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- ,
of the ‘Gen,” m murmmd. ‘i‘lm eyea
Yiooked straight 1nto hers.. There was a
‘shadow of a smclle upon the lps
The days wore on.. it became a habit
‘wi'h the woman 1o look at the pieture
o' the mantel as 6he dregsed Morning|
acd night she would stand and gaze at
it. She began to feel a tender yearning
towargd it
“What are bhis eyes to me™ she
thought one night, on her way to her

r‘-‘;r b’e‘l“::f :;ds:ugsn;e:opmc‘:: 'he world | poom. A vague fear of berself assailed

To rleur old lgnorance 1way her.
And elevate the human Tace.

-3:!‘1!.‘. WGMF:W WH@? WAW. U

_je0- the poor girl, who. mﬂmrm -
ing— j 24 bothing but cry. She was the topl .
Tat he eused” ot the. gate wich *}:..,, of couversation, her age, her .family,
- m(l)ltlher fortt omt - te- formne. all that mm her——to .
3 w - 3
Hords fr ard2 .§?.f“m3§ k) Yoreitions | the very Iisses she had rectived that
~ Ihat_youth is so ready to weave,  _Lvery day fyom her m&mnwﬁmﬁiﬂ"
A dproud of the clank of hia zabie, to her cﬁhugﬁ m
And theé chévrons o!' gold on h.s sieen.
‘ Jrelated, dSicandd, And: repated’
Fle came from the -war . in . the ev&ninxv tinies; btlt !116 mme& m m .
-of - wbat they st!d m'm m M&

Thére wes a man who stafted out
To élevate the human race,
T« clear oid heres.es away
And make the world a '~tiér §.ace
H: deljed th anclent musty tombs,
M uiten burped ihe mmmgm c
And labored that this Lusy warld
Might be the belter fur his tall

He wrote in verse and olherwise
The lessons that he had to teach

Rot no one bought his books nor wuuld
The people listen to him preach.

ile wem ta. tbe wu‘ “in. the mora

The meadows were sprinkted with snow.
The drums and the bugiés were silent.
And the stepa of the sohllers wWere aiow
1ie way wrapped In the flag of Lhia count
When they iald him away. in the mold,

wyrzn § A th the glittering siars captain ; "
She walked up to t'h?‘, mantel. ‘ I'ip Reptacing the ch‘evmm of a‘old. ' ‘ ﬁ“
At last half starved and tn deapa r pot golag to be a teol,” she said ane Wth the | bo sl ‘b tzm»ld Wﬁlﬁﬂt e mi‘eﬂ,
He put his ba L | aw; “ ; e heroes whoe sleep o'\ e a
Ak ‘_g' e wh?«_ﬁf 15:'5 pei!:3 2y sg) grily. “My senses have deserted me. I¢ Vio lles with a flag at bls h -ceremiony  began. .

He does with simple ease to-day.
He elevates the human race—

Read on. and 1 wil! tell you how-
His rus'y pen is ldle. but

He runs an elevatur now.

AT DEATH’S DOOR.

Some years ago when In St. Louis, I
was introduced to an elderly German

i preposterous. A woman can't fall in] 11 nlind with the years of her weeping,
love with a picture.” e ot f;nlﬁmghfog ner dead.
8 ™ Who n atite
The guests favited to Mary Mnv fee!l but a moment %f pa‘n,
McDowell's house party had arrived Bur lh; wﬂomen who wait in the homes.
steads

two days before—all but one youmg| psust dwell with the ghosta of the sln!n.
lawver wao had been detained by an ~Minna Irvi
important case. They were, all sat-,

hered on the porch an lnformal group.

