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If Polire..n Bam Cummings was
pver on fow. 40 one ever saw him.  He
mmerged frun retirement aver night, In
full pancoly of his gray uniform—for
be was & park policeman—wiite-gloved,
smooth-#raven, with spotiesas helmel,
mounted nn Dunston, his bleck geld-
tng. Durston was no less carefully
groomed than hls masier, and master
and horse geemed well pleased with
the world They appeared, in facl, to
live & cholee existence. Others might
walk the =sugh walks of life, but Dun-
ston trotted and pranced down the ex-
quisite rosdways of the park, or stood
fmmovablr as a sentry o walch the
throng umen the Lake Shore drive, and
Bam Cummings seemed only to look &t
boliday ». . ads, and parterres of flow-
@rs, and The lossing waters of the lake.

To acrwee Sam Cummings or Dun-
Bton of modesty would be doing Lhem
an injus*ice. If Dunston was not con-
sclous o® nis arched neck and sweep-
"ng tall his delicate legs and beauliful
back, then smoke does not fly upward
If Sam Cwnmings did not know that
be look=4 llke a leader and a hero, and
was pednted out as the show police-
man of Lincoln Park, then the moon
does D wax and wane. But the van-
itles of Cummings and Dunsion were
ot restricted to personal adimiration,
Cumm'ngs was preuder of Dunston
than he was of himself, and considered |
him the finest horse that smelled lake
breess from the drive; and Dunsion
knew the man on his back to be the
fAnest ~ hor en, and times put
his horsemanship to the test for the
sole purpose of giving life to the bou-

fevard where most of the horses were
hopelesaly conventional in their deport-
ment—and of showing the fat mer-
chants in thelr carriages what a real
rider wms,

Never but once had Dunsten been
fealoun and that was when his master
used *» ride to the Banilarium every
day tn take dainties to licile Ted
Callaban, the slck baby. It was not
at Ted that Dunston feit aggrieved, but
at Ted's mother, who was & widow, no
older *han a girl, who hung over her
dying child with silent terment. Never
had Jmnston heard Sam Cummings
speak to any une so gently as he did
to th=t white-facpd woman: never hud
Dunston felt =o slight and tender a
hand upon his velvel nose as that of
Mollla Callahan. But though Dunston
pitied her he did not like her. Sam
Cummings talked to her far toe much,
and It geemed Lo the horse that It wis
not Impossible that Sam might stroke
her hair with as kindly & touch as be
did Nunston’'s neck. Whica would not
o Decidedly not.

But the baby dled, and Dunston,
ashamed of himself for his evll thuught, |
walked solemnly behind the hearse that
carried the wee coffin to the cemelery.
He and Sam had ordered that coffin,
and he and Sum had been up to the
cemetery bafors to see the little grave,
and the headstone, and the planting of
rosebushea. After that for & Lime Sam
was stern and silent, and Dunsten mis-
erable. The relations between them
mever had been so streined. Once or
twice Dunston even thought of threw-
ing him, just to show him there were
Himits of endurance. It seemed to Dun-
ston there was more reason for rejole-
ing then there had been for a long
time, for the pale-faced little crealure
with her widow's bonnet had gone
gway mltogether. Neither Bam mor Dun-
ston saw her any more. But Dunston
could feel that his master sat heavilv
uocnhlmnlfheboutburdnef
sorrow; and he no longer laugned witn
happy defiance, as he had used to do,
when Dunston caracoled about the
drives—those familiar driver winding
like wide gray ribboas smeng the fab-
ric of greenzary.

Well, this was years age, and is
bardiy worth recalling. Times grew
belter aftsr saveral months had passed.
Dunston could feel his raster getting
beck to his old light, jaunty seat In
the saddle: he had the privilege ot
bearing him warn, and berate, and
shout out to the children as he used to
pefore he knew the sad little widow.

They bad some fine adventures to-
muh&m and Dunsten. They had

in ope stiff fight at twilight with
some ¢ity bandits, and they had dashed
tnto the breakers and pulled five men
eut from & wreck on one umforgotten
occasion, and had seen many tragedies,
such as suicides and murders, and had
raced after thieves. But, as & general
thing, their lives were well ordered.

It would be embarrassing lo say how
many years went by in this pleasant
fashien—especially would it be embar-
rassing to Dunston, who steadlly re-
fused for the last five years of his life
to let any one look at his teeth Sam,
with a dellcacy characteristic of him,
refrained from doing =0, and never
tnade even the most casual reference to
the passing years. He loked away Lhe
first time he cut up Dunston's food and

tended not to notice, and when
nston made rheumatic atlempts to
when the band played Bam dld

not hint by so much as a sigh that the
thing was a poor [mitation of the
prancings of other days. Dunston was
equally reserved, and never showed
Bam any favors when he dismounted,
though ths dullest horse could have
peen that the policeman was getting a
trifie stiff. As for birthdays—they sim-
z: were not recognized, as the Chris-

n Brlentists =Y.

