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THELOVER'S REASONING.

-
Tell why 1love ber™ Tell me why,
Turning from murky town wsd pushing
me,
You love the woodlnnd path, the placid sky.
11l answer then,

Why do 1 love ber” Analyae
Where in the viokets the perfume is,
Where in the mnsic's striin the tears arise.
Can you do this”

Tell whv | love her” Yes, when yon
Hevenl the mecrets which in snowdrops lie;
Or strain the beauty from the drops of dew,
Then 1'll t=ll why.

Why do I'love her® First make clear.
restinl spell
That fills with mystic sense the atmosphere.
I theu will tell.

Yes, love, | turn to thee from glare and

erowid,
" Tender as dnles in Bpring. os Summer's
e elond,
Soothing as= grotleat songs, soft ne perfume,

Purer than beads of dew, or snowdrop’s
blpom

1 in thy presence rest, where tumults cense

The minster gute is closed. within is peare.

Temple Bar.
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ND THE WILL

-

BOUT twenty
vears ago there
died in south-
ern Ohion queer
vld character
named Thom-
as Martin. He
Wwas never mar-
ried, and hisec-
centricities
mnde his name
g familiar one
in severnl counties. He lived ina lit.
te log house on a farm about four
miles from o village, and sometimes
‘ie was alone for months, and again
w2 would have his house crowded
=i,h his relatives. While father and
mother were dead, he had three
frothers and four sisters living, and
in the same county. One day fe
might meet one of them and hand
him a 20 gold piece. The very next
day he would pass the same person
without speaking. As he was worth
about $200,000, all made by the sale
of oil wells found on his lands in
Pennsylvania, and as his relatives
were all poor, none of them dared
offend him . If be treated them cold-
Iy they put up with it; if he insisted
on some family staying with him for
a week they made every sacrifice to
please him

There was a layer of humor in the
old man's compogition withal. I
think he reasoned that all his rela.
tives expectod aslice of his wealth,
and ke intended that each oneshould
linve it, bnt he proposed to make
them earn it ua far as they could.
If he knew that his brother James
was planting corn, and in a great
[ hurry to get through, he would send
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for him and insist that he hunt or '

fish or go lvoking over the country
for some plant or root needed for
sickness. If his brother Henry was
extra busy in his sawmill; the old
man was stire to send up a message
to him to eome down and take witch
hazel rod and go wandering over
the hills to locate metals. There
was only one bed in the house, and
yet the old man would insist that a
family of eiclit come and visit him
and sleep where they could. Twice
a year he killed a lamb. The rest of
the time he lived on pudding and
milk and vegetables,

Unecle Tom, ns everybody called
him, was over 70 years of age when 1
first knew him, and it must have
seemed to his relatives that he in-
tended to be a hundred. As the
years went by he really seemed toim-
Kzove. nnd it wns a cold day when

vouldn’t think of some new trick
to play on those who anxiously
waited for him to turnup his toes.
He made a will, as known ina certain
law office, dividing up his wealth pro
rata, but one day something occur-
ed tqg determiue him to revolve it.
He had sent for his brother Henry and
family to come to himat once. Henrj
wassawing Inmber op acontract,one
of the children was ailing, and he re-

word that he could not come.

This was the first time he had ever
refused such n demand, and when
the meseenger returned the old man
boilsad over with indignation.
He sent for his lawyer to come
and make a new will, and the lawyer,
of course, br t the old one. He
saw this laid on the clock shelf, and
it 'uolyinf there when he went away.
The new will wasnot entirely com-
’ that day. Martin said he

¢ want to make some other
changes, andso bhe did. His sister
‘May, who was an old maid, waswith
him that day, and after the lawyer

: her clmmjn the well to recover alost
. bucket. She was timid and afraid,
and the result was that she was ord-

Whenee steals throogh minister nisles the |

Martin wanted to lower | her

aud was looked n
and the other hulr foolish. She was
employed in the village at laundry
work. Martin bought her clothes
and jewelry, und even gave out that
he would marry her, and he was
heard to say wore than onee that
not one of his relutives would ever
getadollar of kis money.

