HIS PARENT'S OPINION.,

He's never been to college and has Hitle use for books,

Bxcept the ones with lots of pictures In.
He's not a fluent talker, though you'd think it from his looks,

But pretty soon we think that he’ll begin.
We dnn'l know how he learned go much.

You'd be surprised to see what marvelous intelligence he shows,
It's just a source of never-falling wonder, sir, to me,

The heaps of things our little baby knows. ’

Bome children are accomplished; they can do a lot of things,
Aund do a number of them fairly well,

One dances to perfection and another plays or sings,
Or In some other manner mny excel

But not at two years, often.

They're comparatively old.

Our lttle skeezicks now 1a barely two,
You hardly would belleve me, I imagine, if 1 told
You half the things our little one can do,

I've heard of other babies that thelr parents brag about,
They're prodigles, you'd naturally think,

The fond and foolish fathers quite belleve it all, no doubt,
But 1 just smile and turn my hend and wink,

I'im not disposed to blame them for thelr foolishness a bit,
They've got to make the most of what they've got,
But if you saw our youngster you would cheerfully admit

The cunning little rascal beats the lot.

~—Chiengo News,
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A D ProrerTy.

By

“Mmes are not what they used to
be,” the old house complained, rattling
one of Its loose shutters dismally, .

“Unce 1 was the finest and the
proudest house In town, now I'm a
bad property. No one wants me to
live in; I'm too wold-fashloned, [I've
been all kinds of homes for the frien:-
less, Lut even they don't stay. I'm
too drafty and expensive to keep up.
Here | am, going to wreck and ruln
outside, and inside, my furniture Is
golng to wreck aml ruin, too,

“Ouee 1 wans an aristocratie man-

flon, built on the edge of the town iu
the center of beautiful grounds, Now
my zrounds are like a swamp. The

grass s never cut, the trees are never
trimmed and my flowers have all run
out from lack of cultlvation, There
are criacks In my walls. My floors
are sapging and my frescoes are flak-
Ing off. It's hard luck for an old
house to be a bad property.

“The family that bullt me and iived
in m« through three generations is
dead pnd gone, 1 lwlung to a distaunt
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MAN-

OUNCE 1 WAR AN ARISTOCRATIC
s1on"
relutive,  He has no sentiment  and

Aoesn’t eare to preserve me for thesake
of family associatlons, ‘Sometime,
he rays, ‘the land will be good busl-
ness property, let the old house gn'
I suppose because the city is growing
g0 fast out this way, in time my Ianl
will be valuable, 1 hear it roaring
toward me—the city—and I hate the
sound. It'll tear me to pleces some
day and I won't be even a memory,

“My family was rich and well born.
I've geen all sorts of happenings un-
der iy roof, There have been court-
ships, and marriages, and births, and
funerals, and sorrows, and gladness,
It was all gladness for a time, then
there began to be sorrows, [ forget
those, I forget the funerals and re
member only the gay days when there
were dinners, and balls, and parties,
nnd rausie, and dancing,

“I remember the days when my cel
lars were filled with the fatness of the
land and we kept open house from one
New Yeur's day to another. There
were hig fires glowing and erack'ing
on my hearths In winter, and there
wore koft, flower-scented airs stenling
throngh the lace curtalns of my win
dows In summer, 1I've heard lovers
whispering thelr vows, I've geen
brides welcomed home and I've seen
the daughters of the house have zrang
Wweddings and go to other homes as
brides, Time went with dancing feet
when I was In my prime and theyx
poltited me out as the finest resldence
In the town, It's all changed now.
There's rone to come and go or to
keep my doors from rusting on their
Linges. There's none to watch for nn-
other's coming throvgh my windowa,
Thore's youth, no life, no lign?
within my walls because I am too ox.
pensive o place for the poor to keen
up. and too old-fashioned for the rien,

iesldes that, 'm not In a good puart
of the city, 1Us sad to be a bad prop
erty.

