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: || “You

| my husband
tremble, Nosa,"” sald he,
U drew near the house, and he bade

calmer, snying

| wo
e e
the mecting between ay-
self and his slster would soon he over
But it wns not that which 1 drewdid
It was the presentation to his servanis,

the haughty Mrs., Lansing, Something
like this I sald to Hichord, who nssored
we thit his houseliold wonld love
chuge T was his wife,

T ST
I for no other reas

CHAPTER XX -vCuutinned.y sliotild be angry in hiy way, and 1 have | son, lll_Hi thus I found it to be.  Aw we

But Bill's entrentios were ull in vain, | learned to be 'a very little nfraid of him drove into the ynard, we were surprisd
and bis distress wius st dts height when sinee that morning when on bosrd the | at seeing the hotse brillinntly Hhted,
fortunately bLis thought! “were divertod | steamer “Delphine” we sat and tilked | while through the open windows “orms
In another elinnunel A studden 1arn | together of the pawt of many persolis were seen movityg o
of the rond a gust of wind litied the Wondertngly T Hstened while e told | and fro _ _
sid palm<denf from his woolly head, aud  me how loig he had loved me; how it had In L displeased tone of volee Richard
earvied it far away, “Now, dear mars (Med i heart with bitter grief whon | #nld, It I8 Angeline’s work, and 1 do

safd Bill, laying bis huand on that of Mr

Iy sow e aboul to muarry ganother; how

not like it, for you need rest, and are too

Delafield, “vou'll sartin let ‘em breathe  Lis sister had” decelved him or he should mueh Ll!-#"-ll'll. to see nny one to-nlgle,
while 1 lli"l:i! ap my hnt, ‘chse you see | have spoken to qpe then; and how, o a hut .I‘ suppose it eannot be -I“”MI.I,II Ho,
how'll you look gwine into town wid Lmment of ‘temptation, when he stood “1“-“ he called to the driver, “who s
wme harcheaded." over my pillow, he had asked that [ | here?” . .

Gluneing over his shouldor, M. Dela mitght Aoy for he woulil far rather *hat “Rome ob de guality,” answered .I'.ul,
field snw the bt awny over the tields, | death should be his sival thoaie o fellow- ndding that “Miss Angeline done ‘vile
and quietly taking a bill feom Wis pocket o Thn as he thought how near 1 ‘vin to see de bride,”

und placing 1t in the negro’s hand, bhe e
plied, “That will buy yoo five such 1:‘IIN b

“Yes, but de hoswes, de h'““"" GX-
clalnted Bl almost feantically, “Don't
you sep Ferd is-gwine to gin out?”

Mr. Delnfleld feured so, uid more
to himself than to his servant, he snid,
“perlinps the cars will be behind
~=they usunlly are’”

Without eonsidering
Bill answered, “No, they
hear how they hired an
drives all afore him—gits
time an' all dat.” ‘

The next minute he repented a speech
whose disnstrons effects he Toresaw, und
he was nbout to deny it ns a fabrica-
tion of his own brain, when his master,
who really saw sigus of lneging in the
uervouk, fiery Ferd, sald, “Rill, you have
a peenlinr whistle with which you spur
up the horses, Make it now; Ferd has
run himself almost down."

As they appronched the town, fhey
heard a8 heavy, rumbiing sound. 1t was
the roll of the cars in the distance, A
few more mod plunges and the horses
reached the depot, coversd with fonm
nnd frothing ut the month, just as the
train was moving slowly awny. With
one pitylng farewell glance at Lis dying
grays, Mr. Delafield exclaimed, “Cut the
barness instuntly,” and then with a
bound bound sprang upou the platform,
which he reached just as Bill called af-
ter him in mournful neccents, *“Ferd's
dead, murs'r, Ferd 18"

But little cared he for that, Rosn Tee
was to be overtuken, nnd to accomplish
this, he would willingly have sacriticed
every liorse of which he was owner, even
were they twice ns valuable as the dop.
pled groys.

