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DON'T WEAR MOURNING.:

dreas and customes,

of well-dressed women,

castume,
fall upon the children of a family when a visitor enme,
wearing the dress of a widow, such as fashlon prescribed

until a very sbort time ago?

in deep amMiction.

it
ing short {8 humane and Christian
an event as birth,

the loss, for a tlme, of one we love?

FATHER'S LOVE IS GREAT AS THAT OF MOTHER.
By Delia Austrian.

As n general thing, when a novellst wishes
to show the Joy of home life and the sacrillces
mnde by devoted parents, he paints the ple-
ture of a devoted, happy mother, overlooking
the fact that fathers play an lmportant part
in the making of a home and the happiness
However devoted a man

found there.
be to his business affalrs,

lles.

Many women are so tired when their homes are put
in erder and the rest of the work done that they are
anxious te seek their recreation out of the home; but it
does not matter bow hard some men work they feel
that the best way to refresh themselves Is by playing
They would not exchauge thelr
dally romps, runs and outdonr sports for all the trips

with thelr children.

ahroad,
We often hear of women getling so

families when they go on visits that they do not try to

&
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THE RETURN.

the old

He sought
feet—
The scenes he had known ns a boy ;
“Oh, for a draought of those fountalns
sweel,
And a taste of that vanished joy."

scencs  with cager

He ronmed the fields, he mused by the
streams,
Ile threaded the paths and Innes;
On the hills he sought his youthful
drenms,
In the woods to forget his pains,

Oh, sid, sad hills: oh, cold, cold hearth!
In sorrow he learned thy truth-
One may go back to the place of his
blrth—
He cannnt go back to his youth.
—John Burroughs.
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Not an Expert Lover
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i HE gas was blazing In the chan-
i! deller In the most wasteful and
extravagant manner. That was
because the young mau of sedate de-
meanor had not had the nerve to turn
1t down. He was unaccustomed fto
that sort of thing; In fact, It was by
the merest accldent thoat he had ar-
rived at the point of declaring him-
self. Even then It was In a sort of
impressionlstic faghlon,

The young woman under the eclreum-
jstances wanted to be assured of cer-
jtaln things in precise terms. It 18 not
enough to have a mild gaze of affec-
tion directed at once through a palr of

ld-rimmed spectacies while one Is
asked !f one could care enough for
mnother one sufficlently to intrust one's
guture to him. When the answer to
that question happens to be con-
',stnu.-llwly favorable, something more
fis to be expected, IIaving one's hand

ld really doesn't count for unything
] n particalar,

| “Are you qulte sure that you—yon
jlove me?" she asked.

“I'm quite positive,” replied the
lyoung man, “T dou't see what else it
[can be."

“YWhat else what ean be?”

+ “The way I feel toward you. [ don't
think 1 ever felt quite the same toward
any other young lady of my acqualut-
ance.”

“Are ygu quite sure?”

“I think so. Not that I can remem-
ber, at least.”

“What makes you love me, do you
think ¥

“I ecouldn't say."

“Do 1 seem different to any of the
other young ladies you are acquainted
with¥"

“Er—well, yes, In a way.”

“What way?”

“Well, you are different. 1 don't
think that any fwo persons are exact Iy
the same, do yon? Of course, in some
respeets you are Hke other people, but
in other respocts of course you nren't.”

“well, you didnt fall In love with me
for my beanty—"

“No, 1 don't think that would be a
very senslble sort of thing to do.”

“Becanse | know I'm not beantiful”

“Perhaps not beautiful, exactly, But
there nre other qualities besides mere
beauty to admire. [I've heard that
beautiful girls ure apt to be gelfish and
exacting. They nre used to attracting
attention from the opposite sex and It
spoils them: no, I'm glad that yon are
mo! besutiful ™

The giri gigeled pervously., “[How

By Ada C. Sweel.

