288

PR ABRA;TTBONRUEFIRIISGDNRR | T AT

P

VP WP eraD (N3

W P Ty AN TS W Rr | e W} e W

P e e e um W W W W

——— — = -

omm——— :
TRUE SOLACE,

When the world and its jangle seama
all wrong

dnad the road is weary and rough and
long,

And the heart grows heavy for lack
of song—

%_ . Man has his pipe.

{When your friends forsake you, one
By one,
And many a task is left nndons,
And riches and fame wikll not be won—
Man has his pipe.

When the woma=n says she'll have none
of you
And marries the other (they always
do!) .
And your mingd gives way to the devils
blue—
Man has his pipe,

Wken duns beset vou, morning and
night,

Though the sums be ever 8o small and
slight,

And your purse strings hang in a dis-
mal plight—

t Man has his pipe.

Obh, the golden weed that soothes yop
and cheers,

Calms you, dispels all worries and
fears! i1]

‘Woman has naught but her briny tears

Man has his pipe.

A SECRET.

When Doris married I arranged to
allow her a couple of hundred a year,
on condition that she kept it a secret.
1 am blessed with a number of other
nieces to whom 1 have no desire to
allow anything. They're all nice girls
in their way, and I've no particular
fanlt to flad with them, but ibey
aren't Doris. 8he was always my iav-
orite, from the time she began to talk.
No doubt it was artful of her mother
to teach her to say, "Nice uncle!” be-
fore she could toddle; but she did, and
that settled the question of favoritium.

Doris {8 a romantio young person,
with a weakness for wiliting postry,
and all that sort of thing. and she had
some scruples about keeping a secret
from her husband; but I insisted.

“Of course, if Harry should ever be
hard up. you’ll have to tell him and
go shares,” I sald. “But if he has &
fault—"

“He hasn't,” she assured me.

“Well, i he had, it would be a ten-
dency to extravagance. It is much
better that he should underrate the re-
sources of the establishment” BSo at
Iast she consented. 1 always had a
good bit of {nfluence over her.

When ¢hey had been married about
fifteen months she called at my offics
one afterncan. Bhe kissed me three
tfimen, and termed me “dear old uncle”
twice; s0 I knew that she had cowe to
$ropose something preposterous.

“Well, madams,” I {nquired, crossing
my legs and folding my hands juiilc-
fally, “may I ask the real purport of
this demonstration?”

*] came to propose something.”

' *I begin to suspect a very wild pro-
posal,” I informed her.

*You are horrid,”
“dbut—"

“Well "

“I really did want to pay you one
ecompliment, If you hadn’t stopped me.”

“By all means.”

“] was going to say that you were
quite right about that allowance of
mine. It i8 very kind of you, uncle,
really. 1 don’'t mean that for flattery.”
She touched my arm with her tiny
gloved hand and I patted it. “Yom
were right, I wag going to own, about
keeping it secrét.”

]l trust Harry hasn’t been plung-
ing?’ I asked, with alarm. He is an
unusually njce fellow, and had seemed
quite steady since the marriage.”

“Ob. dear mno!” she cried. “How
could you tmagine such a thing?”

“Then how is my wisdom proved?”

“] am going to explain. You—you
won't be cross or satirical—will you,
uncle dear?’ She leaned eagerly °n-
ward me, with her head a little to one
gide. She is nice to look at.

“I hope not.” v

“Promise.”

“Very well. | promise not to be
cross or satirical; but, of course, I may
object.”

*1t’s this, uncle. You know how
fond Harry is of painting, and how he
gets up early and does such lovely
pictures before he goes to the city?’

“Ye—es. Go on, my dear.” They're
rather of the dabby order to my woind.

*“Y cali them beautiful; but they
won't have them at the Acadymyr—I m
sure, it's only jealousy-—and he ean’t
sell them often, you know.”

“Umph!” I though she wanted me to
purchase them!