Mre, Delafield, with closely
and. compreased lps,
ear of the time when
be his wife. Thoy were about half way
between Angustia nnd Charleston and go
Ing at gront speed, when suddenly at o
short curve there wns a violent commo
tion—the passengers were pitehed for-
ward and backward, while the ongine
plunged down a  steep  embankment,
throwing the traln from the teack, snd
dragging after it the baggage ear, whiclh
In some way becnmo detached from the
rest. Fortunately no one was serlously
hurt except Mr. Dalafield, whose injuries
were simply mental, as he knew this ae-
cldent would probably detain them for

Lo,

the consequence,
wou't; 'cuase 1
engineer who
ahead of de

knit hrows
sl musing in the
Rosn Lee would

wany hours.
The sum had long been set and the
stars were shining brightly ere they

were able to proeeed, and it was after
midnight when they at  last  reachind
Charleston.  Driving immediately to the
landing, Mr. Delafield, to his great joy,

found that the steamer bound for New
York still lay at the wharf and would

not sturt until morning, But was Rosn
TLee on board? That wus a guestion
which puzzled him, and as there was no
wny of satisfying himself until mom-
ing, he sat down in one of the state
rooms and rather impatiently awnited the
dawn of day.

L] L] . L] - » *

The hurry, the confusion and the ex-
citement of starting was over, Wae were
out upon the deep blue sea, and from the
window of my state room 1 watched the
distant shore as it slowly receded from
view, and feit that 1 was leaying the land
of sunlight and flowers. Notwithstaml
ing the fntiguing journey of the previons
day, wis better this morning thun 1
had been for many months before, for 1
had slept quictly through the wight.

An hour or two after breakfast Char-
lie came to me with a very peeuliar ex-
pression in his foce, and asked me o go
upon deck, saying the fresh breese wonld
do me goud. 1 consented willingly, ond
throwing on my shawl and o simple Leg-
horn hat which had been of much service
to me at Cedar Grove, and which Mr.
Dielafiekd hind often snid was very becom:
ing, 1 went out with Charlie, wha led
me to the rear of the boat, where he
paid we were not ao liable to be disturh-
ed,  Seating me upon 8 small settee, he
askidd to be excusgd for a few momonts,
paving I should not be long alone,
motion of the boat produced n slizht diz
giness In y bead, and leanlng my elbow
upon the arm of the settee, I shinded iy

eyes with my hand and st lost in thonght

until 1 heard the sound of a footstep.

“It was Charlie,” 1 sald, so | did not
look up. even when he sat down by my
glde and wound his narm round me, wrap-

ping my shawl closer together, oh, &
gently!
since my sickness," I thought, and mucl
I loved that he should' thus caresa me
It thrilled me steangoly, brivgiog back
to my mind the night when I sat in the

vine-wreathed arbor, whern I should ney-

er sit again. :

For g anoment therg wis n“'l‘fl'(‘t sl
len
Oharlie's' hedrt. "Then leaning forliam

and removing my’ hand fromd iy

pergd as he did so, “My own Rospi")
nee, when I was apparently Llninz

time |

The

“Charvlie Is very tender of me

' and I pould hetr the benting « .f

ovlien,
he pressed a kiss upun my lips ongd wlis-

had been ta ghe dark valley he shadder
ingly deew e closer 1o his side and told
[me how bhe had swondered at Dre. Clay-
ton™8 lenving me so abroptly, and how
soppetimes, when o orny of hope was be
| ginning o dawn apon him, it had been
| ¢hilled by wy manner, which he now un-
derstooni,

“You cannot conceive,” snid be in con-
|vluu1uu. “whnt my feelings weore yester
morn when I bade wou ndiew. nor yot
[:_-nrl you comprehend the overwhelming
delight T experienced when I read that
letter and felt that you would at last be
niine."

When he had censed to H|ll'ﬂk, I took
up the story and told him of nll my own
fevlings, and that nothing would ever
have induced me to think for a moment
of becoming Dr. Cluyton's wife but the
belief that hée was engaged to Ada, n
story which 1 told him his sister affirm
ed when I went to her for counsel.
“And s0 Angeline played a double
part,” said he, sighing deeply. *“1 never
thought she ¢ould be gullty of so much
deception,. though 1 have always known
she was averse to iy marrying any one.”
Of Ada he waid that never for a
moment lad he been engaged to her,
“She is to ma llke a sister,” said he,
“and thongh I know she has many faults,
I am greatly attached 1o her, for we have
lived together many years. She was com-
mitted to my care by her father, god I
shall always be faithful to my teost. And
If, dear Wosa, In the furture. cireum-
stances should render it necessary for
her to live with ums, shall you object?
She cannot harm you now."

