s, I

I
|
i

‘Dakota County Herald]

Babits never get found ont.
i e
1 Ok you name the seven candidates
5 Vies President without golug to the
4 ‘! per files? -

c

J DAROTA OFEY, NEB.
JOMN W WEAM, - - « Pubiher
'I.l . I _

Pry as you go, but try t& seve enough
bmluqton.

- — — ————

Bomehow, the majority of our good

Nine thousand tallors go on strike
New York, therehy adding 1,000 men
the army of the nnemployed,

When a girl Is not sute whether she
Joves a fellow or not it meons that
there 1a another one hovering near.

Nothing has been heard Intely con-
perning Mre. Hetty Green. The prolin
bility Is that she has gone to saviog
bher money again,

e
Few sea serpents linve been seen this
. This may be due to the prohibl-
movement wlhich has bekn spread-
ing across the land,

Caruso says he 1s glad bis wife has

oped, ns she was not “up to expecta-

' He 18 evidently a convert to
E-trlll marriage iden.

Add highly technleal decisions to
technical statutes, and the way of the
transgressor becomes a path of pleas-
antness and comfort.

It I8 idle talk of comibg trouble be-
tween England and Germany, Don't
King Bdward and the kalser klss cach
other whenever they meet?

Castro regrets that there are not
more natlons to quarrel with. That
‘l! is dull which doeg not bring him o
hew complication with the powers,

The rule forbidding tourlsts in the
Yellowstone Park the right to carry
weapons onght to be broadened and ex-
tended so that it shall apply to buand
its,

Mrs. Jack Gapdner surely ls old
snough to know that the makers of
rare old tapestries In this country
should be protected from the rulnous
eompetition of old world artienns,

e ——

Richnrd Harding Davis hus started o
eampnign to keep waste paper from
littering up the strects,  Which shows
that some authors, at least, have a

r sense of thelr responslibllity to
publie.

tic, remalned ln New York thirty min-

tes and then hurrled bnek to London.
;robdﬂ: shio dld not like to keep the
custommer walting any longer for the

changs.

A New York walter hns refused o
MUberal tip on the ground that he dld
mot need the money. Mis fellow walt-
ers threaten to expel him from his loeal

- for unethical conduct. He might have
ven the money to charity or started n
for sn old walters' home.
p———

“Yodka" bottles In Russin carry the
finperial eagle on the labels—the “vod-
ka” trade I8 n government monopoly—
but a commission of the Duma, ap-

inted to conslder the drink evll, has

ptely recommended that the eagle be
removed from the label. and a skull
and crossbones be put in its place, with
approprinte warnings against the use
of the polson,

Ierael Zangwlill, the Britiah novellst,
Bas added a novel problem to the wom-
an suffrage guestion, Mre Humphrey
Ward opposes votes for women. Mr,
Zangwill Auds that the resson for this
fs that ns a novellst ghe has discovered
and analyzed the wenkness of her sex,
and he replies that ax a male novellst
be has learned the “boundless vanity,
selfishiness, and hysterical emotlonnl-
Ism"” of men, Ie concludes that his sex
is utterly unfitted to be teasted with
power. A question Is ralsed here which
readers of novels moay answer for thems-
selves. Do mule writers Ideallze wom-
en, and do women fletlonlsts 1doalize
men? DId not Thackeray expound the
wanity of woman us well as worship his
palnts In musiin? And a41d not George
Biiot make Maggle Tulllver more of a
hero than Tom?

From the days of [llerodotus and
Marco Polo, travel has boon recognized
as an edueatlve and civillzing experi-
ence. A year on the Countlnent of Eu-
rope s cousldered (he Dbest  possible
“fuishing” course for  Engllsh  and
Ameriodn youth swhose parents ean of-
ford IL; but It 18 not so commonly per-
celved that a gront sud valuable ad-
vance I8 steadily golog on in this coun-
try by virtue of the dterchuhge of vis
ftors between North and South  and
Bust and Wes!
that the United Sintes presents groat

diversity of climate, and that 1t has

been peopled from wany different na-

tions, of widely varying habits of life

and thought., Buch a diversity of ele
ments wuited In one  oational

which Americans are noted.
of pational organizations,

tlun Eodesvor Soclety,
Educatlonal

the
Associntlon, (he

speclial rallrond rates induce large num-

bers to vislt cltles which they might
otherwise never see. The loeal pride of
those who aet ns bosts Insures a full
approciation of whatever I8 of Interest
‘in the purroundings: and the Inter-
of hospitality draws pecple from