One morning Dunston got up with a
eurious feeling about his heart. It ap-
peared to flutter and even at times to
stop. But he ate his breakfast as well
as he could and nuzzied the sponge
when his mouth was washed, just as he
had done from colthood, and endeavor-
ed to frisk his hind legs & bit when he
was saddled. But, by the way Sam
jooked At his eyes and the cautlon with
which he Set his pace, Dunston had &
shy potion that he was found out. Ile
hated to have Sam think him disabled.

There was A bad accident In the park
that day—a runawsy—and Sum pul
Dunston hard after the horses, who,
having thrown the occupants of th
earriage out upon the asphaltum, wefe

in battering the vehicle to
about their heels. Every one

he cragy creatures, though

1,unnlmrjocl:

“Why, lesk here™ Lo called to the
men who had guathered about, "what
does this mean? Dunston, old boy! Up
with you' | =ay, Dunston, get up!”

“No, use, Sam,” sald a fellow-officer
“Poor old Dunston has taken the meas.
ure of his daya'’

“Nonsense! He's falnted Got some
brandy, anybedy ¥ Seversl people had,
but it i not good to Dunston,

The next day Sam Curmnings was at
headguarters in the City Hall,

“I've come to give up my star, sir”™
he sald to the chief
ife—bean ut It twenty years, you know
I'm too old to foot It, and I couldn’t
ride another horse.™

“Cummingas, don't be sentimental. It's
hard, 1 know, losing an old friend llke
that, but it's quite absurd to quit on
ac account of it. Take a vacation and
gcome back in six weeks. Why, 'l plck
you out & horse that will discount your
gelding ten to one.”

But Cummings shook his head.

“I'll never get on & horse's  back
aguln,” sald he. And he said no more,
not wanting to be thought a ool. But
he lived alome, quietiy, resding and
resting after & busy life, and taking
pomfiort of the shelier after his years
of hand-in-glove jntimacy with the
weather. When he went to walk along
the gquiet boulevards at night it seemed
to him he could hear Dunston’s huoofs
upon Lhe paving; and in his dreamns he
was the happlest when seemed to he
astride that familiar back. Sam had
never heard of the Centaurs, but the
fact remained that having lost his
horse he lost half of himself. Thus
deprived, he was Incomplete. He lived
in his memories. He ceased to be &
mas among men.—Chlcagoe Tribune.
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“Yes, yes. You needn't holler so loud!
I'll come soon's 1 get this pot off the
hook. Can't leave (t there Lo burn
while I put out a traveler's hoss
Should think he'd know that—but, of
course, a siranger don’t know. He I8
hollering for the hostler, and that's Bill,
but Bill's off somewhere with the
joafery and I'll have to tend to the hoss
or Bill will lose his job.

“Bill and I will need every penny
that we can both earn from now til
then—there now, what makes me blush
507 There aln’t a livin' soul that know
anything about It,

“Well, it's done, and thess biled vic-
tuals are fit for the king himself, or
Colonel Byxbye—or even Bill. But
there I go ag'in.

“Somebody will find out for sure If 1
don't shet up. Land sakes! ['d ruthe:
loge & week's wuges, Well, Mr, Barber
runs this tavern, an' ‘pears (0 know
his business, but I will say he l§ just
like most other men; he don't "preciale
& good cook ‘till he loses her,

“Now, there's Blll, he Iis the only
man in the settlement that ‘preclates
good qualities,

“Law, me! that hoss looks like he'd
besn swimmin’ In mud a'most. It's
plain he ain’t been travelin' no cordu-
roy road.

“Well, I'll just lead 'lm to the stable
and feed ‘im, and leave ‘Im for Bill to
clean up.

“ must hurry, fer the stranger’ll
smell the vistuals and be In a fret for
his supper. Don't know which he'li
want firt, that or somethin’ to drink.

“I'm giad there's plenty of hay in the
manger, for of all things 1 do hate to
climb up and thrown down hay from
the mow. Well, there, I guess eight
cars of corn will be about right fur
a hoss of that size. My, IU's gettin
fate! [ must step Hyvely.

“I'll fist slip down to the sprin gand
get & pall of water. It min't dark, but
it's hard to tell whether t's daylight
or moonlight. The moon ls just risin
and what a jolly round face he has.
Some way It makes me think of Bl

“] like a jolly, red, round face.