He had talked to me much of his love,
but not a word before had he sald of
my sharing his howme at Magnolia Grove,
so 1 rathey cogqnettishly answered, “Yon
tulk of my living with you as a aettled
matter, and still you have not nsked me
if T would,"

A shadow for a moment doarkened his
e, and then with a very quizzical ex-
pression e made me a formal offer of
himeelf and fortune, asking me pointedly
it 1 would accept it, and—and—well, of
coursa 1 did what my readers knew 1
wonld do when 1 first told them u[ llw
dark man at the theater—1 sald “yvos,
imd promised to réturn with him to \lfu:
niolin Girove as soon as my health would
permit, which he was positive waonld he
in n very fow woeks, for he shonld be my

dally physician, and *“love,” he said,
“would work miracles.”
Thus, you see, we were engnged—

Richard and I,

CHAPTER XXIV.

Over the New England hills the hazy
lght of n mosat glorious Indian sumimer
wia shining, while the forert tress, in
their gorgeons array of erimson and gold,
lifted their tall heads as prondly as if
they heard not in the distanee the voiee
of coming sorrows wnd the sighing of
winter winds, The birde had flown to
their Southern home, where 1 fondly
hoped to meet them, for 1 was to bhe a
bride—Richard's bride—and the day for
my bridal had come, We had been ev-
erywhers—~Richard and I—all over the
old SBunhy Bank farm, sacred to me for
the many hallowed associations which
clustered round it, and very, very dear
to him beeanse it was my childhood’s
home. 8o he told me when we stood for
the last time beneath the spreading
grope vine, and 1 peinted out to him
the place where, years before, I had lain
in the long green grass and wept over
the fickleness of one who was naught
to me now save a near friend.

Together we had sat in the old brown
schiool house—he in the big arm chair,
and 1 -but no matter where 1 snt—when
I told him of the little romping girl with
yellow hair, who hind there first lenrned
to con the alphabet and to teaece on the

gnyly colored maps the houndary of
Gieorgin, litle drenming that her home
would one day be there, Then when 1

showed him the benelh where 1 had lain
when the faintness eame over me, he
wound his arm closer around me-—though
wherefor®s I do not know, Together, {on.
wao had gone over the old farm honse, he
lingering longest in the room whepre 1
wus borm, and when he thought 1 didn’t

“She might at leagt bave consulted my
wishes," sald Riehard, while my henort
sunk within me at being obliged to mect
strangers in my jnded condition,

Mrs, Lansing, it seems, had in Ler
mind n pew piano for Linn, their pres
oent one being rather old-fashioned, and
as the surest means of procuring ont, she
thought to plense her brother by noticing
his bride. So In her geal she riather over-
did the matter, inviting many of the vil-
lugers, some of whom were friendly to
me and some were not, thongh all, 1 be-
leve, felt curions to see how the “ple-
beian''—thus Ada termed me—would de-
menn herself as the wife of a SMouthern
planter.

Dusky faces, with white, whinlng ayes,
peered round the corner of the building
us the carriage stopped before the door,
and more than one whisper renchied me.
“Dat's she—de new mise, dat mars'r's
liftin' so keerfully."

Upon the piazza stood Mrs. Lansing,
her face wreathed in smiles, while nt her
side, In flowing white muslin, were Ada
and Lina, the former of whom sprung
gayly down the steps, and with well
felgned joy threw herself into the arms
of her guardian, who, after kissing Ler
affectionately, presented her to me, pay-
ing, “"Will Ada be a sister to my wife?"
“Anything for your sake,” anwwered
Ada, with rather more emphasis on your
than was quite pleasing to me.

Mrs, Lansing came next, and there
was something of hauteur in her munner
u8 she advanced, for much as she desirad
to please her brother, she wns not vet
fully prepared to meet me as an equal.
But Richard knew the avenue to her
heart, and as he placed my hand in hers
he sald, “For the sake of Jessie you will
love my bride, T am snre.”