=

. " sectlons more closely o

thor, and

It Is a commonpluce

entity
would be a great source of wenkness
were It pot for the coustant travel for
Much of
this I8 due o the annunl couventlons
The Chris-
Natlonnal

Girand
Army, and many otber bodles meot onee
a year, each time lu o new place: and

glves them an opportunity
fen thelr outlook and get pew
ints of view, 1o a smaller way, hon-
of trade associations and frater-
T8 are do'ng ihe sane thing for
’ "m Mmm of It Is

fer than

of any one sectlon; (hat commuuities
which differ widely In thelr vievs on
miny matters may each have good rzd.
sons for the falth that I8 in them,; snd
in the end it will greatly help to form
sl fostor a feoling of natio€G wolldar-
ity. Even the galu In mese gasgrapht
efl knowledge-ls sometaing I have
seon wonderful crops «f corn and whont
in my country,” sald a recent Western
vialtor T6 the New Englnnd const, “but
this Is the Arst Yime 1 have ever seen
rocks growing out of the water."

According to a New York llterary
journal, a leading American publisher
who has nlways had & falr number of
first-rate and euceessful povels on his
lists of new books has this year declded
to exclude fetlon altogether from his
plang for the coming season. [e holds
that a& an art flctlon 1s nearing ex-
houstion and denth, and that not only
the diseriminating public but the nov-
ellgts themselves are eonsclous of this
reiparkable  fact, The publisher s
quoted ws saying that the trpuble Is not,
u8 some have thoughl, with the mnde
rinl avallable, Life |8 rich and full of
possible plots, and, as a matter of fued,
novellsts never hod as much to say o
they have just now. Only, “they have
never anld it o dully” and InartisCieal
Iy, and, therefore, readers will wenry
of soclologlenl treatises In the form of
novels, of psychologienl analysis, of
clinienl reallsin and minute deseriptian,
and glve up the modery novel entirely,
In other words, fictlon ng an “art form”
In In a deendent state and doomed to
extinetion, This ngrees with an equally
gloomy and gemi-philosophical, “evoln-
tonnl” view which a French eritie put
forwurd sowe time ago. No art form,
lie gald, was permanent. The essay Is
practically dead, although rutlle at-
tempta are occasionally mads (o revive
It the sonnet Is dead ; the poetle dvrama
I8 deadd.  What reason Is there, then,
for amsiming thut fiction Is etemal?
“IFor his oo part, he did not hesitate
to predict its early disappearance, e
conlends that methad, restralnt, ferm,
bednty, respect for tradition have Peen
disenrded by the novellsts, and fhat
thelr work, with few exceptions, 18 cha-
otle and nondeseript, contalning a Mttle
of everything but hardly anything that
can be enlled art  In such pessimMtic
and sweeping tnlk much depends on the
detinition of “art” or “form.” We haye
heard that modern musle 18 not art,
nnd (18 not strunge to hear that pollt-
leal, social, psychological, anslytieal
novels are not “arl.,” But ls not the
conception of fictlon, of art In fletion,
undergoing o change? Was not Sonke-
sponre -«onlled a barbarian by the strict
artists of his day? Wns not Ibsen told
that his poetry wns not really pootry?
IT povellsts clalm greater freedom, are
they not justified by the world's Intey-
ost o thelr treatment of the guestions
that earlier novellsis cousidered allen
to art? As (o the alleged dallness of
modern fiction, what will the admirers
of Mrs. Ward, of Mrs. Wharton, of
Jumes, of Howells, of Conrand, of Hew.
lett, of Miss Bluelalr, of a score of oth-
ers, sny of the chinnge? The general
reader finds plenty of chinrm, of Inter.
est, of stimulation in the higher bragich-
o8 of contemporary. fiction, nnd 18 not
e the court of last resort? It Is a
safe guess that a generntion hence fie-
tlon will be ns vital and popular ns It
uow Is—which Is maying a good deal,

g e i

Soundl Theory.
“In choosing a boarding honse,” re
marked the drug store phllosapher, *“al-
ways go where there are . couple of
hlg dogs"
“Becnuse baylng doge nre conduelve
to sleep, I suppose? asked the argy-
mentative man, squaring aroumd,
“No" replled the phllosopher, “Iis
ten: Dogs must e fed—and they are
always wllling. Scraps and left-over
Lits are thelr long sult, Bat where
there nre no dogs left-over bits necumu
Inte. Is the threifty landlady golug o
throw them away or Is there going to
be hash?™
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Casnblanen,

The boy stood on the burning deck,
Whience all but him bad fled;
The Anma that lit the battle’s wreck
Hhone round him o'er the dead.