“I want you to get an agent to buy
gome—with my allowance—which Har-
ry knows nothing about.” I was pre-
paring to object, but she put her hand
on my shoulder. “It would pledse
poor Harry so,” she pleaded, “and I
should be just as well off. He would
te “sure to buy things for me 2nd
Jdaby with the money, If he didn’t, we
thave everything we really need. He is
#o good and kind to me, and—I do so
want to—uncle--dear.”” E4e paused
for breath, with her big eyes looking
entreatingly, I wiped my pen eare
fully and consldered. .

“Master Horry Is a suficiently iucky
man without being a great artist,” 1
gaid at last. *“I don’t know that he de
gerves any mors good fortune.™

*“It wonld pleasd me, uncle.”

‘ *“My dear child, the allowance is te
be spent entirely at your own discre

she retorted,

“ton.”

. “But you wouldn't mind, woul

you?' I watched her cager face ad .
.- *Na, my  desr” I told her, ]
 shomida'tmind. 351 4 vec7 good i

'

jumped up and fairly hugged me, un-

clerks might come In.

Doris's plans were duly carried out~—
they generally are. We pought eleven
of the masterpieces for £216. The
agent evidently thought that we were
a pair of lunaties, but be promised to
send Harry a check for the smounnt,

we found afterward, kept his word.
Doris was in high glee and actually
amall balance. Strange to aay, Harry
made no wmention of the sale to tor,
though he seemed very jubilaut. So
we felt sure that he wa3 prasariag
some grand surprize. When a ' ook
had passed, however, 1 begin to fiel
uneasy. Then he called at the office.

“] want to consult you about some-~
thing, uncle,” he sald. “It i8 a secret
trom Doris, you must understand!”

“Yes,” said I, rubbing my hands and
lasughing up my sleeve. *“Yesz, my
boy.”

“I've sold some of my old danbs,” he
continued, with a hearty laugh, "for
a couple of hundred. It’s quite a wind-
fall. Sc¢ I want to do something for
Dorry with the money.”

“Exactly,” I agreed.

“You know she wrote a book of
poems before we were married, called
‘Roseleaves'—not half bad, either.”

“Yes, of course, I Kknow; but I
wouldn’t encourage her to do any more
if I were you, Harry. She's better oc-
cupied with her baby and house—aad
husband.”

“Certalnly. But they were published
at her own risk—or——17" He looked
at me.

“Mine'—Well I'm afrald s0.” Nine-
ty-five pounds odd I had to pay for
excess of cost over receipts.

“It has always been a sore point
with her that they didn’t go off better.
So I thought perhaps we could arrange

to buy up the lot with my two hun-
dred. It would please her awfully,
poor little woman.”

I nearly choked with laughter. but
{ managed to control my countenance.

‘A splendid idea, and doea you great
credit,” I told him. '

We arranged it so successfuily that
in a few days d check for £202 188. id.
went to Doris from her publishers.

She ecame round before dinner next
day to tell me; but, to my surprise, she
sat down on the rug at my feet asshe
used to do when she was a child, and
put her head on my knees, sobbing as
it her heart would break.

“He has never sald one word to me
about the pictures,” she cried; “and —
and—1 looked in his check book—and
—he's spent it ali. I know it is on—
some one else.”

1 was, for a moment, completely at
a logs what to do or say. Then X re-
solved to pooh-pooh the matter.

“l have more faith tn Harry than
his foolish little wife has,” I satd,
cheerily. “Come, come, my dear, you
mustn't give way like this.”

“lI wouldn’'t have cared for myself,
it he had just bought something for
the dear little baby,” smhe continued,
huskily.

“Give me.a little more time,"” 1 sug-
gested. “Meanwhile, I'll see what |
can find out. I shall ses him at the
club this evening, if you let him out—'

“He can go just where he pleases,
and when he pleases,” she sald scorn-
fully. “I don't want him.”

“Don’t be a little donkey!” I m=maid,
sharply. I seldom speak crossly to
Dorias. If I do she generally cries, and
makes me feel a brute. On this occas-
jon, however, it acted as a tonic.

