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SWEETHEARTSALWAYS

If awrothearts were sweethearts als

No drop wounld be half as pleasant
In the mingled draught of iife.

But the sweethear Yhas smliles and
blushes
When the wife has frowns and sighs,
And the wife's has a wrathful glitter
For the glow of the sSweetheart's
eyes.

af lovers were lovers always,
The satne to sweetheart and wife.
Who would change for a future Eden
The joys of this checkered 1ife?

But husbands grow grave and silent,
And care on ke anxious brow

OfL replaces the sunshlne tbhat perished
With the words of the marringe vow.

Happy is he whose sweetheart
l¢ wife and sweetheart still,
Whose voice, as of old, can charm him,
Whose kigs, as of old, can thrill;

Who has plucked the rose to find ever
Its beauly and fragrance increase,
As the Slush of passion 18 meilowed
In love's ynmeasured pevace.

She x\t Alon: mm: nnm m
Encw that she was ont of ¥iew from
the cove. Her thoughts wers in af
whirl,. Why should she not yield?

She knew that her happiness would baj f

secure with thia strong, tender man.
How little he guneased her struggle to
resist his pleading. He thought she
d.d not care. In the old dags she had
compared Allen with him, and always
to the tformer's disadyantage. E‘m
after the first glamor of. their sagage-
ment she had ssen the shallowneas
and selfishbess of Allen's nature, and
in the close relations into which,
throngh bher engagement, she was
brought with Allen's Cousin Laurence
she had recognized the strong and no-
ble character of the latter.

And these last years, how the ‘.en—
€I rness of his nature had shone ant.
What care he har given to Allen's
desolate mother. He had almost filled
the place @f her gon. Still, at first, hes
fecling for him had been only a strong
admiration. In spite of her recogani-
tion of Allen's weak nature tbe faaci-
astion of his glance, and soft woiice
kad held her captive, But now! When
Allen had gone West on the prospect-
ing tour, which was to occupy ten
mooths, she had promised to be ready,

to marry him upon his return. But' this place came to her mind,

t!w unimmssxtmed nmmgr m whioh] o
she had recélved the news-of: Allenni -

belng slive. She wia stil) wery white,|
and there was & strained look in 'her
ace. Not the sxpréision of joy he
would have expected to sse, Shel
paying nuo heml to

Taked Taptdly, “Eavo you heard
re. Terple, Nad?" said Chaviey
He put his hand gently on her arm, e
“Do not walk €0 fast, Monon. - FOU | Paromunes e el WP 10, ‘i’f?g

will tire yoursel out.”

She did not reply, but went morg
slowly. ~

“Monica,” hegan Dare, hesitatingly.
“l—do not think that you will find &
loiter from Alten.”

She stopped still and looked at him,

“What is it, L.anrepce? You are hid-
ing something. What Is the mystery?
Why did you not wish to read the let.

The warm blood colobed Ned'g’

and be rophad:

“Well, 1 should swm it wasns. ' Shel-
had /s big fortune Jeft her, .some aay
five /hundred thousand doitars>

d he rather mauttered than amke.
‘T'm sorry to heay it”

and the place was desarted. i ant scquaintance--guess 13 go in for

talk to you here.” ; hurt  yourself working over t-km

She followed him submissively, POOKE”

Thoughts of their lzat interview at

How he would like to grind beneath his hee

one who could speak so mevemntl; of

mmﬁmw& -
in spite of an his atruggles to mvah& j

involuntary aigh escaped Rnd. :

ter?” :gx:,{x;ngsqtgt{)! Why. i& "I
‘Monica, 1 belleve you are a brave' o day. I w g

girl. €Call up a1l your pride now.” i hntngnrna? mﬁ.gméiggd o Wﬂﬁﬂ’<
She gared at him with wondering; ry for l&ve alone, T Hkéd har Tretty

eyes. { well before, but cani’t hélp thinking hér]
“Laurence, what is {t” attractions very mam%w an pod
He looked hastily, It was but a &ince I heard that news. Never a!mm '.