This party was followed by many
more, and ere 1 was aware of it, Mrs
Richard Delafie]ld was quite a helle—
what she sald, what she did, and what
she wore being pronounced an fait Ly
the fashionables of Chester, Upon all
this Adn looked jenlously, never allow-

ing an opportunity to pass withont speak-
ing slightingly of me, though nlwnys care-
ful that Richard shonld not know of it
In his presence she was vastly kind, sit-
ting ot my feet, calling me “aunty,” and

treating me as if 1 had been twenty
years her senior,
Toward the middle of August, Invita-

tions came for ns to attend a large wed-
ding in Charleston, I was exceedingly
anxlous to go, having heard much of the
bride, who was a distant relative of my
husband, and though both he and Mrs.
Lansing raised every conceivable ohjec-
tion to my leaving home, 1 adroitly put
nglde all their arguments, and ere Rich-
ard fully realized that he had been cong-
ed into doing something he had fully de-
termined not to do, we were rattling
nlong in a dusty Charleston omnibus to-
ward one of the largest hotels, where
rooms had been engaged for us. The
morning after our arrival, I went into
the public parlor, aud as I saated my-
self at the plano 1 saw just across the
room, near an open window, a quiet,
intelligent looking lady, apparently twen-
ty-six or twenty-seven years of age, and
near her, sporting upon the carpot, was
1 beautiful little girl, with flowing curls
and soft, dark eyes, which instantly riv-
eted my attention, they were so like
something I had seen before.

At the sound of the music she came to
my side, listened attentively, and when
I had finished, she Inid one white, chub-
by hand on my lap and the other on the
keys, saylng, “Plense play again; Rosa
like to hear yon."

“And so your name is Rosa?' 1 an-
swernd: “Roan what

“"Rosa Lee Claxton, and that's my new
ma,” she replied, pointing toward the
indy, whose usually pale cheek wans for
an instant soffosed with a blush sach
as brides only wear.

I knew now why I had felt interosted
in the child, It was the father whom 1
saw looking at me throngh the eyes of
brown, nnd taking the little ereature in
my arms, I was about to question her
of her sire, when an inereasing glow on
the lady's cheek and a footstep in the
hall told me he

sew him, gathering a withered leaf from i wns coming,
the rose bush which grew beneatly the I'he next moment he stood befors me
window, and which 1 told Vi [ lad -Dr. Clayton ‘_‘“’ face parfectly uneuf-
planted when a little girl, :"‘:t “2;' 1:“;;"{"”;’? l"“[ "“i":f"":i"‘lll of con-
n . ¢nL, ! M 0 rive ] ¥ .
For a few days we !inger--d At my || was consclons of & ’rui,m“,“nﬂ{s:ﬁr,
| mother's Areslde, and then, with the fall | svor we, but by n strong effort 1 &) si
of the first enowfluke, we left for our |iy o and rislng to lm'“ feet, I nnfrl:’-)l
1 | Southern home; Richard promising iy kim I.Il\‘ hand, which he Dra‘ﬁn.i‘d uu\"i‘u‘t;
mother, who was' loath to give me up, | wppiy is indeed a aurprise, lln)s::.-l- 'lu:b:

-
and the roaes were blooming again by
the door,
Liills,

We stapped at New York, Plila

¢ that we landed at last at Clinrlostor
nnd took the cars for Chester,
reached mbout dark,

Wity a loud ery of joy, Bill,

that: when the sumwer birds came back

e~ would  bring his Itosa- to
brentha onee mpore the'pir af her native

delphin,’ Baltiovore and Washington, ind
1]t owas notountdl the holidays were fAss-

which we

who was

your pardon, Mrs. Delafield, I suppose?”