Yet beautifol and bright he stood,
As born to rale the storm;

A creature of herole blood
A proud though childlike form.

The flames rolled on; he would not go
Without his father's word ;

That father, faint, in death helow,
His voice no longer heard,

He called alond, “Bay, father, say,
“If T may yet be gone!"

He knew not that the chieftain Iny
Unconscious of his son,

“Sponk, father !” once again he cried,
“If 1 mny yet be gone "

And but the booming shots replied,
And fast the flames rolled on,

Upon hix brow he felt their breath,
And In his waving halr,

And locked from that lone post of death
In still, yet brave despair;

And shouted but opce more aloud,
“My father! must | wtay?”
While o'er hm fast through sail anf
khroud
The wreathing fires made way.

They wrapt the ship In splendor wild,
They caoght the flag on high;

And strenmed above the gallant child
Like banners in the sky.

There came a burst of thunder sound ;
The boy. Oh, where wna he?

Ank of the winds that far around
With fragments strewed the sen,

With shroud and mast and pennon fala
That well had borne thelr part—

But the noblest thing that perished thery
Was that young, faithful heart.

—FKFelleln Hemans,

Soven Times Four,
Helgh-ho ! dalsies and buttercups.
Fair yellow daffodils, stately and tall!
When the wind wakes how they rock in
the grasses,
And dance with the euckoo-bird slender
aud small |
Here's two bonny boys, and here’s moth-
er's own |nsses,
Eager to gather them all,

Helgh-ho! daisies and butterenps !
Mother shall thread them a dalasy chain;
Bing them a song of the pretty hedge
EPATTOW,
That loved her brown little ones, loved
them full fain;
Ring, "Heart, thon art wide, though the
house be but narrow'—
Bing ofe, and sing it again,

Ileigh-ho ! dalsies and buttercups,
Sweet wagging cowslips, they bend and
they how;
A ship sails afar over warm ocenn waters,
And haply one musing doth stand at
her prow,
0, houny brown sons, and O, sweet little
daughters,
Maybe he thinks on yon now !
Heigh-ho ! daisles and buttercups,
Fair yellow dafodile, stately and tall—
A sunshiny world full of langhter and
ledsure,
And fresh hearts unconsclous of sorrow
and theall !
Bend down on their pleasure smiles puss-
Ing Its measure,
God that s over us alll
~Jean Ingelow,

BTAGE MASCOTS AND JONAHS.,

Actreas Chats of the Superstitions
and Fancles of ler Gulld,
“There nre people who will tell you
bt superstition {8 dead and that In
lhese mater-of-fact days there is nelthor
foom nor time to pay heed to the
trange fancles and bellefs so commonly
kvld many years ago,” says Graco

100rge.
“To a certaln extent, perhaps, this Is

It seemed to be a clincher, but the
argumentative man had n sny coming

where there were a couple of blg dogs?”
he demanded, “And, anyway, lhinsh s
good stuft."—Kunsns City Times.

The Benm nnd the Mole,
Little Dick, the vwillage “bad boy,
was wading through n shallow swnmp
entehing frogs with o small landing net.
Itwus slow work, for the frogs were nlm-
ble and exceedingly shy, but whenever
he succeeded In eapturing one he madle
sure that It did not get away by put
ting It in a tin bucket that had a per
forated Ud, He bad Just canght o fine
gpecimen aod transferred it to his hack-
et, when o young lndy, who was out for
u walk, happened nlong,

"Little boy," she sald, “don't you
know It's cruel to cateh those poor 1ittle
froggles?"

Dick stralghtened up and looked ot
her. Bhe wore s gorgeous “ereatlon” on
her head, and. somethlug in 1ts tehy-
mings attracted hils attentlon.

“IL waont ‘em o wear on wmy hat," he
sndd,

Jast Like the Rich Folks.

“Marshall Fleld, Juy Gould and Pt
ter Palmer babltunlly ewrrled  onle
small amounts In thelr pockets,” said
the mnn who has a taste for the odil,

“Well, respoudsd his friend, “whon
I am gone you ean truthfully say the
mitne about we"—Waoshiugton Herald

The Lesser Kvi),

“Of course,” the wragedinn Wils sHvy-
ing. “In the thentricnl business p ulmi‘t
run is bad—"

“But,” nterrupted the critle, *a good
long walk s worse, isu't 1HY"—Ex
change.

