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Jove the fields, I love thefens,
1love the hills and dales;

X love the dancing little waves,

§ I love the grleaming sails,

IX love the frisking lambs, I love
The sky's entrancing blue,
nd e’en yon Nannie goat 1 lovey
'weetheart, for loving you,

SHE

X love thetrees, I love the brooks
That gently flow along:

[X 1ove the cow bell on the cow
Ilove its ding-a -dong.

;I fove each tender blade of grass
That glistens in the dew,

And e’en the donkey browsing there
I love for loving you.

.

—8. E. Kiser.

% HerJ'wo-Fold Blessing.
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dreameﬂ that earth had so much bap-
piness in store for me yet! And [ owe

it all w you!”
And then Bertha could hear his foot-

ocould see Mrs. Raymond standing mo-
tionless for a moment, with her tiny
hands clasped, and then gliding softly
on, her scarlet scarf gllmmeﬂng
through the dusk like the wing of a
Cylon bird.

“Falee! faithless!” muttered Bertha,
under her breath, with her white teeth
set closely together. And she! how
dare she?”’

She hurried down the twilight glade,
the thorns tearing her dress, the briers
wounding her delicate flesh, but she
felt them no more than if thgy had
been rose petals blown toward her by
- the evening breeze. Bome strong, sav-
age purpose was maturing in her mind
—some overmastering passion beld her
Jwhole being in its grasp.

" 8he knew that to strike into the right
oad Zaldee must ere long take the se-
¢luded path she was treading. Her sole
aim was to remch the tiny footbridge
which crossed the narrow river first.

And she succeeded. It was quite
dark—the fragrant, starry darkness of
a midsummer night—when she hurried
down the steep shelving bank.

“The planks are old and rulnous.”
she murmured. “They shouk and rat-

The twilight of mid-July was full of
brightness; the scent of new mown
slopes, bosted in the alr, and, just be-
slopes, floated In the air, und, just be
. yond the elms in the hollow, the full |
moon was rising up. u great globe of
pearl. And from her jow seal beneath
the overhanging honeysuckles Hertha
Wyman saw and felt all this summer
‘beauty with the faint, blissful lunguor
of a tropic dream.

“Bertha!"’

Paul Furdham crossed the broad rib.
bon of moonlight that fluttered over
rthe plazza, and came to sit down at the
fanoece's fest.

“You are like a picture to-night. Ber-
tha; do you koow It \

*“Am 1% Miss Wyman was accus- |
tomed to advulation. and took 1t very
coolly, with only a royal smile Ayng
down to her admirer. '

“Hush—whw {8 that?” she sald, with
e little start. as a light footstep sound-
ed on the matted hall beyond

“Only your sumt's companion, Mrs
Raymond. By the way. Hertha what
a very interesting littie thing she 1» -
such a child widow., with those big
Bblack eyes, and the heavy lashes, that |
seem actually to weigh down her eye-
1tds! She makes me think of one of
those exquisite little South American
birds, all grace and sparkle o

“1 never could account for the umua
of you men,”’ said Bertha, hal{ con-

tamptuousty:—-

“No, but she {s a beauty. by Jove' | f
can tell you what, my falr Saxon em-
press, if | hadn’'t lost my heart irrev-
ocably to you long before | ever saw
Mrs. Raymond, theres no telling what |
might have happened.” i

Hp spoke jestingly, but Bertha drew '
eway the hand he had taken very
coally.

*“It s not yet too late, Paul, if you
rexlly admire Zaldee Raymond so en- |
thuslastically.” |

“Bertha!”

Miss Wyman laughed a strange, un-
natural sort of langh. Up to this mo-
ment her lips had never tasted the bit-
ter cup of jealousy, now |t seemed as
if the draught was mnddonlng How
dared Puaul Fordham. " her betrothed
lover, 80 to speak in terms of com-
mefidation of any woman save her-
self? |

Miss Wyman went up to her own
apartments earller than usual that
evening, not because she was particu
larly weary, but because she wanted to
punish Paul Fordham, who was fond of
moonlight and sentiment and delicious
July evenings, for his unwarrantable
notlce of her aunt'e dark eyed compan-
jfon.