Une night two months nfter the
Thatcher woman went to live with
him, be got a bad {all while bringing
in wood. He had to be helped to
bed, but only a portion of what fol-
lowed was known for many months
nfterward. The ola man felt that
his last hour had come, and he got
rid of her for a few minutes by send-
ing her out to the barn. Which will
! he meant to burn no one will ever

know, buot he got wup and
burned one of them. Both
were dul sealed and attested, and
both were equally good in law,
| That Le did burn one of them was
I sure. Thirty hours later someone
happenad to visit the cabin and the
old nian wos found dead in his bed,
| the woman had disappenred and the
wills were missing. With all that
|11wnl-y at stnke there was great
excitement, of course, and the ro-
latives gave me the case to work up.
No one knew, until I overhauled the
ashes in the five place, that anything
| had been burned. 1 found seraps of
paper, proving that at least one
| of the wills had been destroyed. Bo
] far as I could tell, hoth might have
been burned at the same time. One
| had been, anyhow, and the question
of which it was interested every rel-
| ative.
| It seemed curious why Mrs. Tacher
| had gone away. and still more euri-
ous that she had eseapied observation,
As no one had met her in the village
or on the high-way, it must be con-
cluded that she had masons for
hiding. If one of the walls had been
preserved, she probably knew of its
whereabouts, as the old cabin had
been hunted over and over agnin
without bringing it to light. My
first step, therefore, was to discover
her; but when a fairly sharp man
puts himsell against a half idiot he
may be beaten. 1 made a circuit for
thirty miles around on horse back,
and, while 1 met a hundred people
who knew the womuan by sight, I
could get no Iate trace of her. A
robber could not have hidden his
trail more successtully. When
found that the hunt was to be ex-
tended, 1 notified every sheriffin that
part of the state. I gotoutcirculars
and sent them to town marshals,
constables, postmasters, and farm-
ers but no good resulted.

Then. one day, 1 sat down to put
myself in ber place. For all 1 knew

| then she was with the old man when |

| he died, and it might have been one
of her hands which lield one of the
wills to the flame. Just why she
should fly and hide herself when not
guilty of anything was a puzzle, So
fur s we could determine she had
taken nothing. One day Martinlad
gone with her tothe bank anddrawn
out and presented to her the sum of
£200. This ghe had taken, a8 was
her vight, but the few dollurs he
hnd in his pockets were there when
we gearched the dead body, I had
not thought ta overhaul her ward-
| robe, but when I came to do so |

got a pointer. Bhe had dressed her-

sell in her Lest and gone without
| taking even a hand satchel. Her

best was a black silk, a fine redshawl,

a fashionable bonnet, and fine shoes,

She would not only look very much
| likea lady, but she would not set out
| for o walk across the wet fields or

along the muddy highway. She
' would take the trainsat the nearest

i [::int, ofcourse, and that happened to |

at a station not over thirty rods
from the old man’s cabin and on his
land. Freight and accommodution
trains stopped there always for
water, and the regular passenger
traing sometimes, For instance, the
express for Cincinnati would notstop
|at the village. but would at this
|munt}' atation to get n supply of
water for the engine.
| Assoon as I struck this trail T was
only a few days in ascertaining that
Mrs. Thateher, dressed in her best,
did actually board the express that
night s it stopped for a moment,
and that she paid her fare and was
carried to Cincinnati She had four
weeks the start of me, Wt I had
strong hopea of finding her. 1
reasoned that the fact of hier being
simple-minded, and of never hav-
ing travelled much, would make her
keep clear of the hotels Bhe doubt-
less, feared she would be blamed for
the old man's death. and a search
made for her, In that coseshe would
hide herself. I had my mind made
up when I reached Cincinnati to look
for her among the boarding houses,
and lovk Fdid. After a vain search
of a wesk I got one of the ar
detectives, and in another week w2
got track of her. Ingoing intc the
city she had entered into conversa-
tion with a fellow r, and he
had recommendad her to a boardi
house kept by his aunt. They gave
o room at the house, but soon
saw that she was queer. The situn-
tion sha her wits, and she
claimed to be a Mrs. Rose, of Chi-
cago, who had come to search out
relatives. As she never went out,
received po letters, and employed no
assistance her story was not be-
lieved, and she wns an object of
wonder t¢ the other boardera.