One of the almost unnotlced blessings of
our time Ig the modification of mourning
In late yoars there has
been a great improvement in this respect, the
hideous and unsanitary crepe vell having en-
tirely dlsappearsd, at least from the costuines

All Impresionable people nre depressed Ly
the sight of the unrelieved, or mourning black
Who cannot remember the cloud that used to

Many men detest the slght
of mourning dress, and I have heard more than one say
that he would not bave a woman in mourning garb em-
ployed In his effice. To be eontinually reminded of death,
grief and angulsh 18 acceptable to no one.
the aMicted afllict every one who sees them?
dress, one such ne 0 womnn who Is nol engrossed In
thoughts of dress might naturally wear, is sultable for one
But this garb should not be depress-
ing In Its influenge, on the wenrer, or upon whoever sees
The French custom of making the period of mourn-
Death I8 ns natural
1t I8 inevitable, unid therefore must
not be looked upon with dread, nor be made more sad
and full of awe than It has been made by nature,
Moreover, most of us belleve that when death comes it
is enly to open the door to a new life, one of growth
aund development beyond the possibilities of this world,
Why, then, should we cover ourselves with black, sad-
deming nll who see us, simply becnuse we are sad over

change those Irksome duties for the pleasures
gained with his ehlldfen. Even rulers and the heads of
governments find their truest recreation with their fam-

finish their stay.

what some men gu
it holiday.
tions much oftener
that they ecannot

blnes. When the
themselves that It
go nlong. At least
at home and keep
with no better res
1t generally Ia o
with her children
a father finds It
of his children.
husband to make 1

Why should

A pliin ehildren to act 1K

In their business a
lenlent with their

ure In thelr compa

father for favors
woitld not share w

KNIFELESS SUR
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funny !" she remarked. “And are you
Zlad that 1 don’t attract the attention
of the opposite sex?" she asked.

“Yer, Indeed,” replled the young man.

The young woman released her hand
from the somewhat feeble clasp that
had held It.  “It's strange that [ ever

attracted  your attentlon, don't yon
think*" she asked, sweetly, Then, In n
glightly Irrlinted tone, *I wish yon

wouldn't sit qoite so close tp me.”
The young man Inereased the space

already between them by about two

feet und looked still more nncomfort-

able, I beg your parcdon,” he sald,
earnestly.
The young woman smiled, “Yon

don't ansawer my question,” she snid,
“Since T am such #n extremely unnt-
tractive sort of person how has it hap
pened thiat you bave fallen so desper-
ntely and passionately in love with
me ¥

“Exense me,"” sald the
*I didn't say that at al,”

“That you were desperately—madly
—hopelessly In love with me? Oh |
beg your pardon., [ must have misun-
derstood you. . It has been a begutiful
day, has It not?"

The young man looked genulnely dis-
tressed, “You misunderstand me so,”
he complained. “You take me up so
gquickly that I don't know He
pansed and, pulling his handkerchief
fromy his pocket, wiped his face. The
girl leaned back on the cushlons at the

YOung mamn.

“oH, COME AND SIT DOWN,"

extreme emd of the lounge and watehed
him maliciously.

“l—er—I meant to say that—1 lhad
no Intention of saying that you were
unattractive,” he explalned. *It would
be uniroe to say that. [ think that
yon are very attractive”

“This Is encouraging,” murmured the
young woman, I shall be gquite vain
presently. I am nfrald you are Just
trying to flatter me.”

“No, indeed,” protested the young
man, *I bope I aw Incapable of that.
lelieve me.™

“1 belleve
woman, with

I do," sald the
rentle surensm.

Young

“Thank you,” he sald, gratefally. *1
have always tried to be sincere in what
I sny. [ want to make myself as clear
as poesible, but 1 find It diffienlt. 1
meant to convey something altogether
different from what you seemn to lmag

ine, Thera are very few girls wha
could jJustly lay clalm to your lgvell
ness, in——"

"My what!™ exclaimed the young

woman with an air of Amazement.

The young man blushed. “I said your
loveliness. Perbaps that may seem o
romantle sort of word and 1 might
have sald ‘prettiness’ or that very fow

were ns good-looking. Still, 1 don't
think I am exaggerating when 1 say
‘lovellness." ™

“Bat this lsn't at all whae you told
me a few minutes ago. Don't you know
you sald 1 was——"

“pardon me. § sald that I was glad
that yvou did not atiract the attention
of thoe opposite sex—or, rather, 1 as
sented to the gemestion that you pat In
that form and you havdly gave me

plain, “Let them huve a good time.

of saving lie,

operation

or a bottle of

canse he has falled to obtain relief from
methods or beeguse there exists an urgent demand to

lay nside the knife and make use of this agent.

