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PSYOHE'S DOUBLE
Pretty, petite,
Dainty and sweet,
“iarming in figure and face;
taughtng and gay,
Bright.as the day,
~eaging the eye with her graca.

"keeks that would shame any rose’
Silken and fair
3listens her halr,

Lgvelier ever ghis ETOWSE.
Ruler of all,
Quick to enthral

Hearts that are tender and true.
Yet I can ses
Heedleas i1s she,

Thoughtless of what she may do.

RBow to her low,
Fealty show.
Hearken, how merry
Guileless of arts,
Queen of all hearts,
Maude s but two and a half.
—Chicage Post.

THE NARROW WORLD.

Something had happened!

There was such a rosy flush on her
cheek, so bright a gleam in her eye,
and on his face such an utter abandon
pf joy, that any one—even a man—could
have guessed the truth.

Fortunately they hiad chasen the hill
road, the least travelled of all the ways
Into Santa Barbara, and from the first
baif hour after the event they met no¢
one.

It was what the inhabttants of the
Channel City call a “genuine Santa Bar-
bara day.” The sun shone warm and
bright and a soft perfumed breeze came
out of the west. There was June in the
air. although the calendar was set for
midwinter. The birds sang in the trees
above them, the squirrels chirped from
the hillside, and thelr horses, wandering
at times from the road, sank to the
knee in a waving sea of flowers.

“First of all.,” she said, breaking the
gllence of a whole minute, “you must
tell my father.”

“Certalnly,” sald the
“Who's afrald?”

“You have never seen papa do the
role of the cruel parent,” said the girl
“He can be quite a dragon. As you are
a kinsman, however——'""

**A fifth cousin,” cried the young man,
with a laugh. i

““Wel]l, fifth cousins are better than

her langh!

young man.
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pothing, aren't they?”

“Truly. How else should we be here
to-day?' Then the young man added.l
with pecultar and significant emphasis '
“] am incllned to pride myself on that
little scheme.”

The girl brought her horse to a sud-
den stop and turned her clear brown-
eyes, half opened under thelir long lash-
és. upon her companion. .

“That little scheme,” she repeated -
slowly, *I don't understand.”

The young man laughed uneasily |
“Why, Catherlne,” said he, "you don’t
mean that you have belleved In the en-
tertaining fiction about our great-great-
et-cetera-grandfather?” !

»0ld Ebenezer Strong"’ exclalmed the
girl. "How dare you call him fictitious,
when I saw his portrait at my own’
grandfather's?’ !

“As your ancestor, my dear one, he 18
an undoubted realtty—but as mine, [
regret to say, he is merely a figmen of
your worthy tather';’lmaginatbn. In
short—1 would faln eak It to you as
gently as possible—we are not fifth
cousins at all, but just plaln, ordi-
nary-——""

*Not fifth cousins!”

“No, darling. And {f you are gotng to
falnt, please fall on this side, with your
head right here on my shoulder.”

“] won't. Wretched boy, how could
you deceive poor papa so0?” !

*] didn't deceive him. He decelved
himself. From the very beginning of
our acquaintance he seemed deter-
mined to locate me somewhere on X
Weston family tree. and you eided and
abetted him In the attempt.” :

*Richard Strong. how can you!"

“I have a sweet and gentle disposl-
tion, and when he asked me If T was
not deacended from Ebenezer Strong, of:

st me see,” sald the girl, holding
sgt her hand. He tore the letter open
and gave it to her. Then he swung |
aimself into his saddle, and they started
slowly down the street. .

Suddenly the girl gave a falnt ory.

“Papa has been writing to him!” she
axclaimed.

“Writing to him? What for?”

“He has asked him to pay us a visit
sn the score of relationship, and your
tather——" .

“Well?' said the young man, excit-
edly,

“He says he will start immediately—
the very next day.”

“Let us see the date of the letter. Ye
gods! It has been delayed. He must
bave got here this morging.”

. *“The train has béen in two hours”
she said, glancing at her watch.