The Hetort Courivous.

Migs Homely—UHis conversation was
so ridieulous I could hardly keep wmy
countenanee,

Mins Flip—Why (1d you want to?—
Baltlwore Amerlcan,

Oue Good Tern Descrveas Another,
“He |# 0 most persistent wooey: he
turns up at her house every eveuing, '
“Yen, and as often as he turas up she
turns him down."—Iouston Poat.

You may ihink you heve a great
many friends; how many would stick
ta you, eod cure for y»i If you had

h "

5] -Fl'.f' ‘f

swalipox? Oue?

o e
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“Whoever heard of a bourding house |

true, though 1 am loellned to think,
pll the same, that as far as actresses
nd actors are concerned superstition
L still very muck alive—and Is threly-
jun uncommonly well, too, Indeed, ‘first
plght' superstittons on the stage ure
lentiful. ‘The straogest one entue un-
&er my notlee lnst year in a certnln
lay In which T was sfarving. A low
&[uutna before the ‘eall’ 1 bhappened to
» standing In the wings, when | 8-
fed the leaMng man engaged In tegyp-
Lg stnall pleces off a corner of ho
cenery, wearing the while an alr a8

to say, 'l am doing a good dny's

| work.”

“ophat I8 sather an exponsive sort of
pmuserzrent fo the manngement, lsn't
Je? 1 sakd, as 1 saw seeners which hael
laken weeks to paint belng muttated

“Expensive to the tuagement? No,
I'm dolng them a real good turn,’ re
lﬂlt"‘ the actor, “for there 18 no more n-
fallible way In the world of moking a
plece an out-pnd-ont suecess thian
tonching up the scenery o this way
belleve me, 1 know." Whether this i
thating process  hadd to  do
with 1, T woulid not way, but
the plece was o big
Republlcan

Iy

nuything
Hke

Bj*

b M

Denver

SMinpmwmaking,

The eavilest waps of which we
ALy
They
were traeed Tand and sen, rosds,
highways, ete.  Murlnus of Tyre,
Ao Dy owas the st e attenipt
ot sclentific priveiples.  The waps In
use by the Greeks and Romans were
folrly necurote, 80 far us they went, but
those in use doring the milddle
were alarmingly loneourate. It Is anly
within recent years, say sluce the il
e of the lust century, that it was sus
slble to make a complete and rellahle
map of the world, and even yet the best
map s subject to slight changes.—
New York Ameriean,

hay
Euowicdge
wWere

wore made In Egy)

woikden tablets, on which
I ers,
10
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Looking for Work,

“Why don’t you go to work, lustead
of begging amd boozing ¥

1 will, boss, us soon as there's an
openly’ Ju my trade.  An' 1 ain't got
long to walt now, nuther.*

“What s your trade?”

“I'm a trackwalker for aeroplane
Hoes™

If you walt umll—suu are called you
may be 100 late for breakfast,

The grocer stopped half-way o tying
up a packege to wipe his  streaming
brow. “If there was only a breath of
nle stirelng 1 could wake ont to stund
it." he gald, “r'his s Aerce”

“You oughit to have been around here
In the early duys,” remarked the old-
est resldent. “This alo’t  nothin'—
nothin® to speak of. 1 ain't what you
tulght eall fely the heat this summer,”
“That must Le n plensant thought to
you ns yon are appronchin’ your end.”
cheerved the grocer, “If you don’t feel
this you won't feel anything. You re-
mind mwe of a plece that I read In the
japer about n feller that died out In
Arizony, el got used to the cllmate
there an'——"

“1 remember wy father readin’ that
plece when I was a Hittle tad, knee high
to o goslin®,” =ald the oldest realdent.
“I don’t eall thig hot, anyway. l've
Howed where Buckmelor's store 18 when
towas a elght hotter than this”

“1 &'pose you Lullt you a fire out o
brush to thaw out the ends of your
lngers,” said (he grocer, sarcastically,

“I alo't foolin',” sald the oldest resl-
flent, with offended dlgnity, “You-may

think that nlu't so, but it 1s. A day
ke {his we wouldn't have thought
tothin® of.  Not at this time o the
yvear"

“If 1t had come to 92 In the shado
nlong Christmas or New Year's yon'd
prelly  bhave notleed 18" sald  the
Eroeer,

“Along about Christmas or Now
Yonr's 1t wns cold,” sald the oldest
resldent,. “When I first come to thia
conntry It was ot In the summnmer an'
cold In the winter. We had snow (hat
wd cover the tops of the fences an’
pack down hard so's you could slelgh.
ride over ft. “There'd be a crust six
inches thick on the drifts, There was
lots of thmes thnt we'd wake up o the
mornin' an' have to tunnel out to the
barn to feed the stock—gopher right
through. You don't get no such snows
ne that now.”

