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THE FLOWERS WITH WINGS

‘Such a lot of yellow buttercups all in
4 meadow grew,

S0 many, many years ago, when all the
world was new,

And you'd thought they’d be the hap-
piest things with nothing else to do

But be cuddled up by Father Sun and
ted by Mother Dew.

But I hate to say {t wasn't se, for
when the birds would fly

High 1p among the mighty trees that
towered to the sky,

They would wateh them with such
envy. and lament and mope and
sigh,

. «of the athets aince.

Oh, why can't you and 17"

Now the fairy of the flowers once was
passing by that way—

“Te nuirre a little primrose thal was
sgi-kly. so wney say—

And she heard ‘hem all bewaillng tOI thi

a blurkbird on 4 spray,
won t you let us have your wings
a little while to-day ?’

“Oh,

So the kindly fairy listened, and they:

to'd her all their woe,
she summoned all the

kulghts, whose wings are white as,
snOow,

And legged and borrowed every one—
they 've several palrs. you know—

And put 'hem on the buttercups, the
puur things pleaded so.

And

Oh, high they fleaw and low they flew—
, the old sun blinked his eyes,
The breezes came a-chasing them, all
luughirg with surprise

And rver since that day when first.

they fluttered ‘neath the skies,
We've had the butercups with wings

and called them butrterflies.

—Theodosia Pickering Garrison.
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2 The Girl Who Didn't Know§
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Scene A roadside strip of turf,
nor.h of the linits from which (be
lake 13 barely visible as a belt of still
biue Interlacing the treetops. A toler-
ably s.eady streanr of bicyclists pass-
ing on the east side of the road and
R iung perspective Ol wheels racked at
the side of a high board fence with
an arched gateway. ‘Two of the biey-
Clists dle resting on the strip of wurf,
their tandem beside them They are
man and maid. ‘The mald wears
neut gruy suit, 2 linen collar and

<

rier-nosT IWAIready

slightly treckled and she looks sensi-
ble. There 1s an  expression ono  her
face when 1t 18 In repose that is usual-
ly assumed by ladies when they suy
that they are getling lired of this non-
svnse, no.withstanding which she has
been conversing very amiably. The
young man is at least old envugh 10
vecome settled. He 15 stockily built,

She settling her skirts for the fourth
time and casting a sidelong look at
the young man, who is staring at thoe
passers-by with a lack-lusire eye—I
don’t think we are likely to get to
Wauksgan at thls rate, Fred, but it's
comfortuble bere any way I'in jus”
beginming to ge. couv.ed off now. I
wonder some others don't come and
p.ant themselves down ners. That's
g-nerully the way when we sit down
anywlhere, together, isn't 1t?

He—Too close to the I).psoria.

She—1 don't suppuse you'd care,
tho.ght if they did Youre getting
Your toat all over stuff there  No, on
your arm. Here, boid still a moment,
There' Do you know you're awfully
careless, btred? You need someboudy
to——

He—To what?

She tterribly disconcerted) —0h,
nothing. l—i00k at thuse men on the
tandem, the one behind isn't working

a bit. 1 hate to see that. Some peo-
Dle seem to think it's smart, though.
I'd be ashamed to let you de all the
work.

He--You always do your share.

She (warmly)—I think it's no mora
than a girl ought to do—in anything.
I don't see that it's any reason because
a man is big and strong and good nu-
tured that a woman ought to take ad-
vantage of {t and let him have all the
work and worry and care and not think
of anything but having a good time.
But some girls seem to be so selfirh
that way. Look at Carrfe Griffin—the
way she always acted. Maybe she’ll
improve now she's married, though.

He—See where that fellow's got his
Wheel geared to.

She—I don’t know, though, whether
marriage alters people's bpatures, 1
think if I was a man I'd want to get
an idea that the girl was all right be-
fore I took any risks. What do you
think? '

He—About what? : |

She~—Oh, pshaw! I don’t helieve you
ever pay one particle of attention to
mwe when I talk to you—I guess I'm
not interesting enough. You ought t¢
take Pearl Williams-—she'd amuse you
I expect.

He—Pearl Willilams! Oh, I guess
not. Pete would have something to
8ay about that, too. '

She—He wouldn't mind. Men don’t
care about a little thing like that. The
&irls may, but they don't. - I K

He—1 guess Pete would. :

She—Do you think they are going tc
get married, Fred? Something Pearl
said the other day kind of made me
think so.