*] must see him immediately,” satd
her companion, nervously, turaning his
bhorse first one way and then another.
*“*Whe would have dreamed that both
the boys would take that cousinship so
seriously

*l did, sir. I knew from the very be-
ginning that it would make trouble some
time.”

“Prom the very beginning?’ repeated
the young man, pausing in his excite-
ment long enough to note the force of
this chance admlssiéon. So you acknowl-
edge, do you—""

“There's the hotel bus,” cried the girl,
hastily changing the subject. “Perhaps
the driver can tell us something.”

A long, empty vehicle was passing
them on its' way up the street. Strong |
cialled to the driver, and he stopped.

THE SA

THE PRINCIPLEOF THE DEVOTION
AS KNOWN TO THEGHURCH.

C————

Our Lorvd’s Revelation Te Bismsad Niaxrgsrey
Slary a Bumble Religlons of the Oyder
@f the Visitatiom Cavsed the Devotion te
Spread Througheut the Wowld

Ia the Catholic Church the month
of June is especially set apart for de-
votion to the Sacred Heart of Jesus.
This speclal devotion as practiced by
“the members of the L.eagwe of the Sa-
cred Heart or the Apostieship of Pray-
er, is of comparatively recent institu-
tion in the church. It axrose from &
revelation by our Lord to a humble
refigiense of the Order of the Visita-
tion at Paray-le-Monial, a French
town, {n the year 1675. Im tinlon with
Father de la Columblere. 8. J.. this
nun became the chief instrument in
the establishment of the feast of the
Sacred Heart and spreading the devo-
tion throughout the wortd. Mother
Margaret Mary was beatified in 1864,

The principle of the “cxaltus,” how-
ever, is by no means a modern one.
We can find it recognized as far back
as the year 431, when the council of
Ephesus was held. Clement XIIL
sanctioned local celebrations of the

*Did you bring up & tatt
this morning with a white mustache
¢nd goatee and gold eyeglasses?”

“Yes, sir. Your father, don’t you
mean?” )

The young people exchanged startled
glances. ' :

“How did you know ?"

“He was Inquiring for you, sir, as
soon as ever he got to the hotel, and
when he found you were gone he went
and hired a buggy.”

“A buggy—what for?"

“He asked his way to Judge Weston’s
place in the Montecito. He said the
Judge was a near relative of his.”

“A near relative,” groaned the horri-
fled Strong, while his companion turned
away her face, although whether to con-
ceal a look of anguish or a laugh will
never be known.

The omnlbus proceeded on its way.

“We must hurry,” said the young
man, spurring his horse to a canter.
*“The less time they have together be-
fore explanations are made the better.”

“What d¢ you think they will do?”
asked the girl

*I don't dare to think. You see, on
everything except this family tree busi-
ness, our respective parents are as far
apart as civilized humans can be Your
father, now, {8 an elder in the church,
while mine has never recovered from

| the habit of using swear words, acquir-

ed during years of service in the regular
army "’

*“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!”

‘““Tthen, again, Judge Weston is an ar-
dent {can.*”

*“And is your father a Democrat?” '

“Worse than that-—he is a Magwump.”

“How Interesting! 1 have always
longed to see one of them.”

“And my father belleves that Bacon
wrote Shakespeare’'s plays.” ,

“Heavens! Let us ride faster. Papa
will have glain him before we get there.”

“Really, Catherlne,” satd the young
man, when they had slackened their
pace to climb the hills, it would not
surprise me {f they positively refused
to enter into partnership as fathers-in-

. lawt o

“Never mind, Richard;” sald the girl
smilingly. ‘Father has never yet re-

. fused me anything when my happiness

was at stake—as {t la now.”

Strong shrugged his shoulders. “Mine
has,”” he answered. “He 18 made o!f
flint, the old General, and if he should
take it Into his head to say no it would
be awkward in ways I dont like to

mentlon.”

"Never mind,” said the girl, amiling
again, and lifting her vell to the rim of
the jaunty sailor hat.

And a momert later the young man

. felt much encouraged, and the gallop

was resumed.

