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fdlinicholy W”‘Mm‘”w
Ths tlgns are everywhare.
The* ind leaveas are turning sere,
And fluttering through the alr;
The: crivket chirpe-its mouraful lay
Beneath thd window sil¥;
The buckwheat ficld is turning gray
Upon the distant hiil;
A dreamy aiicnce seems to spread’
O'er the ocountry gide;
The flowers that bloomed, alas! are
dead,
Their L)Qmi gcattered wide
But e’en without euch signs as these—
The hills immersed in hase,
The turning lsaves upon the trees—
We'd recognize the days; .
For now the agile college “men,”
With banks of hair to spare,
4re on the campuses again
And raising hades there;
They’re hoisting flags and rushing
canes,
And also hazing some,
And elsewhere ehowing that their
brains
Continue out of plumb.
—Cleveland Leader,

" A PAIR OF SINNERS.

She was the only daughfer of a dra-
Ppor who had once besn eminent and
was now retired; he was a young and
prosperous barrister. She was of a
morbidly poetical temperament, and
looked at life always through a prism
<of sentiment. He was unimaginative
and practical.” In a word, each -was the
complement of the other,

They had been two months married
and baut just returned from the honey-
<anoon, and were seated coszily by the
fire one wild wintry evening, when Ma-

g&,"\«

really mtde no differsnce.”

He had grown suddenly mcuthttﬂ.
and spoke-gbsently,

“You will forgive me, darling—won’
you—-for deceiving you?”

“Deceiving me?” he asked,

“Well, for seeming not to confide i
you unreservedly?”’ .

Taking the childish, pretly face be
tween hus hands, he gazed down inta
her dreamy, btne eyea,” .

“Yes.”

“Well, coming to think of I, T n
member I _bave a secret which I haw
never disclosed to yon. So after all w
are each as bhad as the other”

She. ptarted and scanned his leatures
eagerly. .

“You? A secret, Clarence?”

“Only a littlte one—like yours."

“Only mine was no seoret, I had
forgotten it,” she protested. ‘Besides
mine was nothing for which you could
blame me!”

“Now, I want you to make me 3
promies. If 1 forgive you, you Wik}’
forgive me?”’

She hesitated,

“Tell me, first, all about it.” '

“Do you promise?” he insisted.”

“Yes. yes, dear. 1 promise!"™ ahi
sald, desperately. “Whatever it ig, 1
love you and T must forgive you.”

She pressed her handkerchief to he;
eyes.

he. “We have both been sinners, and
I was the worst of the two, I must te}
you, then. Before ! was a suoccesaful
barrister 1 was a good-for-noth
young scoundrel, with a very
opinion of myself and a very bad ond
of everybody dlse. I was a wicked
young dog and did sgveral scandaloms

bel in a languishing mood of sentimen-
¢tal melancholy, unburdened herself of
o tardy confession.

“Are you sure, Clarence,” she asked |
him, eighing, “that you really love
me’ll

“Abosolutely, dearest.”

“And you have never loved any one
but me?”

“Never—never—never!”

“And you will love me always?”

“Forever.”

He yawned and looked at his wateh,
“They were half expecting a visitor,

“Something might happen to change
you,"' she persisted, dreamingly. l

"“"What could?”’

“Suppose I had a secret in my lifa
which I had never revealed to you?” |

“What sort of a secret?”

“l always used to say, dear, that }
thad told you all about myself—every-
thing; that 1 was keeping nothing

back from you, I am so sorry!’”” Hez

-eyes grew misty with tears. I did not
intend to deceive you. There i one—
only one—event of my life I have nev-
er mentioned to you. 1 had torgotten
it until} lately. It has been my one 8e-
crel-—the one page of my life I would
rather no one would read—"

“Well—and what is it? ' he [nterrupt.
ed, a Mttle irritably.

She sank down on the rug beside him
in an attitude of swpl.catlon and
olasped her arms about his knees,

“Don't look at me so coldly, Clar-
ence,”” she pleaded. '‘Don’t speak sd
harshly. Say you will forgive me,
dearest. 1 know there should be no se-
arets between us, but it is such a little
lttle secret, and I never meant to—"

“No—no. Well—let me know what
at is.”

