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A SEA DREAM,

¥ thought, to-dny, by the still, gray sea,

Of shlpe of mine that long =ince set sall;
Of some that never returned to me,
And rome that wentherod the

Enlu;

winter

My strong and bheautiful bark of Youth,
That swept nt dawn o'er the harbor bar,

Her salls unturled for the port of Truth,
Her enslgn kigsed by the morning star;

The Wlack, bellHgerent ship, Desire,

That, from the throats of her battlo-guns,
Eont seawnrd volleys of erimaon Nre,

And set her course for the burning suns:
Of Hope, nalad eraflt,

my confident,

That nymph«<lks glistened from stern to
how,
Whore falry crew at the tempest lnughed,

And Nxed for Fortunate Isles her prow,
But homewnrd, oft, with her lags adroop,
From portless shore and from beachless
bourn,
1ath Hope, my gullant and graceful sloop,
Come back to me wth her canvas torn;

And, driven hard on the shoals of Grief,
My ship, Desire, and hep coow woent down,
And found a gruve by the sunken reef,
Where soon or late the o'er-sunguine
drown;

And Youth they way Is still nulling on,
And spoken, ever sends eheer to me,
BPiddine me bhourd her ngaln ot dawn,
In trangudl neths of the changeless sea,

Rich argosles, thun,
Whore Toaming
Eray,
And know their destinles walt for all—
The sinken reef or the peaceful hay,
. Giffurd Nelson, In Boston Watchman

I now recall,
walkes flock memorien

THE KING OF THE MILL.

BY JOSEFPH NEVIN DOYLE.

[coryRriGuT,

Oue summer eventag, after supper,
M. L&t Rose, the village notary, enme out
upon the verundn of the Hotel Castor,
his liat in his houd, his  smoothly-
ghaven face ruddy and pleasant to look
upon. Brabon, the drummer, who came
up from Montreai, to St I'vx - ocen-
slonully on buginess, rut smoking quiet-
Iy ina chuir that was tilted ageinst the
wall,

“Good evening!™ said M. La Rose,

“Good evening, moasicur le notairel”
answered Brenbon, indolently,

Then there followed alittle spell of si-
lenee that was intensifled by the elat-
ter of distunt cow hells,

Presently there appeared in the gtreet
immediately before the hotel o sort of
living fatasy—a singuler dark-faced
old man, who strode »alnwl\- past clad
in u loose robe of many hright colors,
His eyes had the unmistakable and rest-
less Iook of the daft. On his head was o
crown of buttons; brass, =ilver, bone,
peuarl, presumably sewn togethur on
curd bourd and making o headgenr of re-
markable  brilllapey,  Debind  him
walked n gray-huirved, gray-eyed womnn
In ordinary garb, lonk was elear
und steady: her demeanor in every way
sane. Yet though it was plain to see she
was o comunonplace woman, there was
romething august in hes enrriage, unae-
countubly so, perhaps, but as natural as
the studied pose of (he other
strained and unnatueal, Her eyes were
set fairly upon the fantastie figure be-
fore: but, Ldeclure, this is new!"
an evident interest bevond his ludierous
pogip and prececupution,

1t was not surprising then to the no-
tary that thiz upparvition, emphasized in
the magic atmosphere of the smnmer
twilight, shonld have made Brabon to
ery ont with astonishiment,

“Allous! What is this, monsieur? 1
have been in Saint Pyx many times be-
fore; but | deelare, this is new!"

“A very pathetic affair it is, Brabon,"
enid the notary, tuking a chair and look-
ing at Lis wateh, to be orsured he had
time to tell the tale before going for his
customnry evening ¢hat with M, Le Curs
in the preshytery rose rapden,

“There is a tale?”

“Well, as you will;
nbsorhing

1864, |

Wil Con-

a history, nothing
but very human, very touch=
ing. Old Cesaire Moisson, o man with
lnrge family, a thrifty, sober, God-feur-
ing muan onee owned the mill by the
Hiver of Angels
“Nes, 1 see it from here;
white building neur
lows yonder,”
“Exanetly,  Well,  He was o
with a considerable family,
1 not?

the sq it
the cluster of wil

man
I =alid, did
nnd when the epidemic of smull-

pox occurrved i the villuge—thnt wis
meny years ago, monsieur—poor Mols-
son's fumily wos attacked, und  oune
alter another his wife and children

passed away, and he hiwself, indeed,
il there was only left this son Zeph-
rin. whom you saw go by
gince—"

“It Jeft him so—the smallpox

“No. He was not at home when the
epidemic occurred; he was at college,
Old Cesaire manaeed to put by enougl
gilver to edacate the hd —the br ightest
of his hrood-—and M, Le Cure ulso con-

iy 1Inoinent

tributed, for he had hopes that Zephrein |

would become n priest.”