On a slight knoll, surrounded by a

teast in 1765. The Jansenists opposed
the adherents of the princlples, call-
ing them *Cordicolae” or “Cardiola-
trae,” and “worshippers of a divided
Thrist.” The opposition wascondeasn-
od in 1791, and the whole church

| received the privileges attached to the

devotion itn 1856.

To understand the devotion proper-
ly, its object, ita character, and Ita
motives should be clearly comprehend-
ad. Its object and character are well
jescribed in a Dublin publication bear-
lng the date 1884, and displaying the
‘Imprimaturs” of the Superior-general
)t the Congregation of Missions and
st Cardinal MacCabe. The description
is as follows, and having the approv-
il of such eminent theoiogians may be
accepted =as the teachimgs of the
Church.

*First, then, as to the object of the
devotlon, it is, literally speaking, the
Divine Heart of our Divime Lord, the
very Heart of Flesh -which beat
within His breast for the three and
thirty years that He llved here on
earth, and forms part of the human
nature at the right hand of His Eter-
nal Father in heaven amd of His
Body and Blood, as really present in
the adorable myasatery of
Eucharist. But we do not consider it
as having a separate existence, but as
existing {n conjunction with the hu-
manity and divinity of our Divine
Lord.

“In the second place, we are to con-
sider the devotion {n its character to

be adoration in the stilctest sense, or !
the devotion due to God alone, not '

merely superior In degree to that
which we mpnder to tlie angels and
saints, and even the Blessed Mother
of God, but different in its nature, dDe-
longing as 1t does to God, and-to Him
alone. Of course, the Heart of Our
Divine 1.ord, if coneelve@d apart and
separate from His Divinity, would not

be entitled to this supreme homage, |

but it has a right to it {n conse-

quence of its unlon withk the Divine .

Nature in our Divine Lord’s person.”

THANKSGIVING.

1 thank thee, Liord, for mine unan- .

swered prayers,

Yet it seex;xed hard among my heayv,
cares—
That bitter day.

{ wanted joy—but thou didst know for
me

West Brighton Centre, and you looked, grove of llve oaks and faced with an' That sorrow the gy I f0d

at me s0 appealingly —""

*1 didn't any such thing!"”

“Why shouldn’'t I assent? I have
doubtless had several hundred ancestors
named Strong, and I took the chances
that some of them rejolced in the preno-|
men of Tbenezer. It is just the sort of|
anamaghat my forbears were given to
putting wpon themselves, as an effec-
tive and continuous mortification of the
flesh. A horsehalr shirt, now, would be
nothing to i.”

*You may laugh, i it pleases you!”
said the girl, severely, ‘‘but if papa had|
known you were not a relatlve we'
should not be rding alone together. He
generally disapproves of the Easgtern.
people who pass the winter at the’
hotel.” .

“If you really feel that I have been
guilty of false pretenses,’” sald the young'
man, drawing his horse a little nearer,
“guppose we begin all over again.”

“Keep your distance, sir!” éxclaimed
the girl, steering to the opposite side
of the road. “If we are to start afresh,
let it be from the very beginning, three
weeks ago.” i

“Now, as to your father,” resumed the
young man, “I think I ufiderstand him!
pretty well, because my one and only:
parent, the Governor himself, is con-
structed on much the same plan. Wher-
ever he goes he is continually in search
of the lost tribes of the Strong geneal-!
ogy. The last letter I had from him in
Colorado, where he is passing the win-
ter, contained the announcement that
he had unearthed four or flve new
oconsins—choice specimens, I doubt not.!
that he will expect me to meet and em- '
brace on my way home.

" Pperhaps It was wrong,” he contin.
ued, after a moment of reflection, “te
play upon that little pecullarity of your’
father, to get into his good graces, but
you must consider the extraordinary’
provocafion, dear. It seemed llke my
only chance—are you sorry I took it? -

She looked her answer, but did nol
speak it, and then, avoiding the hand
extended to seize her own, she struck
her horse a light blow and dashed dowr
the road ahedd.