The f{reedom of the sunlit air, the ELOISE-
glary of the sky was upon them. They
ntleman whose soldierly bearing : laughed and talked incessantly. They .
fell bred mannerswon :nz afz:mcs 1\;2 Lubbled over wita enthusiasm. He bad been watching her perhaps }
became very good friends, apd I fre.| Keoneth McDowell sald almost noth- 10 minutes. The twillght hour, the:
quently visiteq him at bis studlo where | "€ Memonies of uld days crowded | ¥arm fragrant air, were conduclye to
we smoked and talked about plctures. |UPP" him. With a murmured apology | Sleep. and he knew that she thought he)
From my first visit my attention had he walked rapldly ayay. He wanted to wastna,pplng. - gﬂzﬂe:iz i?‘of»gg ﬂl::
be alone—he wanted to think of bis | Vantage grousnd o 3 Semorit ~
been attracted by a painting in a con- might have claimed.
She wore gray. The sof light cinung

seated upon a’‘carpet sp ‘ ] :
ground, outside. the dver of the !19133?!,‘

Letween twro of his acolytes, When the
moment was coma, and all was ready, 1 am
the priest. changed the aitﬁpx’ postiire }for

for the knecling, favoked the blewing
of Alish, mnd replaced hisuselt in hie
first - attitude. The br!ﬂg;rtﬁom then
‘apy sarsd, handinga youhg Hoy of some
ten yeire cld w!m éa;mgi et

;

paste, which ’f leﬁmeq aft ml
the keune, and ralied it In hi& Augera
i1 he made a ball of if, murmuring &
the while some. sort of ineantation,
then took €ho hand of the hxidegmqm,
who, with his

spicuous position on the wall. It wog|27¢ "to dwell upon it. In a few davs
that of a beautital woman kneeln-g ] 8! most he would be old—that was cer-

. extraordinery . ma
in agonized supplication at the feet of |@'D Time was absolute. releatless. "0 l;g" :gure, llingelred onté:;rt;:’gea?a knelt before him and shut it, se if 3‘@' 4]

)] a man whose uniform and decorations | _, Toat a bideous age it was—i5; !m;) t?xw: taimosd tchoundmo in lids-i Wished to ahow him how to bQI; But i
brapcke him a prince of the royal house |~ 1108 veperable, nothing appeai-n | 'as e? al tringed the P df m In his Intentions ware of a much mare jer
of Prussia. in ft. Such an uncertaln, abominat ‘e | 5° 5“'] was shf. Tlhm: wae aH eam it | pocific natuore, Keeping the ball at fioys

v “Is that your work Prof Hartman® I|D*'108 Truly at the tlme 60 was reach- | Bls éyes, an o d,lo 4 dream. He put & paste.on the fop of hig 10’?&5“’?'3%33 e jth
) asked one day. ed *he restlessness would be conquered, h?xg his resalutely. intend to introdyced it info the hand of the
“Yes: you seemm to 1ke it 0’1 ge would be accepted gracefully. | " FElolse do you ever intend to mar-f .o, gy ang Tepving it]n thegieats | S0
“I do lfke it: T am fascinated by the f‘le looked up into the blue. Whit» W’i“ llon startied hor er part of the pasis, he: took ont.a
appealing expression of that = man's |08 floated by. Something In . a€ gnestlon 3 . w .. plarge quantity, spread it “Qoll “the
tace” T said hi ature responded (o the glory afl the ‘1 think it is DDS"JVQIS' unki‘nd_. she arifice of ﬁlﬁ hpla x &m‘d ‘h’ thc A
. Professor Hartman lald down bis|92Y A great cry rose within him for | s2id “on this my _nr:st day after an ab- | pendeq fngers, - and inclindlug ﬁm Wik
3 E  brish and eald as he stroked his long | '0Y for love of bis own. Youth was not | sence of two years.” She shugged DEF{thumb upon i, he. sixled the ‘whole |W
B white beard: dead. He knew {t. He felt it. He |shoulders in theold way he remember }pang and secmed wiaﬁéd with the re- |
“There {s a story connected with ttat w;ztv::ed llr;n trylng to still the tehnpest 3‘3"‘!;3':-‘ wzzrrt hqeuﬁ;n"i; faterrupt sult. But fesring? T auppossd, ﬂ!&t 1hme
picture which 1 think 1d interest { W'!D:D him. ‘ - | nnlooked tor clroumstance should de-
/ & o wou ™| Eloise Gray had finished dressing tcr |ed. “You are mot so young ss Jou hy

stroy thls onpital: work, he ‘rolled:
haundkerciiief many thmes tonnd th
closed hapd of the hrldegroom, and dix |1
not leave til] he had ascartained that|)
to unlooss it Wwould notbe the affair
of an instatet. The same operation was |
accomnltah&d upoi the head of the Titt T& i
boy; “sfter whith, they hﬂ‘ﬁL~ i
and ware marriad, or at esst X
 thom wam. mnarried, not o the' nthm
but to & poor girl, who had taken no
part whatever in the céremany, What.'
-was she dotng durlig thig time? Norhs |
ing but what she had done from-the.
beginning ol thet - memorable. dty— Ot

were."