short distance to the rocks at the cove,” have thought of anything but a pless-|-

Ned mads no réply. but, he tem 88 11

Who see€s {n the step a Hightness,
Who firnds tn the torm a grace,
Who reads an upaltered br.ghtness

In the witchery of the face

TUhndimmed and unchanged Abh happy
Is be, crowned with such a life'
Who drinks the wife pledging
sweetheart
And toasts ip the sweetheart
wife

tho
the
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A Love Stary of Alden
MOHIC T (By Emuy 5 Windeaw )
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Although the little village of Ald-
en was beginplng to look bright with
the green of exarly spring, dowp Lere
by the cove all was gray sands, rocks,
&y even the waler had the same
dreary tint. Not a gleam of olher col-
er. except that of the crimsos shawl,
which the girl, sitting on the ledgo of
Tock, bhad wrapped around her

Laurenco Dare, coming slong the
Toad which ran along above the beach,
saw the patch of red and paused

“That s Monica,” he muttered

Heo stood sull a fow minutea watch-
fng the slender figure lesnting back
sgalnst a high ragge of rocka, the
ahaw] drawn closely sround her shoul.
ders, the little black bat pushed back
©on the dark halr, hor gare fxed on
tho gray water. At s gbt of her Dare™
Geart had given a great throd of oy
it was w0 long, eo long sinco he had
seen her. He mado a fow long strides
and etood beside her

“Moni~a.” he sald, softly.

The girl turned her head with o
quick movement.

“Qb. Lauromce”

There was a duapleased tone tn her
voice, and bher brows camo togother
(o a frown s ghe regarded him He
put oot bis hand

“Are you oot going to shake bands
swith me, Monics, it {8 so long sinco
d bave gseen your '

The girl gave bim her hand with a
seluctant air, withdrawing it qQuickly
from his warm clasp. and turning ber
face again ssaward ’

After a silence of some moments,
'which Dare spent {n devouring cagerly
arith his eyes every line of her lovely
profile, he began: .

“Moxica, you are cruel; you bhave
not let me see »ou once al] this long
winter. { have been down from the!
ity se ofton, amd tried again and,
agaln to ero Fou, but each time thal
? called you bad fust gone out I foel’
sure that you saw me and wenl away '
parpsssly Last night it was the game
thing But chamce bas been good to
me; | migsed my traip thia morning,'
and se 1 have canght you: you had 80,
©pportunity to svold me.’ ‘

The girl made no answer.

He went on: Last sommer you gave |
me a faint hops that in time json,
would listen to me. What have jyun
to say to me now, have you nol
thought of mo sl theso long months®’

S8he turned around to him, her eyos
full of tears.

“]1 was wrong to let you think you.
might bope, Laurence, for I can’t do
as you wish. Don’t you undemtanﬂ‘?‘
It seems wrong for me to listen to you.
Thisk. [ belong to Allen;, 1 was to!
2ave been his wife. He was always
taiking of Cousin Laurence, you seem-
ed Cousin Laurence to me, too. Don't
you see? I belong to Allen; I can’t|
marry you."” |

“But Allen is not—"

She interruptad him quickly:

“Hush; we don't know; he must be
living.”

“Monica,”

he sald, with gre;t.

geatleness of volce, “think, it is four , still crying. She now looked up at mnd1 t:oiztyher body as lf ghe were in
© ., real g T
t

years; he was to have returned in ten
imonths.”

“] must be faithful to him.”

Dare fushed. ““This is nongense, !
Monica,” ne said, half angrily. “If Al-
len is Hving.,” he went on. “why have |
we pot heard from him all these‘
years? Are you going to waste your |
life in this ‘ittle village and give up |
all chances of happiness for a fanci-
ful idea of being bound to him? And'
think of me, I have lovzd you so long.
Come to mwe | rhall love you so mucn
that you must 1ove ne in return; coms
& swear that you shall never regret it,
Montca.”

“T can’t Lauremce.”

“Will you spofl both our lives?”