A long, even canter in silence follow

avenue of old palms, there atood the
ample residence of Judge Weston. As
the young people came through the
gate and entered upon the- gravelled
roadway, they observed two elderly
gentlemen emerge from a small torest'
of rose bushes and start briskly down
the path toward them. Presently the
shorter of the two took his companion’s
arm and they walked along in evident
peace and amity, i

“They haven't found it out yet,” the
young man whispered. 1

Judge Weston assisted his daughter to
alight. “Catherine,” sald he, “this s
Gen. Strong, the father of our young
friend.”

The General bent low In gn old-fash-
foned nheisance, and Miss Catherine In-

stinctively made him a courtesy out of
the minuet.

“Father!” .

“Dick. my dear boy!”

““See here,” exclaimed the Judge, sud-
denly. “You are mistaken, ~’'chard, In
what you told me about old Ebenezer
Strong.”

The young man braced himself for a
struggle.

“And to think, Dick,” cried the Gen-,
eral, reproachfully, ‘“‘that you never
mentioned to the Judge thdt your great-
great-grandfather, Hezekiah Strong,
married a Weston.”

“And that brings us even nearer than
we had supposed,” added the Judge.:
“Fourth cousin instead of fifth.”

“It was stupid of me to forget that,”
sald the young man, huskily.

“And now that I have seen Miss Cath-
erine,’”” said the General, taking her
hand and passing his arm about her;
walist, “my only regret is that the rela-
tlotnship is not several degrees nearer
ye 'u

Then Catherine tooked at Richard, ana
he told what happened on the way to
town. Straightway there was a grea*
amount of handshaking and a good deal
of kissing done in broad daylight urd.s
the palms.—The Land of Sunshine.

I

Iﬂwm;s,:\akes.
George W. Kingstu.'y, Jr., brought to
the Argus-Leader office from Yanntoa

most,
And in its mpstic depths 1 learned to
gee
'The Holy Ghost.

| wanted health but thou didst bla me
sound
The secret treasures of paln,
And in the moans and gromans my heart
oft found
Thy Christ again.
1 wanted fame—but thowm forbaaest
strife,

*Make no repute,”’ so ran the sacred

Word,

And 50 | learned the sweetness of the

life
Hid with the Lord.

1 wanted wealth—'twas not the bettes®
part;
There is a wealth with poverty oft
ziven: -
And thou didst teach me of the gold
of heart—
Best gift of Heaven.

1 thank thee, Lord, for these unan-
swered prayers, .
And for thy word, the quiet kindly
“Na.y.”
"I'was thy withholding lightened all
my cares
That bleased day.
~Oliver Huckel, in The Larger Life.

“THIS IS HEAVEN.I
REMAIN.”
The loss of her fatbher, mother

WILL RB-

brother, hushand and only child I1B{ “pya aord was cut and found to have 3. |

the Memphis yellow tever scourge
more tham 20 years ago, opened the
doors of the religious life to Sister
Mary Justine, who died at the Visita-
tion Convent in Cabanne, Missouri, on
May 21. Her name in the world was
Mrs. Ann Dwyer. She went to i,
Louis after the death of all her loved

the Blessed |

Upanswered save thy guiet, kindly''
- 22 - 1 o the artist went on with bis work, |

TN O,

CRED HEART, |-+

wAND...

ahont in this wayrs 4 book way to béj
published in which a gmall gray mon
key played a very important part. The}
publishers wished to lllustrate the book
with many plctures, and because this
artist was known to be so fond of ank
mals that he drew them much better]
tham most others he was asked to
make these Hlustrations. .

He read the manuscript and then set
about finding his models. Men, women
angd children were at hand to answer
his purpose, but where was the mon.i
key to be found? R

He went up to Central park and look-
ed among the swinglng, thattering,

-
-

THER MONKRY CAME TO THE WIRES.
wrinkled faced creatures. Floally he
' found one answering to the description
in the mavuscript. In order to make
his drawings before the crowd of vis-
ltors flocked to the menagerie he used
to get up very early In the bright
l spring mornings and go and sit before
the great monkey cage and make
sketches gof the little creature.
i After & time the monkey noticed him
and came to the wires of the cage at
once upot his arrival every morning.