But this s mild In comparison with
Mor when they send their famliies on

Men would send thelr families off on vaca-

than they do were It not for the fack
endure ths thought of belng slone.

They sit on the doorstep and smoke the first night, go
to their clubs in search of friends the second, and the
night followlng stay at home with a ecase of gennine

visit is over they take an oath to
never shall be repeated unless they
If the children go the wife must stay
them company, but they try this plan
ult

yneeded that a mother s more patient
than s a father. This is true, but
narder to correct the shortcomings
HMow often we hear a wile tell her
s boy or girl behave, and he will ex-
You can't expect
o grownups” Men who are exacting
nd relations to other people often are
children, Fathers are as proud of

thelr girls ns of their boys, and they take as much pleas

pionship. A girl often will go to her
and confide secrets to him that she
ith her mother,

GERY NEW ERA [N HEALING.
By Guastavas M, Blech,

The battle ery of the hnmane surgeon is, Do

u! The surgeon's kuife, which has
a blessing to sulering humanity, amd
n nmnj' Instances 18 the only means
Is not without danger and
While it must he adinitted that modd-

ern methods of oparating enable a well tralned

to undertake bold operations without
to fear serlons Injury to the patlent
itself, the fact remains that the
of the outeome, Is In Hself an unde-
agent. Mow patients consent as read.
ay they do to take a bath, dn electrie
medicine.  In the mnjority
atient submits to the knife elther be-
less risky

The Roentgen or so-called Xeray s the first discovery
has proved

usefnl in certain forms of eancer
ma) and the surgeons were glad to
Now a
matory dlseases are treated success-

fully without operation, the surgeona relying on physio-

Professor August Bier of Bonn, Ger-
that if we succeed in introducing the

right kiud of blood by purely mechanical means into a
digensed organ, many Iinfections and inflammatory dis-
enseg will get well without the knife.
This ouly Is the beginning of the era of knifeless sur-

And they do!

not yet,

time to modify it, When T sald that 1
wns gind that yon were not beauntiful
I meant beauty In the altogether pers
fect and unusunl sense of the word,
not to lmply that you were possessed]
of no personal charms, That would be
altogether absurd. I am very short.
sighted, as yom know, but I nm nol
altogether bllnd."

“Oon1

“1 meant to say that young ladies
who are in the sense beautiful are s
continually remilnded of It—from In-
fancy, 1 might say—so habltuated to
the admiration that beauty exeltes, that
they become entirely  self-centered.
They demand absolute deference on the
part of others to every caprice and are
quite Inconslderate of the feelings or
the comfort of those about them. They
are not exactly to blame for it I
shonld not be inclined to judge them
too harshly."

“Denr me!™ sald the girl,

“But, afier all.,” pursued the sedats
voung man, “admiration of tha. sort ls
n very superficial and evanesceat thing,
It seldom stands the test of continnal
assaclation. 1t is nothing, for Instance,
to the feellng that I bave for you, he-
cnuse it is based on somoething com-
paratively worthless."

The girl did uot look quite 8o mn-
liclous as before. “Then you do think
I am passably goond-lonking?* she sald.

“More than that, to be exaet,” re-
plled the young man.

“And not altogether unatiractive to
the other sex?”

"If you were T shonld have heen
spared quite n great denl of anxiety.”

“DBut you are not wadly and desper-
ately In love with me?”

“Not ‘mndly" or ‘desperately.’
do love you."

But 1

“I'm sorry,” sald the girl, “beeans=e
[ am afraid that T ean never marry
you., I know 1 =nid I thought that I
might, bot T had not econsidered suf-
ficlently.”

The young man guasped. “Why, |
thought—yon sald— Why do you
think that? Grace, If yon reject me

1 shall be most unhappy. I shall be
mnd apd desperate, I'm afrald. Grace !
dle rose In greal agltatlon and began
to pace the floor. The girl laughed
aund be turned sharply upon her, his
spectacles absolutely flashing,

“Oh, como and sit down!” sald the
young woman, “George, you're an
awful stapld and I'm golng to have
a great deal to put up with, bot——
Come over here and sit down !"—Chi-
eago Dally News.

The Mean Thing!