“Maybe Billi ain't so thorough-goln’
as some, but he's a comfortable man
to have around, for he never worries
nor bothers himself. He's a real
obligin’ man to do fur, too, and he 'pré-
clates. Some way I feel as happy Lo-
night as & duck in the rain

“My! I was just goin’ to start to
singin’ then. I'm glad 1 didn't for
that's & deer there drinking at the
saltlick, sure as I livee Who'd &
thought It, and right here in the pettle-
ment, too? Yes, and she's got & fawn
by her side. I'll slip back and get
my rifle. Yes, they are there yelL
Well, I'll shoot the fawn first, and If
I hit It the doe won't leave It, so I'll

‘em both.

*There, I'm just right. I've gol
them towards the moow and [ can see
them plain. Now Il try the fawn
Alm at the head, so; then bring it
down the neck to the shoulder, then
back = little and—fire. There, I knew
I wouldn't miss. Now I must load
again quick.

“Just as I thought The doe stands
over the fawn and miffs, and stamps
first one foot and then the other. Now
ghe ralses her head high and looks
stralght at me. This Is a good chance
Now, If this gun don’t 1nlss fire I'm sure
of her. A leetla higher up and—pull
—B0.

“Thers, no man In the settlement
could do batter and not many of them
could do as well. Cruel, too, it seFms,
someway. Well, I'll just slip back
and put up the gun and get Bl 1o
help carry up the venlson. Oh, y&
aeedn’t be so skeered of Injuns. That
was me shol. What did 1 shoot? Oh
ye can jest come and see, It was
somethin' worth sheootin. What &
fuss you all make over It! It's queer
they come, and that's all there Is to
it. ©Oh, bother your blarney! Cali
me Captain Bally, indeed! Well, my
house'll be my fort, and I can defend
it, if I ain’t the head of a company
My house—head of & company—what
are you laughing at? The tavern lx
my house now, ain't It!

iwell, of all the yellilng and anties]
One would think you had all gone
plumb crasy! Captain Bally, Captain
Sally—well, 1 can stop my ears, that's
one comfort.

“Well, I'm bavin’ & run of luck.
Last night the deer come right to me
to be shot, and today T got a letter.
1t's the first one I've ever got since ]
come west. That quarter dollar I got
for the deer just pald for the letter,
an' 1 didn't have to break In on my
wages. That's lucky, too, Heems llke
came & purpose to pay
for my letter. There's four letlers been
waltln’ pretty nigh & month in the
postoMce for the folks to get money
snough to take ‘em out.

"Iat me see, Blll promised to,go
hickory-nutting this arternoon. w’-u.
I guess I'll jest run In an’ do my hair
t afors he comes, then bring my
‘long out. I might get & chance
at sumthin' or 'nother,

* here I be. What & beautiful
it is, too, as I've

=Y kin'
AN and the

L] times. TYes,

“1"m tired of the |

ner of fun of me Asked how I would
carty ‘em & thousand miles Into ths
wilderness, and If | would use ‘em for
plates and all that But what did 1
care? I knew if [ didn't take ‘em |
wouldn't have any.

“Well, there, I'll elave It so. [ look
pretty well 1 think. Yes, and after )
took the lookin' glass they sald 1 was
valn, so they made me out 48 homely
as they could. They forgol that my
lopkin' glasses would every ons of "#em
deny It, Tow-headed, indeed. My halr
s just a rich cream, or straw or Haxen
color, They exid that my eyes were a
dull leaden hue, and my cheek bhones
enormous; that my nose was hopelessly
sway-backed and my mouth an exten-
sive affulr. 1 learned It by heart. )
could not help It 1 know the very
tone they used.

“Tain’'t & word of It true. 1 guess
1 can gee, hesldes Bl says ‘tain’t, an’
12l knows, He's been around a ot
an’ he says as I've got as good and
strong & face as there Is in the settle
ment

“Hill, did you find out who thal
stranger was that stopped here  last
night, with his horse plastered with
mud to the eara? No? Well, 1 didn"t
either, but I 8'pose he cams from Fort
Melgs, "cause he was in such a fret to
get on to Franklinton. Well, here we
be an' here's plenty of nuts, too, Well
I win't goin’ to say & word for & good
five minutes, jest plck up nuts

“What, off a'ready? We ain't gol
haif of ‘em yet. Oh, the dog? What's
he treed? Jest golng to see? Well
I'll stay here. Some way I can’t help
watchin' him. Oh! Mercy me! mercy!
mercy! What was that? Bomethin'
pounced out of that tree right on hie
back.

“Panther—my rifle—oh! It's g
him down I'm comin’ Bill, I'm a
comin’, Bhoo,—scal. I'm feared to

shoot, Bill, feared of hittin’ you. No,
1 tell you I'm feared of hittin® you.
That's It. Get it away from you @&
leetle. There! 1 guess I've done fot
it.

“Law me! Bill where be I?7 Falnt-
ed? Do tell! Well, that's jest my
style. Wildeat you say?"