Il

m s half crazy | brother on a farm. He supplkw!!“'l.

with vegetables, nnd as he came m
one day Mrs, Thatcher saw hie, and
at onee decided to go out to his
farm. She arranged for her board,
bought herself a cheap dress or two,
and the pair had been gone about an
hour or two when we rang the bell.
The, detective 'was busy on another
cnse and decided that he could not
go with me. 1 therefore got a horse
and buggy and drove off alone. It
was ahout 3 o'clock in the atternoon

of & June day, and I was hardly clear |

of the city when I noticed that a thun-
rection in which.I was headed.

miles before 1 was caught, but when
seven miles from the city the storm
broke. The only shelter 1 could se
cure was an old wagon shed, but
while the thunder and lightning were
gevere, but little rain fell,

In the hall hour I was under the
shed the lightning strock near me
| three times, and 1 was greatly re-
| lieved when the storm passed on, [

drove torward for about a mile, and

then suddenly cume upon a curions
|wight in the highway. A farmer's
| wagon was smoking and burning,
while one horse lay stone dead and
the other was plunging about. On
one side of the wagon lay the body of
a woman, on theother side that of a
mar, I leaped out and secured my
horse, and the man wos the first ap-
proached. His clothes were on fire
over his breast and his tnce was dis-
colored, Omne glance sntisfied me that
he was dend. The woman lay in a
heap, but I took hold of her hand
there was a flutter of the eyelids. A
bolt of lightning had killed oneofthe
horses nnd the man, but the woman
had only been stunned. My first
move was just what any physician
would have recommended. tore
open the bosom of her dress and cnt
her corset strings to give her lungs n
chance to play. As the knife parted
the strings and the corsets flew open
u paper was displayed. I recched for
it, and one look told me that it was
the lust will and testament of James
Martin.

Then the woman must be Mrs.
Thatcher, but 1 should never have
known her, dressed as she was.  She
came to while 1 was releaging the
plunging hore iind putting out the
fire in the wagon. The aceident had
come nbont ns 1 supposed, and in
Lialf an hour she was  quite  herself
| again. I went to the nearest farmer,
| ot him to eome back and assume

charge of things, and then drove
| back to the city with my prisoner.
On the way in she  fully explain-
| el everything to  me. When
Martin  found himsell about to
| die he told her to burn the old will.
In her nervousnessness, and being
Cunable to read, she burned the wrang
one. When he discovered this he he-
rated her in as foreible lnngunge as
he could call np—indeed, he fell back
and died while cursing her.  Penaring
that she had committed some awful
eritne, and hoping that if she carried
the othier doenment off with her she
might escupe the consequences, she
dressed hersell, took the paper and
her money, nnd walked over and
bouarded the train.

Under the will I had recovered all
| the relatives shared alike, which was
| fair and just under the circumstances,

aud instead of making any trouble
for the grass widow, they present-
ed her with a purae of 500 and hended
her for Oregon, where she got anothep
husband in less thaon a month after
her arrival.—New York Sun.
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A Drawing-Room Homily.

Is it not too bad, says Rishop
Huntington, in a time when there ip
so much fact to be learned, so much
work to be done and done hetter
than it is, so much wrong to be
l righted, so mauy burdens wait to be
eased, so many noble enterprises to
be set forward, that ludies and gen-
tlemen of faculty and information
| should array themselves gumptuous-
| Iy, and go to meet sach other agnin
|and ngain, and stay together for
| hours, only to lovk at a apectacle