“The bolidays are especially hard to
bear. 1o the old days 1 was fillad to
cverflowing with company. My, my,
whnt pranks they % And what
dluners were mok

my blg kitch-
eul | can smell the Pasting meata

Lo

r long,

answered,

CLIZABLTH AYRES.,

nnd fowls to-day, and the sweet, spley
fragrance of the plum cakes and pud-
dinga,

“Christmas was a merry time, What
presents they exchanged, what sur.
prises they gave one another! No
fleep till Inte on Christmas eve, and
up befcre daylight In the moruing,
Children’s feet went pattering across
my floors to get the Christmas stock-
Ings, filled to bursting, hanging before
the fireplace of my biggest chimney. 1
heard whisperings and gigglings, then
that nearly made me burst my shles
with longing to laugh in sympathy,

“And New Year's day! Ahb, then
was the time when open houses were
in fashion and I was the favorite of
them all. There was the rustle of rich
sliks through wy halle, Beautiful la-
dies thronged my parlo™, and gentle-
men who came to call, forgot to go
awny and spent the day, unwlilling to
leave my comfort and attractions. In
the evening there was always a dance
In the ball-room at the top of me. 1
have a spring floor up there that was
like alr for light feet to trip across,
and I've heard the violing and the
‘cello and the booming bass viel make
the sweetest, saddest, most bewiteh-
Ing music that set me to throbbing on
my foundsations,

“Times ure not what they used to
be, Nobody keeps the holidays now
a8 they did when I was new. The
wind howls letly and cruelly in the
coid throats of my chimneys. There

~are no leaping fires on my hearths to

drive it back; there's nothing but sl-
lence and chill and emptiness,

“I can almost see the old  judge
again—le wuas the last of the family
—going down the walk. He was a
stately gentleman and clung to the old
customs and style of dress. The new
generation of people lnughed because
he wore g swallow tall coat to chureh
and kept on making New Year's calls
long after every one else had stopped.
Toward the end he came back to me
looking gad and weary. Probably he
was not made to feel cordlally wel-
come where he went. He was llke [
am, a survival of other years. Tho
nolidays became hard for him to Lear,
and, though hls form was erect and
his beard carried proudly to the last,
[ think he was glad to go. Sometimes
I wish I would take fire and burn. At
least [ should be warm again all over,

“Christmas was a horrld day.”
. L . L] »

“After nll, there I8 a bright side to
leing a bad property, Something hap-
pened to me to-day that makes me
tace a new year more willingly. I am
to be of use and appreclated. Some-
one s coming to live In me. In truth,
they've come already, 1 can hear her
singing now while she moves about
and puts my furnlture in order,

"It was only u few hours ago when
I felt a key turning In the lock of my
front door. It was so long since a key
had been turned there, that it shrieked
ps If In paln, The next thing 1 heard
was a fresh young volce saying: ‘Isn't
this a dear old house. I shall love to
live here, sweetheart."

“Then I heard a man's voice speak.

“*Can you really be happy In this
old barn of a place, dearest? (Up-
sturt.) *We may not have to stay here
but they were so anxlous for
gomeone to live In it, they let us have
it rent free and that was a great In-
ducement with an income llke ours,’
he went on, 'I'erhaps I shouldn't have
marvied you untll we had more mon-
ey,

“IHe sald thls a little wistfully, and
I began to like him better, °‘It's a
lovely place; so stately and old-fash-
loned, We need live In only two or
three of the rooms, but In summer we

can throw It all open and pretend

we're grand people,’ the girl's volce
‘You couldn't have mar-

ried me If [ hadn't been willing, and
I was very willing, saweetheart, so
very willing, I ean oe happy any-
where with you. We can save money
while we live here and that will be
such a comfortable feeling.'

“'Dearest!’ the man's voles mald,

“Thers was a little sllence, I am a
wise old house, I've seen such things
before, and I knew whiut was golug
on, They were In each other's arms,
standing together on the threshold of
a life, which, to thelr vislon, was nll
rose color, love and happlness. ['ve
scen It all before. I'm a wise old house,

“The girl wanted to stay from the
moment she entered. There was no
golng away to return to morrow for
her, ‘No, she sald, ‘let’'s begin the
new year in our new, old home, 1I'm
going to hang my hat up and make
myself at howe right away '

“NBhe hnd such a sunshine voles, and
her step was so lght and springy 1
could hardly feel her feoot pressing
my floors when she stepped

“They threw open my long<closed
shutters and let the sun stream In
through my chill, gloomy rooms, driv-
Ihg awany the shadows, They bullt a
fire on the hearth In the very heart of
me and 1 began to feel life pulsating
through my dry old bourds, After a
while the man went awny to get thelr
belongings, 1 heard hlm say The
girl walkead with him to the door and
they kissed sach other good bye as If
thelr partings were for always Instead
of for an hour. It |8 comforting to
have youth and love within my walls
once more, 1've missed them both for
80 long.

“T'he glirl watehed the man out of
sight and then came back to me,
croonlng a happy, lttle song. 8he went
through all of me with honsewifely
care and a tiny frown of responsi
bility on her brow. Il was funny to
watch her,

“‘Dear, dear,” she sald, ‘such an aw-
ful lot of Aust everywhere What n
shame to neglect this beautiful old
place.