“Men are all wicked, deceitful
wretches,” she pronounced, emphatic-
ally. “I suppose you and he will make
up some fine story to put me off. But
I won't belleve a word of it—so there!”
And she bounced out.
| T went round to the club after dinner

and found Harry watching the billiard
tournament, as I expected. He was
very dull, and after a bit drew me in-
.to an alcove.
| *“look here, uncle,” he whispered
gloomily, “Doris hasn’'t sald a word
'about the check for the poems. [
thought, perhaps, she hadn't opened
the letter—you know she’s jolly careless
ahout such things—so I went up to her
room when she was out this afternoon
to see if it was lying on her table. It
wasn't—but the envelope was. So was
| her check book. 1 didn't know she
had an account even. I suppose it was
ghabby. but I looked at it and found
that she had a lot of money I knew
nothing of; and had just pald a check
for over a couple of hundred.”

“Good heavengsman'!” I cried. “You
gurely wouldn’'t suspect her of any-
thing wrong?”

“Wrong—certainly not: foolish—
nothing more likely. Anyhow, she
hasn't been straight with me. I don’t
know if she thought ! might want her
money.” He kicked a chair savagely.
| «you fellows are missing the best
game of the season,” sald that inter-
fering ass, Dobson, appearing at the
corner of the aleove. “Harris has just
made forty-three”” So we went to
look at the play. At least, I did. When
I turned roumd to speak to Harry he
had bolted.

1 saw the game through while I con-
sidered the matter. Then I left and
took a cabd to their house, resolved to
have done with secrets. The truth
might bhurt thelr vanity, but they'd
have to put up with that. When I en~
tered the drawing-room they were both
there, and I plunged at once into the
matter.

“look here, young people,” I sald,
#vou both have a secret.” Bul Harry
put his arm around her, and they look-
ed at one another and laughed.

_ ‘ “I've found out,” said he.

—of & very good little woman™ She]
ul 1 bad to protest that ene of my

tess the commission, at mes and, as/|

SHE NEVER WAS A BOY.

T————

When I come home the otiter night
With an ugly lockin' eye

That I had got into a fght

Poor ma commenced to cry,

But when I tsld pa how it was
He clapped his hands for joy.

And told me U'd done bully, canse
Once he had been g bey.

“Boys will be boys,” [ heard him say;
“They won't be otherwise,
And the one that learzs to fight his
way
I8 the one that wins the prize;
When I was his age fightin® waa
My greatest earthly joy—"
But ma, she kept on cryin’, eause
She never was u bay.

My golly, 1I'd hate to be
A girl with fluffy halr,
And always prim as A, B, G,
With clothes too clean to wear!
When ma was smau | s'pose she wyas
Red-cheeked and sweet and coy—
But, oh, the fun that pissed her ‘cause
She never was a boy.

b B0y gl ¢ fel

L.ate in the month of December,
177N, Thomas Ints acd his son, Rose,
then about 16 years old, were on one
of the small marsh lslands whieh lle
in the frith of the Savanvah river
Ravannah was then a small towd, held
by the American army of patrivts and
the war of the revolution was in full
progress throughout the colonies,

From the information furnished me
it does not appear what Mr. Inls and
Rose were dolng on the marsh; but
they had a sailboat anchored in a
creek, and for some reason Mr. Lnis
tovk the beat and returned io it to
S8avapnah, leaving his son alone on
the island until he should come back.

It seems that Rose had some pro-
visions and a gun, wherefore 1 infer
it was wild fowl shooting that had
tempted the twain down the river. At
all events, Rose was left alone and his
father had Leen gone scarcely an hour
when a large English vessel, tall mast
ed and heavily armed, appeared in a
broad bayou or creek g mile from the
island. It was one of a strong fleot
come to attack favannah.

Rose knew, as soon as8 he saw the
ship, just what it meant, and his pre-
dicament seemed wquite hopeless, so
far as escaplng capture was concerned,
especially when a. little later there
came a small, sloop-rigged open boat,
contalning a Britlsh officer and five
men, which anchored almost exactly
where his own bogt had iain when his
father took it.