that is without significance and hear
| gounds without sense; to see unreal
| manners and lbear commonplnca
speech; to exchange grestings with
the dearest friends only on acrowded
staircase, as tho two processions up
and down meet and pnss, or in
“a crush” where the liveliest focling
is a fear of damaging a fabric or be-
ing mortified by a mistake; to eat
and drink what could be eaten and
drunk with far more comfort and
safer digestion at home; tosay what
one only half feels to persons whom
one does not like on & subject that
onedoes not half understand; to pick
8 way between frivolity and false
hood or wade through a muddy
mixture of both; to cover disgust
with a smile, inward protest with
¢poken accent or weariness with a

t, and then to go away at an un-

thy hour with nothing to re-
member but a babble, a whirl, a jam,
and a secret self-contempt? “Horrid

DR | bore, isn't it?" said one victim to

another. *‘Beastly,” was the cordial
answer. “leot's go home!” 1 wish I
eould, but yous=e I can't; 1 am the

.

Forry tramps went about Bt.
Helena, Montana, the other day,
actually begging for employment.
They were put to work in & vineyard

In | the same dny, the story . but by
the next afternoom sxeopting
three had from the scene
of their brief aciivities

A Maixe girl puta noteand ber ad
dresa in & box oftoothpioks,

der storm was coming up from the di- |

I wering diamonds on her breast and
drove fnst, huping to make the ten

Love and Lucre.
How would his brillisnt wife bear

the news of hisruin? Malcolm Boyd |

asked himself as he entered the door |
of his home. How would she bLear
it—she who liad been accustomed to

every luxury, coversd with jewels, | oo cozily furnishied  with what was |

clothed like & queen? He repeated
the question over to himsell with al
groan as he closed the street door |
behind him. A light step and she
stood at his side im all ber royal|
beanty. Daintily clad, with shim-

grms,

The sight of the flashing stones
seemed to madden him. “Hear me,” |
be cried. “When you offered to|
marry me to save yvour father from
ruin, you honestly said that it was
for my wealth alone, and that you
vould never love me.  Am I right™”

*“Yer, but—"

“Well, yvou must know the worst
We are beggrars. You can return to
your father, if you will, 1 triedtowin
vour love, but 1 have failed. I will
pot bind you to an unloved, beg-

gared husband. Yo are free—free!” |
1|

And before thes artled girl eouls
recover her senses he hnd staggered
froin the room.

With only a vague idea why she
did 8o, May replaced her ruby velvet I
with the plainest black silk in her |
wardrobe, put away every trace of
the evening 's prospective plensure, |
and then, asil her heart had onoly |
just renched the solution of its mis-
ery, she snnk down in her chair with
a sobbing moan.

“Oh, Maleolm! Malcolm? it was all
true, but it sn’t now. I love you, |
Oh, Ido! I do!™

Trying to gnin strength and see
what to do, she lay there until the
tiny gilded clock chimed 10, and
then she stood up.

In two hours she had sindergone
many changes. Underneath all her
love of gayety and cognettishness
lny a wonderful strength of charne-
ter. She bad married to save her
father, nnd tor two yvears had re
eeived the devotion—quiet but never
censing—ot her  husband  withont
thought of nny changes that might
Lbegoing on in her own heart, Now
n shoek Lad revenled it to her: and
feeling, with o wild thrill of joy that
he seill loved her, her first thought |
wons:  What could she do to prove
her love and help him to bear the
blow?

Even ns she stood there wondering
where he bad gone, and  what she
would say when he returned, she
heard a movement in the roomm be-
low—his library—uand then the street
door slint.

“Oh he is just goingout.  Tlemay
be desperate. T will follow him andd
toke Lack all the eruel words Psaid.”

And snatching a long black elonk,
ghe flew down stairs and out of the
front door

He was just going down the street
with a sort of lierce swiftness that
obliged her to almost run to keep |
up. He glanced back once; but what
connection was there in his mind Le-
tween the creature in black and his
beautiful, velveted, diamoned wife,
whom le now supposed enjoying the
opera regnrdless of him, save that
he was o beggar and of no further
uge to her?