It reached for a pencil, smelled of it,
i turned It over many times, bit the Jead
' off at the sharpened end and gravély

gave It back with an air that sald, “I
. am surprised that you do not know
how to prepare your pencils.”

But all the time It scemed to the
artist that the monkey was sad or ilL
Now, the artlst was & tall man and
| broad shouldered. His lead remched
! tar higher than the heads of most men
! we meet. Perhaps that was why every
" small, weak thing scemed to know and
| like bim, for, you know, large natures
protect the weak.

S0 he set himself to ind out what it
was that troubled his little friend. The
keeper was called and questioned.

“On, the little gray monk is all
right!” said the keeper. “You're payin
bim a good deal of attention, an he
thinks he's got to make out a case.
| Monkeys 1s awful fakirs, an them little
gray ones I8 sharper'n most.”

and the monkey sst by the wires and
chatteredd his sad little tale all about
the libine hd had left in a tall coconnut
tree ¥hd the friends that were like him-
self. \

And th¥ artist answered, “Yes, yes,
old rélBW {t's & big shame!” And his
heatt"wasivery tender toward his little
gray tefeiid, -

Then 'th¥ monkey began to mbd itx
little hand”across its stomach, as if it
were in pain. The keeper was called
again, .

“I tell you, I'm afraid there’s some-
thing the matter with the little fellow
after alL.”

ture 8 minute or two, but it sat; per-
fectly still. .

“He's all right,” sald the keeper
again, “He’s young, an he's growin.
fast; growin pains, mebbe,”

When the keeper had gone, the little
monkey came very close ‘to the side of
the cage and chatteied very softly and
reached out one littls gray arm. The
artist went up to the cage. The ion-
key took one of his fingers and with s
great deal of looking over its shoulder
| and chattering and twisting ahout rub-

bed the finger yp and down over the

front of his little gray fur waistcoat.

And what do you think?

The grtist found a strong string tled
| tightly about the monkey's middle.
| The end had been broken off, and the.

fur covered it from sight. It had been

tied on when the monkey was Hitle, §°

and, while the poor thing had grown

larger, the string had remained the:

same and was cutting into the desh.

The artist at once took out his kufe |
Thiw §

and opened a shining blade.
. frightened the monkey; but, after a lit-
| tie, faith iu his big friend heip=d bim
to be brave.

made a sore all about the waist of the
+ fittle oné. The artiat went at once 10 |
t the attendant, who brought some ofut- |
' ment, and together they took the Ifitle §
sufferer from his cage. But the tiidih |
key would let no hand bHut that of lils
_artist friénd fouch the wound aﬁytﬁf ]

The Sick cmke&

The triendship between them came}

The keeper watched the small crea-]

ones, with a number of other yellow; big man turned surgeon aud dienm

ed. and they were well into town befort g bull snake five and one-half feet loas,
the conversation began again. Then The snake is extremely alive and - .0
fearful of observation, they spoke It be taken fromy its box and exhibited to
commonplaces. . any who desire. The snake was cap-

They turned into State street, stoppe! tured in a peculiar way. The grain .u
at the post-office, the morning’s mal that courftry {s so thick that the snakes
bhaving constituted the chlef cause oI cannot crawl through. Mr. Kingsbury
the trip to town. Richard Strong dis gays that it 18 a matter of comparative
fnounted and presently appeared wMl ease to lasso them as they sport abou:

a letter in his hand. on top of the wavipg grajn.—Sionx Falls

“None for you,” he said. *“Thig ts foi L,r‘ui ek ?
me, from the governor. I'lf wager ¥ -
}x.u something in 4t about cousing™

untl Bar-

fover refugees. One day she asked a
triend to show her through the various
convents of that city. Without saying
a word of her interition she was driv-
en -from place to placs, amd when the
ntié; wis™ reR€hed, she’
“This is heaven,

