take back
what you sald, or talk yoursaelf,"

HGood! You have sald your last
word for a long time, then!"

And throwing the bread ncross the
room Into the open box he went into
thae shed to mend his nots. While
working, he gluneed from time to time
into the room to murk any change in
the good woman's mien. Generally
in her movemon she tulked olthor to
him, the cat or the bird, or hummed
In her erncked voles snntchion of the
songs of her younger days,

From these premises the good man
coneluded:  She  can't  hold  hor
tongue much longer, surely.”™

But, to hin gront astonlshment, she
swopt the house, seoursd the table snd
tiled the foor, punished the bivd that
had flown on the bed, shellod the boans
und sut down to her knitting without
opening her tight-sot Hps.  “Thundor
and lightalng! She Is In an obstinote
humor!" thought the hushand  ps-
toundad.

The morning passed thus In mutual,
obstinate sllence, each determined nob
to yleld by speaking the flrst word.

Hours of the snme obstinnte silence
followad, but at lust the good muu en-
tored the room,

“He onn't bear 1t nny longer; ho's
golng to sponk!” thought the wife, de-
Hghted at the ldew of her eonguest,

But instend of spenking, or even
looking at her, he went directly to the
high eupbonrd.  Mounting s fooistoo
he begun 1o senrch earefully with the
closo wttention of one who hond lost
something very procious.  One by one
he brought down ptles of sheots and
towals, and plucod them on the baed,
displuced the odds and ends of bricpe
brue necumulnted during thelr thirty
yours of wodded [ife, whileh formed s
mognde und  preolous pieturs from the
st

There ware bits of chine bought st
fulrs, forelgn curionitiow, by the sullor
boy the o dor son now slesping forever
In distunt Chinn; snother blue box in
which wos carefully proserved the
bridal vell of the now aged woman,
embroidered by her youthful fingers.

The husbnnd examined ench trensurs
mont minutely, stopping to contemplate
onch object. He soon attaoked the
second cupboird,

His wite could not help & fealing of
disturbanee st firel whioh increased
it annisly that made her follow his
movenants with closs hul seorel waloh:
finess As hils ongeeness in searehing
bovnme more intense, so her ourlosity
mointed oo the insupportable polnt

“What in the name of Hesven has
he ost? It cannot ba his knlfe, for he
hna 0 this morning In his hand, What
can it be™  Sha continued 0 watoh |
Bim i the hopo that some gosturs of |
his would enlighten her, or in his lrei-
tntion that the name of the lost objeot
wonld esvnpe his lps

Bt with n porsoversuioe that one
woulll pover have balleved of him, he
continued his work until dark without
aven s whispor, |

With the nlght enme the tide and '
the hour for departura, but he seemed
all uneonselous of the eall of duty, ’

Having comvietely serutinized every
cornor and objoot in the second oup-.
honrd, he Hehtod o candle, nnd setting
the enndle-stick on the tlles threw
himself down and bogan to peer under
the hed.

That wus too much for the poor
woman's power of control. Her ob-
gtinnoy meltad before the fire of her
curiosity, and vanquished she sskod: |

“What in all this world are you
looking for. my man?"

Jumping to his foel, he burst Into a
hard Lwugh that shook the old hut and ‘
nnswerod;

a1 often told you you'd loss or wonr
It out some day, but now that I've
found i1, tnke care of it for the future,
After all, "tain't worth while to lose
one's—"" and belng glven: to gesture,
he tovehed with his thumb the tip of
hiw tongne, to indleate that of his wife,
the use of which he had missed so
much during the long, long day,—
Adapted from the French by Bally
BBinke.

The Wild Men of Proster John,

In the <Treavails of Edward Webbe,*
1690, ocours this paeagraph:  +In the
court of Proster John thers is n wild
mun, and gnother In the high strost of
Constuntinople, ench having w dully
wlnwanes of one quurter of raw muote
ton: und, whoen any mun dieth for
some notorlous offence, then thoy are
allowod avery day a quarter of a man's
flosh, * * * Thess men are chalned
fast, wnd all over thelr body they have

b Tk, )

Went to Law,

A wouldsbe sulelds in Clinoinnatl,
who left instructions snd the money
for her burlnl with a friend. didn't
suecond with har rush act, and there-
upon  demunded the return of the
funernl money.  'I'ho frisnd would on-
ly pny over n portlon of the cash, so
Instand of being n eorpsa she bacame
the prosecutrix In o law sl whioch
hiaw just hean decided in her faver.

"COME HOME."