On he went, up, down and around,
a8 if determined to walk until ex-
haustion  overcume him.  And, |
keeping  him  still in sight, tire-
lessly  she followed. 11 was
in a mnarrow street that he ot
Inst pavsed, and her heart  almost
stood still at the sight—before a
grogshop, which he entered. On a
run she reachwd the place, looked in, |
ant there he sat, o little, ugly low- |
ceiling room, before a talile, with his
face in his hands. The next instant
she swung the door noiselessly open,
entered and sat down at the spme
table,

‘Nn one else was in the room, lmt |
Lis order was being preparved in the |
roam beyond, whereshe heard voices,
Shie tried but could not speak; but, |
ns she pushed back the hood of her
clfmk. Malcolm Boyd raised his hend
with an angry jerk and looked into !
the pale tace of his wife, I

“May! May!" he muttered, star-
ing at her like a man bereft of his
reason. “May, 18 it you—you here?”

“Yes, Malcolm; Iam going toshare
Iyour_trouhle with you, and if you

take it so, why, I will, too,” she naid,
trying to smile.
| But excitement and fatigue mastor-
ed her. The quivering smile turned
| into great, sad tears; she slipped
| right down on the dirty floor beside
her stupefied husband, put her arms
around him and sobbingly cried:
“Oh, Malcolm! Maleolm! come
home! What you said to me was all
trus, 1did notlove youbut,I do.
Oh, I don't care how poor you are,
we can get along some way. Don't
| drink. Come home with me, and if
we love ench other it will not be so
hard.”
- “May! May!"” he eried again, but
now she was in his arms.
In & delirium of wild ineredulous

| {0: he

insed her eyes, lipa and hair.

"You love me!” he murmured,
“Ohi'nl"’ darling, my darling, say it
a

g"aYn. 1 love you—I ‘love you," sle
answered, me prove to

you how much ; And willwego b
. lll
£ gohome

“Yoo at once. Draw your hood—
80, Here, uiur—lnni" oxclaimed
Makolm; , throwing down some
change to the boy who entered, “1

cloaped her to his heart, and|d

| ghall not want the drink; there's the

M,
Then tomether t
it lorne
'.']“I],uh\mrld murvelled at them  be-
cause they gave upeverything and
septied 8o huppy i 8o doing. A
wodest little home in u quiet  street

hey went out and

left to them; then, with a w!ll
and fervor that wounld scon win
back mueh that behad lost. Maleolm
Boyd resumed hia inw practics, and
May, with one servant, merrily took
up the cares of a house,

et (=~ —

A Wonderful Spring.
From the Atlanta Constitution
Cured  of intemperanes in three
days!
How many people know that the
stute of Geogin owns a natural ine-

briate asylum?

And. nevertheless, such is the faet.

“It is the most wonderful spring in
the United  States.” said Special
Offleer Droderick, of the Atlanta po-
lice foree, lnst night.

To what spring do you refer?

“Indian spring. Thave taken three
men to that spring who were so far
gone on the lipuor habit thatit look.
od as it it were impossible for them
to quit, and every one of them were
cured immedintely.  One ofthem bad
been  practically dronk  for four
months. 'took along a supply of
whisky. as people said it would kill
him to quit oft too suddenly.”

“Did he taper off!™”

“He took one drink nfter he got to
Indian spring, and after that declin-
ed to tonch o drop.  He said he did
not want it at all, He remnined
thiere three days and you never saw
such a transformation, He was as
sober as o judge. hislace was clear-
el of its blont and the red liguor
look, and  he was himsell agnin.
Siner that time he ns been steadly
at work and has not touchisd a drop,
That wns six months ago, long
enough to effectunlly settle the nant-
ten,””

“Does it prove equally  efficacious
on others”

I have tried theese cases, amd with
the sume hnppy resultain evesy cose,
I believe thatthat littlespring, which
dews hold over o gallon of water, is
one of the most valuable in this
country, nnd worth all the hospitals
in the lund for the enre ofinebrakes,””

“Why don’t somebody ship the
water?”