All this time Rose was on a bit of
hummock land, where a line of strag-
gling trees and bushes grew near &
narrow tide chanpel {n the marsh,
He quickly hid himself and watched,
while the oflicer and crew came ashore,
and it soon appeared that they were a
party sent from the fleet, probably to
look for an eligible place upon which
to establish a camp.

Doubtless Rose, being but a boy,
exaggerated his danger and becgme
unduly excited, wrought upon by re-
collections of storfes he find heard of
British cruelty to prisoners. Still, his
feelings were like prophesy of what
was to happen, for, when Savannah
was taken, unarmed citlge
bayonetted in the strects by the briztal
soldiers of invasion.

Rose was no coward, howewer: on
the contrary, he came of & stock whose
rhief characteristic was the figifting
spirit. and he was a patriot from heel
to crown. He looked to the priming
g{ his gun, examined the edge of the

nt to be gure that it was duly sharp,
for he did not mean to be taken with-
out a fight, and he even preferred
death to capture,

made a swift survey of the little beach
near the boat. Apparently the officer
was not qulte satisfied. He had, per-
haps. seen the tracks made by Mr. Inis
and Rose, and was taking precsiutions
by carefully reconnoitering. Rose
qulckly forsaw that he would be track-
ed up and found. As his danger grew,
however, his spirit and +wit increased
apace. He held his gun ready, while
he lay In 8 tuft of scrub palmettod,
and he thought with lightning swift-
ness of wbat he should do when the
last emergency came. .

The party of British separated
two squads, one passing east of Rose,
the other to the west of him. Evident-
ly the intention was to beat the marsh
in a systematic way. It would 1ot be

would come upon the flank of his bit

layed. Rose revolved the situation #n
his mind, never once losing sight of the
deliberately advancing soldiers. ¢

The point where he lay concealed
was perhaps the highest part .of the
tittle island, and it gave him a wide

waters and wooded isles and distant
mginland. Three war vessels were

miles away. What was to be done
must be done. If was one lone buy
against the whole fieet of Commodore
Parker. . .

A truly brave spirlt Is mever -with.:
out adequate.resources at a irying

; time. Hose Inls caught the one bokd |
chance as If offered, It was a despor. |

were |

Meanwhile the British had.

long before one or the other squad.

of hummuck land, eross his trafl and |
‘8o digcover him., The time for action’
of some sort could not be greatly de--

view of marsh lands and breeze-tossed |

now in sight over toward Tybee somrs-

by Bang in the graes close
lege. AL the-men-and-the:
gave chase io : :

out of the water and swam o the

tom of the hoat, . -

to the sail, loosened it, grabhed the til-

pantiong, gestienlating, ~ -
The Dreeze was fresh and favorable,
It took the slpop’s sall with vigoraus
sweep. She leaned Jow and sprang
along beantifully. Rose had lest his
hat and his hair was all disheveled; the
perspiration poured down his face. On
came the soldlers and at the water's
edge they lost seme thme 10 confpsed
runping, back und fort... Then

to reloading their guns. Every min.
ute, every second, was precious fo the
brave boy. :
Fortunately for him army muskets
fn those days were but rude sweapons
with a very short range. T wo hundred
yards could not be aecurately shot gver
with them and already the swift little
boat was a good hundred yards out
and flying down the creek to the brond
arm of the river nearby. ’ ‘
“Fire! eried the officor. -
A volley rattled spitefully; but not

went through the sall, twe hit the

along the shore untii they reached im-

presently fell into a crogs channel

to row for more than a mie. A
Meantime the firlug had been heard

vessel safled up and trled to discover
the cause. It was too

when the town fell into the elemy's
bands. Nor did he give up, even theh,
With his father he went awiy ki &

served until the successtul <lose of the
glorlous war. His e was s long and

cane a distinguisbed man, he-enjoyed
to the end of hiy days the ésteem ’zﬁd

respect ‘of all “who kinew lim, ‘He
I have written it

Export Marksmanship, -

shot of the world,” 18 & -matveli - -
Young Toepperweln 1§ An- eXpert pics.
ture wlooter, and . with his Tiflé. can