“Then, I presume, the shock of this
great enlumity unbalonced
man’s mind.”

*“That may be pretty true, monsieur,
though for a long time after the wilair
he was thought to be perfectly sound
mentally, Well, Zephrin was obliged to
leave colle ,,.n- and take up the business
ef the mill—a lonely task it must have

the youms

for ape ed

wwrets of

whao had hnt fust tast
Then,
st

et
T lenow ledee, OVELY
sty of the mill have
sevied to him ke noghost of the huajpgy,
dnys the place was
with lnughter and g

“Tle war not like ll by the
pecount of his silent ond arroghnt man

timher
w hien i g
ol eheer,

villagere an

nery he was uanlike any  miller who
hail ever been known., When the in-
habitunts eame with their grists he

received them with the grand air of a
gelgneur of the old doys who, nmid his
('lilll'll.\ entonrngee, l'l""'l\l'll 'III" “l"f,‘i lll‘
his dependents. ‘It's Tike that always,
.',_!‘I"Ilill.t'.li'l‘j the eronee; 'plml' pnrent s
fill thelr ehildren's minds with foolish
notions of greatness!
himself—rest to his boneg—-was not
like this pencock. Cesalre knew his«
place bon vieux! A miller is a miller
if his head be erammed with Latin or
flour dust!’

“Everyone pitied Zephrin, of course,
on nccount of his great bereavement
and the business of the mill sulfered no
sertous retrogression in consequence of
his singular demennor, This exelusive-
this hnuteur, however, wius taken
Hghtly by the young folks of the villnge
and often of o sumuner's evening, like
thig ope for instance, they pussed by the
mill erying up nt Zephrin, who invuaria-
bly ||m'<-¢| over his books in the little
dbrmer window: ‘Debeld the king of
the mill!" Then with gestures of moek
gravity: “T'hink of his moghty empire
of rotsl’

“Quite =0, sald Barbon, “they taunt-
ed him into Insanity with these gibes,
The crown! the robes! | see now how
they conme!™

“Indirectly these taunts may have
nffected his mind, monsieur. IHis curi-
ous attire and mivn are obviously sup-
prestive of the faet; but it is my opinion
his snd derangement is only partly due
10 then.

Nneesx,

|

Hoor old Cesiire |

“Night after night the little dormer | the village gossip was true,

.[ net to nnother

Il.i ler's Interest,

“When, at length, she urrived at the
docr of the mil and d [m-f!i(l ler bur-
tlen beside it gaid e

“Nou bave a meuning step p'tite and
nopretty one”
‘Truc?’
sonmething
gquent lips,

questioned Colette,
finely
H]'n-. wis plagued, let us be-
lHeve, sinee he hod not noticed her pretty

fner; for, thongh o womuan may be con-

which ins) iired the T A AR l-\ rote encl

with |
sceornful on her ¢lo- | are they

night where thed
see my lamp burning wm the dormer

window, Heinl They shall sit like
the rats whose emperor they say | am
{ now, while I hold them in my spell with
the hirave lines of Moliere! Of Cornellle!
| Of Racine!
“T'he good Snint Ann protect us!
ull 2" eries Colette, now nmiuen
perturbed,  But the continues
without noticing the futerruption,
AN 1 shall come to you then witn

rats,

Whe

miller

wefous of her subtlest grace and eharm, | my trivmphs; in my fine royal robes of

hownge to the features is the thing
reanl joy. Isn't rhon?
giid the miller, ‘T doubt not there s
mare in your mind than the mere grind-
ing of yonder grist, eh ¥

1t is my mind now’
wis my step lately!*

the

it o,

snid she, ‘It

step p tite,
when I would know the
spended,

‘Now, there !s much in these frag-
ments which reveals the clearness of
Zephrin's mind st that period and also
the real chavacter of the man and the
bent of his spirit. You see, it was the
gesture, the carringe, the nspect that in-

mind," he re-

terested him most, Why? We shall
see, Though Colette, it mny be pre:
'smmned, did not realize the true sip

nificance of his words, she remembered
them-—every and repented them to
her mother, who in turn told everything
to the cure, Langolois, from who 1 have
this story,
her mother that she was muoch surprised |
regerding the ill-reputea miller. M,
Morsson ~Zephrin,” she declared was not
at all a weird man, but, on the contrary,
very sensible and goodsnatured,  Yet
her mother warned her she must be
wary: such fine quulitics oftentimes
gsereenee the Colette, how-
ever, maintained stolilly not a word of