He—You can search me. I never
asked either of them, and I'm a poor
guesser. I always thought Pete was
pretty solid with the girl.

She—They've been going together
long epough. I think it’s a shame if
he doesn’t ask her to marry him, but
gome men seem to think—

~ He—Think what?

" She—Ch, there’s no telling what a
man does think or whether they ever
think at all. I guess they don’t take
the trouble, haif of them. What are
you thinking of now?

He {absen; mindedly)—I waz won-
dering whe.ner that was a 1900 mo(e]
or a '99 enameled over.

She-~Thers isn't much difference
that 1 can see, but when it comes to
thres years you notice it. Do you
know my wheel i just three years old

' the first of the month? You ought to;

you hélped me to ehoose it, and I took
¥ firat vide on it with yon--and inost

M;g! 1 a dn't thlfnxitmu

“h» w A e

WHtLE LQVE LIVES ON.
Lot no sounl say: “This is a bitter !sm'
Or, old and gray: *1 weary of tht

strife!”
Turning aside with sad or scornful

lips

though, yet. To words allied that tell of hope’s
She (the determined expression re- eclipse, .

turning to her face)—I suppose that's. Long as there dwells in any earthly
because I take pains to keep it clean.' spot
Mabel Furnis only got her’'s last sea-! One heart that swells with tatth sur
son and it looks positively awful. I ronnded not.
wouldn’t want to ride it if 1 had any' Fog/is not soul’s storm-weathering
respect for my skirts. I don’t suppose! anchor gone
she ever so much as dusted it even. | While love lives on!

fong ago as that. We went out
Rogers Park that dzy, didn’t we?
She (softiy)—-Dld you remember
that, Fred? I didn't think you would.
He—Sure thing. I won't forget that

cheese we had for lunch in a million,
sears. Your wheel looks aii right,

to

“Oh. dear just see thern ghim along!

tairv '

" what is it vou were going to say?

U'd think that a wheel like that would |
be 2 dcad give-away of a girl if a:
I 'YounRg man had any eyes. If she'd be
seen out with a wheel with all the
spokes rusty and the bearings all a-,
gum of oll and dust and the chain

what her kitchen would look like--if
she ever had any~—and what the
ngs would taste like that she
' cobked.

He—! guess Mabel hasn’t got much
ambition.

She—I should think she
she's got Albert,all right.
" He—Albert seems to think a heap of

r

She—Yes, and she keeps him gues-
‘sing about all the time. I should
think he'd show some spunk some
time: but, no, anything Mabel does is
all right.”

He— Waell, do you feel rested enough
Emmie?

,  She—Oh. no; let's sit here a few
minir'es longer. It's so good and
shady | hate to get out in the hot sun
agaln.

He—Afrald of spolllng your
plexion?

She—I didn’t know I had any to
, spoil.

He (turning on his elbow to look at
ber)—Oh, | don't know! I think that's
where you shine. You've got more col-
or in your face right this minute than
nine-tenths of the girls,

She—Why, Fred!

., He—That's right—and your nose Is
geiting sunburned, too.

The girl looks annoyed for some
reason and snaps a twig into litule
pteces almost viciously. There is a
pause of a minute or two, during
which the young man returns to his
placid contemplation of the road.
Presently the girl's face clears up to
some extent and she luoks merely pen-
sive,

She—I suppose that's the best way

com-

. after all.

He—l don’t like to see It myselt It

see a gir! riding a dlamond frame and
wearing bloomers like those

She—] wasn't talking about that
girl. I was thinking about Mabel. [
guess If you want a man to think the
world of you you've jus got to go whh
any other fellow that comes along and
act as if you don't care a snap for
him—the one you do—care for, | mean.
(She sighs.) I—wish—1 think Mabel's
lucky.

He—Maybe she i8. I don’t see where
{t comes in, though. Albert isn’t so
much,

She (with animation)—No, 1 suppose
there are men who amount to more
than he does—or ever will—but he
cares for her and he i{sn't afraid to let
her know {t—and you can say what
you hike, Fred, but | know they're go-
ing to be married. If they're not it
won't he his fault anyway-—so there.