LUV i

LATEST RIFLE WRINELE. =
draw a man’s head in'loss than |
minutes. ¥or Ar}’m‘iral* ‘

ture, which he dally ﬂi‘%w

A Wonderful: Fidating s

There is & spall ‘snall which 8o

land and it buflds such a capital boat
for iHself and its .eggs tha
large ships aré siuking snd

about in perfect spféty. .-
The Hitle snuadl Is of viol

small shell and there projes
undeér part of the body 4 I
like piece of flesh, This
and 1 18 bullt upon most seig
principles, for it has compartm
it for afr. It is broad an
partin fnifsf are utidern
cannot eapsize,, -~ -
Moreover, the sdall Rpow
stow away itg cargo, for the
eggs ead those which hateh
est are placed in the center,

by getfing
air underneath fis’ he_zgd% 4§
then curved ‘downwaril beneath
raft, and the head being tted on
side, ‘the air rushes up ahd flly
‘spaces, It feeds on & beautifi
elly fish, which- liag o f8t, ¥u
orin with a pretty Htte sant’
and they congregate In m
when the sea I8 calin,~
, «Someﬁmes;sng;zj_megsﬂemash
‘on the northwestern coast of
and when they are handled

ate suggestion, and it called for g tre | oy

mendous spurt of enexgy and a cool.:
ness, 4 streng_’tk and a daring almost !

fmpossible,

The directions taken led the two ﬁﬁte ‘

ish squads farthier and farther apart

’

’and at the same time farther anet i
farther from the boat, which, with ¢

“So,” she said, “bave L I think sail flapping, .ay close by the shore of : 4
the creek. As it afterward turned out, fany i

you're a pair of wicked, deceltful q:‘ea.«-
tures; and I should be wvery cross, if
—if-~1 didp't Hke you both so muchl!™

your troubles you will find ourseit

" 1f you suppose shat the world is oad.| %, Tt
stantly keeping its eyes pesled to note

the officer’ was a iapographlcal ‘engin-
eer and Bis 1. purpose was to fing,
it possible ot xatite by elther fj 1

or water & viter defenses of

¥g But Rose Thls fett sore

he was belig tracked and now s suds

dealy formed plan of escape took Ret- | ¢

. I

‘ive poX

Out of breath and territly exelled | :
Rose scrambled atroad, first tumbling 11
his gun over the gunwhale to the gt |

boat. Then the soldiers ran frantically |1

which lost him the breeze and he had | ™

late, *Roge |
made his way to Bavannsh and  was):
afterward in the thick of -the fight}

private in the lttle patriot army -and

often told' the story. aubstantially s |.

«aere  F

Adolph Toepperweln, “the- chariplon |

\are unable’to face the storpy- It tos g

It was now work for dear life, -Rone {he
was & clover sallor and knew just how {adante
to go at the busimess ip hand, Hef
hauled in the little anchor and sprapg jthe

ler and got into the breese, Menp- jout ofe
while on eame the mow thoroughly st i
alarmed officer and men, shooting, jio-be

An enthusiest is a delightiv
talnlog perion when, you ba
with his views or, at lenit,
on the subjeet whish.
in-contact with one-of

order of their commander they fell [liftedup his

wise: “Are

commog. with

tion jaclined m
look of hanghty
myaelf and be
the heat thing
town, It'man
the buslness )
ness mes, y0

a bullet struck the herolc boy. One [P

passable mud. Here they were com- ‘thi
pelled to stop and give over the chase, |8
Rose knew every waterway -in all to
that reglon and seeing the masti of the [ §%
British flieet, ke took o course to avold | 188
the vessels. But in dolng this. he ¥

on board the fleet and the neavest]Yorkis

happy one and although he never-be- .0 ‘

fond of the sez that it rever-vomes to.f iy

‘tended to be scasonxbly appropriate

o bt kT gy TPET v e

e ™w A £y

L AR 0: i wobigersan:t- ol

3 of ares v et e -



fa.ee
ww.sm.st