She sat them silent and motionless
far well nigh half an hour, then thero
came a soft tap at her chamber door.

“Come® in,”* sald Bertha Wyman.

And Mrs. Raymond entered.

“I beg your pardon for disturbing
gou, Miss Wyman, but were you aware
that you left your bracelet on the pi-
&xza floor? Here it {s."”

“It takes you and Mr. Fordham some
- time to dscover thre toss of a bracetet,” |
sald Bertha, tauntingly. “I am really -
poTTYy to have givem you the trouble of
80 longthened a search.” !

Zaidee Raymond's cheeks flushed .
painfully.

“It you would but allow me to con-
fide in you, Miss Wyman,” she fal- |
tered, drawing a step or two nearer to !
the haughty Saxon besuty. ““Mr. |
Fordham has told me—"

“] do not wish to become the reposi-
tory of your confldence,”’ said Bertha,
with chilling abruptness; “*nor do |
care what Mr Fordham chooses to
tell you. Good night” And she mo- !
tioned Mrs. Rayvmond imperativ.iy
Irom her preeence.

It was about a week afterward that
Bertha Wyman was coming home from
8 long walk to a distant farm house,
where an old schoolmate of hers re-
gided. She had refused Paul Ford-
ham’s escort, probably because she had
aeen him walking up and down the
long hall with Mrs. Raymond at his
side that very morning, and now she

i

.o felt a little wearied, somewhat lonely

and very cross. The sun had been
. down about half an hour, but the west
was still {lluminated with a belt of or-

£ Buge brightness, and the winding river

tangled along the shore with starry
wrater llies, reflec'ed the warm glow
©f the sky like a sccond firmament.

Bertha descended into a little
hollow, fragrant with wild

* roses, for she had avoided the thor-

oughfare, unfrequented though it was,

~gid choseen instead a shaded by path—

ghe became conscious that two other

ipersons were strolling along the road

ituelt, from whom she was only divided
By a tangled mass of wild grapevines,
 from the slender branches of
1ver birches—two other persons
E‘ordhsm end Zaidee Raymond.
lor dled awWey. trom Bertha's
: ] a8 - whe ¢
1mten, for they too had .
here two roads separatod.
st not ‘walk any further to-
#id Paul Fordham’s -voice.
<8, to saspect: anyt.h.ing yet,
we'll sur

“Rushed
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tled under my feet as | passed over to-
day. Zaldee Raymond shull come be-
tween me and my plighted lover no
more!”

As she crossed. she deliberatly
stooped tearing up plank after plank
behind her and throwing them into the
river with a dull. splashing sound.
They were not large. but they had been
twiee nay. three times thelr stze Ber-

steps dying away in the distance, azxd|

tha Wyman would have torn them
away from the moldering heams, s0 su- |
pernatural seemed her strength in that!
instant
“Thers'”" ghe sald, half aloud paus
ing to leok down into the praceflul
stream where the planks flvated amid
the faint reflection of ipnumerable
stars “l.ong ago when 1 was achild,
a man was drowned here ‘lhe water
13 deep. and the spot is very lonely ”
The next moment shé Was gone hur-
rying madly away. as if some unseen
presence were followlng close upon her
footsteps i
“You're lats to-nlght. Bertha'" I
Paul was looking ou! fu her from
the plazza steps. and came pleasantly
to meet her I
‘I know it she sald, putting the

halr away from her !urehmd where ALUACH WITH FUL R BOKSES,
the cold dew stood out In Beads . "It s windows lo the dinl plate to represent
@ long way from Redoote furm and 1 - the bours, which were struck by the
1 did not walk very fast’ §
“Come and s8it by me Bertha' said Sucvesshic opening of the window s,
Paul “[I've gul a long story to tell whenee fell metulltc balls upon a bra @
Fou s~ - il ~—zen bett: KwvyoeT O At Tnidmight T j;k@'jg'n at ‘uﬁ“
a;’l“hm Is ""' she asked mwhanl- little kKnights mounted on horseback
'S )
[);3 about little Zalde Rﬂymond. came out ot the s Instant. paraded

She’s not a widow, after all ~
“Not a widow?”’