(Note—The spring mentioned above
|s now kpnown as the White Sulphur
spring, and 1s located within the col-
lege campus of the Ohio Wesleyan
university. The slte of the oldest
tauvern, whers Captain Sally woas the
principal personage, is located within
a few yards of the spring. The spot
where Captaln Sally shot the wildeat
and saved DIly, was for many years
known as wildeat hollow.)—Ohle Far
mer.

Life’s— 0uaifll Features.
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After being given up for dead by her
relatives and the attending physiclan
on November 18, and having all her fu.
neral arrangements made, Miss Nora
Johnson, a 16-year-old girl near Bray-
mer, Mo,, gat up in her coffin and told
of & strange visitatlon she experienced
while her parents were making ready
for her Interment. Miss Johnson is the
daughter of a well-to-do farmer.

The bankruptcy of E. Berry Wall
once famous as “"King of the Dudges’
in New York, hardly causes a rippie ot
the surface of the ocean of news. Mr
Wall places his llabllities at a little
more than $9,000 and his assets at noth.
ing. That habits of royalty still cling
to him is evident from the statement
that much of his Indebtedness Is tc
various tallors, though he confesses i
owing Delmonico’s about $1.000,

Major Willlam F. Tucker of the Unit-
o States army, chiel paymaster of 1he
Department of the Lakes; Major Fh L
mLeging, acting Inspector general of
the Department of the Lakes, and Cap-
tain Alfred 8 Frost of the Twenty-se¢
ond Unired States infantry, have been
appointed and constituted a board of
inquiry to Investigate the facts und
place the responsibility attendlng the
oew of one mule and a halter, the
property of the United States, which
recently disappeared from Fort Thom:
as, Ky. A large number of witnesscs

are to be examined. |

Hobart Miller, a Virginia lawyer

holding an accident Insurance palicy, |

died from awallowing food contalning
“hard, polnted and resisting substances
which cut through his intestines.” The
company, in defending a sult for the
amount of the policy set up that the In-
surance was against death from bodlly
injuries sustained through external vio-
lent and sccidental means, but  the
court overruled this demurrer, holding
that the Injury caused was accidental

A romantic story comes from Greens-
fork, & town nine miles south of Rich-

mond, Ind. Twenly years ago the 14 t5 the town.

year-old daughter of Aaron Gunckel
accompanied an aunt to some point easi
on & visit,

|l‘|[-rr‘;ld the news;

After several weeks hnd:‘"r

|
|:00000’0000000009¢
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¢ Miss Eliz’both,
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| *8o Miss Pyser's golL to go to the

poor farm,” sald Mrs. Green. “I'm
surprised that she's keg' out of Jt &«
long.

“Yes,” sald the portly, pompous Mrs
Barker, wife of the chairman of the
gelectmen, "my husbund told me this
noon that she bad applied to the town
for help, and of course they can’t sup-
port her in her own house,™

“1 gaid "twus fOying in the face of
fate when ghe took those two children
to bring up, cne died and Uother 1an
away, and now she’'s ull alone.”

The vinegur-faced dume who had
thus dellvered herself settled to her
work with & self-congratulatory look,
as If she thanked the Lord that she
was nol &s others were.

Mrs. Barker crossed her hands In
stately idieness; it did not become the
wife of the richest man in Bayville Lo
sew at the (fortnight clrcle; her prese-
ence was all-sufficient,

Misa Berry, who sat beside her, look-
ed up from her seam. Her sallow face
whs a trifle pale.

| *“You don't mean to say that the
Willowdala people are golng to allow
iEHn.bﬂh Pyser to go on the town
after all the good she's done?’ she
asked.
| “Why not?" returned Mrs, Barker.
“It ain't thelr fault that she's wasted
her money., She's shiftless—always
givin' something to gomebody; and
meek—meek a8 Moses; you'd think
| she dasn’'t say her soul's her own; butl
she's deep!” And with a sigh of com-
miseration at the unworthiness of
poor little Miss Pyser, she closed her
mouth with a snap. She had never
forgiven her for being Mr, Harker's
firat love, and she half suspected that
he would be quite willing to exchange
his energetic and short-tempered wife
for the sawestheart of his youth, "Hut
you mus=tn't whisper that I told you
| this, for Mr, Barker says women never

> e

know enough to keep anything to
themselves"
| “I'm sure we never gossip here''

gnld Mrs. Green

“Where are you goin’, Miss Berry?
Aln't you goin' to stop to tea?"

“No: 1 guess 1'd better be gettin’
home early tonight; Bessie'll be wait-
ing for me."