1 nodded in the afMicmative, and was
nbout tp say something more, when nn-
other footstep ‘approached, and wmy hus-
band’s tall fignre darkened the doorway.
Ifor an- instant they both turned pale,
and Dr, Ciaxton ‘grasped the pinmo nery-
ously; but the shiock soph -passed nway,
and then as friend meots friend nftor a
Lirlef uﬁparaﬂnn' #o et these two men,
who _but theygdarihefore had watehad

the’ sotind of that 'voice had calltd me | waiting for us, wolecomed back his mas: | rogether over ,my  pillow, praying the
back tq ufil nﬂﬂ now with a ory of joy frer, codithenulmest dishlag fuy fugers | one that 1 might live, aud thd oiher that
1 sprang to my feet, and taraldg ‘rouw 1, Lin his big Black hand, said, with o sly

stood face to face with Richard Delufiely,
wha, nrucm.:g his arms toward e,
said, ome ‘to '‘my homem, Roxh. Henow
forth It ls your resting place.”
The shoek was too mueh for o
we slixie,

I eduld not Lelp It
lag upon

in mny
A faintness stole over me,
and 1f I obeyed his command, it was he-
When 1 re-
ed to ‘condciousneas, Richard’s arus
were around me, and my head was rest-
a hosow, while he whispared
which I leave to the lmag-
dape not glve Lhem to the
be—Uncle. Dick L esil him—

wink, whi
pressive, 1 know now’ what mars'e Kille

Ing some apology for the really
woking uanihmals he  was

rorey

and and rederic.

loward Magnolla

loacs Grove,

I he meant should he very ox-
depy hosxes for!" at the same time k-

compelled to
drive in the place of the decensed egdi-
As we drove through
e town, L 'could not help contrasting
my present feolings with those of the
year before, when 1 thought | was leats
ing it' forewer, Then, weary, sick and
wretchod, 1 bad looked theough hlinding
whileh
was now my home, whila at my side,

Lmight die.
L] - . L - L] -
1 The férvid héat of snmnmer Nk passed,
and the hazy light which betokens the
full of the leaf has come. On the uorth-
ern hills, they say, the November snows
have already fallen, but we are still hask-
ing In the soft sunhght of a most glorious
nutumn; and as I write, the south wind
comes ’m throogh the bpen window, whis-
pering to me of the fading Sowers, whose
perfute it gathered as it floated along,
Just opposite me, o & willow chair, with
her head burled in & towaring turben of
roysl purple, site Juwo, a middlc aeed

. |
1with his arm round me, was its owner— |

to whom 1 bore the formldable relation
of mistress, nnd for whomse goud oplolon |
| I cared fur more thon 1 did for thoat of

womnn, nodding to the breerwe, which oe-
ciusiotally brushes past her so [ast that
whe Inzily opens her eyes, and with her
long-lieeled foot gives a Jog to the rose-
wood crib wherein lles a little tiny thing
which wuax left here five woeeks ago to-
day, Ob, how odd and fuuny it seemed
when Richord first Inid on my arm a §it
tle bundle of combrie and lace, and whis-

pered in my ear, “Would yon like fo see
our baby 7"

Jessle was she baptized, Mrs, Lan
sing’'s tears falling like reain on the fhee
of the unconscious ehild, which she fold-
od to her bosom as tenderly as if it had
indecd been her own  lost -!t‘h'-i:.v ORTiE

brek to her again, Upon Ada the arrival
of the stranger produced = novel t'rr“l"t'
overwhelming ber with such n load of
modesty that she kept out of Ricliard's
wany nearly twao works, and never once
ciame to see me untll 1 was sitting up o
my merinoe morning gown, which she had
| embroidered for me herself. Ada has a
|\n|\ nice sense of propriety

'here 18 o rostling in the crib—-the
| bby is waking, and at my request Juno

brings lier to me, sayving ns she lnys her
on my lap, “She's the berry pictae’ of
t'other Jessie," amd as her soft biue cyes

nnelosge and my hand rests on her carly
hair, which begius to look golden in the
sunlight, 1. think the same, and
with a throbbing heart I pray the Father
to anve her from the early death which
canme to our lost darling, “Jessie, the
Angel of The Plnes"
{The end.)