“Twenty eigat,” tndifferently.
“You are not beautiful.”
“No,” sorrowfully.

“But you are charming, attractive,
lovable. Your school mates are maf-
ried—why—"
“Shall I tell yon the truth—-—ma,ke
you my father confessor? Thaere’™s 8
dearth of men in our little town. The
girls are all old maids-—not an unecoms-
mon thing in a college town.”
*“You spend perhaps tharee months of
the year there,” he answersd. “You|
must give a better reason.” { erying, and-1 réally folt xgr
“T1 don’t care for men—except my coripaselon for ths
special {riends,” she answered apolo- | peaple, . he wrevar, wern hetbar o
getlcally. ' Y :

dinner and was standing before tho
picture. Her eyes were shining, ler
cheeks were flushed.
“l wonder what you think of me™
she sald, softly. with an impulse sho
did not try to resist. She pressed her
lIn+ to the cold unrespongive ones 'I'hea
£he ran gayly down the stairs two staps
at a time.
It was three or four hours later when
McDowell, going in &earch of Elolse,
‘found her upon the couch in the
Library. She sprang up ns he came in.
Her tear-stained face alarmed him.

*Eloige, what has happened?”
“Tt is all your fault.” she sobbed c~an.
vuisively; *“you put that picture there,
I tried to do as you sald. I looked at

“Then, said T, &t me have the story
by ail means.

1 shall not try to reproduce Prf.
Hartman’s real language or mannper,
for it s better not to attemp. the
{mpossible, but the following is the dry
kernel of the dramatic story that fell
from his lips:

*“The woman in the picture i3 the
wife of Colonel Graff, late of Baden,
Germany. Though educated at 'a Prus-
slan military academy and afterward
an officer in the Germany army, Graf
had an Intense hatred of kings and a
corresponding llking for things repub.
Hean.

“Wishing to see his country as freo
as the great republic on this side of
the ocean, Col. Graff in 1848 joined the
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- poured through the bars of the cell,

to death.

revolutionists in Baden. The plan to
overthrow the monarchy was a good
one, but like many other good plans it
failed in its execution by the weakness

of the majority of those who had
pledged their support. Col. Graff was
arrested and put into prison as 3
traftor. His wife who had ac-
companied him fn his ill-tarred cam-
paige was permitted to go at liberty,
but she only clung the closer to her
, busband tn the hour of his disaster.

“It was even less the custom then
then it is mow to give men chaarpged

with treason in Germany a long time in
which to prepare for legal defense. It
was presumed that the country was
filled with consaplrators, and with a
view to intimidating them condemna-
efon and execution followed ‘quickly on
the heels of arrest.

“Colonel Graff was tried by a court
martial convened to convict. He as-
ser'ted the rigat to be heard in his own
defense, but the privilege was not
grantel. Within one hour after the
judicial ferce began he was found
guilty and sentenced to be shot without
delay.

“The trial took place on the midille
of Saturday afternoon and the custom
had been to give tae condemned just
five hours fn which to arrange their
earthly affairs and to make their poace
with heaven before beirrg shot. Colonel
Qraff was at once laken to ‘the cell of
the condemned in tae prison at Baden,
and as he was being-driven aloug the
street he passed the'house in which his
wife was and he raised als manacled
hands to sfgnal her that the worst had
come.

“As {t would be after dark when his
five hours of grace had expired the
guards told the colonel tnat his execu-
tion would not take place that aight
and out of deferenee to the holy day—
certainly not througn any thought of
mercy—it was believed the condemued
man might live til Moxnday,

“from the cell in waich Graff found
himself, a comrade. Captain Shsad, had
been that month led out to execution.

“What can I do for you, Colone'?
asked the jailéer, a man whose face,
voice dress and manner bespoke a
familinriey with scenes of death.

“L want to see my wife, replied the
¢olonel.

“Ts that all?

“That and bring me some writing
materials and a cap of cofles,

“And no clergyman?

*Not till I have geen my wife.