“No. and how do you suppose [
found it out? Clifford. my cousin Clif-
ford. wrote to me from India, and he
is her husband You see. there was
some misundearstanding. some absurd
quarrel between them before the hon-
eymoon was over., He was a jealous
fool. and she wus passionale and ehe
ran away and left him He somehow
heard that she was in this part of the
country, and wrote to me Of course,
the minute [ got a chance to speak to
her | kuew it was Zaldee And she le
the happiest little creature in the
world. to think he really loves her and
next week she's going out to him I've
managed it all Don't yoa think I'm a
preatty good diplomatist””

His face was fairly radiant with hon-

" @8t pleasure as he looked dowm i{nto

Hertha's face He did not see the gaze,
her eyes. wide open and dllated. were
fixed on vacancy., and her face was
deadly white
Merciful Heaven'

What had she

. done in the wild, unreasoning madness

of her jealouay? Was the blot of Caln
upon her brow?

When she rose the next morning she
}ooked as if an illmess of months had
pa.asod over her head.

“How {ll you look, dear,” said her
aunt. “I'm afraid that walk was too
much for you yesterday And it's so

| strange that Zaldee did not come home

last night.”

“Strasge!” As Bertha closed her
heavy eyes she almost seemed to see
the dead faoe turneu upward among
the water lilles, with its werlth of jetty
hajr tangled amid theilr wreathed
| stems! Oh, as long as she lived that
white face would haunt her waking or
sleeping hours.

Would it be long before they found
the corpse? Would they bring it up
the flowary lawn, with the long hair
dripping? Or would it float there, for
days, perhaps, in the lonely spot?

and galloped In turn

dived, dressed [ts wings;

THE HORL'S FAMOUS
MEGHANIGAL TOY3.

Mechanical toys date from 8,000
years before Christ’'s time, and so long
ago as 400 B, ¢ a plgeon that could
fly was copstructed by an ingenious
Roman artisan.

Although it cannot be told definitely
who way the first child to play with a
doll, it Is belleved that Hittle Moses had
one. Certalply many a dark eyed
Egyptian child found happiness {n that
universally beloved playthlng. for be
slde the little mummlies discovered in
Egyptian tombs dolls have been found
placed within reach of the baby fingers.
Under the ashes of Pompell a doll was
discovered clazped to the breast of a
little girl, anid one was found {n a tomhb
of Rome-the tomb of a girl of Pliny's
time that had arms and legs that
would moeve mechanically.

A fawmwous royal toy of past ages
was the nater clock presented to the
Emperor Charlemagne in the year 768
by Haroun sl Raschild the bero of the
“Arublan Nlghis " There were 12 small

fi

roumi the dlal, shut all the windows
aud then returned to thelr places.
A toy Imvented for Louts XIV was a

¢ 'l wlth four bhorkes, outriders and a

passenger  The top of a large oval
tuble served as a road for this little

equipawge, and {t was always ready for

travel when the king ordered, a crack
of the coachman's whip starting off
the horses, wwhich prapneed and trotted
The coach would

rug aloug antid {t arrived (n froot of
the king, when It would stop, a foot-
man would get down from his seat,
open the carriage door. nod a lady
would step out - W Lhen she had courte-
sled to the king and presented a
petition ghe would return to the car-
ringe, the footman would jump up be-
hind, the whip would crack once more,
the horses would pranee and the drive
wotithl be resumed.