“I wish we could get one—now,” sald
the grocer,

“I've ot my breakfast with my mit-
tens on the mnny n time,” sald the old-
est resldent, definntly. "“I've set up to
the table with miy eap pulled down over
my ears. No, It ain't a8 hot In the sum-
mer nor a8 cold In the winter ns it used
to be

“How about the rain?" asked the gro-
cer. “ls the raln as wet as what It
was "

“We had more raln, too,” declared the
oldest resldent. “It rained harder an'
oftener. I've rowed n skift all around
where these sirects are in the spring
I had a skift 1 bullt out of gome planks
that was sawed by hand., What have
you got to say about that?”

“Nothin',” replied the groeer. “You've
an old man an' a customer o mine,”

“You don't Lelleve that It got any
hotter than this,” sald the oldest resl-
dent, “T know what's the matter with
you. If yon'l been here In the summer
o' '08 or ‘04 you'd bave sald It was hiot,
There wouldn't have been no mistake
about 1"

admitted the grocer, “What makes It
geem more real, though, I8 the way that
there thermometer 1s reglsterin® an' the
wav I'm n drippin® with sweat, |
#'pose you're right, thongh. All these
nildin's around here shuts off the hot
alr that you usged to get, You dida't
have nothin® to protect you In the early
flay."”

“1 haven't got it figgered out why, but
It's g0, persisted the oldest resldent,

“It's funny,” sald the grocer. *1
guess It will keep a-goin' on this way
gettin' colider In the summer an® warm-
er in 'the winter until we won't get no
klod o' wenther at nil the year ‘roand,
not to speak of It gettin® colder in the
winter an' warmer la the sumuper back
In "G5 or ‘44 all the time"

“You Jest don't belleve me” sald the
oldest resident. “That's all there Is to
I"—Chileago Dally News.

His Ouly Resouree,

It used to e the rale In the nav)
that oflicers were roquired to defray
travellpg expenses ount of thelr own
funds, and oppon reporting at the new
ptation they were relmbursed from tho
Unlted Stntes treasury after the usual
delny Ineldent “red tape  Unlesg
officers hindd money put by 1t proved ex-
tremely cmbarrpssing 1o Lhinve to mect
of a long journey., Naval
Ident that oecurred
notably .
i New York
otiders 1o procepd to Sitkn to
of the Berlng sen

o

tho exnses
officers tell of an Ind

BOYME YOUPS when n

nyeo,
peciniong olficer on duty
revelyed

joln one of the ships

patrol squusleon, The officer, who had
po rendy woney and could not persande
any of his (elends o mske him a loan,
\'»'I‘-III' n lopg letter ta the Secretary of
this Navy, asking to be relleyed of hisg
orlers Lt b farnished with money
to defeny hig irmvellng expenses,  The
RBecretnry suw I the letter an attempl
to ot out of uanpleasant duaty, and a
e v telezeam ardemed the oificer
to procesd gt otiee,  He oliyed, fivst tel
ecaippliing ns fallows

“Have provesded n obedbonce (o o
ders on  fool, Next address, Ilarris
burg.”

Negwlloss o say, npon hils arvival in
Harrisborg fommd o telegram -
therlgivg him e deaw travel money o
Lippineott’s

nd vt Mngnxine,

The Allotment of Beneflts,

“You belleve i tha

the greatest pubed
the altruist,

kieatest good for
do you not?* said

“Yeou" wnswernd Me. Dustin Stax,
“But this Is 8 wercenary age.  The
greatest number docsn’t count unless

It has o Jdollpe mark n front of 11 "-
Washington Star,

Jilted,
Bhe jilted Lim but be could not
Forget her; po poor man;
The gifts he'd made ber be had bought
Op the lostallmear plan,
—Hoston Transeript,

People wake fin of parades, but we
sotlee  eversone drops his work and
runs to the door when oue goes past.