“I must not listen, Laurence.
wigh that you did not care for me. »

“Y ean’t help caring for you. I think
f have loved you since the first day L -
saw you, and now that you are
“ee‘.__!ﬂ

“l am not free °

“Monica, listen.” .

She stood up. “I must not, Laur-
Try to forget me. I am golng
rt come.” : S

And ‘before he .could- stop her sho

1

&

the ten months had passed. and other missrable she had been then, and how
months had grown Into years, and he miserable now. Alen was alive, and
had oot returned. They bad bad BO ghe, wretched girl, was not glad. She
Dews of him after that last letter, writ- did not love him. It was Laurence
ten eeven monthse from his departure. | that she loved, but she muat be faith-

her who, to his idea, combined averyls
grace of heart and mind and purlection

of form and feature which ahmnd mﬂt« i

up a perfect woman.

thny

Laurenee had employed every means
at his command t0 find somse trace of
bim, but ip vain He appeared to
have vanished utterly. The only rea-
sonable solution of the mystery was
that he was dead Hiy mother be-
Heved it, but Monteca did not She

. could oo, She had promised to wait
. for him; &he dared not

break that
promise. Allen had loved her—she
mustl, she would be faithinl She woulqg
Dot yleld to Laurence

Dare did not again see !:lontcl. al-
thopgh at each visit he made hia annt
Guricz the spring he called at the pare
eonage. But Montca had alwaya been
out The mintstar and his wife re-
celved him most cordially They wounld
gladly have geen thelr daughter bis
wife

One day {n June Monica was return-
ing bome from a walk down to the
cove Her way was In the neighbor-
bsod of Allen’s mother As it waa
still early 1D tho afternoon she decid-
ed lo go and pay ber a call Bbhe had
ol gone to ste her often of late,
through fear of meeting Laurence

She felt that she would run po risk
of mecling bhim thig=~allerncon, bhe
baving visited his sunt tho previcus
week On reaching tho houss she
foaod the hall door open  Sho knock-
ecd lightly. and, without waiting for
& response, walked into the little par-
lor. where sho knew Mra Dare was {n
the Babit of sitting

But at the threshold Montca paused,
for there stood Laurepce by the wine
éow with an open letter in his hand,
KFis aunt sst oear him, appareatly in
8 slate of graat excitement.

As sho saw hlonica sbhe cried out:

“He lives, Monica' ho lives' My boy
tives' my own Allen s living! Comse
o snd bBear the lotter”

Then the mother fel} to weeping and
repeating ovar agd over: “My boy 18
tiving!®

“What & it Lawrenco?
hidink something.”

Monlca looked from her to Dare In
bewilderment. 8he had turned very
white. Laurcnce went up to her and
drew her to a ch'alr. He, too, wa®

' pale.

“1s 1t true?”
length.

gasped Monica at

"mother come out here immediately. I

{ find tho sweotegt little daughter-in-law

. Bhe paid no attention whatever to it.

“Yeo, but he did not look at her.” ‘

“When?”
“l received the 1etter this morning,

and came down by the first train® |

“He {8 well?”
“Yea."

1o California.”
Monica looked at him confuredly.
“Why—why haven't
been out all afternoon,

’swelled she continued to-rajse till sHo !
“Where is he—1 don't undermndr” was Standing Straitht a8 & pi“al’. sup-

i-—but [ have gzicato made her- pnﬁ her entire body.
1 suppose that , Bwitt waltz music causéd her to-erect

. 1 shall find a lstter at home.” ‘

Dare did not reply. His aunt was

Laurence.

“Finish the letter Laurence. Listen,
Monica; our Allen is still living.”

Dare had folded the letter and was
putting it into his pocket.

““There 1s little more of importance,
dear aunt.”