A century later Vancanson's automat.
te duck was the wonder of the world,

80 closely dbd it resemble a living one

It waddled abeut in search of grain,
pieked 1t up with [ts bill, ate it with

qulck motlons of the throat and swal-
lowed it,

it mmuddled the water with Its
beak, drank and quacked; it swam,
it did every-

thing as naturally as ita live comn-

panions

For centuries Frehchmen have been
noted as makers of automatic toys,

some of which have excited the admt
ration of all nations, and they still lead

the world in their manufacture: but

the latest one of very sensational in-
genulty was made in 1828 by Houdin
and was known as ‘‘the pastry shop.”

At the request of spectators the cook
would come
dishes, according to the orders given,
and at the sude of the shop assistant

out and bring various

And--

“Why, Zaldee!
been?”

Bertha started up with a wild, hys-
teric wcream It was her aunt’s voics,
and Zaidee Raymond stood in the
1.idst of them. with blooming cheeks
and soft, dimpling smiles. )

“At Farmer Geary's, to be sure It
was x0 dark when 1 passed there last
night that the kind <ouls Insisted on
my staying there with them until
morning. And it was a very lucky
thing I did, for when we got to the
bridge this morning we found that the
thunder showers in the night had
raised the stream and washed away
half of those ruinous old planks!”

Bertha Wyman rose and came to-
ward Zaidee, taking her to her bosom
with a strong, tender pressure that the
young creature scarce understood.

*0Oh, Zaidee, we were so frightened!
Thank Heaven you are safe once more!
Dearest Zaidee, Paul has told me all,
and | am so glad!”

It ever a woman spoke from the hot-
tom of her heart. Bertha Wy mdn did
at that moment.

The next week Mrs. Raymond
out to join her husband in India 4dnd a'
month afterward Paul Fordham was

cooks might be seen rolling pastry and
putting it in the ovens. Although Hou:
din had lovented many curious figures
“the pastry shop” was his masterpiece,
and he made a fortune by {ts exhibi
tion in Paris.

An extensive private collection of
automatic toys is the quaint pride of
an English gentleman, who has an im-
mense room in his London house de-
voted exclusively to these curipdities
of both ancient and moders date,
There are tops from the eighth century
~ the top was the favori toy of the
middle ages - much t sawe  shape
as those used by the boys of today;
there is a dog watching a basket of
fruit, and when phy of the frult {s tak-
en away he barks without ceading until
it 1s replaced? there are dolls that walk
and speak; snakes that hiss and
spring, i steel spider that runs on a
table /always toward the center, to
prevent its falling over the sides; a big

eep that bleats exactly like a real
one; there are caterpillars, lizards, mice
' ——all triumphs of mechanical art.

But the most chaiming little autom-

atons in the collections are the night-

where have you

much,” sald the g old man. But no l
one ever knew t that “something” Mizod About Names,
was that had wrought such an altera.  Teacher (to new pupil)~What is your
last name, my little man?
New Pupil--Tommy.
‘“What is your full name?”
“Tommy Toinpkins."
“Then Tompkins is your last name?
“No, it Isn’t. When I was born my
name was Tompkins, and they didn’t
glve me the other ome for a month
afterward."-—»(:omeﬂ Weekly ‘@

Ann 1

»

“A saill” ahorubed the lookomnt,
The Admiral knit hie brows,
o nope it’s the enemy!"” he mut-
“I have enough powder to fight
e,- but not onungh to ﬁre a 84~
mte!' .
Wi

th th ,_ha olded his trms and

THE WRONG CHICK,

How the Cruel Chicken Hawk Car-

ried O Flaffy DofX,
“There,” sald mammmsa fervently, “I
30 hope these little luff balls will have
2 chance to grow up before a miserable
hawk sples (hem out.” She set one
 little yellow chick after another down
on the suft clover pateh and brought
out old Mother Biddy to take care of
them.

The hawhs had bothered poor .nam-
ma 4 great deal that season. First one
little yellow brood and then another
little brown brood had been sadly
broken up. until only a few lonely
little fellows were putting on their
feglher coats out in the fannyard.