“1 love that girl,

“He came back In a very short time,
consldering what he had to do, and
they're here to live. I suppose some
day they'll go away like all the rest
of my people, but I won't think about
that now., Thelr names are Dearest
and Sweotheart, at lenst I have not
heard them call each other by any
different, but they're names 1 love,
and It's years since they've heen
spoken within my walls,

“There's a home fire burning on the
hearth In the heart of me. It's good
to be alive and warm at the heart. It
brings back youth and happlness to be
warm at the heart."—Toledo Blade,

Climate and Consumption.

We are to-day learning the truth
that there |s no particular ellmate for
consumption, Wherever ean be found
pure alr—the less molsture in It the
better—there will the sufferer from
tuberculosis he able to fight his dis
ease—sometimes to a successfal flo-
Ish—If he can at the same time ob-
tain the proper rest and food.

Two generations ago this doctrine
would have been hooted at as the de
lusion of a madman, yet it 1s the
truth, The mountaln sanatorla of
Switzerland, the plue woomls of Prus
sin, of Canada and of New York, the
fce fields of Alaskn bear witness to
it. Tuberculosls s stopped by the
pure air of all these varled ellmates;
and it has been aceident far more
than design, expericnce far more than
theory, that found this out, One gen-
eration ago the whole Bouthwest
would have been at the North with
the pleturesque bowie or Colt, had any
one dared openly to assert, much less
to inslst on, such a pernlelous doe-
frine, but to-day those who are seri-
ously studying the facts feel coms
pelled to acknowledge the truth of It,
while the advocates of climate per se
are beginning to say—nay, are eager
to have us understand —that their el
mate Is not everything; that it won't
work miracles, and that there are
some cases of consumption that their
glorious c¢limate wlll not cure; and—
what a change! —there are to he heard
protests, here feeble, there vigorous,
against the unhappy habit long ago
planted by the Southwest, now flrmly
rooted in the North and East, of seml-
Ing all sorts and conditions of tuber-
culous patients by tens, by thousands,
by tens of thousands, Into that ellmate
to be cured.—Albert Hale In Reader,

The .lmerl_v-an Chameleon,

The American chameleon, a small
lizard (Anolls carolluensis), inhablits
various parts of the southern United
States., The little anlmnal has the re.
markable hahit of qulckly and com-
pletely changing its colors, varying
from brown to yellow of pale green,
Its food conslsts of Insects. The Ut
tle anlmal s perfectly harmless to
higher forms of life, 18 often kept as
a pet, and has been worn attached to
a chaln as an ornament,

The toes are provided with adhe
slve pads, which enable the lzard to
run upon smooth vertleal surfaces,—
St. Nlicholas.

We all of us clalm to be natural, but
we all of us know that the only time
when we are not puttiog on 1s when we

are asleep,

the way they were traded?

with
had characterized the house of Plumer
for years, that Joseph condemned him-
self to all
ment,

from his room.
with him, offering everything but his
consent to the marriage,
wag obdurate,

: LIFE PRISONER OF LOVE. R

Forty-five
events that led to the present state of

years ago, when the
Affairs began the farm of the I’lu-
mers was known far und wide for the

excellence of Its cattle, Its sheep, Its

orchards, from which came the finest

apples and from them the best clder
In New Hampshire; the abundance of
Its hay, i1s acres of thriving woodland
and Its fertile pnstures,

Old Ephraim Plumer, the grand-
father of the present generation, had
come from “down Rochester way”
when the great oak tree that stands
in front of the house was about as big
ns “a common stake” to quote the
phrase attributed by legend to the
first settlors,  He bought a small tract
of land and be bullded olm a small
hut.

Things were prospering with him
and when he dled his son Samuel
erecied the present large house and
found It necessary soon after to add a
great barn to the original hewn-oak
one, so fertile did the bay telds prove,

Bo when Joseph Plumer, the pres.
ent bedridden one, came to young man
hood It was with as brilllant pros-
pects a8 were possesed by any farmer
in New Hampshire, He had two
younger brothers, Ephraim and Bam-
uel, Jr. 1t is these who take care of
him to-day, preparing his food, mak-
ing over his bed at times, tending him
at all times as they might a helpless
child,

Joseph entered his twentieth year
sturdy and looked upon with pride by
his father ns his very worthy success-
or., And It was Just bere that love
entered the game, not to glorify It as
love has so often done, but to start
the unfortunate chaln of events that
hus ended with the present misery.