‘Indecd,’

une—

worst sonls,

S ———

DECAUSE A COMMON MILLER
window of the mill was light till dawn;
vet the'earliest comer did not fail to find
Zephrin upand about, Noone could un-
derstand, for not another light save the
miller's might be found inaii Saint Pyx,
not even ut the presbytery, after ten
o'cloek., At length the tongues of the
gossips began to wag, It went abroad
that he was closeted ench night with the
Old Man—the evil one-~debuating upon
the sale of his sonl for viches and power
to satisfy hissinful pride. Again, others
suid it wos not Zephrin's Lght at all;
but only the glowing of the ghosts of s

family who eame to entertain him, In-
deed, taken all in all, the miller has bhe-
comie o fearsome individual and the

neighborhiood of the mill a place to be
shunned after dark; unless one had no
fear in hig heart. 1f by any unfortunate

chanee to meet a firefly while passing
the mill, no plunging of steel into woed
might save him from the evil spirits,
Fyen to bless himself and utter a pious
mvoestion, perhaps, might not avail!
“In the midst of Zephrin's ill-repute n
singulur thing ovceurved, He was known
to hinve fullen into conversation with
enustomer. It was this way:
Dion came often to the mill with the
grist of her mother—a poor widow with
13 ehildrven, of whom Colette was the
eldest,  One duy when she came down
awlong the dandellop-dotted pathway
leading to the mill, with her
grist in a by upon her head, Zephein
wittehed her with much intevest, I

connnon report may be belleved she was
Leertuinly, in those days, a picture not to
| be blinked easunlly, She had the tigure
of o0 nymph and o face, for all it was
feommanplace at points, romething un-
y usuadly fine for o villager.

| the carrtage; it remains to this day, as

we linve seen, monsieur, dignified,
‘ tinguished, AMfiest planee, it
8 s, s some remavkable re
between Colette and Zephrin
who can tell? it wuy have

LS
mjestie!
there w
sembilanee
| nnid

Ilf e L | ]
sugrestion of conveniality

l ROIne vigrue,

{=—8ome thin ray us frowm oue distaunt ,the nolide words of a King, which 1 aw

mother's |

COULD NEVER WIN MY HEART,

coneurrenee of soreeries n person should !

Colette |

| pnuse:

siid ghe, ‘they =ay alsoa: naught things
of me, becnuse they thinlk T am proud.
And you know, mamma, 1am not prouwd
nor wicked,! So every time Colette
fetehied the grist from the mill, she re-
turned radinot and full ol praise of the
miller, At length one day said he to
her, g0 she retorted:

“rColelte, Tam going to ngk you some-
thing.'

o f 1t i8 one thing 1 know what my
answer will e she responds with much
piguaney.

‘Well,
me

“I'hen 1 should answer, “no!*™?

“*Why?' says the miller, his heart
ginking to his beots, no doubt; but ris-
ing apnin very quickly when he catehes
the twinkle ot mischief in her

“iteenuse g common miller eould
never win my heart! EH R she, coquet-
tishly, yet with something traly dra
matic in her pouse, “Unav is only for a
great wman,'

SN seignenr?™

“ofligher

“IA povernor?

*ENay, higher!

“ A pringe?

“flEven higher,!

“ A king?

“Yes, nt king.! Then.
*And that is thou,

if 1 should ask yvou tomarry

¢tyes,

ventured the miller,

nfter n pretiy
my dear king

Jof the mil ™

But the step, |

lin his eyes

“Now he draws her hands across the
daor of the mill and kisses her fair head

that is fullen aguinst his breast—and
that is all. Let us suppose they simply
looked ont in a day-dream neross the
little River of Ang=1s, 1o the pleasant

daisied meadows and green fields abont
Liere,

"\\t'”." LAVs }’.l'lihlill to her » VTS
gravely and with a new, lool
1 lvok that frightens her

sirange

not u little,

“They eall me in contempt, *T'he King

of the MilL' but they shall how before
me vet as their king,  And indeed |
shall wear the robes ol a King and speak

"purple and gold and ermine;
wWell,' |

I||,l]].§lh‘\ nt your feet, my queenl
| Colette!”

with my
glorious jeweled erown. And 1 shall
your hand in homage to youy
lwuun and lny these Inurels, these tri
ty

kiss

| *“Judt then appears a farmer with his
“O ds the mind which regulates the [ grist and the happy, frightened girl ity

I always wotch the step

|
|

The girl confessed ulw» to |

sway like a startied bird.
“Bon diea!™ «id Bradon,
The stage was his vagary!"
“You!"™ anaid the notary. bowing his
hend ns before some great mystery, Al
while strut