Pralse from a husband's llps is a)-
ways pleasant to the wife; but the
pralse may be (oo diseriminating to
st her.

“1 thought It was nlee of you to tel)

that earpenter, who sevined to think
woiuen koow nothing, that I eould
‘hammer nsils like lightning.'" sald

Mrs, Morse to her hosband, “Baot I'm
nfrald, dear, you are not an anprejo
diced Judge. 1 really don't think I'ms
such a very good hammerer*

“Oh, he knew what 1 meant,” sald
Mr. Morse, cheerfully. *“You kunow
lightning never strikes twiee In the

same place, they say."™

Not an Armiess Venus.
“Ah! Miss Strong yonre a regular
Venus,"” sald Jack Nervy as he attempt-
ed to kiss her,

“Thut's what” =he replled as sbe
gave him a righlarm Jolt on the nose
and followed L1 up with a left-arm
swing te the fa wt, unfurtunntely,
I'm no Venus wi Mil Pulladelphin
FPress.

“. | | 1k ﬁim .—‘In m

wRousten Post,

FAR AWAY.

The old home, the old bome, the home #o far nway,
The pumpking In the cellar and the apples in the bin
The paths woe nked to wander In, the ganmes we uked to play,
The londs of sinelly clover that the horses trondiod in;
The croek beyond the orchard, the meadow path and wall,
Bhe felds of nodding dalsies, the flelds a thonsand eyed,
The memory of yesterdays, the Lirds thet nsed to eall,
And then another momory —the Titile girl who dimd,

Oh, blue eyes; oh, true eyes; oly, mald of long ago,
I was just n little fellow, but | lovedd, T loved yon (rue;
1¢ was just n schoolbay fancy, anyone would tell me se,

But I se2 you, see you smiling just the war you used to do;
And I'm walking, walking with you half-abashed and scared and giad
Down the dusty, twisty highway to the ltlle country school,

And the old eat birds are mocking in their saber colara olad,
And the maple trees are bending to thelr shadows in the pool.

Oh, wee girl; oh, sweel girl; oh, girl of long agn,

The years bulwoen are many, years of gladnsss, yoars of rue,
T war Just a little fellow, but 1 loved you, loved you se,

I ean see your red lips smiling juxt the way they used to do}
M eheckersd gingbam aprons and In sturchy pinafore—

Who hasn't got a sweetheart down the ways of long ago,
Seme one be brought red apples (o ka dear ol days of yore,

Some one fo dreain of sometimes, amd to say :  “1 loved hor s0.™

A BIT OF DIPLOMACY.
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UTH WING generally
R Lenox falrly bearable.

It was bullt on the regulation
Rnes of a soail Middle West town, wide,
lonesome looking stroets, n few stores
set around indiseriminately, n hinddle
of houses, then an expanse of vacant
lots, constant Hustrators of the West
orn thrift which leaves room for o
boom, even f thereby, In a manner, it
hax to tnek down it cont taills and sit
on s feet,

Here and there a big gabled, portl
eoed housefreared itself from among it
humbler nelghbors, with something the
¢ffect of a store tooth Inserted among
natnre's stubs in an anelent mouth, !

When it was green, or when It was
white, It wasn't g0 bad; but that even-
g, as Ruth stood on the wooden plat-
form In front af the store and looked
at the prospect, she made wup her mind
it was unspenkable; the "genernl mer-
chandise” slgn above her occnslonally
flirted extrn dropa of water down her
neck as she struggled with her um-
brella. Behind ber she knew every

thought

fhread in the patterns of the ginghams
and wool goods In the right hand win-
dow, while the cut plug tobaceo, dried

“1 HAHDLY THINK I DESERVE 11"

herring, box of oranges and peck of
onlons in the other window were equil-
ly famlliar.

The snow had melted off, leaving the
winler’'s accumulation of debris seat-
tered over the binck, puddly surface of
the enrth, There was a depressing driz-
gle, through which the Jagged outil
of the houses loomed blackly against
the muorky sky.

Ruth stepped gingerly down on to
the sloppy sidewalk, her skirts held
high, and her stralght Hitle pose thited
quite out of its erdinary angle. In
spite of 1t all, though, her brown eyes
gparkled, and there was a hint of n
swile on her pretty, tirm lips,  Bhe
wilked as rapidly as she could under
the clrenmstanoes the muddy

town

streets, and with a sigh of relief ellcked
the gote shut bebind her.