“There, scamper away, little chick-
a-bids. and, mind you, keep your little
weather eyes open for swoopling, poun-
cing things up fn the alr,'” sald she,
*and the minute you see one run- run
—run for Mother Biddy’s feather bed.”

Then mamma went In and Tilie
came out. She was rearing chickens,
tou, only hers didn't grow a bit or shed
their cunpinyg little yellow dresses for
feather coats, Tilie's chickens were
made with wire backbones and legs,
aml when you placed thewm on  the
clover patels they didn't seurry away

Tilte put oue down now. He was as
big, or as httle, and every it as el
law and Hufly as mamwa's ch) .eds,
and he looked Tihe thelr ovwn cousin
without uny “retnoves " Hs Brst nane
was  Pluffy, and his lust pawe  the
family namee wasx huff.

“There, Fluffy Duff. you stay right
here an cateh g nice worm for dinner,”
feommanded Tillie's sweet Httle yvolce,
!"uu get ‘quainted  with  mamma's
Deblebtes
| An hour or two afterward mamima
Leard a squawhing and cluching and
"hurried to the door Just in tuie
feshon” a great hawk away from
clover patelr But before  he went,
thouzlh he was frightendad nearly out of
his wits, he snutehed up a tiny yellow
rthing and salled away with it in
cdaws .

" “There's one goue already ™'
Poor malms, rnnning out,
ut her hecls

“One two, Whiree
I here Here's ten ™

‘ counted all over again.
tiny yellow things left’
Fluffy Duff' 1t was
Tillfe cried 1n horror

groaned
with ‘Tillie

why. no,
Then

they're all

“Oh, oh. it was
Fluffy Duff!”
And it wan 8
very long tie pefore she could pes_any

THE SMALLEST BLACKSMITH

Jack Donnell, Foaur Years of Age,
Shoes lireat Big Horses.
Julin Donnell, aged 4 jears, black
smith.
This 18 the proud title claimed by an
Alamweda (cal) youngster. and he has

been two yeuars proving to his famlly

ings that he was, as the chlldren say, a
“truly blacksmith.”

Nince two years ago. when one of the
neighhors permitted lttle Jack Donnell
to ride about In his

f— -

to

”"'1 jous bhusbands

|
I

his ;

marmma
There were ten

'(]‘T'Fﬁ“mﬂy

WoOULD You IF YOU COuLD
L]

Would you live to be a hundred

If you could?

‘There are rules and schedules made
To assist you, if obeyed

Age and death can be delayed;

Could you,

Would you,

Live 10 bea hundred if you could?

Would you ivetobe a hundred
Think a bit.

With the snow upon your hair,

And your eyes a vacant stare?

Life asob—a sigh—a prayer.
Could you.
Would you,

Live to be a hundredif you could?

—M. L Rayne.

Mrs. Dodge, twice widowad, and stil]
buouyant, took a deep interest in  te
church. Some said she took a
interest in the minister, but, am
Spriggs. a faithfv! widower and ap of-
ficer of the church quoted to the spin-

sters of his family,
be not judged.”
The Rev. Mr John Draper was all
that 4 rongregation could rea.aouably[
demand—a goud. devoted man, wo old:
for the dangers of youth, too young for.
the errors of uge. Mrs. Dodige, with her
valuable experience, appreciraled the
strong qualities of such a man and
acted arcordingly. Her dealings with
the other sex had taught her that the
best way tu manage a man was tuo make
him believe thaut he was the only person
in the world who could do Ilmpossible
things. In the fullness of such vanity,"
even a minister might forget,two prev-