Loy,

“FOREIGN" CHEESE MADE HERE,

Almost All the Heat Products Are Suce
cessfully Tmitated,

Simple folk who pride themselves
upon thelr gastronomie taste are some-
times heard to speak scornfully of
Ameriean cheeges, but perhaps in nlne
gnses out of ten they eat aud praise
as an excellent example of the forelgn
product a cheese that never crossed the
Atlantie, Camembert and Brie are the
only soft cheeses that are lmported In
considerable quantity, and even they
are manufactured in the United States,

It Is confessed that the native Cam-
embert and Brle are not so good
as the forelgn article, but the cheese-
makers of New York and New Jersey
have come at length to produce admir-
able Roquefort and good Imitations, if
they may be so called, of many other
famous foreign cheeses. The French
cheesemakers, with the conservatism
characteristic of rural Europeans, have
neglected to adapt their products to the

Ameriean market.
The Brie cheese from abroad, for
example, comes In n large disk, that

puts it beyond any but those who con-
sume It In large quantities, whereas
the native Brle iy made In small eakes,
that may be purchased for family use.
The sale of Gorgonzola cheese, which
& still imported, is much less than it
would atherwise be if made in smaller
parcels.

Only two or three English cheeses are
now lmported in large quaniities, and
the so-called English dairy cheese is a
native product. Meanwhile, enormous
quantities of American cheeses are ex.
ported to Great Britain. Some English
cheesemakers have tnken to putting up
their products in jars instead of blad-
ders, In this way making them more
easily preserved.

German and Swiss cheeses are Im!-
tated here, though less successfully
than some others. As to the [tallan
cheeses, they are made without any
pretense  of concealinent wherever
there 18 a considerable Itallan quarter,
though the imitations are not liked
by the Italians themselves, and cheap
Italinn cheeses are imported in great
quantities, Parmesan Is a great favor-
ite with Italians, since It is chenp and
In various ways useful. Limburger is
imitated here, as Is Neufchatel.

According to loeal tradition, the ear-
Hest maker of “foreign” cream cheese
in this region, was n Frenchman, whose
fitat customers were a few fashionable
restauratenrs. He produced in small
quantities almost perfect imitations of
Freneh cheeses, and delivered them to
his customers himself. The manufac-
turer of these cheeses has now so ex-
tended that many grocers make no ef-
fort to keep a stock of foreign cheeses,
As vet, however, the conservatism of
the commercial world seecms to make it
nécessary to stick to old names and
forelgn labels.

“No Kick Coming."

A rallroad englneer who Las heen in
the serviece go muny years that his halr
has grown tron gray and his visnge as
stern us a warior's while he has driven
his fron monster over the paralléls of
fron, recently experionced his Hrst col-
lision. He came out of 1t with a badly
demollshed cngine and a sufliclently
gmashed-up leg for any occusion,

The surgeons took him in charge and
by dint of splints, bandages, skill and
patience saved his Injored llmb and
got it on the road to recovery.

T'he other day be walked out for the
first time, and as he hobbled along on
crutches, the injured wember looking
very unwieldy indecd, a friend halled

him with: *“Hello, Jim! how's that leg
of yours getting along?"

The veteran has gray eyes, as clear
and penetrating as a youth's, and they
twinkled with a tonic effect as he sald,
laconically:

“Oh, 1 ean't klek.,"—New York Times,

Stable Yard Gossip.

The Cow—EHave you heard of this
new food they are making out of chop-
ped cornstalks?

The Horse—XNo; but they needn't try
it on me. 1 won't touch It

The Cow—Oh, it isn't for us, It's for
human beings.

Used No Typoewriter, Anyhow,
“Have you any system In dolng your
work?" asked the Inquisitive friend
“Yes," replled the struggling suthes
stiffly, “I bave always used the Spem-
cerian system,"

On all South London street nl'm
the fare ls now 1 cent.
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A Lost Chord,
Seated one day at the organ,

1 was wenry and 1 at eqse,

And my fingers wandered idly
Uver the neisy keys
I do not know what 1 wias nlaving,
Or wling l was deenming then
But | stenek one chokd of o
Like the hnlll.ll of o grent Amen.
It Mooded the cebmson twilight,
ik the close of nn angel's
And it Tuy on my Tevered
With a toneh of indinie
It I]'-Ii"l'“'| !'ai” g 2orrow
Take love ovorsomn Y]
It secied the hnrn VIS

Frotw oo discordunt Jile

It linked all perplexod mean
Tnto one pepledt |
And tremblid awiy
Ag iT It were

it wilen

I have songht, but 1 scek it

Vi,
Thiat one lost i ddivinge,
Thot eame from the sonl of the organ
And entered ot i,
[t may be that Death's hright nugel
Will speak in that chord neaing

It may be that only in heaven
1 shindl hear ther graond Amen
—Adelaldo Anne Proclor,
Sone of the Silent San!
Into the Sileny Liand!
Ah! who shall lead us thither?