He (suddenly losing interest in the
rond)—Why'! Say, Emmie! Let that
grass alone a minute. What are you
mad about?

she—I'm not mad. Let me alone—
you haven't any business to do that.
It's no sign just because I go out with
Yo ——

He—For three years, ,

She—Yes, for three years. Well?

He—Well, I thought you knew all
right how [ felt about you. Don't you
suppose | sthink as much of you as that
skate Albert does of Mabel?

She (trying to rise)—What on earth
are you talking about, Fred? You
must be crazy. Come, let’s go if we're
ever golng to. [ wish you'd let go my
band—you’ve no right to—

He—Anybody'd think it's the first
time. Now, see here, Emmlie. Sit
down a minute. That's better. Now!

There is another long pause. The
young man takes a handkerchief from
his pocket, ejaculates ‘“Gee! but it’s
hot!" and wipes his face and neck,
The young woman, who does not seem
to be affected by the heat, half smiles
and half looks at him sidelong under
her eyelashes.

Sne (rather coldly)—Well, Fred,
HHe—Well, you know all
least I supposed you did. And -1
thought I was all right with you
Ain’t T all right with you?
Another pause. This time an elo-
quent pause.

She-——Fred, 1 didn't know that, 1
knew you kind of liked me, but—and
I don't know now whether I like vou
well enongh fo marry you.

He—Well, I want you to be sure.
Suppose you take time and think it
over. .

She (impulsively)—Why, Fred, 1
think vou are a perfect fool. TJ—]
ghould think if you had any sense that
ymu ought to know, even if 1 dido’t.—

F. H., in Chicago Record. |
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0O1d Fashioned IDirners the Best, {

Many people who are constantly try.
ing to concoct new and tempting dish-
es overstep the mark. People who eat
large quantities of the various pre-.
served foods are not always the strong-
est. The old-fashioned meal of roast-
ed or boiled beé¢f served up with its
own julces, with two plain vegetables
and a pudding, was far more whole-
some than the eight-course-dinne:
which is served nowadays. Few peo-

e know the true flavor of potaices g1 -
rice In this country seasoning too
often means salt and pepper only. Peo-
ple in the Eastern countries, espeecfal-
ly the Turks, make most delightful
stews and soups by using a combina-
tion of vegetables, cooking them slow-
ly enough to draw out the flavor. Ex-
tracts and sauces prepared chemically,
apd mustard and horseradish, may <be
mken now and then, perhaps to ad-

tagg, but, as a rule, things of this
kind uld be avoided or used spar-
ingly. - iu' Home Journal.
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+-filed with dirt }-could give o guess “That 1o his own

padn't—but .

.into the cab, I following.

press,
Ned asked.

made an effort to
posure, and setfled myself for obs:1va-
tion, Ned having turned to his verk.

scene.
the indteator pointing to 240. A m;a

were rushing over the road at an ab-
solutely fesrful ‘rate of apeed,

“Nara” sivaining in avery nerve,
'qnie;r exbaost 160 rapid 10 b ccmntefz‘.

' Ner in God's pilaln may asverthrow he-

fail

To any man who, losing elsewise all,

Yet claims alome, one constant heart-
beat still

Eivés a rtesponsive
thrill.

In this is might that fears oo Il to
meet,

Makes'day of night, or gictory of de-
eat,
Fronting elate the
dawn-—

For love llves on!
—Ripley D. Saunders
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It was a night in the midst of winte
~—the air sharp and bracing, the moot
in her tull glory floating majestically

* through the clouds. The little statior
at Longley was crowded with a busy
Jostling throng of travelers and idlers,
some congregated there fromm mer¢
curiosity, others expectant of the ar-
rival of some relative or friend.

Sauntering up to the engine ! was
agreeably surprised to find an o
friend of mine, Ned Hughes, in charge
I extended my hand, and he graspet
it cordinly, and said—

“Why, how are you, George? Glad
to see you. Are you going up with me
to-night

“Yes,” I returned, giving his hand
8 hearty shake. ‘‘There is a suit com-
ing off at R to-morrow, in which }
am to appear for. the plalntiff, so )
find myself obliged to go up to-night.’

“Otf course you will accept a seat in
the cab?’ questionedl Ned, smiling.

For the benefit of (hose not inform-
ed upon such matters, | will state that
the cab is the cover built at lhe rear

N bog ma aud sheller of the engineer and ﬁre-

man.