““But Monieca must heart it, Laur-, or seratched

ence. Monica, child, we'll be happy

, now. Read the letter for her, Laur-' gical ant, from the uge,to which it I8’ o¢ valye, and if

ence.”
“My dear aunt, you maust try to.
calm yourself or you will be HL"

deut desire not to read the letter to
her.

be calm, dear Mis, Dare”

*Joy never kills, child. I maust cry @ squeeze.

for pure happiness,”

“I shall go home mnow,” sald Mon
fea. Perhape thers is a letter for me.*

“Well, child, but come early to-mor-

row. We'll count the days iow till we  leaving the nippers,; embedded jn- the

see my boy.” A
Laurence had Tleft the room ﬂaa,
stood at the entranee door.

1 am coming’ mth you." he uld n m

i Monica came out.. .
Darte regarded m :Srl mmxr n
‘walked

i its head. They .are iis
Monica was pusgzled by Dare’s evi~ battle or forage.

had, Touiy
“Laurence is right; you must try to s es the nippers against the wound, one gy cracker baxes

'} _ing the lacerated parts close together.
!The Brazillan at that moment glves

w He mm %fwapmm&

Charley Ashton lost no timéin fme
proving hia opportunitied, fTor that
night found him seated tete-a~tete with

fulto Allen. Laurence must never
guess what a wicked girl she was. Al.
len alive. and she not glad, apd what
vas Laurence going to tell her.

Dare geated her in a sheltered posi-
tion and stood looking at her, a world
of compassion 1n his oyes.

“Montca, I wonld give my lfe to
gpare you this. Allen s a geoundrel.”

He draw the letter from his pocket,
opening it slowly.

“What {sit, Laurence? Why da
you speak so?’

Then. as he did not mw’ she sald
with & touch of imperiousnezs in her
volee:

“Let mse read it.*®

He guve it (o her, and she read. Sha
passed hastfly over the preliminary
linca. But what was this?

“1 shall wait until later, Laurence,
old boy, to give you the details of atl
these years. Briefiy, the enterprise on
which 1 came ont khere fatled. I kept
on trying others, hoping to achieve
some measure of success before re-
tureing home, but one faflure succeed-
ed another. Finally I was taken il
with rheumatic fever. The woman at
whose house I was staying nursed me
through it, and ber daughter, one of
the sweetest girls in the State, helped
her. €all me all the hard names you
wish, Laurence, I'll not try to excuse
mysalf, but § fell in love with her and
wo were married. I was a coward, {
know, but ghe loved me to distraction, .

Twenty-first stroct,
Miss Templo was an orphan, and had

ar's sister, .
Ashton had succeeded in appesring

passed ere he had proposed anﬁ WS
accepted.

Templo had always preferred the two
young men weo have mentioned. It was
true, she hed rather*Teaned to the gqul &
steady Mr. Farnham, but of late he ha

ceased to visit her, while Mr, Ashton's

presence had heen almost constant,
Hence she had persuaded herself that

Charley urged a speedy mmlase. hut i
Anna preferred to walt until’
knew eachh other hettor,

“But,” sald Miss Temple

“there I8’
another reason, and I thinft

I can be

much of my little incoms, and. aunt
has no spare money, so that I have no

penges.”

your Australian uncle””
“I have no fortune, dear ﬁh&r‘lﬁ

tune you probnbly anu%hto !mje %
my cousin, M ) ~
ple, to whom I mtroduc &«_ ;-
Phuhnrmomc. I

Miss Temple in a cosy little room In ‘?

for yeara lived with an auntmher tath-§
Bre the evening ’was over mwey ‘
deeply in love, and not many days};

Of all her male acqn&mtmm Misx i

she loved him and bad acceptad him, 1
they ] M

free with you now. I have spunt 80}

means of defraying the mdcessary ex- S

Some thought it was mine, but the f*;a; e

"S‘nﬁm
Avenus Stabio
. BA

“Why. what's mmn into: yau youl* 8o n

TG0 N0 AL
az ’3«9% \

“Let us go down there. ! can not her now. Good<bys, old foll,- &mt don't}]