Clouds In the evening sky more darkly
gather
And shattered wreeks lie thicker on the

strand,
Who lends us with a gentlo
Thither, O, thither,
Into the Silent Land!

hand,

Into the Silent Land!
T'o you, ye boundless regiviis
Of all perfection. Touder
vislons
Of beauteous souls,
and Liand:
Who in life's battle firm doth stand,
Shall bear Hope's tender hilossoms
Into the Silent Land?

murning

the future's pledge

0, Land! O, Land!
For all the broken hearted

'The mildest herald hy onr fate allotted
Beckons, and with inverted torelr doth
stand

To lend us with a gentle hand

To the 11m-! of the great departed,
Into the Silent Land.
~—Ilenry W. Longfellow,

BOY SELLS HIS HEAD FOR $3,000.

Arthur Jennings, a 17-year-old peanut
vender of Dlorence has achieved na-
tional publicity becanse of a deal into
which he entered some

time ago witha well-
known Eastern medl-
cal ecollege for the sile
of his bhead after
death.

The Iand, through
slekness wlin very
young, was affected
with an enlargement
of rthe cranium and

has long been an ob-
jeot of study for local
physiciaus, who are
surprised that he has llved as long as
he has. Arthur's head has not grown
any for the past yeuar, but it s now
large enough to cause the boy a great
deal of Inconvenlence and may result
fn his sudden death almost any day.
The head measures thirty-two inches
In elreumferences and Is snid to be the
largest cranium on a human belng In
the world. Local physiclans say the
enlargement is due to water. The
head is so large that the spinal column
has been affected, and young Jennings
{8 compelled to use a cane when he
walks to keep from losing his balunce.
His body Is far below normal size,
Jennings has aiready received $1,000
on the deal, The remaining $2,0000 will
be paid to his helps after his death.
Young Jennings laughingly refers to
the sale of his bead and thinks he has
perpetrated a good joke on the col-

A, JENNINGS,

lege, I feel all right and do not he-
Heve I am going to dle very soon,'" he
SN .

Heyond Help.

One of ithe street phllanthropists
who always an eye and ear for
ehildish troubles stapped to comfort
a stout little hoy who was filling the
alr with lamentations.

“What s the matter, you
dear?' ghe nskead, itously.

“af-miy b-beother's got a  vacation
and—and I haven't!” roared the af-
flicted one at last

“What # shame!" sald the com-
forte., Then you don't go to the
same schaool, of course?”

41—1 don’t go to school an-anywhere
yet!” came from the little boy with
v fresh bnrmt of sOrTOW.
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The: Bible pulilications of the Oxford
University T'ress have been Issued for
800 years, and can he published In 150
InAgtmges and dinleets. " HYery year
fully 400 paper are used for
this purpose o Orders for. 100,-
GO0 Blbles aee guiie goipimen, and the
supply of printed sheets 18 so groal

tons uf

that an order for SO0000 coples can be
readily tilled U un average frowm
thirty to forty Bibles are furnisbhed
every minute,

When there ure no men in the fam-

ly, & woman ocenshually gets a turn

s stepplug on some other person's

privilege.

whun.,-\'-t-r i boy sces dirt he wants

te get luto it

at being slck without feeling that she |

AMERICA'S MANSIONB.

Type of Buildings the Great Wealth
of the Country Has Produced,

Readers will recall how nny puges
of the Architectural Record have been
devoled in récent yoars to the repie-
sentation of coslly clty and
country places erected not only by the
Yanderbilt family, but by the Goulds,