“1 soe—

the college entertniniments,

[ting through the plays of these great

musters in the lttle hall, with its small
stauge and erude scenery: before the
contmon villnge nudiences, he fipst heard
the siren of art. And it is ns a
siren’s voiee, to some vou know, Hrabon
Fh bien! What ig the difference? Ie js
playing o role now—now tragica role—’

“But about Colette ! ' interrupted ra-
Lon, with some impatience, The gentle
sentimentality of the notary excuped, te
an extent, the bluff, practieal drummer

“Ah, there is the rolel-—the vole ol
beauty and distinetion!  Think of it!
All along she has believed in him yogoe.
Iy, Frow the day he had frightened her

violee

with his strange talk, scemingly o ir
relevant to her happiness, the poor,

smull mind was filled with visions ol
my's ferions preatness nud _iu_\.\‘. to he in
the future—much o8 are our visions ol
the life to come, e asked her to wait
She must never be the wife of o connunon
miller, but of a great man, s man v hom
the whole world applaouded,  And «ao
she waited; trusting, loving, believing
in him indinitely; and even when her
veason s fallen into decay—see tne fde
vation!  Fach day, all these years, st
goes to the mill and tends upor him,
performing the houschold duties, cons

ducting the business of the mill, rle-
tailing the work and instrocting the
men hired to do the milling. Thus

Lhas she eared for him as no one would
eare for a child and, in all, save the
matter of this vagary, he is obuedient
to her slightest whim.”

Hrabon touched the notary's arm,

“See! They comeagain!™

Onee mere the bizare figurestrode past,
followed by the woman. They  had
wialked to the church where Colette
wits aking a novena for Zephrian's re-
covery.,

To look upon the nofary one swould
suppose an angel pussed, but there was
on the face of the drimmmer only a look
of perplexed ineredulity,

When they were gone a little way,
the notary arose, looked at his wateh
and made as to set forth, DBrabon de-

gined him.

“One word, monsicur, They are mar-
ricd now?"
“Oh, no! That could not be,” he

answered, with something like 2 gigh
“They still courting and lookivg
forward to aday of greatness
ing ready for the wedding,

Brabon! T'hot is love, eh 2"

nre
and miak-
Mon Dicu

A Maodel Correspondent,

One woman who has o long list of
(riends with whom ghe corresponds has
n record of bieing in arvearvs witl
her letters, She has madde it a rule (o
write one friendly letter ench dap. 0t
miy not be a long epistle, but it as al
ways an interesting for it gives
in a newsy, bright manner the littl
incidents of the writer's daily life, and
is not penned with the idea of
filling a certain number of sheets,
ness letters minst be written,
el time: epistie a day is
only o henpt-to=heart chat with o lrviend,
comsuming only
the writer can
minutes, on

never

one,

imply
[si
and talke
this one
just as mvuch tinwe as
Spure-—sometimes tey

aother dave half an how
ity this rule of swwriting a single letter
tor some one of her ('ni’l't'\|m'n-.'t'|:7'- ciith
s never obiligzed
whole day to “catehing up"
friends, and she
misses the few minntes she spends every
24 hours in * Harper's
s,

duy this wonun saye she
to rive n
with

her genreely

keeping even”

Providence and the Cyolist,
*Say, Uncle Eph, how did de Lawd
fust man "

“How did de Lowd make de fust man?
Why, He done make him out ob de carf,
out ob de wiud: dat’s how He made him."”

“Den why doan' He make "em out o
i no ma' "

*Uause de Laowd doan® nebber
noflin'® extrabagant, my ¢ hile,”

“What'eher mean by dut, Unele Eph

“Land ain't as cheap as it was "fo’ de
wili, ehile, and den annudder Uing,
dere wan't no bisiekles in dem days, bur
now dese yvere hisickle peaple, dey dane
w0t demselves ter work ter aeadamate
all de dis hyar country; dis
MmN s ain't ewine ter be no mo’
mad an' no mo' mud, ehile, wonld jess
miin folks, den wher we'tl be,
honey? Dar ain't no good talkin® 'hant
it. nohow: Lawd am de judgs
ab how to go "bout His basiness avud He

make de

do

rosies in
||:|l'

no mo'

e hes'

w ho can sarcmnvent dem
hyur me, chile!"—The

% e only ene
i]n."‘ii". lers,

W hieel,

'\ ol

muaguinerired linseed
nlhirond last Neur ue,ils
$T,00d,

0

went

oil thera
gullons,

vidued at

If Pestered Day and Night
With nervousness, take Hostetter's Stom-
ach Bitters, which invigorates and tean-
quillizos the nervous aystem. 1'le basis of
recovery is a reform in errvors of digestion,
The epigastrie nerve and braln are united in
the closest bond of sy mpnthy, so ”Iull]\l‘-
peptic symptoms in the gastric region ire
always necommpanied by hartrul reflex nery-
oug action Joth nre remedied by the Bit-
ters, which ‘|‘~tll ires malaria, biliousnoss,
rheumatism and kidney trouble.

et B

Wirar is the baby's name?
We haven't one selected,
Ve're waiting till November comes,
To see which man's elected,
- “‘unhington Btar.