The low-browed llttle house beyond
the gate looked as sullen d4s any of
theni, but the light flashed up just then,
and her mothier opened the door.
her heart ! sho =mald,
in a gentle, solleltous voice, “if she jsn't
Just completely mired down,  Here's
your slippers wrapper an' every-
thing to get right Into.”
| Ituth =lpped ouwt her  muddy
clothes and nto the soft, clean wrapper,
withh n Hitle gurgle of satisfaction,
| “Ob,” she exclonlmed, "how good and

respectable 1 feel”

Mrs., Wing pll'riu':l up the disearded
henp.

“Ilow dreadfully they do smel] of to
| paero smake, Ruthle
with a8 much of a
volee was enpable of

“1 expect wo” Ruth answersd, with
e Dttde lagh: 1 belleve balf the farm
ers In the county In and
around the stove visit The sinoke
wias so thick you couldn't
tell who they were ) nod | conldu’t even

“less dear

0l

dear!™ sbhe sakl,

wniff as her mild

Cinnme
1DE.

pOotnetimes,

LHL

stay uwp at my end of the store. Jim
| has the grippe and wasn't there thalay,
Jlﬂll I had to RO ave ind IL-'fll on the
grocery slde, There wasn't o very big

dry goods trade, anywuy ; two spools of

thrend and some dress Hnings O,
yes, Mr. Peters got a oalleo dress for
his wife"

“Was It pretty, Ruth?™ Mrs, Wing

asked anxlonsly,

“Well, 1 shauld say. Do you remem
ber that old purplish plece we have
bud so long? e took that becnuse Mr,
Bpencer suld 1 could let bim have It
balf a cent cheaper on the yard"

Ch, dear!”™ Mm Wing
sorrowfully.
bhave something pretly once.
peed 1L
keep so bright.”

murmgred
“1 was 8o In hopes she'd
Cowme,
dearie, supper's ready, and 1 know yon
1 just don't see how yYou caun

andd It was conslderably later, almost at
the end of the cream toast and CRRs,
before she made a litle announcement,
“I had a letter from Mr. Willard to-
day, mother. He is coming down on the
8 o'clock train ta-night.”

Mrs, Wing's mild, sweoat face begnn
o look tronbled,

“I don't mean to interfore, Ruthle,
dear, but 1 am dreadfully areald he s
Rolng te ask you to marry him, Ile's
bewn coming protty nenrly every week
lntely.”

“Well, mother, If he did, would you
mind, Can't you like him?* ‘Chere was
a note of declded anxiety In Ruth's in-
terpogations,

“Why, yes, [ like him, [ guess he's
real nlee, a8 men go, but I wouldn't, oh,
denr, no! Ruth, I wouldn't want you
to marry him."

“But why, mother?

“Huven't Just you and I got nlong
together for twenty years, no trouble
to speak of, or anything?™ Mrs. Wing's
volee was quite plteous. “If a man
comes In, you just can't tell how things
are going to go. Anything is lable to
happen. [ know clerking In the store 1s
hard, trying work, but It lsn't a clrcum-
stanee to what some married women
huve to put up with"

“Mother, dear, you married."”

1_‘.'““' Wing's flugers twisted nervous-
“It was such a little while, though,
Ruthle, and so long ago, that I dou't
vightly conslder by experience | know
anything about it. Ouly a year and
a-balf; but 1 have seen so much sinee,
Dou't talk sbout i, dear; 1 Just can't
think of i, even."

Iuth sat and thought with a trou-
bled  face, This tender, timid lttle
mother had been her charge ever since
her sturdy baubyhood. It was so sel-
dom she evep expressed a wish, or ol
Jected to anything, and now, to object
to this, the one great light that bod
cote Inte her barren, monotonous pgirl
howd! He had asked ber 10 that lettor
to warry blo, aond to-night he was cow-
iug for his answer,

Looking at It just from a worldly
stundpotnt, bow it wounld life them from
thelr pinchiog Hfe!