A girl seldom waps cul 4 enrecr untll

after she bas been disappoluted o love

“I way be Imagining this, o' conse.™|

MORNING-GLORIES,

—

Thers are passion fowers for plucking, with the nnfiz and thorny cross,
There nie pansies  goldenhearted, there are asphodels and gorse,
And the poses droop and beckon, sweet as sunshine after raln,

Lt the early morning-glories, can they bloom for ns again?

Weo bave songht for wealth and honor, we have plled our trophies bigh,
Dust and salies, gems nnd Inurels, byt we pass unheeding by,

All along the weary highway, and npon the wind-swept shore,

We are seeking morning-giorles ; wiil they bloom for ns no more?

Oh, above the graclons Witltops and beyond the noon's red glare,
Where the river smiles 1is welcome In the gulet evening alr,

On the brows of loved and saluted, tn the musle of thelr strain,
O ye parple morning-glorfes; ye shall blgom for us again,

The heat and passion nnd strife of
the day hnd passed and now the cool,
gray twllight was creeping down the
Maryland hills and across the meadows,
stnlned and seareved with battle, Along
the river the night-birds were alvendy
beginning to eall In soft, plaintive notes
to one another ) the wind sighed wear-
lly among the reeds and tall  sedge
Erieses, b

Yet, endder to henr than wind or Llvd,
wore the moans of the wounded whon
that last wild charge had left belingd;
sadder even to see than the still ahite
faves of the dead, were thelr pain-dark-
ened eves lfted In muate appen! to the
gkg while they walted with keen ang-
uish of mind and body for the sunrise
of thig world or the dawning of the
next.

The young spring moon hung low In
the west, where the last falnt crimson
glow was paling and one who wateliod
her thought wistfully that éven so she
must hang above the plue-clad monat-
nlus of his belaved Vermont,

He was only a boy. Somethiug of
the trusting Innocence of his cbifldish
years still lingered in his eyes and
nbout his pale youug month. But the
look of joyous freedom that should have
been there too was lacking. Tnstead
were great wenriness and paln  and
longing.

Only a boy, and this his first batile,
That morning as they lay walting In
the trenches{ every faculty alert, 1ife
had geemed so goml, o desirable a

“IIS BISTER'S G
[ e —— ———

AY LAUGH RINGS IN IS EARS™

After the Battle

“Watah, massao—watah 7"

He looked up. Standing beside him
wias the wretchedly-clad figure of an
old negro bending under the walght of
n back-lond of canteens. His  Jaws
were toothless, hils gray wool protrud-
od 1 tufts thirough the rngged crown
of his hat, be mumbled when he spoke
nnd his eyes rolled frightfully, but to
the wounded boy he looked a very angel
of mercy.

“Yer," he sald fafntly.

The old man stooped with AiMculty,
Iifted the eanteen and swuang It upon
hig shoulders,

“Walt, the. boy whispered, “I will
Ay yon.”

He drew forth o little worn moroceo
purse amd tried to open it, but it alip-
ped from bis fingers. The old mau un-
fastened the slmple clasp. Within were
a folded paper or two, scraps of home-
letters maybe. a lock of silken brown
hade lightly sprinkled with gray and a
gingle gold dollar. The boy put the
money Into the negro’s reluctant hand.

“Take It,” he sald, “and bring the
witer soon—aol, very soon.”

The old man shumbled awkwardly
awny and the boy dropped his head to
one side and closed his eyves,

L] L] L] . L ]

Deep purple shadows began to drift
neross the battlefleld. The lne of woods
beyond the river becnme little more
than & dark blur upon the landseape.
Another star came out, another and an-
other still untll the sky was all a-trem-

thing for thoseé who were young and
brave and strong. He had watched
their colonel  ride up and down and
thought that some day he, too, might
sit a horse nod wear n glenming gold
eagie upon his sghoulder * * * and
now It was twilight and the battle wns
fought and won and he was lying here
o the dump, conl sod with n roagyed
hole  In hls breast, from which the
wurm blood trlckling down had stalned
his blue coat darkly with  erlmson.
The gray-hairved colonel had falien with
o word of commpnd on his ips,  Muany
n cheek bhind poled ns he went down
nnd for an mstaut the whole regluant
fultered visibiy. Then on—on us
man, stealght aganinst the salld wall of
groy. liow they fought! Like gods
rather than men. The boy felt a slight
stir nlong his feehleé pulses at the re
membrance, At Hrst the encmy hind
ptood Immovable, sternly  resisting
Then lttle by lttle  they fell back,
every inch of ground yielded s foreed
untll, wavering,
they hroke nto coufesion and victory
was ngaln In the hands of the north

But, ah, the hiss of the bullets, the
sullen growl of cinpon  belching
forth fAre and smoke and destruction,
the loud shouts of commmund, the shrelll,
frightened wneigh of the horses, the
groans of the smitten, nnd above all the
thin, clenr notes of the bugle Nfting
themselves out of the confustion of
ponnds—one moment to be keenly allye
to all this, the next to fall fn the midst
of sudden, raoshing, overwhelmlug
darkness with a bullet In oue's breast !