——

Frrs stopped free and permanently cured,
No fits after first day's uso of e, Kiine's
Gireat Nerve Restorer. Free #2 trial bottle
& treatise, D Kye, 034 Au hst. Phila ,Pa.

Indeed

“Tuar child eried for an hour this after-
noon.” “Why didn't you give itto him?!'"*
nsked the absent- mm.?ml ather, —Detioit
Free Press,

F'LANNEL next to the skin often producesa
rash, removable with Glenn ‘s Bulphur Soap.
Hill's Hatr and Whisker Dye, 50 cents.

l'nqulh!n Bultor—“Are
ll,lm-lli_\ Mudden (hesi
that be uagreecuble to
Fliegaude lll:ll'Ltd' 3

Nox-CoMwiTTAL. -
you wusienl, inlss ™
tntingly)="*Would
youl"

Ve think Piso's Cure for C onsumption is

thv only medicing for Coughs, - Jrsxie
Pixekary, Springfield, s, Oct, 1, 1844,
e ity
Jonxxin Coarrie—* Come, Mnn:in. let us

play Adam and Eve, "
we play it!”® “You
ple and I'll eat it

Mamie—“How will
tempt me with un ap-
'] exas Nilter,

Hunll's tamrrh t‘urn

Is & Constitutional Cure. Price T5c.
- - - -
HAX' gn O'Flannigan was sint up fer

loife, yo sozt™”
thryin' to get
yaars."—Lile

“Ylis, but his frieuds do be
his gintence redooced tin

“Tuaere is no such thing as perfection in
this world,"” said the philosopher, “Right,”
assented the colonel, “Even whisky has
to be nigh 20 pubsent watah, " lodianapolis
Journil,

—_———

IF'onetaN—*1 thought
French.”  “Oh, no.
Detroit Tribune.

her hushand
Broken

] wns
Euglish,"—

Most of us know u ;..rmd thiug when some-
one else has it.—Lile,

Cures

Talk in favor of Hood's Sarsaparilla as for na
other medicine, It has the greatest record of
cures of any medicine in the world, 1In fact,

Hood's

e Sarsaparilla

True Blmd
Hood's Pllla cure sick headache, Indigestion

WHAT LINE

made the rate one cent
per mile to St. Paul for
the THIRTIETH ANNUAL
EncampmenT G. A. R.?7

WHAT LINE

alone granted a return
limit of thirty days on
all tickets to the next
Encampment at St. Paul?

WHAT LINE

deserves the united sup-
port of all the members
of the Grand Army and
their hosts of friends?

WHAT LINE

will you patronize? Under
these circumstances,
other things being equal,
surely it will be the

CHICAGO
GREAT
'WESTERN

RAMWAY

F. H. LORD, General Passenger and
Ticket Agent Chlcngu.

“"Maple
Leaf
Route'

DROPSY=:*

Fosltively CUKED
nounesd hopiess, From Brot dose svmptoms sapldly disappesr,

Hemedies, lHeve
clired tiany thoy
sand  onses  pre-

with Yegetabie
lll i I teth Anyw wb loaat iwootkiirde oF Wil sympioms sre removed.
OK of testhmoniuin of miracilous guros setd FREE.

THI DAYS TREATMENT FURNISHED FREE by mail
DL L AL GREEN & SONS, Speeinliste, Atinute, Ga,
.rmul THIS PAVER ||||',' tima you wrile.

GENTS, STREETMEN and BOYS,

To roll Melinley and evan portralis: two o |r
PR wan e, Ve 1IJ @ oper hundreed. Cipsbey o
lll'll L K" & COCIPANY, Pubillshers, CINCINNA Il l'll[lll,

EFFEL']S OF A SMILE: YUCATAN KILLS T
EDUCATIONAL.

N

r “Il- I'Ill\ll‘u \lll\‘ll I H .tlll UY GUF THE UX].

VEUSITY OF CHICAGO, MT, CARKOLY, L),
\\.Hr;-lvuu\t|‘“I----.|..-h1\p|,||.L
Virs l“'l" ' | bbbt i Muisip .
AL UV T Y YT e
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