“With pleasure.”

I had been acquainted with Ned
Hughes from youth. We had studied
together with an eye to the law, but
when the college days were over ha
had chosen for his calling that of a
locomotive englneer. Law was dis-
tasteful to him, he sald, and involved
too much walting. He was as frank
and generous a fellow as ever breath-
ed, though at times a little too daring,
approaching almost to recklessness.
He was a great favorite, however, with
both railway oflicials and empluyes,
and was, withal, perfectly conversant
with his business.

The new engine from Crawford had
Just been couplted on the train, and we
both stood admiring It, it seemed s8¢
much a thing of life—throbbing,
trembling in every joint,
suing from the escape, the fire-box
glowing, the brasses of the cylinder
reflecting the brilliant lights overhead
the bright polished rods, the “drivers’
newly painted, the word “Nora" in
silver letters upon the cab—all deeply
fmpressed me.

“All aboard!”

These words sounded along the plat.
form, and presently the conductor tap-
‘ped Ned on the shoulder.

“"We are an hour late to-night,” he
said, “and we have only two hours in
which to make Rawdon.”

“It is eight o’clock now,” said Ned,
““and I will put you in Rawdon at ten
on time.”

Ned's assertion, be {8 known, was
a somewhat startling ome. The rate
of speed he contemplated was sixty-
three miles an hour, with two stop-
pages for coal and water, The conduc-
tor whistled.

“You’re much the same old Ned,” he
said; “but that’'s a little too much.
No, we'll pass the up train at Quiney.”

The bell was ringing. Ned sprang
We moved
slowly out of the station, the motion
being necessarily slow at first, but
rapidly increasing as we left the city.
Ned examined the indicator, the hand
of which pointed to 125. He then
pulled down and securely fastened the
safety-valve; the fireman looking on
but saying nothing. He them looked
into the fire-box, and directed the fire-
man to fill it with coal, adding—

“We make Rawdon to-night by ten.”

The fireman seemed to take tha
whole procedure as a matter of course,
by which I concluded he was ased to
Ned's vagaries, but I confes to an in-
voluntary shudder.

Ned saw my anxious look, and re-
marked—

“It’s all right. The conductor wants
fis train put through, and I intend to
put it through.”

“But,” I interposed. “consider what
might be the consequences.”

“No danger,” muttered Ned. “The
road 18 a good one, with few curves
and no other {rain on.”

“And how about the passengers?”’

Ned Laughed.

“They are agreeable, especially the
business portion of them. They are
willing to take a Mtle risk for the sake
of speed. RBesides, the train is an ¢x- |
and concurrent circumstances !
reader it necessary that time '-*hould
be made, Are you at all nervous?

“Not at all”

I thmk my voice belied me.
regain my

but I
com-

Gradually I became a part of .he
The throttle was wide onen,

chilf struck me when I saw that, We

the

an intent whon txl:ta.

the steam |is-.

‘moved for interment. Ned’s funeral

wers nm-!nt & amall vﬁlm. and.;
closed the throttls,
conl and water.”

1 nodded, drawing ap easler breath

“How do you fancy the ride?™ -

“Very well indeed,” smiling.

“We bhave heen just three-quarters
or an hour, and have made forty-two
miles,” said Ned. This atoppage will
put us back five minutes. Batwean
Quincy ‘and Rawdon, however, you will
see somathing more than you-have yet.
It’s a down grade for ten miles”

This information did not affect me
unpleasantly; I donm’'t think any an-
nouncement of & ke nature would,
We had been traveling at the rats of
2 mile a minute, and had dona so with
comparative satety, so 1 was prepared
for almost anything. How soon une
| becomes inured to what at ﬁrst mlxht

geemead
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Newton was a Bhort. one, and we once

+ more moved away, the incidents of our’
second start being merely a repition
of the first.

We were soon again at a stop, and
Ned noted the time.
| ‘Fifty-three miles,” he eaid, “in

forty-eight minutes; thata better yet,
pbut—" ominously,

The sentence was never finlshed.
The corductor came up and shook Ned
by the hand, lo~king very well pleased. |

“You've done well,”” he sald, °*
think we can reach Rawdon in time.”