“Now, I'll bet Clarindy Berry's gone
atralght over to the millin'ry store to
so afraid she won't

be the MNirst to tell it. Thank heaven,

|l know enough to keep things to my-

melfl™
But Mlss Berry was not going to the

store nor to spread the news, she
knew that it was unprecedented for
her to leave the sewing meeting be-

fore tea time: but ans she listened tao
the talk the davs of her girlhood roze
hefore her when she and Elizabeth
Pyser were “chums wand told each
other all thelr secrets; then came u
foollsh little guarrel, and they had not
exchanged words for twenly Years

Bhe walked stralght down the sireet,
turned the corper, and without giving
herself time to change her mind, en-
tered Miss Pyser's garden and went
up the walk bordered with bouncing-
betn, or “old mald's pinks” When, In
anawer 1o her knock, Miss Pyser open-
#d the door, nelther knew what Lo say,
but stralghtway fell Into each others
arms and began to cry.

The door closed on them, An hour
after when Miss Berry left the house
to go to her own home, theére was a
springiness in her step, and a smile
playing about the corners of her thin
lips, that betokened unusual exclte-
ment.

Her pretty nlece, Beesle, was about
to sit down to her lonely tea when
Miss Berry made her appearance,

“Why, auntie, whal brings Yyou
home 8o early 7" she asked plengantly.

“(3h, 1 couldn't stand the clatter of
those old women, Now you needn’t
Inugh, Bessia Berry; 1 know I'm no
chicken myself; but If I'm as heartless
as them 1 left behind, 1 hope I'll die
befure morning.”

“Well, what's the matter? You seem
to be excited.”

“No, 1 ain’'t! I'm just as calm as
you are. But I'vé been makin' calls
this afternoon. [ went to see Betty
Pyser. 1 kep' questionin® her till she
told me all about how she lost her
money In the bank that falled over to
Coveton; the man that owned the
| house, he let her stay In it out of pity;
firat ehe earned a little by sewin’, bui
lately folks didn’t seem to want any
| work donme, and she just shut herself
|up there to siarve. But human nature
| got the best of her, and she had to gu
Bhe's always been hop-
ing that that good-for-nothing John-
nie would come home, but she's about
him up now. 1 asked her how

elapsed without word from elther be-|much of the furniture was hers, and
ing received, Mr. Gunckel tried to 10-/ kep' & hintin' and & hintin® till I found

cate his child, but without success. For
more than two years the gearch W

continued, but not a trace of the mln-]
| eltement and remalned for stme time

Ing girl or her aunt was found, One

day recently & prepossessing woman ol | in deep

34 years arrived in the village. She
was nlone, and, going to the Gunckel
home, said she was Maude Gunckel, the
iong-missing daughter, She clalms thai
her aunt took her to New York City
and placed her in the care of & family
which afterward adopted her and gave
her the name of Martin. Two months
after her departure from home the gov.
srnment changed the name of the post-
office from Washington to Greensfork
Letters that she wrote were sent U
Washington, Davis county, Ind. He:
aunt disappeared fifteen years sgo. The
young woman Intends to remaln wit

her father, who In now an old man.

SEOULAR BHOTS AT THE PULFIT

C'hicago Chronlcle: Hence we ju
incline] ta belleve that the spiritua
jabors of Rev., J. J. Axtell of Roy
cak, Mich.,, will be greatly expedited
and alded by his phyeleal prowess
When he donned five-ounce gloves an
entered the ring with a man of sin whe
scoffed at sacred things he at once rose
greatly In the estimation of his un-
tagonist and of the other revilers whao
had questioned his courage. And when
he walloped the mun of sin In five busy
rounds—dealing out swings, jabs, hooks
and uppercuts in the most approved
aclentific fashion—it is perfectly safe to
say that his adversary shared the sen-
timent of Colonel Damas. The dullest
of men are susceptible to the argument
conveyed by a licking.

Medleal Record: It is somewhat of &
surprise to learn that a first-class cler-
gyman in & couniry town Rverages only
from 8600 to $800 as yearly salary,while
those in the large cities are not enough
aboe those figures to make up the
relative differences In Incidents]l ex.
perises of living. The ter amounts
are sald to range 1.000 to $1,20¢
yearly. Certainly the average doctor
must do better than this, otherwise he
must elther run In debt or look for
some other occupation. 1f the doctor
in practice must make any living at all
he is bound to calculate on & sUmM One-
third more and perhaps double thai
which the preacher can get. We art
of the average man Is

-

| out everything she could tell me; and
I enjoyed every minute.
Bhe paused, out of breath with ex-

thought. Bessle, (o0, was
{silent.  She divined what was passing
| in her aunt's mind.