WRS'&‘ 3’2‘ .‘ N1
M m*nw‘:*mw**- :
750, M. g #
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“But you have the- tortune lgt_t ymx bg I y "

and we are very bappy. Bellays me, 1
bare ot been eaxy, when I thought
of my mother and Monica. But I met
Melton 1last week as he was passing
through to 8an Francisco. He told me
tiat youo all balieved me dead, and
that X2Somics was reported to be en-
giged to you, #O she {s consoled and
will forgive me. That is why I am
writing to discloss my whereabouts. £
am fsirly prosperous and shall have

He left, and Anna’s Wi
sad as she “umu:ht -smm
ner and coolep
to her oysa that »

!nformet! Migs: Tempre ‘
all his savings in & bad.sy
could not think of Hol f K
engagement which would:

power to consummate. 1. yek‘g

Agaln our two young inen mmet,

time on the roadway. Imri )
sauntering along, haﬂed ,
old familiar way.

know she will forgive me, and she will

fo the country. You will suit Monica
far better than I should have done.
You have the same high 1deals of duty
and all that sort of thing. I confess to

living on a lower plane.” Teply.

Monica read no further, but threw “By the way, tlmt fortuna .
tho letter down with 2 little cry ana Tempxea turns gut to be all is m¥;s
bid ber face in her hands. he sald. RE

Dare stood looking at her sadly,

“Why, a mas Somehody Te lé
, sbout $100,000 left- Hewy by ‘EP

cursing Allen in his heart,
* our pretty Hitle ?riemk

“My darling, $£ I could have spared

you this,” he satd.
tly, Monica Jooked up at him

and . tremulously:

"Lautence T tried all along to- be
(aithful to Allen, butew'

“But what, Monica?"

Bhe stood up and looked into his
eyes 2 flesting glance, but—— it was
enough for Dare,

nd of t #Y |
z‘ﬁna leatned whdt

Whén the yoatriage
over, Mr. Snilth, one’ nt t_
worked for and unclé of
the young couple into ki I
drawing from lﬁ§ saie
box, sald: <

“Now, young mnn, yaa’re

Efect of Fiddfe Musto on WHd. Animm.

The violln was used recently with
interesting results In -oxperiments
with all gorts of Uving creatures.
First it was played before a tarantuls.

But a nest of scorpions became  in-
:ensely e:%clted h:nd wiggled traintlcal-
y. A cobra showed remarkable sus-
ceptibility. She was sleeping zoundly and fast, Il tell you. - "{0&;{101% Bob 4
‘when the experimenters approached helress, w%&ricﬁ t?"‘a’é&g"
ter, but the first tone awakened her  The rest the render

and she raised her head. . A% the fmusic : :

ported by her tafl. Every change in

kel, a young sm emyloyed hgvu
tempo and pitch had effect. The plz-

er hakery at 8t, Louly, lost, !
book, containing - her g
$10, some small change ond
ot recoipted bills -made oub.
mame, It was. l:hmzslm atef
‘ghat the pockethook: b
by one of the-employes.of
, ! and daﬁeeﬁw% Wer *emn;m Wﬂﬁf
Have Yon Ben::d of the Surgionl Ant. ! %?t:;;em:fg ﬂg: béﬂl{ 1 ép
" The native Brazflian, far, removed a8 gound, 'Two weeks after il
he usually is, from doctors and sur- - jost Miss Bockwinkel -veovel
geons, depends upon a little ant to 1»,9;- bsmarke& at Key Wéﬁ
sew up his wounds when heis lashed .

her ugly head to its fullest size, and
a sudden dissonsnce made ber wind

»

This odd creature is called the sm:«- asked whemer #

put. ot

The. ant hag two tt;y

: }tom In answer
g nippers. .
weapons: for

When a Brazilian has cut hlmsexf,
for examaple, he picke up an ant, préss~

on cach side, and then gives the tngect: TWest store. . m
ﬁoltuwed
The indignant ant suaps its ntppem

: together, plercing the flesh, and bring- &

M glad o a8
#end by dett?z

-'the ant’s body & Ferk-and away it-files; mox}egmte -edycation
m.féﬂ

C e e - un.lm = U’,h

flesh. »
Of course, Ath
‘tias gemd its o

until ths
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