Every one knew Arthur Willard, and
how he bad prospered from the time he
first came to Lenox, a4 beardless, open-
faced boy, soliciting his Arst orders for
Bellnst & Mayhew, paper manufactur-
ors, untll now he waus head sonlesman or
the firm.

Bhe did not espocinlly love elerking
in the general merchandise store
sSpencer & Spencer; but the codflsh and
enlleo had been glorified a good muny
times, when the blg yellow grip, mark-
o A, W. on the ends, entered the store
door,

Bhe knew very well what her answer
would be; It had sung ltself In her
bewrt nll day; but if her mother ob-
Jected so much, that settled Iit, for the
tline, duyway.

When she told Arthur that night, she
wus Indiscreet enough to give her opln-
lon first,

“My dear little girl” he sald, with
generous, muscullng superiority, “she
will get over that and enjoy the clty ln-
mensely s possibly your servint, too,
Mistress Ituth, when she knows how
nlee 1 am. Lot me talk with ber"

The emobarrmssed, nervous ltle Indy
In the next room certalnly did not seem
very formidable; but she did look so
appenling that he sald, very gently and
quite deprecatingly

“You must have known my feelings
townrd Ruth for some time, Mrs, Wing
1 hope you are willlng that [ should
mnrery  ber

“NOST M, Wing answered desper
ately, “1 am not willing. How dare 1

grioss wo oan,” Mra, Wing resp
trifie faintly. Her sudden tri

umph
rather dazing, even If it did Al ber
with delight.

Although Lenox was so near the city,
It had been yenrs since Mry, Wing was
thero; and she began to feel n good
deal of surreptitions pleasures in the
idea of the trip. Az a friend, Mr., Wi
lard was entirely acceptable. For the
other part, Ruth's silence helped settle
the small prickings of her conaclence,

forgotten thelr own love sffairs, she
had wery little falth In that sort of |
thing, auywnay, and an overweening
fear of the terrible risk In marriage; a |
risk, in her mind, much greater than its
possible benefits,

Enster was Inte that year and the
spring rather advanced, so that the
short ride to the city was a pageant
of young, vivid green. The country
broke Into smooth, rolling little hills;
through them they caught frequent
glimpses of fanciful country homes and
substantlal brick farm bouses, The
pretty toy stations had all been freshly
painted, and a general alr of smiling
freslinesas pervaded everything.

Onee Mrs, Wing made a remark. She
turned an Instant from the window to
Ruth:

“I dlidn’t know things could be so
pretty so near to Lenos,” she sald ; then
turned eagerly agaln to ber contempla.
tions,

Mr. Willard took them to one of the
great hotels of the clty. Thelr room
was reaplendent In all the Inxuaries of
soft carpeting, glistening breass  bed. |
stend, Turkish couch and cusy chalrs; '
opening from It was the tiled bathroom,
with all its marble and poreelaln appur-
tenanees,

Mrs. Wing viewed It with a braming
faece,

“Ruth,” she said, “I am golng to take
a bath. 1 have sort of feit all my life
as If I'd had to bathe In a soap dish
1I'd ke to stretch ont onee."

Later, when she emerged, molst and
rosy, her soft gray balr in damp little
curls on her forelead, she sank down
in an easy chalr with a deep sigh of
satisfaction,

“Well, dear, for once In my life ¥ fee
as it 1 bad been In the lap of luxury,”
she remarked gently.

In the great dinlng room that night

the pollshed floor reflected back the
myriads of colored electric lights, Gor-
geous panels of the seasons emblazoned
the side walls. An army of walters In
full dress moved nolselessly among the
glittering tables,

Mrs. Wing studied her dainty menu
with pleased apprecintion,

“Of course, 1 shouldn’t like this sort
of thing all the while, but It's real stir-
ring,” she whisperad to Ruth,

Sunday evening after dinner, they
wandered through the long serles of
artistle reception rooms,

In the Moorish room, In the shadow
of o great group of palms, stood a divan
piled high with cushlons, The room
was empty and the lights dim,

“1 think 1 will sit here awhlle; you
two may go on, If you want to,” she
<nld.

Somewhere o the distanee she could
hiear falntly a plano and a volee sing-
ing. She cloged her eyes and leaned
back against the cushions in drecmy
content. She could see agaln the great,
dita chureh fragrant with Howers, and
hear the Joyful waves of Easter musie.
It had echoed In her soul all day, Then
the park that afterpoon, o all s
vaung green benuty and fresliness ! She
knew Just how It would look o June,
when the fountains played and the
flowers  hloomed.