The Btrange Ntory of & Phantom Trals
and Rotten Tion,

It was ftaen yenes ago that thres
young wen. Hevafnon Eckman, Henry
Dean and mysell, nlighted just at dusk
from & vorvhern hound tenin at the 1.
tls villnge of W-——, suys n writer in
thes Bowton Clabe,

Hermann wur n physlelan, very
plaln-spoken and praetionl,  Henry
and mysell wore mors Boliominn, being,
wa we were, strogpliog netists, awalt
ing the slow stop of lume und fortune, |

We wers hound for the town of §-—,
thren miles distnnt whors wo wers to
meot some felends and while away s
few dnyw of Oeriber In duck shooting.

After mnking some Inquiries we
found that the stags would walt for
passengors on the southern-bound ex-
pross, s mattar of about sn hour,

*You might tnke the old spur.’ sug-
gestea the agont, If you nin't afeald of |
the wallk. It Js part of the old track
down to the quareles, but It is stealght
'nthers ain't beon any teain on 1t these
ten yours, "

For a fow minutes wo walked In sl
lencs, Hermann tuking long pulls st
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b olgar and seoming absorbed (0
med itation

1t was & beantitnl wight. clear and &
little eold e moon had not ye
Firen, bul the slars worn so bright that
we haidly missed the sarens litle ol
Indly,

Suddenly &  long.  shelll whistie
rounded just boyond the eut which
loomed on elther side of the track

Thought they didn 't nse this road, ™
mid |

“On the wain Hne porhaps, " replied
Henry.

Another whistlo nearer still, put his
theory 1o rout. a moment later the
head. lght appeared in the end of the
out

We stepped 1o one side and held on
our hats, while with a roar the teain
swept by, followed by u clond of dust.

“Boys!" could that be Hermann's
volee?  “Hoyw do you know whas
we've done®"  1lis fuce was pale, and
like a marble statue he stood poloting
at the track.

“Why, ves. Stopped off, didn't we®
He's got the dilirium tremendous,
lnughed the Indomitable Harry, fol-
lowing the direction of the doctor's
fingor,

He knelt quickly and sxsmined the
track; then ruising n ghustly face to

| the starlight, he exelaimod in & husky

whisper, *No rafls!"

Just then we heard sguin the long,
melnocholy whistle of the tealn, and
from a distance it was repented tremu-
lously by some belsted pcho.

The silence of an October night in
the middle of a rullrond cut, surround-
ed by black, mysterious plne trees,
with thelr gnunt, misshnpen shadows,
and the cold, cold stars above, In not
ealoulntod to ba very composing to the
nerves, especinlly after sosing a phan-
tom train,

The rank weeds growing between
the rotting slospers seemed to snatoh
at my foet ns 1 hureled on, und | re-
member giving w lttle gasp of horror
a8 n careloss but, too ewgoer in pursult
of his prey, flew agninst my sleove.

When we renclied 8 , nnd, sented
by & comfortable fire, reluted our ox-
perdenos, our fricnds woere inclited to
Inugh, thinking we were trying some
practicnl | joke,  But the next day
onme u telegram for Hermann, stating
that his brother wos dewd, killsd by

_the express the evening befors, and

ending with two pathoetie little words
“Come homao!"

——— e

Life Made (omfortable,
Borom-—Btill living in Jersey, eh?
Hustler -Yen; I have no thought of

coming bavk to the olty.

Borvem— But It must. be very locon-
venfont, forty minutes by tealn and fif-
toou by bont avery day, and you've got
to enteh both right on the minute

Hustlor—"That's what [ lilkke about
It You ses whoen people buttonhole
me nnd get to talking, all I have to wo
8 w jork out my watch, mutter some-
thing nbout train time and | get away
without glving offence, HSeef

Borem - Han, ha! That's good. That
reminds me of w little thing Saphead
wis Lolling lust

Hustlor—By the wny, it's trudn time
now. ‘Tetn - New York Weelkly.

Ofmens and Colncldeanecs.

“Dol belleve In omoens?' sald s
resldant of Dotrolt.  ~Wall, [ don't
know. 1 certuinly belleve in colnel-
dences,  An acqurintance of mine who
was Intoregted In gotting up o stetue
to & famoos mun came 0 my house to
look a1 n pleture and & plastor bust I
happened 1o have.  After he had gone
I pleked up vhe book 1 hml been read-
fng and bind nearly flulwhed,  You can
belleve | was ustonlshed whon 1 came
to Itaolosing words:  “What is famet
A wrstcliod pioture and n worse bust""*

Pattl dictstes an hour on her memolrs,
pores over the typowriiten matter and
then, ax like ax not, tears It up.

Benntor Harris, of Tennessesn, is said to
be the olilest Myving congri winan,  He was
first elocted in 1840 at the age of thirty-
ane yenrs