“Judge ng that ye

"Of course, Mr. Draper,” Mrs Dodgs
sald in the quiet of his study, "It is a
very delicate matter, but you are a man
of such infinite tact. and every one
trusts you 80 completely—especially
Lucy—that you can speak of this with
perfect propriety and without hurting
her feellugs in the least She is such
a beautiful gir! that I tremble for her.
It seems to be the fate of prelty girls
in small places like this to make sud-
den cholces and to have life-long re-
grets We kpow what it 1s to marry
happily—but the ovther thing—to marry
is wretchedness ’

"It 18 wretchedness,” hp repeated

"] mean, of course, that the right sort
of marriuges {38 happiness forever, but
the other kind is not—that is, we must
see that Lucy does not make one of

- those sudden attachments which may

wrecK her life We owe it to her as a
member—as 4 working member of our
church ™
“What would you do?"' he asked.
“Speak with bher as her pastor. Her
parents are both dead; she iz almost

- alone in the world, and my heart often
and to auy outslder who might be suf- .

ficlently interested to observe his do-

aches for her One woman does litile
good by warning apother woman—she
—well, she seldom trusts her—it's in

. the sex, | suppose, but a word from a

children’s pony .

cart and to stroke, when any one was |
guod enovugh to hold him up, the sides .
of the tiny Shetland pony. Jack Donnell '

has been the slave of that pony  He
cared for nothiug that took him away
from {t. In course of time the animal
hiad to be shod, and Jack accompanied
the boy who led the horse to the black-
smith’s shop. From that thne his voea-
tion was settled. There was nothing
possible for him but the life of the

smithy. Whenever he could steal away '

from his mother—they lived only across
the street- he would hasten to the shop

and sit for hours hefore the forge con- .

tentedly watching the smith as he cut
a strip of iron and plunged it deep into
the coals, then with a pumpling of the
begllows caused the fire to glow bright-

With {nterested ailr he noted, for:

this was an old fashioned shop, the
redhot plece of iron fashioned into a

JACK SHOEING A HORSE FOURTEEN HANDS

HIGH.
horseshoe. Tis face would grow even :
more serfous as the horse's foot steam- |

ed when the hot shoe was pressed upon
it, and he trembled with solemn won-

n

!

der when the hoof was shaved and the

shoe fastened in place.

Soon Jack hegan to pry into things,
and the good natured blacksmith,
amused by the boy's precocious ques-
tions, permitted him first to take up
#hie pony's foot and examine it, next to

hold the shoe in place while he showed .

him how the nalls should go and finally, !
* *“Mrs. Hasler has sent for me—she is

under his direction, to drive the nails.

That was nearly two years ago, and
little Jack is still, on his fourth birth-
day, as true to his chosen trade as then.
He has, however, advanced. He is now
permitted to shoe a horse 14 hands
high instead of a pony standing 39
inches in his shoes.

To the query, “Do you like to shoe
borses, Jack?’ he vouchsafed only a
nod. Asked when he began his work,
lh;e gravely. replied,"When I was a little

Oy "

His mother frony ¥iié house across the
street called to him, and he reluctantly
started toward home.

“It's no use,” sald the blacksmith.
“He's eut out for a blacksmith, and
he'll never be anything ¢lse. She
reedn’t be afraid he’ll get hurt. He's
got lots of sense, and people seem to
know how to take care of themselves
fn the business it's right for them to

‘tollow ”--Sm annclm Chronicle.

|

man like you. so consecrated to duty,
will make Jjust the impression that is
needed 1 know that I voice the feel-
ing of your best members when | say
this to you.”

After she had gor.» the minister sat
helplessly in his chair for fully ten
minutes and then he got up and walked
the floor. If it were a plain ordinary
sinner to be handled he would know
how to go about it. that was a part of
his business, but to hint to a beautiful
young woman of unimpeachable char-
acter that she was about to commit a
sin was an extraordinary wvelty in his
wurk

“R|t111," he said to bimself, as he
walked the floor, “there must be some
reason for this reguest, and what Mrs.
Dodge said s true, the prettiest girls
of small places often do wreck thelr
lives by impulsive decisions; they do
become the victims of men experienced
in the wilee of the world. But Lucy
Joy' God torbid!™

He put on his hat and sought com-
fort in the sunshine of the spring
fmorning. As he reached the street he
almost ran into Lucy Joy, her arms {ull
of dogwood and lilacs, and a grinning
small boy pulling a wagon loaded with
more of the blossoms.