Her heart had always gone out witn
greant longings to the tame, monoto-
ous, commonplace nature she knew, but
this, this satisfled her. Other things
peemed diferent, too; she remembered
Ler loug-dend girlhood's bhusband, and
the look In his eyes; she had seen the
same expression on Arthur Willard's
fuce a dozen times when he looked at
Ituth, aud Ruth, how bright and bhappy
ghe was! Maybe there wasn't so much
danger, mnybe.

She heard a slight movement and
opencd ber eyes.  Mr. Willard stood by
her. How very strong and self-aaser-
tive he looked !

“Gotting lonesome?” be questloned.

“Lonesome ' she echond.

He sat down beslde her and began to
tnlk. Bhe could see [Ruth through one
of the archways, sitting with o maga-
zlne In ber hand.

She began to sdge off ; she knew of
nothing sho was partlealarly anxious
to shy. How well he talked, though!
Bhe began to grow Interested in spite
of her distress, After a while a 8l
lence fell betwoen them,

“Mrs, Wing." he sald abruptly.

She Jumped pervously, then walted.

“Do you reslly think it would be
such g dreadral thing for Ruth to mar-
ry me?

Mrs. Wing's face was both perplexed
and auxious. Why should they keep
thrasting this thing on her for decis-
fon?

“I suppose 1 am a selfish, fearful old
body,” she sald finally. “Maybe yon
will do better by Ruth than I enn, |
can't do anything but just be good to
her. You ean give her o great many

e willlng? 1 don't know how It s go.
2 to turn ont. Anybody s wicked to
e willlng to have a daughter marry,”
“Why, Mrs. Wing!" the young man
answered, rather tnken aback. “A great
people hinve been willing, It Is
nntural that people should marry.”
Mrs, Wing was not arguing the ab
gtrnet gquestlon, so she lgnored the last

muny

reinik,

“1 um very sorry,” she sald, tremu
lonsly, “bot T know I amn dolng it for
I wish you wounld Just let
for quite n while, anyway,” This
Inst relenting in response to the distress
In Ruth's face,

Ruth's good,

it go

The sllence that followed seemed to
Ruth and Mrs. Wing Interminable.

Yen Mre, Wllard spoke slowly @

“I am both grieved and surprised
Mra, Wing, 1 hardly think 1 deserve
it, Btill, feeling as yon do, and know.
Ing Ruth as 1 do, there Is nothing to do,
1 suppose, but obey yon. 1 would llke
to usk Just one favor of you, though,
and that Is, that you and Huth will
spend Easter In the clty with me. |
planned that little reer-ation for us all,
quite a while ago. Think of me us n
friend, If you will, and grant me that

Ruth blushed rather self-consclously,

miuch'

beautiful things to enjoy, and they are
beautiful; when an  body hos  Just
sturved for them all thelr lives, they
kunow how  beautiful, They won't
amount to snything, though, you
nren't good.”

There wus n tremulous appesl la her
vaoloe,

The young man took ber hand rever
ently

“I will try," he sald solemnly, “to be
gmnl."

There was another little pause, then
Mrs, Wing continued hesitatingly :
| “I ean't say yet I am willing. Still,

If Ruth wants to risk it, I don't sup-
pose | onght to interfere, do you "

“1 think you might leave It o Ruth.
She I8 a very seasible glirl, Mr. WIl-
lurd answered grovely,

Then be leaned over and kissed hls
prospective mother-in-Jaw on her soft,
pink cheek with a right good will—
The Housewife,

If

It Is a test of a good bousekeeper if
ghe can light o lamp, aod the houra
doosn’t tmmediately begln to smell of
kerosene,

U'ralns of thuughla:{:_ -l_!iin: head-

v

The Satlor's Wite,

Like a good many old people who have -‘m"’ yo sure tha news I troe?

are ye sure he's weel?

Ia this a thoe to think o' wark?

Ye jades, Jay by your wheel;

Ta this the time to spin a throad,

When Colin's at the door?

Rench down my cloak, I'll to the quay

And see him come anhotre.