It began when the young mnn went
with his father one bright May morn
Ing to purchase n yoke of oxen. While
the father talked trade the son wan-
dered from the clrele of mere busi-
ness things and In his meanderings
came upon the pretty daughter of the

owner with wbom his father was
busy.
Well, the mald was pretty and the

time was spring! And in a few mo-
ments what ecared Joseph for oxen or
The only
thing he remembers about the trade
to this day Is that one of the oxen had
n splash of white on Its side,

After that Joseph went over the
hills ngain and again to the house of
the man who sold oxen, but oxen had
nothing to do with the case now., It
was the old story of the man and the
mald, and though she was only 18

she waa willing to marry Joseph when

he asked her—was he not the most
eligible swaln in all the countryside?

He went home and announced the
Lliss that had come to him to his fa-
ther, But father, forgetting the days
of his youth, demurred.

“Why,” remarked the father, “in the
first place the girl is only 18 years
old.”

“But we love each other,” eried the
youth, “and we must marry.”

“You can not; the girl Is only 18,
What you need 18 work, not a wife.*

“Well, then, I tell you, father,” ex.
clalmed the lad, “you who care more
that 1 should work than that I should
be happy; for every one of those six-
teen years I will refuse to work., |
will llve here, but I will not work. 1
am golng to bed now and I will not

get up to-morrow until I choose, And

If I 8o choose I won't get up at all.”
It was by that statement, combined
the Inherent stubbornness that

these yearg of lmprison-

The next day he would not come
His father pleaded

But the boy

. — — . —

The father did not ntlempt to starve
his won out. He directed that foods
should be gent In at each meal time
and that Joseph should have anything
within reason that he asked for.

It 1a not recorded that the boy evem
attempted to communicate with the
girl for whom he had gone Into volun~
tary imprisonment, but she heard of
It somehow and soon after a new woo-
er came and won a bride, And both
are dend and gone long ago.

There came & draft In the elvil war
days and Joe was named. This was
two years after he had censed from
all tolling and spinning, He was told
that he wus on the list and he went to
Portsmouth to be examined,

There the physiciang passed him,
but he Insisted that he was sick, His
family somehow wanted him at home,
s#0 they hired .dohn . Goodwin, a
prominent shoe manufacturer, to go te
Portamouth In his interests.

There year after year he has stay-
od. Through the windows he cam
look out upon the hills of his child-
hood.

He knows every bush, every hollow,
every tree. Year after year, day aftes
day be has conned the scene till the
viry atones are famliliar,

The reporter was led Into the kiteh-
en through a dinlng-room which was
furnished with absolutely nothing buf
a magnificent grandfather's clock and
a amall collectlon of priceless old cupn
and saucers,

After Eplirnlm had recalled that hll
father died twenty-four years ago—
remembered It on account of the fact
that the old man had purchased =
ram three days before the event—
the reporter was led In to see Joe, am
the vernacular of the household called
him. It s a little room with two great
windows, through which one may look
out across the valley, He ls In a great
four-poster bed, atrung with ropes In
the fashion of our great-grandfathers,
which sags In the middle.

One can scarcely see why it should
sag with the weight of the skeletom
that alts upon It.

His beard and halr are long and um
kempt, His volce |18 a hoarse whis
per.

“I have had eleven doctors,” he
sald, “and only two of them have eves
done me any good.”

“l wish I had my health and
strength and was young again. 1
would marry and have my children te
comfort me."” He sighed as his life
less hands dropped back upon the cow
erlet,

Her First Tarkey.

It was the day before Thanksgiving,
Mrs, Ray's first one as the mistress of
a home, Mary, the cook, had beem
hurriedly called away by the sickness
of her mother. Fortunately, the des
serts had already been maide. But there
wins the turkey to be stuffed and
ronsted.

Mrs. Ray before her marriage had
been a teacher of embroidery, and she
knew very little about cooking. Bhe
did not feel well enough acquainted
with the nelghbors to ask them how
to prepare the turkey.

With determined air she went Inte
the kitchen, put on Mary's big blue
glngham apron, rolled up her sleeves
and with a shudder attacked the tur
key.

No eook book could be found, so the
stutfing had to be from an original
reclipe,

After the stuffing was made and
consed into the turkey, the questiom
arose how to keep It there during the
ronsting. Mrs., Ray was sorely pus
zled. Then a happy thought came to
her. She made two buttonholes, sewed
on pearl buttons, aud buttoned the stufs
fing 1n.

Time flles so fast as a man grows
older that It seema to him he has his
Sunday clothes on all the time,
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