Thoughts of the anxious Mre. Dodg!!
took wings.

“Good morning, Miss Lucy,” he ex-
claimed with an enthusiasm which was
not strictly spiritual, and he gave a
fine gesture of interrogation towards
the blossoms.

“Good morning,” she replled. ‘‘For
the wedding, you know. [ do not know
the bride, but they tell me ehe has no
relatives or friends in the town and [
thought possibly a few flowers might
make it a little happier. It's at 4,
fsn't it .

“Yes, but not for the public. I do
not know them. They are simply com-
Ing to the church to be married.”

“Then you must take all the respon-
sibility for these decorations.”

“If that be so0, then I must go in and
help you fix them.”

And they entered the church and for
half an hour were busy sticking the
dogwood and lilacs where they could
show best, watched over and helped by
the small boy—whaose name was not
Cupid.

“May I walk home with you?’ he
asked as they came out of the church,

*] am not going home,” she replied.

very ill again.”

“I was there yesterday. A sweet wo-
man who bears her suffering like a
saint. She is a sermon in patience.” '

“She thinks much of you,” she re-
marked. f

“And more of you,” he sald, and
then, after a little pause, *“Why not ga
together?” 1 wantea to give a part of
my morning to you, and let us give it
to her.”

“1 do not understand,’ she replied.
“A part of the morning to me? Have |
grievously offended ?”

“Well—" he stumbled, °*‘Well—you
know—" he feilt weak at the Lknees
“Well, Mias Luey, it's jus® this, yom
know you are so ben.ut.ituw-" He isoked
at her. Wase there ever—could there
ever be—a oreature moreypvely? And
the deep blush that sp: over het
cheeks simply made perfectiom.

"Rea.lly. Mr. Draper, I do not know
it,” she replied.

“Well, if you do not, some of tha
elderly ladies of my church do, md

‘........,; thmrlwmanm”tammm" oth

| aspect.

The same old Adam~—putting it all o=
the women,

“] am listening,” she said frigidly,
and the way the wards came out—as he
confrused afterwards—made him shiver
from his bald spot to his toes.

**They all—that is we all—love you
E Miss Lucy—love you so, Miss Lucy,

nd you have beem so kind to the
church, have done so much—"’

“Then | am almost as unpopular as
a minister's wife,”” she put in, to his
utter consternation, and before he could
recover she went on: “You may say Lo
your nlce old ladies who never have a
thought above' knitting or getting
another husband’'—this made him
wince—‘that I work for the church be-
cause the church gives me what I can-
not get elsewhere, peace, strength, con-
solation, and I love to give a litue
something in returm. The reasom I
took ibose flowers to that lonesome
wedding was to make the bride and
groom feel that when they stood in the
place there was something more than
mere ceremony there—that thers was
Lindness.”

He had no words in return. They
The Saving of Lucy Joy—TWO........
walked silently a few minutes,
then turned into a modest yard. Pres-
ently they stood at the bedside and the
patient's face lighted up with joy. Even
if dving, the average woman would
stretch out life a few minutes to help
out a romance and Mm. Hasler was a
tauint

At last.
t%iy 3w eetest
vt her ™

‘1 ey ~aid nothing.

lahe good care Of her, John,” she
evo larmes! and Lucy.l know you will
be 4 goim] wife”

How :* all happened neither of them
conld afterwards tell, but when they
fuind themselves again in the sun-
+*'ne cach felt ike running away from
tL+ other

It 1x so pitiful to see the mind wan-
dering.” sald Miss Lucy, who was the
t'r to speak.