“Say, Hessle," sald Miss Berry at
last, “do you think we could contrive
[to keep another? 1 can't bear the
| thought of having Ellzabeth go to the

sor farm. There's that back cham
| ber with nothing In ft, and she's got
| her own furniture—"

Bhe looked appealingly at the girl
who did not lmmedlately answer, To
undertake the cares of another meant
addittonal sacrifices, more rigid econ-
omy. She slghed n Uttle; life was hard
| enough fur her already. Should she
add to her burden? Would she be Just
to herself In dolng sa? Then #he
thought of the days when w#he and
John Pyser were boy and girl lovers
and made wonderful plans of whal
| they would do when they grew up. Bhe
hnd never lost falth in John] some
day If he lved, she knew he would
come back to them. A light sprang
{nto her preity blue eyes, and she met
her aunt's look with a smile.

“Miss Elizabeth muystn't go on the
town, auntie, There's nlenty of room
for her here, and we'll drive over this
very evening and bring her home."

After her kuest had departed, Mins
Ellzabeth sank to the old lounge that
had witnessed =0 many confidences,
and the tears flowed down her thin
cheeks, Bhe thought she had hard:
ened herself for what the morr
would btiring; but now she was a f
lorn old mald, erying because she must
become the companion of Crazy Jane
and Witless Will. How little she had
dreamed of this In the days when she
was young and pretty, and every one
called her Bess. One there was who
swore she was the apple of his eye;
but ke would not undertake the care
of her orphaned pephew and niloce,
and she would not desert them; so he
left her for another. Now he was an
Important parson In the town, a select-
man; and she gave a little gnsp, and
hoped he would not be the one chonen
to come for her tomorrow; she really
didn'c think she could bear that.

This wns the Iant night In her own
home, and she could not swallow the
morsel of bread that formed her even-
repast; something would rise In

and choke her every time

the gate; could It be that the law
night at home was (0 be denied hsl
A loud knock breught her trembling i<
the door. A burly teamster #looc
there, and by his side Miss Herry and
Heasle; what could It mean?

“Hetty, you are coming home witl
Hessie and me. Tell us what furnitur
to tuke, nnd let this man get 1L sal
Miss Berry; und she drew the dumb
tounded woman aside and in & fes
words expinined matiers

Almost  dozed. Migs Elizabeth sani
m the old lounge, while Miss Berry
went from room 1o reom selecting the
articles necded. Then Bess=le brough
ihe bonnet and shawl that lay read)
‘or tomotrTow's Journey, and fogethe:
she and Miss Berry led her Lo Lur new
nome,

Could It be possible that the poor
house wias & thing of the pust? She
must be dreaming. By tomortow, sure
¥, €he would wake up to the awful
reality.

But it was no dream, and the next
mornign  Miss Ellzabeth awoke with
the feeling that an awful catastrophe
had been averted and the sword which
had been hanging over her head for s
long had been prevented from falling
by the kind iptervention of her aold-
time friend,

As Bessle had anticlpated, the com-
ing of ancther into the Jittle home
circle meant more self-denial for her-
aelf. New frucks and hats were out
of the question; but she ripped and
sponged and remade her winter dress,
and her nimble fingers and good taste
soon brought out of the ruins of last
season’'s wardrobe a brand new out-
fit in which she looked as pretly as a
pink.

An for the two old friends, they fair-
ly worshiped the girl who was the
joy ns well as the sunlight of their
home, So this happy family dwelt to-
gether In peace and harmony, inde-
jendent of outsiders, untll an event
hnp{-tned which broke up the home
clrele.

One day a stranger strode Into the
town father's office and asked In a
volce that commanded Instenl atien-
tion:

“Where Is Mies Ellzabeth Pyser?"”’
The clerk answered that she had
become somewhat reduced in clrocum-
stances, and had applied to the town
for aid: and so—and so—

“And you sent her to the poorhouse!
Waus there no one in this God-forsaken
hole to pay her back a llttle of the
kindness she hud always shown oth-
eru?"”

“Yen,” the young man sald, "Miss
Berry taok her in.*  And he told the
siranger where to find her.

It was Miss KElizabeth's turn to be
slectrified when a prosperous looking
man soon presented himself at Miss
Berry's house and Inquired If his Aunt
Beea llved there,

“] am Elizabeth Pyser, slr,”” she an-
swered In resoonse (o his Inquiries,
“Why, auntie, don't you remember
Johnnie?' he exclaimed.

Miss Ellzabeth had grown very
white, and slipped Into & lifeless heap
on the floor; but joy never kills, and
when she recovered it was realized
that her troubles were over, for John-
nie was well-to-do and able to take
care of her for the remalnder of her
days.

The old house was bought back and
refurnished, anu Johnnle and his aunt
soon eettled  Into the old life.  Bhe
petted him to her heart's content, and
he alternately fondled and teased her,
Just as he had done years before when
he wore pinafors. and she had sent
him (o bed without any supper, and
then carried him up sandwiches for
feir he might be hungry.