Lo ses

the Astors, Messrs, Poor, Whitney,
Wetmore, Humtington, Benoedlet,
yourne, Foster and others—a register

| of the great opportunities that have
been provided for the American archi-
tect by the astonishing loncrease of
wealth In this © and an lodiea-

tion also for the world at large of l!l»‘»
interesting developinent of

anntry,

new and
Amerlean sovial lite, which as ye. has
attalped to barely more than s be-

ginnlng. Nothing comparable to it ex.
1518 elsewhere in the world, weites H.
W. Desmond, In Architectural Record.
The buildings it has produced (and in
the future will dempnd) arve very declid-
edly AlTereneed From the I.'I._'H!-]l coun-
try house, their nenrest contemporary
Lanalogue,  They differ dven more from
Ameriean homes that after
war aid when prosperity returned
to the conntry.  Nelther are they at all
kindred to old colonial liouses
[ which added the chief charm to our
| early Hife, the remalning exiin-
ples of whieh still retaly an hdestrae-
tible atmosphere of delight, The squire

|]l|'
the

HIOEe

1hose

sociul

of the old days, o father. bis Amerd-
can connterpart o the Southern plaad-
or andd England teader, hins
hevn replaced by the merchant prioee,
and the homes the latter is now creat-
| tng, espeeinlly along the eastern lit-
| toral, may hest be likened to those
wihtieh the merchant peinces of Medi-
clan days erected In a manner and
with a purpose not entirely dissimilar
te the manner and purpose of thelr un-
dreamt-of American stecessors.  These
buildings are the registers, and, let us
hope, enduring chronlcles of our very
Intest days, of our rapldly accemmuint-
ing wealth, of the prodigions rewards
of high finance, and the extraordinary
degree of Tuxury that has become coms-
patible with Ameriean life.
The Old-Fashioned Woman.
Oh, well I remember the home of my
childhood,
The hill that I climbed in the sunlight
and dew;
The rabbits that hid at its base in the
wildwoaod,
The hunters that often would trouble
them, too,
But better thaun these was the ivy-grown
dwellilng—
why (did
roam 7
Where lived the dear woman whose story
M telling,
That old-fashioned woman who made
it o home,
"That love-fashioned woman,
That sweet-fashioned woman,
That old-fashioned womnan who lived la
the home,

the New

Oh, I ever away from it

Oh, where has she gone with her aprons

and knitting,

Her calico gown and her sunhonnet
dear?

She never was one that was given to
flitting,

Her home was her temple, her empire,
her sphere,

She cared not for riches, nor travel
nor pleasure;
The wealth that she craved was be-

neath lher own dome,
er hushand, her children,
were her treasure,
That old-fashioned woman swho lived in
the home,
That dear-fashionod woman,
That soul-fashioned womuan,
That old-fashioned woman that lived ia
the home.

her friends

The ivy-grown walls of that homestead
are falling,
The brambles have choked out the
blossoms—the weeds
wild and unsightly—the
hawks are calling
When day into darkness and silence
recides,
Oh, never again shall 1 haste there to
githor
The flowers that grew in the sweet-
seented loam
When my heart and my steps were as
light as a feather
To greet that loved woman who made
it & home,
That old-fashioned woman,
Thut home-fashioned woman,
That God-fashioned woman that lived in
the home.
—Chieago Record-Herald,

Grow night

An Unfortunate |lI:‘f'l-1II!l'3ll.

The story of the man who pald the
minister his marriage fee in yearly
dividends, according to the value of
the matrimonial goods, Is matched by
one which the Philadelphia Telegraph
reliutes,

A Southern clergyman
a palr of negrooes.
the groom
chahge o'

“Well,” said the
ally leave that to
times 1 am pald five dollars,
times ten, sometimes less,™

“Dat's a lot ob money, pahson. Tel
you' what OR'll do. ALl gib yo' two
dollahs, an' den eof [ fin' [ aln't got
cheated, ' gib yo' mo' In a monf.”
A month later the groom returned.

“Ah's yere, lak Ah promlsed, pah-
son.”

“Yes,"
1y.

“Al tol' yo' dnt ef Il was all right,
Al'd gib yo' mo' money, didn't Ah?

“You i

“Welle pahson, as dis yere am a
sort of spec'lation, Ah reckon yo' owe
me about o dollabh an' elghty-five
cents, an' Ah come ter git It."

had married
After the ceremony
asked, “"How much yo'
dis?

minister,
the groom,

“1 usu-
Some-
S0Mo~

sald the minister, expectanb

" At High Altitudes,
Balloonlsts who ascended about 10,-
000 fvet In Kurope, the other day,

found a temperature of 27 degrees be-
| low zero.

At the end of ® hard tluy. when you
look over your work, how lttle you
bave accompliched!