Ned assented, and we then repaired
to the telegraph office, where a mes-
sage was immediately sent to the con-
ductor of the Zown train at Rawdon,
ln these words—

“Up train just arrived; shall ft
wait?”

A minute passed before the answer
came, when the instrument clocked
forth the simple word “Na.” l

The time allowed for stoppage had |
{ elapsed, and the words once more

sounded—

“All aboard!”

As we moved out of the station Ned
whispered in my ear—

“You'll now see what I term ‘fast.}s5:00

traveling.' We make Rawdon in twen-
ty minutes.”

“How far?” I asked.

“Thirty miles,”

“All right,” said I, nonchalantly.,

Ned evidently expected hia assertion !
would have surprised me, but it didn't; |
and he turned away. I did start,:
however, when I glanced at the indi-
eator and saw the hand trembling at
260!

“Good heavens!” | exclaimed to my-,
Belf. "“The boiler will burst, and we
skmll be b!own to ntoms lf nothlnt.

“Newton,” he said; “yrn atop here m .
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I shall never forget that ride. If the

- rate of speed at which we had prev- |
jously tmveled wuas great, that from*
Quincy was appalling. 1 clung to the
seat for support, the engine swaying!
so much that 1 otherwise could not
have retained fit.

1 worked myself, influenced by a
strange thrill of excitement, and dash-
ed in shovelful after ahoveltul ot coal,
I folt—I lived—breathed in the “Nora.” |
1 was an agent in the movement. I
heeded not the danger, only desirsd
more speed. 1 wished to go faster~!
tmater-—-taster

*Oh, heaven!”

Will the remembrance or the words
ever leave me? How they fell upon
my ears—with what intensity of feel-,
ing. Ned's face was blanched—whiter
than I ever saw face blanched betore—,
his features distorted. 1 lecked nhead,
and my trembling lips repeated the
cry. There upon the track, not half
a mile before us, was the down train,
which had just appeared around 8
slight cusve.

1 was powerless to act—Irozen to the
spot. |

Not g0 Ned. He was calm in an in--
stant, and his work was accomplished
fn a tiths of the time it takes me to
record it. My first impulse was to

gpring from the engine, but ho ntopﬁed
me,

“Stay!” he commanded, hoauely.
“They have one car; we have twao.!
We have twice as many passengers as
they. If we collide at this speed al}
will be killed. Heaven forglve me!
I will do 1t!”

I divined his Intention {mmediately. |
He would put on such speed as to run
through the other train, and by that
means save those on ours. I shude
dered, but I had no time then for u-l
flection on the morality of the proseds;
cedure. Two large oll-cans stood ln;

the cab, and Ned dashed them into . other trains dally e

the fire-box. All this, of tourse, oc-|

cupied not an instant in the execution, |and baggage checked 1o de
The “Nora” strained and . sprang , office, Telephone B3g-A; 3
forward, the increae in speed lelng . corner Corinthise, ot af A

quite perceptible We neared the ap-
proaching train with frightful rapldlty.
The incidents of twenty years crowd-
ed into a single second. 1 commended
my soul to the eternal Father and
closed my eyes.

Ned stood grimly at his post, behind

3ther tralna d Iy exespt Slﬂay.
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him the fireman with his hands clasp-
ed. Y

The crisis came. A harsh, grindipg
crash, the crushing of heavy {iron-
work, the rending of timoers, shricks
groans, and all was over,

Something struck me. I was only
stunned, however, and soon my con~
geiousness returned. But oh! what
a scene met my gaze! 1 shudder now
to recall it, and yet all was strangely
still save the crackling of flames and
the hurrying to and fro.

1 arose from the snow, where I had
been laid for dead.

The “Nora” stood alone upon the
track, the two cars behind it haviry
been thrown off, but they were not
damaged. The ‘down train had been
literally smashed to pieces, and of the
human souls that had been abroad but
ten had escaped imstant death.

And Ned—where was he? '

1 ‘hurried wo to the *“Nora” and
tound her badly broken up. The fAre-
man was there, safe like myself, buy

| he said Ned had been. struck upom the =

tearing away of the cab and kifled:
“Poor fellow!” I uttered. "“God for~
give him for what he has dbne””

Ot course, all that skill and kindriess |

could do was done for the sufferers,!, 4

whife the budies of the dead wege re~
occuried on the following day, . his}

nibt:her, the fireman, and myself bgm‘%
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