"It overwhelmed me with shn.me 0,
wrords cannot tell how deeply it humil-
iated me.”

“Don’t mystify me with all this pre-
a.mble Mabel. Tell me the worst, at
once.’

“And you will torglve me, dear for
pnot conflding——"

“0, no doubt. It is nothing much,
I'll be bound. You are scarihg us both
with a bogey uvf your own making,
+What is it ?”

She dried her eyes, and, reaching up,
1aid a hand upon his shoulder caress-
ingly.

“Did you know, dear, that I once
used to write poetry?”’

“Well, many persons do that.
be foolish, 1 ut it {g not w.cked.”

"] wrote a great deal of it My sole
ambition then was to be a poetess,
Much of what I wrote was love Loetry

“Well, well! Yes?™

“And about six:years ago, dear, I
collected all my poems into a volumae
and published them.”

"“And the heartless man was tixe pub-
lisher?” e

“No. The publisher was exceeding-
2y kind. He tbought very highly of
my work——'-

“Never mind the publisher. I am
anxious to get to that heartless man.”

“The book was published, and I saw
only one review of it, and that—it was
in a paper called The Writer—O, Clar-
ence, it was cruel-—cruel!”

“If that is all!™

“All! It humiliates me to think o1
it even now. I remember every har-
rowing word of it, but I cannot—can-
not bring myself to repeat them.”

“Don’t try to. My dear girl, why on
earth” should you upset yourselt like

4his over a trivial matter that hap-
pened and was forgotten gsix years age
by everybody but yourself 7’

“But think how I =suffered! The
publicity — the  disgrace! “Thess
jpoems,” he wrote—0, do not ask me
what he said!”

“And yet he may be quite a harm-
,less, inoffensive sort or mhn, if we only
kpsw him."”

“1 telt as if all the world was laugh.
ng at mae.”

“You little silly. I don’'t suppos¢
even a millionth part of the world
knew any-thing about {t. Nobody
seads reviews of books——-except the mesx
swho write them.”

“I could not regard it so stoically,”
mshe sighed. “I cannot even now. Yor
4o not altogether realize my utter deg

It may

ation. ‘“These bhabblings of Incl
plent irabecility.” That was one of his
uphrases.”

She sliuddered at the reecollection of
it.

“By Jove! Of course the best o
crities are not angels, bhut your mus
/#nve been a—-"

“A heartless, heartless man!”

“I¢ it bad been a man’s book——"

“He may not have known I wag
women.

“You are too eevere. No reviewa
criticises a book t{ll he has read the ti
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things that I am ashamed of now., ™

She caught her breath and waited In
an agony of expectation.

“They were all of the same descrip-
tion, but I am sorry on account of one
in partlcular' "

“And that?”

“Well, being hard up I used to earn
odd guineas {n al} manner of odd ways
I was a flippant, self-satiefied brute
and—" ho paused, and puttlng asm
arm about her drew her closer to trim,
“I have a heart now; you know I have,
iweetheart, don't you? Dut once upon
a time—you have promised to forgive
me and not to hate me!—in the daya
when you published your book, I was

“You—you—were?”’
“The heartless .man who reviewed
ftt"—St. Paul's.

Jorney Hasa New Wonder

Jacob Gergen. a baker, living ‘n Ar-
mngton. N. J., has a feathered wonder
In his barn-yard. It was hatohed from
a high priced nesting of Brahma eggs,
and is half rooster and half hen. It is
looked at with awe by all the other
fowls in the barnyard, and they stand
on one leg and blink at it without mak-
ing any remarks in the cachling dia-
lect. The rooster half scratches for
worms, and announces their discovery
to its better half in the regulation way,
and then, the twaln having but a sin-
gle head between them, the worm lis
devoured, the rooster is proud and both

members of the combination Ba.tisty,

their appetite without ady impolitenoss
or greediness having besan shown.