"The-jailer eaved a solemn sigh and
went out, and Colone! Graffithrew him.
self on the cot, occupled the night be.
fore by @ noble youth in the prime o2
life now cold in the grave. In waves:
blood-red, the rays of the setting sun

and there came the cold night alr, and .
the shadows so suggestive of the grave
which thé condemned man was nearing,

"About nine o'clock a measured step
was heard outside, then a key was furn.
ed the door of the cell swung open and
the jaller appeared, holding & laurern
high above his head.

“Herr Graff, he began, in a sepulchral
volce, “it Is our rule to gratify the
reasonable wants of those condemmned
- We have searched the clty
for your wife, but she cannet be found,

“And doecs no one know whers she
157 asked the Colonel ‘

“It h salé that ahe lett. her I:oul on

it. and T dreamed of it unt!l it seemeg
living, dresming. The man down
stairs,” her face was full of contempt,
“they are two different people, my ple-
ture and your friend. I'm disappoirted
-I'm tired. Go away, I want to be
alnne.” He came over, took her hands,
and held them tightly. The power of
speech had deserted him. Ah, but a
man who refrains from speech at such
a time has wisdom straight from the
gods. Like a tired child, she leaned up.
on him. He put his arms about her.
His face was pale. his oyes were less
steady than usual. When the sobs had
epent themselves she looked up grate-
fully. Tn a flash she saw the meaning
of his bachelorhood. She knew that he
had always loved her. She felt in a sud-
den comprehension the generosity of
his sfilence.

“Whyv have you never told me?’ ghe
asked imperiously,

“Eloise. T have been trying to con-
aner it for years.” he sald hoarsely,
“and now at a single word from you.”
“There is no need to conquer it. It
all rameq to me like a flash. [ inve
vou.” ghe said, steadily. “The plcture?
It's rurtfous, but it seems 1ifeless, flat.
A very flattering likeness, though, of a
most uninteresting young man.”
“Don’t tempt me, dear.” He held her
from him. His heart was tn his wist-
fu' eyes. “Tae sacrifice is two great
~I am so old—eo old for you.”
The arithmetic of the heart i{s not
measured by years,” she sald, tenderly,
“We are of just one age.”—Buffalo
Fre-irng News,

FThe Pope's Love of Chesn,

It may not be known that Leo XIIT.
1s an ardent lover of chess. He has
been a constant player for over thirty
years. and his gkill in the game is ampe
:hing muuch mediocre.  His Holingss'
favorite opponent used to be Fathew
Guilio. with whom he was in the habl
to! playing when he was Cardinal
Peccl. On being raised to the Pontifi-
cal throne he summoned Father Guilio
from Florence where he was then sta-
tioned, and gave him apartments in the
Vatican. Father Guilio was sald to
combire a rare mastery of the game
with an exceadingly irascible temper,
Sometimes, during a ‘game with His
Holinegs, he would burst out into an |
pngovernable it of rage. On such oce
casions Leo XIII imamediately inter-
rupted the contest, and proceeded to
deliver a little homily on the virtues of
‘Christian resignation and self-control.

e |
Dolconth Mine.

One mine alone, the Dolcoath mine,
near Camborne, which the princess of
‘Wales visited some years ago, has
yielded tin and copper during the past
ninety-elght years that has sold for
$20,591,830 and is still returning 75,000
"tons of tin ore every year. The history
of this mine has been a siory of infla.
tion and depression; its ehares, wihich.
"¢ould be bought in 1846 for $20,000, had
risen in 1868 to $450,000, while in thoze.
twenty-one years no less than $739,270
was paid to the sharcholders in divi.
dends. Since this last date, 1868, divi.
dends amounting to 8,220,000 have been
.earned and pocketed by tae grateful
shareholders. In & few months’ time,
with the inerease in the price of tin, it |
is hoped that this old mine will again

be rejoicing ihe hearts ot Cornishmea

L

love with you.