. . . . v

A single star cnme out beside the
moon—a  tiny polut of light that
trembled timidly agalnst the opalescent
west, BSo still was it that one could
hear the waters of the river lapplng
lazlly agninst the stones. The boy
molstened his parched lips with his
feverish tongue, Then he felt about
for his canteen, found it and lifted It
feobly. It was empty and yet it had
pever before beéen 8o heavy to his hand
He let It fall despairingly and rlosed
bls eyes to keep the guick hot tears
o eacaping down bis cheeks

Woverslon,

the

ble with them. The boy stirred In his
slumber, monned and awoke.

In the distance a shadow seemed to
detach itself from the other shadows,
to move forward, to become a distinet
shupe. - And preseutly one could discern
the rude outlive of a human figare
bowed beneath a heavy burden. Near-
er anld nearer It came, and now there
could be no mistake. It was thae old
negro with hils backlond of canteens

The boy waved his band and tried to
shout. It seemoed an eternity before the
old man saw hlin and hurrled forward.

“Dat you, Maxsa?"' he mumbled. “I'se
been a-lookin® fo' yo'. 'Pears lak 1
couldn® des' recomember which uns wuz

uncertaln, |

yo', ennyhow. Heah's yo' watal,” He
rambiled nmong the canteens and finally
lowered one. 'he boy drank eagerly,
nnd while he was yet drinking the ne
gro wmovedd on

- L] L] - - L] .

And now the star shine was the ouly

lght on the battle Held. The sweet
spring night had settled noiselossly
down and the wind blowing lghtly

| neross the water brought falnt, cool, de

Helous odors (rom the fresh meadows
boyond. The boy lay with face up-
turned 1o the sky, across which the
milky way tralled 1ts filmy length. He
had been trying to count the stars one
by one, but the effort had made Lihn
drowsy, aud e pow lay In a4 gentle lan
guor that was nelther sleeping
walilug.

e day, with s exclillug scenes,
bad faded from his mind. He saw
only the rugged mountains of Vermout,
and the pretty white village nestling in
the valley through which the wild Nrtle
river hurrded ou It8 way to the sea.
Always splashing, foaming, bubbling,
and yet the boys knew of many a good
swlmming hola along its banks In the
shadow of the overhanglng wlllows.
Aund the long quiet street where the old
men and children gathered lu the cool
of the day, and the brown schoolhouse
with It rosy-cheeked mistress and
flock of unruly iads and lasses. The
long wooden desks were covered with
names rudely carved by penkuives Ly

restless handa. His name was thera
And the church with fts dlm, cool Ine
terior, and the leaf shadows which th
maples east through the blinds upon
floor ; and his motber's house, with the
orchard and well sweep, and his mother
herself with her pure, pnle face a
ailken brown bair lightly sprinkied wit
gray. Poor mother, how lonely she
st be to-night without her boy! He
conld see her g8 of old sitting In her
Ittle low ‘mle, with the shaded lamp
npou ble beslde her aud the Blble
open L aur lap. And Edlth, his bright,
tall sister, whom he had always thought
more beautiful than anyone he had ever
seen, she would be kneeling at the win.
dow with her folded arms upon the
low, broad sill ‘and ber head upon hes
arms, gazing out into the night aod
thinking of him. Now the yenrs swing
suddenly backward, and he was a Jittle
child agaln at home. The late north-
ern gpringtime filled all the river val-
ley and the orchards were laden with
fragrant bloom. Under the great apple
tree by the old well sweep he was be-
Ing swung by Edith. How dellelous It
all was—the sweet, liquld sunshine, the
perfume of tlie apple blossoms, the
welghtless white petals drifting dows
upon his head, the free, swift motios
of the swing, and his tall, strong sisten,
with her laugh'ng brown eyves and
bright, rebelllous halr. How green the
grass was—no, js—nand the skles, how
blue, Just look, Edith, there Is never
the flimlest rag of a clond to mar thel®
perfectnesa! Now higher—higher—~
higher still, stralght up among th$
boughs, where the brown bees are hums

ming. Ah, be can go no higher. He I8
slnking earthward slowly—slowly—
slowly., He shitts hils eyes. 11is sister's

gay Inngh riogs in hia ears,

“Fxlith!™ he crled. * * * “Mother!™
* * & And the star shine falls tenderly
upon his young dead face.