In reality the chichen is a bird and
a half, according to the computation
of the New Jersey farmers of
nsighborhood, who can't quite figure
two distinct fowls out of four legs,

three talls and only one head. The ega !

“that hatched the freak was evidently
intended for a rooster, and the hen ap-
pendage {s annexed llke the wing to a
dwelling house.

The main body has two rooster taila

and the general contour of the barn-|

yard monarch. The head is without a
comb. From below the left wing growa
the body of a hen, with a fully devel-
oped pair of legs and a hewn's tall
feathers, Qergen doesn’'t know yet
whether his strange fowl will be in-
clined to boss the barnyard or show a
disposition to hatch out a brood of
chickens next spring.

Railroad Mileage In the United States.
There are oue hundred and eighty-
two thousand mltles of railroad in‘the
United States, capitalized at ten bil-
lion five hundred and sixty-six milljon
dollars. The opration of this mileage

gave employment last year to an ip-

dustrial army of eight hundred and
twenty-six thousand people. The num-
ber of passengers carried was five hun-
dred and eleven million; the number
of tons of freight transported was sev-
en hundred and sixty-five million; and
the net earnings were over three hun-
dred and seventy-seven million dollars,
It is significant that out of the five
hundred and eleven million passengers
carried, only one hundred and eighty-
‘one were Killed; but there were eigh-
teen hundred and sixty-one fatalities
[among employes.

Hot Houre Grapes,

Hot-house grapes are the costliest of
fruits in the New York nParket. They
are never less than seventy-five cents
a pound, and when they are most cost-
ly, in February and March, they sell
for nins dollars a pound, sometimes go.
ing as high as ten dollars a pound. Al
prices ranging up to two dollars a
pound there is a ready sale for them;
at the higher prices they are sold al
most exclusively for the use of inva.
lids. The next most costly fruit is the
hot-house peach. Hot-house peaches
sell in February at two dollars and oif-
ty cents each. They are used by inwa.
1ids, but such peaches are also often
sold for gifts. They are presenied ag
flowers or as bonbons would be,

In the Press Club.

John Cowley, an English “remit.
tance man,” who worked on the paperg
in Chicago some years ago, but is now
publishing the Anti-Philistine fn Lon-
don, was perennially “on his uppers.”
On one such occasion he wrote a note
to a journalistic friend who had bor-
rowed five dollars from him. The mis«
sive, says the Times-Herald, is still
preserved among the good things #n
the archieves of the Press Club. “My
dear ——,” he said, “I once heard you
say that you could sit down at any
time, write a story, and get one hun.
dred dollars for it. Please sit down
when you get this and write the story,
Keep the ninety~five dollars, and send

tle page.” me five dollars.” .. . tify the bones of Columbus. All Span.
' + ish bones look allke, to a degree, -
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all my friends knew, 80 tm

“1 won’t keep you in suspense.” eald

I&uessxhue:olﬂm
every State In the ¥ om -

visited. a month ago, & western townl

of 5,000 people I had never sean & resl
ly =safe safe—one that wm

and_ I went there hgcmne ¢ shuﬂmﬁ

. they had cpened a new hink, and I'm

always on the lookout for that kid.. ©
T zot into town ahout § o'tlotk, smnd, -
-witheut stating my busipess, I stroll

bank building was located just to have’
a loak over the sitiation. It was.quite
8 modern duiiding for the size of the
town, and the bullders had put In a
Loller and engine to give the power for
water and electric ught md ltum
L heat, T ) g
““Phere was nothln:

ing 1 fournd  somethingx. that was at!

tre,

few quesitions before letiing any one

knew it all, and when he had finisheéd

bank peopls, instead of spending thelr
money on a  high-priced, timae-lock,

safe that might be dynamited fill of
holes, had simply hought a good cheap
tig =afe and. having put it In the high

a chaln and pulleys and attached the
combination to the engine down eellar,

“At closing time the sitfe was drawn
up between floor and celling out of
resch from above or below and left to
swing until time to begin Dbusiness
reain next morning. The steam wWas
down by eleven o’clock, and then the
only possible way to get at the safe
was to rajse steam and let it down
within reach, a job the most skilful
burglar could not perform without
detection. because steam engines are
not run on a silent schedule, rs a rule,
The next morning, after I had taken
another look at the working of the ar.

the

| cannot bolt,

- by a Jagged plece of shell,

i walls are a menace

rangement and saw how easy it all was
I never said a word about having safes
to rell, or even that I was in the busl-
ness, but slowly and sadly packed up
mvy traps and got out of town.”—Wash.
{ngton Star.