For there's nae lnck about the honse,

There's nae luck at a';

There's little pleasure in the homse

When our gudeman’s awa',

And glo to me my bigonat,

My bhishop's-satin gown;

For 1 maun tell the battlie's wifle

That Colin's in the town.

My Turkey alippers maun gae on
My stockin's pearly blue;

It's u' to pleasure our gudeman,
For he's baith leal and troe.

Rise, lnss, and mak' a clenn freside,
Put on the muckle pot;

Qie little Kate her button gown,
And Jock his Sunday cont |

And mak' thokr shoon as black as slace
Their hose as white as snaw ;

It's &' to please my ain gndeman,
For he's been long nwa'.

' There's twa fat hens upe' the coop

Been fed this month and malr}

Mak' haste and thraw their necks abeut,
That Colin weel may fare;

And spread the table neat and chean,
Gar ilka thing look braw,

Tor wha can tell how Colin fared
When he wis far awa'?

dao true his heart, sae smooth his speech,
His breath like ealler air;

i very foot has musie in't
Ag e comes up the stair—

And will T see his face agnin?
And will 1 hoar him speak?

I'm downright dizay wi' the thought,
In troth I'm like to groot®

If Colin's weel, and weel content,
I hae nae mair to crave;

And gin I live to keep him sae
I'm blest aboon the lave,

And will T see hig face again?
And will 1 hear him z:ll?

I'm downright dizay wi* Thought,
In troth I'm like to greet.

For thera’s nae luck about the Jewse,

There's oae luck at n';

There's little ploasure in the hewse

When our gudeman’s nwa'.

—Willinm Juline Mickle.

BED FOR A LIFETIME.

Siee Inoreased or Decreased, as the
Emergency Requires.
Children are known to grew seme-
times with alarming rapldity, “.I
inch after inch to thelr height. Wihetk-
or this necessitates the purchese ef a'
new bed every year to necommedaie
thelr Increased length or not s hasd to
say. To provide for such emergenchs,
however, n widenwake womas of Mas.

BIZE OF HED INCHEASER

sachusetts hos designed a bed that ean
be Increased or decreused im length fo
fit the occasion. The change s
easlly accomplishbed, The side ralls of!
the bed are mude In two sections, ene:
fitting Inte the other nnd held tegether|
by pins loserted In corvesponding aper-
tures In each, A bed such ns this should
last o lfetime If properly cared for.
Guests of different sizes could bo veadd
fly cared for, and to moke the bed
doubly useful, she also provides fer the
attnehment of u gymnastic apparstus in
the form of a horlzontal bar, The lat-
ter 18 held in position lu the centar of
the bed by uprights at cach side, The
uprights are also firmly alliched t® the
glde ranlls of the bed by pins. By such’
attachments modern furniture & made
gerviceable to Its owners In mere ways
than one.

Gold from a Smelter Chimney,

A chlmnpey connected with a geld
smelting furnoce ln Vallejo Jumstion
has enriched the company's eefers
$7,000.

The cehimney had been fllking wp for
the past year, and finally became o
troublesome that the managers of the
plant ordered it cleaned. The refwse’
was afterward treated In the gold seem, .
and was found to contain gold dmst
worth $7.000, The directors lssssdl-
qtely ordered npplinnces attached
the chimneys to prevent refuse Csem
passing out into the air. This small
bonanza I8 the result of one year's s
eumuiation, 1t Is not known how mueh
was lost,

Exports of Attar of Hesos.

The exports of attar of roses Ssem
Bulgaria In 1905 amounted to 11,983
sonnds, valued at §752400, s compared
with 9,180 pounds, the annual nverage
for the seven preceding years. Whe
United States bought enly about twen-
ty-five pounds of attar of roses frem

product in 1905,
dom, 168 por cont; Germany. 184 per

\3 per cent.

Unexpecied.

the ples my mother nsed to maka®

ent?

“A# different as day from

,on collislons,

lean.

Bulgaria In 1897, but took JO.8 ef the
France echme mext
with 288 per cent; the United Kg-

sent: Russia, 4.0 per cent, and Tuchey,

“My dear, these are not o b Mke

“0f cours¢ not. But would yow ssimd,
telling me \f they are 5o very @aer-