“In the first [r|lln'f‘ the hpl’i!!}.{ { Y
longs to the stare of Georgin, and is
just a8 the Indians left it, long ngo.
The state govermment has never per-
mitted anybody to legse it or at-
terpt to enlarge the fow. The wa-
tor is free for evervbody.  In the see-
and plaee, there is n volatile fgus in
the water that cscapes alter a fow
hours, rendering it flat and robbing
tha water of its extruordinnry gual-
ites, For these peisons no attempt
hins ever boon made ta export i, and
|n'uiah-. wre eompel il lu:_ru.lnil.u.-ll;u[.
1o "“j'l_\" 18 benefits, Jl s n wonder-
minprin:: in many other respects,
but it is king of all liguor habit cures
that 1 ever have seen.”™
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A Dead National Song.

A gentleman who was in Paris
during the summer just past remarks
that one of the things which struck
him most forvibly and unpleasantly
was Lhe singing of the “Murseillnise"
by 4,000 Frenchmen chosen from
the leading  choral societies of the
tity. They nssembled in the open
air and lifted up their voices togeth,
erin the song which for the Just
century has made every Frencliman's

heart thrill when it soundad in  hia
.

_And the songrose on the air, bean-
tifully sung, finished, and elegant,
but utterly Incking fire. Ofald, when
it was forbidden to sing the “Mar-
seillaise," a dozen men, roaring it
i an obscute enbaret, would in-

(flame the entire quartier, and in the

fiery duys of the revolution n single
voice would raise a neighiborhood to
[lm-J_a of blooild uim{:l_\' by singing the
inspiring words. Now it wos  with-
out force. It was correct, but all en-
thusiasm had died out of it,

“And what is France,” some one
nrked, “when it is possible to sing
the “Marseillnise” in her stroots witli
out raising the paving stones?”’—
Boston Courier,

et —
A Strange Case,

":'m interesting case, which will bo
a difficult matter for the courts, hap.
p?nrnl recently in the Red Cross hos-
pital of Lyons,” suys the Tribune.
“A patient was placed under the in.
fluenen ot cliloroform, in order to be
ﬂ!lhir_'ctml toa mowt painful opera.
tion, At the first incision, however,
the man, who was unnsunlly wtrong
became conncions, Cruzy with |min'
he tore the kuife from the uperutin;i’
physician, and despite the presonce
of keveral friends he plunged it in an
instant into the hearts of Professor
Nugont and a Young man who wns
actingnswitness, The double mur-

erer was taken to atorture room and
bound, Recognizing the fuct that
RO nnrcotie could influence him, the
operation wis suceasfully preformed
l'ltlmu! ite use. e will recover in
ull probability, The interest in his
teinl, which will take lace in the
near future, lies in the defense that he
committed the double erime inntem-
Eomy fit olinsanity caused hy the
R e e T
erin
medical law e

The Two Aged Lovers.

Engineer Dimmick, of the Chicago
jexpress, said he had beenin nervous
dread of un accident from the mo-
| ment he pulled out of the Lake Shore
depot in Chicago. This had made
(him unusually careful, but as he
renchied Sherman’s crossing, a littie
| behind time, he began to lose his fear;

he opened the throttle of old 90, in-
tending to gain o few minutes in the
| remnining eight miles between there
]_rlml Toledo. He started to signal
the crossing, just this side of the
trees, when horrot! he saw a farmer

\driving furiously toward it, as
if to cross ahend of the train.
(It was wsuicide! Dimmick sent

out a heart braeking signal to  the
brakeman, reversed the engine, put
on air brakes, knowing all the time
the train could not be stopped this
side of the crossing, and then shut
his eves and prayed.