REDUCING WEIGHT.

It May De Done, but Meanws
clse and Dieting,

Warm weather Is the ldeal tlme foy
reducing weight, If a woman ean mak#
up her mind to go through the necess
sary Inconvenlence and  discomforty
snys the New York Evening Telegram,
It takes character, however, to put on
extra heavy clothing when the mercury
s hoverlng ifn the elghties, and ge
forth for a hard, brisk walk, and veg
this Is one of the quickest ways of
getting rid of supertfiuous avolrdupols
for the excesslve persplration that is
thus induced causes welght literally to
drop away, and several pounds may be
logt & week by this method,

While taking this strenuonus exerclse
the diet must be closely watched, and
tio futtenlng foods eaten.

In taking this treatment begin early
in the morning by deinking n cup of
vory hot awater or & cup of tea with-
ont sugar op milk, Then dress In waria
clothing, pulllug on n =swenter over the
oulslde waist and start on a long, Lrisk
walk. To a person who I8 unaccustoms-
el to such vigorous exercises half a
mile Is far enough to walk when starts
Ing thls reductlon reglmen, but after
several days the distance should be
Ineregsed untll one mile and later, even
two are coversd. Remember that the
movewent must be rapld to Induce
quick eireulation and persplration, op
the walk willl be practically valueloss,

Un returning home sponge with aleos
hol, or take a shower bath or plunge
in the ocenn to refresh the body, If
dleohol I8 used a tablespoonful to a
quart of water Is sufflclent Fresh
clothing sulted to the condition of the
weither should be put on and a frogal
breakfast caten. This may consist of
noeup of tea or coffee, wlthout eream op
sugar, n soft-bolled egg and bread thors
otighly toasted,

Mxers

WISE CALIFORNIA CROW.

Getn Hin Breakfast Every Morning
on a Fast Passenger Train.

Tales of the big gulls which accom-
pany the army transports all the way
i the long journey from San Fran-
visco are not Infrequent, but it has re-
mitined for a Callfornin crow to weas
the laurel, says the Ban Franelsco Call,
If yon pass Hornbrook any fine morn-
ing at 7:30 o'clock sharp and crane
your neck out of the Pullman window
up toward the eky you will observe a
fine black devil of a crow sitting com.
placently In the topmost branches of
an old ploe, preeniog his feathers and
apparently half asleep.

But he is far from belng asleep. On
the contrary, he is very much awnko,
for he 18 keeping n bright lookout fop
train  No. 14, whose smoke (8 visible
every mornlog nr this hour as it comes
tearing nlong the road. As the enrs
approach the tree there Is a subdued,
stately flutter of two black wings.
Master Crow rlses slowly lnto {he alp
and pleks up No, 14 with the ahandon
and vase of a crow hobo as It pugses.

He drops to the roof of the car as If
it were hils rightful home, and though
the engineer hus tried overy day to play
n Joke on him by tooting the whistle,
ringlng the bell madly and making n
general racket, the crow solemnly re-
fused to be dislodged. Ile s an old
friend now and the passengers on the
7330 have learned to Jook for him ns
regularly as they do for thelr morning
[ s

Appetizers are thrown at him all the
way to Siskiyoun, which Is reached nt
Nuh o'clock, where his ebony majesty
eijoys a royal weal, to which his gey-
men and perseveranee have falrly en-
tithed him y

An Easy Ward, 1
This 18 what happens! to a Gilasgow
worklugman when he tried to make
lils wife's home lfe happy by reading
the police news to ey ns contalned in
bls evenlig paper In due course he
reached out an Interesting trial for as-
sanlt, the report of which
as follows
“This case wos held over untl] to-
morrow, as the presiding miglstrate
sald he found conslderable difficalty
in pronounciug sentence.”
“Dear me,” columented the reader's
wife, “he cannn hae bDeen & man o
mueckle edleation, surely, or bhe warna
hae found any dificulty in pronouncin’
an easy wes word lke that."—Dundee
Advertiser,

Don't lmagine you ure a good con-
versationallst fust bLecause you talk a

concluded

§ood deal.
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