Tog-ther—together,” repeated the
preacher

"1t ts indeed pitiful to see the mind
wandering.” she sald again

Nut wandering, but wondering, Miss
l.ury—wondering if vou will.”

*What® Be goeod?”

" Nou, vou know what 1 mean—be my
wife, tuke my love—the love that has
!nn growing for vears. that never un-
v otood 1oself until now. a poor ignor-
ant love that is not worthy. but a love
that 1s true and full and pure. Oh, it I
only could and we are 1ot on the street,
1 would get down on my knees.”

“Tu pray *’ she asked. She could not
Lielp 1t

1 do not care if we

At last,” she said. "My
friends together—tuo-

are on tha

.atieel)” he suddenly declared, and bae

ti«.k her hand and held it with a Erip
«f ~tee]l and kept holding it until there
wa~ i1 little pressure in reply.

A few minutes later they met Mrs
Twnige, and with one look that lady of
'wng and varied experience divined the
rvwult She did not faint, she did not
I.urh  She remarked upon the beauly
of the day and calmly said *'1 am go-
ng to call on the Spriggs girls.” and
Miss Luecy Joy, although fully re-
firmed. did a sinful thing when she
: «de the minister laugh by saying:
"Poor Mr. Spriggs."—Kansas City
Juurnal.

Wives of 1819,

T'he following are some extracts from
4 «t of *Rules To Be Observed by
Wives,” printed in a number of the
l.ondon l.adies’ Magazine of 1819 They
are comprehensive and deal with al-
most every emergency possible {n mar-
ried lifa. Though they would scarcely
Le regarded with favor by most wives
of to-day. they were doubtless scarcely
with proper humility by some of these
wives grandmothers and great-grand-
mothers

“\When a young gentleman makes you
an offer hold yourself flattered by his
presence and proportionately grateful.

“If you accept him (which we will
ruppose of course), study his temper
and inclinations that you may better
accommodate your own to them.

" After marriage obey him cheerfully,
even though you think him in error;
it is better that he should do wrong in
what he commands than that you

~should do wrong in objecting to it.

“I{ he flatters you do not forget that
it is but flattery; think lowly of your-
self and highly of him, or at least make
him believe so.

“Bear in mind continually that yoa
are weak and dependent, and even if
you are beautiful that it adds to your
weakness and dependence.

“If you displease him be the first to
conciliate and to mend; there is no
degradation in seeking peace or in
showing that you love your husband
better than your triumph.

“When you rise in the morning re-
solve to be cheerful for the day; let
your smiles dispel his frowans.

“Endeavor to save rather than to
spend your husband’s money; if his
fortune be large, strive to preserve it;
if small, to increase it.

“Be not importunate or cbstrusive in
your fondness, and choos¢ proper oc-
casions for your caresses, lest they
prove wearigsome.

“Your sex is most exposed to suf-
fering becawse it is always in depen-
dence: be neither angry nor ashamed
of this dependence on a husband, nor
of any of those which are in the proper
order of Providence.

“Finally. recollect always that God
has made, you subject to him, and, that
he is your natural guardian and pro—
tector; that you owe your husband not
lesgs honor than love and not less love
than obedience.”

Quite in harmony with these “Rules
To Be Observed by Wives” are the
terms of disapprobation in which a
New York magazine of a few years
later comments upon a scheme afoot in
Boston for the establishment of a “La~
dies’ Reading Room.™’

“It is contemplated to establish a la-
dies reading room in Boston. We shall
not wish our brithren of ‘Athens’ joy
or the success of the scheme. It has to
us a most unfeminine and untoward
What! remove our wives,
mothers and sisters, eveh in the hours
they devote to intsllectual recreation,
from their proper sphére and circle at
home? What becomes, then, of the do-
mestic duties and the endearing ties
which bind our rougher sex to the fire-
gide, lighted up more by the animated
smiles of the beings which welcome us
there than even the intense flames of
the most brilliant Lehigh? Away with
the thought! It is enough to dye the
whole pomxlation blue.”
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