When the engine stopped a part of
the wagon was on the headlight, the
horses were distributed along the
track, and two old pm[rh.- were lying
nenr the fence. Dimmick was the first
to rench them. They both breathed.
Was there n lshyﬂit.‘iun among the
passengers? Yes, two. A hurried
examination and consultation, The
man was undoubtedly fatally hurt;
the woman probably so, They were
tenderly carried to Mr, Richards’
liouse near by, and the physicinns
were told thatifthey would stay until
the local practitioner could be found
n locomotive would be sent baek for
them in an hour. They agreed to
stay,—The bell rong; travelers hur-
ried to their places; some with white
[aces at the thought that it might
have been themselves; others full of
the importance & participation in
the event wonld give thein nnd their
story, nnd others, forgetting them-
selves, thinking only of the sorrow
brought to others. Mr. Richards
placed his house nt the command of
the physicians. Stimulants were ad-
ministered, and when the tnmily doe.
tor and the children of the sufferers
had nrrived, the father wos moaning,
but the mother had opensd ner eyes,
Later in the night, after hours of
fuithful and incessant lubor over
them, the mother spoke. “How is
futher?'—*"1e is still unconsvious,
but is well taken care of Here is
something for you; nowdon'tworry:
don't think: just go to sleop
ugnin'—Her son gpoke to her —1
must go to father.”—"“Yon mustn't
think ofit, mother. You nre very
badly hurt, yoursell. You must he
very quiet,” =1 must go to father;
he needs me.”"—The physicion lookeid
at her keenly, saving. in o low tone,
tothe son, 1 think we had better
tix u place for her nesr him, She will
never be content otherwiss ' The
son conxed and argued with her,
but it was of no avail.  They moved
her bed beside her husbond's; she at-
tempted to take his hand, but eould
not.  His  stertorious  breathing
seemed to make no hnpression npon
her, “Is father going to die,” slie
asked, The wesping daughtor nod-
ded. “You must keep guiet for your

own sike, mother. " —We've boen
married  over forty-eight years™
she sad  to the doctor,  “hut
we've known each other all
our lives."—*You mustn't  talk
er, mother'—"We was  raised

side by eide, le took care of me
when we went toschool together; be's
always took care of me.  Put me on
my side more, so's 1 can sod him bot-
ter."—“Mother you muststop think-
ing and talking.”

She paid no heed.  “Seem's ir
"twan’t but a little while agosince we
wns married; but its over torty-eight
years. We was talkin® of our golden
weddin® this very week, Ben!" The
sun put his hands on her lips to si-
lence her, but the dortor whispered
“Better let her talk a little. *'She's
beyond control.” The grey-headed
husbund seemed to henr her eall; he
opencd his eyes, brenthed less noisily.
struggled with lis voice and then
managed to whisper, “Ruchel."—
“Here 1 am, Benjnmin,'’ and turning

her evesn to the daughter, “put
my hand in his” They laid
her poor wrinkled hand in his

hard, knotted fingers. *‘ls it morn-
ing, Rachel?'—"Oh, it nin't you
just lie still. You sce,”" suid sbe,
turning her eyes to the others, ‘“‘he
thinka ita time to get up."—"Raoch-
ell” Ina very whisper came, “'Yes,
[Ben I'm right here beside you."—
[“Tell Jim to milk this morning.”"—
“Yes, yes; that's all attended to.
Can you see me?'—*It's very light,
wife, but I—can't—see—youn." The
doctor motioned to thechildren that
the end was near. ‘‘Put my face on
his. Susy; yes, I know he's going,
but it ’tain’t for long; lift me over
to him. ‘They lifted face to his;
| his eyes opened; hesmiled—and pnss-
ed nway. They carried the mother
back to her own pillow, and we were
glad to see her quictly go to sleep.
And in that sleep she crossed over
the river to her Ben.—Toledo Blade.

—_———— O —

AN AMERICAN amateur recently of
fered $12,000 to the municipality or
Gienon for the violin of Paganini,
which in religiously preserved in th-
city museum as & memento of Gen-

on's gifted son. Theinstrument was
made at  Cremona brv Guarneri in
llil'g:i The American’s offer was de
ol .

——
A Loxpox journal is very despond
ent on the prospecta of professionn]

mlnro m&huh almoh‘l
ment for onal classes, it
mh steady golng down. It is

y oa dificult now for a member
of the clasees to make
£500 a as it was for his father
to make
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