And  Bessle Bérry also returned to
the old routine, and wius as busy and
cheerful a% ever though her aunt
thought she seemed ruther quieter
than of yore, particularly when John
Pyser cime to see them, as he did
more frequently at time rolled on.
vAunt Bess said John one day, in
rather a shamefaced manner, “‘don’t
you think you ghould have some young
person in the house to do the work T’
“Oh, Johnnie!" cri¢d the little woman
in fear and trembling.
you? 1 know I am getting old, but 1
thought ¥you was uged (o my ways
and we ecould get along. 1 don't want
a girl botherin' ‘round.

“0Of course I'll do anything to make
you happler, Johnnie, though I don’t
see how a servant can make home any
pleasanter for you. As for me, 1 should
just rust out and dle if I dldn't have
something to do.”

The dear old lady was almost in
lears.

“Auntle, It Isn't exactly s servant I
want: itU's—in fact—"

Johnnle really couldn't say the
worda; he hardly dared think them as
yet; but he crossed the room to Aunt
Beas and whispered In her ear,

+Oh, John!* she cried delightedly,
“how stupld of me! IU's just the thing!
and I never thought of it before!”

Miss KEllzabeth was in & flulter of

pleasure. She urged her néephew ta
go at once on his errund.
“I')l it up till you come home

Won't It be like & story |f Bessle by~
somens your wife?"

“Perhaps she won't have me, Aunt
Bess '

vpyhaw! Go ulong! What's worth
naving 18 worth asking for. Have
you? Of course she willl Bhe's sensi-
ble, Bessie is

And Misx Flizabeth looked with
pride on the stalwart young man, who,
although he was not handsome, had
an honest manly face that a woman
could trust.

Aunt Bess was right., And now the
two familles are one, and the old
malds ¥ie with ¢ach other In petting
and spolling their grown-up children,
who In return for the kindness shown
them in their youth, make their lives
one long happy dream,—Mussachusetts
Ploughman.

LAUGHING MATTERS,

Detrait Journal: “Are you famliliar
with the music?’ “Tolerably. 1 know
most of the places whera & person
should stop breathing.”

Indianapolis Journal: "They say mu-
ele will cure the blues” "Thal's so;
when I hear some kinds of music I
quit feeling sad and get mad."

Chicago Record: “Julla, you oughi
to see the doctor about that cough.”
“8o near Christmas as this? No, In-
desd !

Chicago Times-Herald:""The man who

to get something for nothing.”

d the morslist, “Ils bound to be dis-
appointed.” “Oh, I dunno,” sald Tired
Treadwell. “l ain't pan-handlin’ fer
me heait' merely.”

Cleveland Plaln Dealer: “S8ome phil-
omopher aays that real worth requirer
no interpreter.” “Well, that's right; Il
doesn't—if It wanls to sit around un-
notlced while the fellow with & prem
agent s getting there,”

Judge: “Isn’'t It od dthat whenevem
Mr. Dinsmore makes o present it al.
ways consista of glovea?' sald Mim
Qoldthorpe. “He wants his presents i«
be always on hand,” replied Miss Wii-
Lerlorce.

Indianspolia Journal: “I can't under.
stand th women enjoy seeing font
ball.” “I'll tell you; it Is because they
the men look as if they had beer
cleaning house.”

I

“Don’t 1 please |
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London churches ralsed over §,
on "soldiers’ Sunday” for the benefif
British soldiers’ familiea,

I, A. M. Strung, president of Roe
chester Theologleal seminary, &=
nounces that John D. Hockefeier hag
Just made a conditional pledge »f §160-
B0 to that institution,

In 1853 out of every 1,000 :iarringes
in England and Wales, fifty-one wers
performed by Homan Cathelie priesta
In 137 the number had decreased (@
forty-one in svery 1,000,

Bishop Tugwell of the Church of
England |s about to g0 as a misslonary
to Hauvssaland, Africa, a country of
15,000,000 Inhabltants that has neves
been effectually touched by [English
missionaries.

The decision of the archbishops of
England In requesting compiiance with
their decision In the ritualistic cases
has induced nearly all the vicars—some
200 In number—to yleld obedience by
giving up Incense and processi
lighta

The young men of Dr. Meredith's
¢hurch In Brooklyn have decided te
meet just before Bunday evening serv-
lee and discuss the morning sermof.
Nothing. It is sald, so pleanes the wide-
awake clergyman as to know that his
sermons are being discussed.

Rev. Dr. Edward McGlynn Is lying s
a state of great weakneas at Newburg,
having been prostrated by two slarme
ing attacks of heart failure within
twenty-four hours. It Is thought he
may, after a period of rest, get around
again and live a year or two without
another attack.

The Raplista of Brookiyn are going
to bulld a $150.000 church, which will

Roligious Noles.

have a roof garden where services may '

be held during the summer evenings
There will be four eleviators to carry¥
people up and down. The pastor, Rev.
A. C. Dixon, says no drinks of any
kind will be sold.