M

and thire for 20 yomrs she
deab: . oo

Afterward, when the pictures for the
{ book had all been mide and the wofe.
mark witier hi¥ little wajatcoat had

 fong been healed, ‘whenever the artist |
: chaticed to stop, before: the  ponkéy |
Visitation Convent, then on Cass ave | cuge—even 1t sty people werb t
reikFkea? | hé Wik Siird to treax 2 joyor
1 will remain.”{ and to see s Httle figure co
There shé was admitted s » postulant: tisthine sad be

it) ul
York

¥

-

‘But by and by
fectly dreadful one. It Jort s
could not le still, I sat up
the pillow op my knees, and the fot
1ight bold of them—py Kiees~and I

poBe,
lovely red, and her eyesa
| bright! ’

VA U |

my head on- it—the pillows~thiere &rel'
% many its and thema that 1 .ﬁg A
tangled up when X try to tell th
straight-—-and
wavd. - .. g
1 advise any fellow whio has the ear] 4
ache to try this way. It dopsn’t stop|er
the pain, but it gives you something toy -
do, and you can stand it better if you
-are all done up tight—at least 1 can, :
Well, the pain képt on like sharp veds 3
dles, perfectly horrible, and I Kept ov| A, M
rocking, and by and by the dcor open: PR, M,
od, and mamma came In. She
ing: to & party; an
let me see her it f P
she went. She looked Just like & qaees, | *18e:
with dinmond stara o ter dals Her|
dregs was white and shong Hke water
where the light fell on it—aatin; 3 -wnp- .
fe |

roobol acEwan 830 £

d-she hiad-prowmised (04
I was awake before

perhaps—and her chee
ust i}

fihe said, “Oh, ‘my poor boy, Yoo Dave|$scas,

an earache, and you never called mel” ||

1 nodded, beckuss it was iurtiog Hke! .40,

 fun just then, and 1 knbw that If 1
spoke my volce would sound gque
and a tellow ddesn’t want-to-howl.
she told me to keep on rockliiy; &
she set down the Isnip and went:
Presently she csuie beck In - some
kind of soft and loos¢ dress; with & Lot
hop bag in her hand and cotton wool
with some atuff on it to put in My eah}
She made the fike burn; and then shy)
took me Up in her Aroas aug st down
in the big rocking chair with me in her
Ap- e

I

| but when one has a pain one feels Gif:
ferent somehow. 8o we sat theéve, andiy,

the

warm and red. The stuft on the otton | o
easad the patn s Httle, and thehop bag] .
was good and bot, but the best off -

all was just to have manima there, and |y

ny

sround me, and both vocking. .

1

lite. Mamma covered me &ll up with] -
the soft, warm wrapper and pot hep]
cheek down on miné, ‘and it-was-jus
llkke warm velvet. ]
chalr hay & délighttol sqicak, -
"Squeak - squawk, mjiiek
squeak — squiawk!”  very  slow:
sleepy. , X
keeping time to thewineak:. .-

ARd the five wits biight;

¢
1

my sleep I heard paph come In
“Why, wy dear, aren’t you.
your- party? * The,
here for some time?’ - . - .
And then I heard mamma sy ‘Very:
witly: Tt
‘*Hush!

am

Ralph Jones La 8elié of-
lage, M€, is & p‘%\;

Ralph is at no ¢are v
-ceops he s s-Aue
youngest-of four brof
to wsay; he In the on &3
such hatr. He ix now 12 yenl

his.

sleepy, and T wei--50-~coMifo

Companion, R

and] .y

am really too big to be tgﬁﬁn LR

fire made the room all light and

head' on her shounlder;, and her armal

never was so comfortsble in. my

The big rocking

" Theh mimmuik bEgAN fo SIng | ¥

™ % ’i'gi;n‘u':h‘;t "
s h--aign ¢ .
Boell be-triet - -* 5

roses gomowhiery; and: then-T

don’t remeriber Kny mo
't you. g

*

rﬂmm

e

v

: B Tt
8end the carrlage away. 1| ¥y
having my party here.’-~Youtl's

:

Sells Mis Curls For $38 & : ‘ |
’ ’b“tt w. v

ng:

Her lovely set of 7
And lays the dishus il gl " .

The table, two by two, . >
The little dolflhouse propl¥all . "7 -
Begin to wonder who witl eall, .,