‘It was strong, eamast, regolute.

for .4 long

“There’s wiiers the trouble lies,’” se- § of :
verely. *“*Women love you, men do, tod, (& RS W]
of course, but you don't anow them tn ume ilﬂ,‘*’ﬂ&
get vear you.”
He lnugned, a little vaxed lo.ugh it &
won't be put off like-this, I am in dead:
earnestness. Then,” tenderly, T want plllows; they' m{mmg
to see you happy, deer. The homs tien | 'on the- ﬁogr* ﬂl‘“{lﬂ‘
—some gay they will be severed.” . | hlankety, they. cromd '

He leaned over and took her handi.. thoh' bm,t",
He forced her eyes to meet his own, ;
“Little one, belleve me, In spits of |
your wonderful theories you cannot live
without love. Some day you will find |
it so~Have you never wanted to be.
loved? Be honest with me.” ,
The brown eyes filled with tears. She ? ee
gave his a look that made his heart 261
beat quickly.
*“1 would glve it all up for love,” she
said. passionately. “T am tived of he-
ing thought haughty, unapproacaable,
sarcastic. I want to be loved. I want.
to love, but—with the old look creep. ! :.ﬁtsg)?h 1:&&;;:&!?
ing over her tace—"T have never felt a | 514 hotig, RIAW
responsive thrill in all my life, and ax
you know, I have had many lovers,”

“Are you unhappy 7’ he asked, quick« :’;ﬁhf Atgﬁ%f:?;

Turniture,. Dlsposing - the-

conaallng e:ndea.vom
-had never seet %o m

ly.
“Sometimes,” gravely. . _
“Happy, too, often?” ¥
. “No, ot for a long time. 1 don’t un. dee
derstand myself. My work doesn’t gat. ] .

Isfy. 1 am restless, dlasa.t(aﬁed And f

the new.couple~kn llnr. Boiirtes
and singing At svery nawe . Nm

they made ons genufiextion;.

yet I am not {IL.” )
“Let us fing the troub!e,“ he sa‘k!, '
gently. ‘“You are not;cold, but you give
that Impression. .On ageonnt of your
dignity men fear you and--»you aue a
downright mude." Yo
The girl’s anger Vas like the ﬂash of | arrins
steel drawn swiftly zrom ita sheath into B
the sunlight. 1
“I must cnange my whole natare; 1|
must flirt and giggle and frisk—pgive |a
myself up to folly——pose in subdned
ligats and all the rest of it, while I In janq 1
my inmost soul fee! that I am dolng it flang
to gain a husband. I decline flatly, T§:
rebel utteriy.” :
A smile of amusément curved hia h
lips. i
“If 1 were & young man 1 would m :
you,™ he sald quietly. - Think of what
I bave sald to you. It has not heen
with out a purpose.  You areto spend a
month here. Thice weeks fiom*:{o
night the house will be filled with{
Mary's guests.’ T have invited a friend of &
of mine to meet you. He is 2 lawyer, |,
talented, rising~the only man tal;
whom 1 would be willing to trust your,
happiness. You can make him -fall 4a
Qegin now, Trrto He] B
romantic and sentimental, iive othep: 5&;
women. I have placed uis pieture:dn |
your mantel. Hiolse,” he pressed her].
hands tightly, “you must not miss hap.
piness. Tiis young fellow is diffdrent, '{
quiet of speech, but he is a man Bred Jo
in the keen alf of the ses and he is aia-
most worthy of yog*
It was late, Blolss Gray was sta.nﬂ!ng
before the firg, her eyes fixed on a i
ture that sat on the maniel. She was}
studying it contemplatively. There war
really something loveable in the face:

- *1 wdnder it It i possible for X
woman to fall ¥n love with a phofos
grapn,” she mused, “to feel for 2 pit-
tured face thg g}earnings, the heart.
aches that areboth Joy and pain to these: ”
‘who love. I have always ttl')ied to pletay %ﬁfg ii: cﬁeﬁ%ﬁ?&{& "
“Kenneth—s80 T suppuse for his sake 1} Ny sweet and; Sontlebing, A
will do this Idfotle thing.” She stood] %* 4 bresa®. o
tifhe- Tooktug; at. the tace]ob the "hunges bresd™ Liom
g ade. of CloNarieel,

or
# Iﬁarpe& o

by “3 rich ﬂeldl AR . i ]

."rander reto!ﬂte Breﬂ in the keen ’stf ' mﬁ ﬂ?ﬂ:ﬁ ﬁiﬁl@ ;i

de
talres a few mamm to ba.ke‘:m '
o]
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