Twa trolley car motormen of Bosts®
have been suspended from the congre-
gatlon of the Broadway tnbernacie
church of that eity for running their
cats on Sunday. When the young men
got their jobs they were warned by
thelr pastor not to work on Sunday.,
They applied for that day off and werd
refuEsd. Both men have familiss.

THe late Erastus Lathrop of West-
ficld, Mass., left his entirs eatinle,
amounting to about $12.000, to Dwight
1. Moody of Northfield, “for the promo-
tion of Chrigtlan principles, for the up-
bullding of the causs of Christ, trust-
ing to his care, Adelity and good judg~
ment to place the wame where IL will
do the most good."

France 1% anid to be the most im-
portant as well as the most promising
Protostant missfon field, Congregntions
of 200 members, not one of whom was
brought up in the evangelical faith,
and Sunday sohoole of fifty children,
who o year ago had never heard of the
bible, fare & COMMON OCCUrTANCe. No
movement of such proportions has besn
witnessed since the time of the refir-
mation,

fome time ago It was announced the
sirdar was to allow missionaries to mele
tie in Khartoum in Beptember. and no-
cordingly the English Church Misnion~
ary society made complete ATTARKES-
ments for taking advantage of the per-
miselon, Bince then, however,
Kitchener has changed his mind, and
will allow only the establishment of &
depot of operation, with a view to
fetlve work among the heathen in the
snuthern Sotidan. The waorkers of the
pociety are greatly disappointed,

they say a medical mission hns n1waa
he

been found acceptable, even among U
Moslams. Traders are freely admitted
to the city and missionaries are BaXs
fously awalting thelr turn.

el

The Old Timers.

Parereae T & = R R R R RS

Adolph von Pichler, the Tyrolese paet
hias just celebrated his eightieth birth-
day. He |s hard at work upon & cem-
plete edition of his writings.

1saac Wardwell and his twin sister,
Mra, W. C. Hoyl, of Btamford, Conn.,
celebrated the eighty-fourth annivers
gary of their birth at Mrs. Hoyts resi-
dence December 10. They are of the
sixth generation of the family whe
have lived in Stamford. Mr. Wardwell
has lived practically all the time Im
Btamford.

in the matter of continuous service
as an editor, Perhaps A. E. Burr of the
Hartford (Conn.) Times Is the oidesi
in the counliy. Mr. Burr purchased

| an Interest in the Weekly Times sixty-

.l

one years ago January I next and turn-

| ad It into a daily two years later. Since

his first connection with the paper he
has had editorial control and s still
in active mervice, bearing well his
84 years.

Dr. Charles F. H. Willoghs of Deyles-
town, 0., who is the oldest practicing
physiclian In the Buckeye state, cale-
brated his ninety-sixth hirthday recent-
Iy and Is still ‘=0 well preserved that he
has good reason to hope for the com-
pletion of a century. Very few of the
male members of his family have died
before reaching the age of 90 and his
grandfather lived until he was 100,

Ambrose Hanchett of Maryville, N,
Y. celebrnted the 100th anniversary of
his birth November 25, Mr. Hanchett
was born In Worthington, Masa, oR
November 26, 1759, coming to the then
thinly mettled Chaotauqua county early
in this century. He has lived for nears
ly ninety years within two miles of
Maryville. He has always been hale
and hearty, sleeps well nnd eats hearts
'y of anything for which he cares.

Coleb DBaldwin of Newark took sn
actlve part in the celgbratiom of his
100th birthday at the home of his
dnughter, Mra. Caleb Nagles, at 43 Or-
chard street, November 29, A number
of the visitors were surprised by him
opening the front door to admit them
when they rang. When one visltor ask-
e¢d him how he felt, he sald, with &
smile: "Oh, pretty well for & young fel-
tow!" A large proportion of his visitors
were aged men, many belng over B8
and two or three over 80, It was feared
that the excitement and exertion might
have a bad effect upon him, but he was
apparently as chipper at nightfall as
he was In the morning, and this in
spite of the fact that he did not llm
wis customary punch at noon. He
e had been too bumy to think of it

Indianapolis News: In Loganapet
‘here seems (0 be & rivalry among { &
preachers to kitract large congrefa-
tions, and It is sald that they have
wdopted means to this end, among them
the selection of a series of "catching”
topien.’”” In this way one clergymas
hos announced a sermon “for men
only.” He will then have a service
“for women only.” The obvious resems
blance of this kind of notice to things
of lems sweelness and light need only
be alluded to. With full credit for
purity of purpose that animates
preachers In using this kind of
nouncement to attract popular &
tion, we cannot help but feel that
Is something of the kind of seal In
that eats one up. We can
agine the Master doing se

g

hardly tms

3