The Torae In Jinttle.

A veteran cavalry horse partakes of
the hopes and fears of battle just the
rame as his rider. As the c¢olumn
swings into line ard walts, the horse
grows nervous over the walting. It
the wait 1s spun out he will trembls
and sweat, and grow apprehensive. It

he has been six months in service nal. .

knows every bugle call. As the call
comes to advance the rider can feel

him working at the bit with his tonguel-

to get it between his teath, As he
moves out he will elther seek to get
on faster than he should or bolt. He
however. The lines will
carry him forward. and after a migute

eround before supper o where thel’

his elucidations 1 haad learned that the .

burglar-proof, stone-walled vault and.

room they has bullt for it, had rigged -

|" “They kept r¢ locked up all nlsht.

he will grip, lay back his ears, and!

one can feel his sudden resolve (o

brave the worst. and have done with
it os soon as possible. A man seldom
cries out when hit in the turmoil of
battle.
Five troopers out of six, when struck
with a bullet, are out of thelr sad-
dles within a minute. If hit in the
breast or shoulder, up go their hands,
and they get a heavv fall, if in the
leg, or foot, or arm. they fall forward
and roll off. Even with a foot cut off
8 horse
will not drop.- It is only when shot
through the head or heart that he
comes down. He may be fatally
wounnded, but hobbles out of the fight
to right or left. and stands with droop-
ing head until the loss of blood
bringgs him down. The horse that
loges his rider and is unwounded
himself will continue to run with his
get of fours until snme movement
throwws him out. Then he goes gal-
loping here and there. neighlng with

It s the same with a horse.

feur and alarm, but he will not léave
the field. Tn his racing about he mas
get among the dead and wounded, ‘bu
he will dodge them, if possible, and, in
any case, leap over them. When It
has come upon three or four othet

riderless steeds, they fall in and keen!

together as if for mutual protection, '
and the “rally” of the bugle may bring

the whole of them into ranks in l;

body.—Public Opinion.

Tone Colors Yor Fyen,

An eye specialist says that much oil

the strain upon the eyes of-school
children may be prevented by having!:

in the class-rooms tinted walls and thing at last. The preachers will Bo
window shades of a suitable toning Wﬂd over it, and it will sell ¥ike hﬁt v
He regards this as a matter| cakes It's a church contribution box, |
upon which tar too little stress is latd] ¥Friend—What good is that?

color.

by the building and furnishing com- |}

mitices of school boards, Clear, white
to the eyesight
that ought not to be tolerated in any
echoolroom, It is just in these partic.
ulars that the service of women on
school boards 18 efficient. “Women
talke pains, and know from eéxperience
in the furnishing of thelr own homes
how much apparently trifling details
contribute to comfort, as well as t¢
effect. Men, as a rule, are content te
put this kind of work in the hands of
tradesmen, who may or may not be in-
telligent workmen.

e ar——

It seems to be as difficult to identify
{he bones of Villamil as I} wad to iden.

i “He'll want it.
iunacrtaker‘mm

eently 'bemim&ns \‘
. “Yes, shv,” -he wm&y&l\:,

thought ¢ take in the ‘towng so 1
welit into one of then big, talt hnﬁlt,m
ings that reaches anoil to \he sky 1o
get a good sight of tie wWhole, thing]

f: (S
“ylien 3|themd
was in Atlanty tether wiek. 1 Jest|k

at once. Jest sy Y- suERoq intcan: 1l i |

- | office 0 ook oub of thb window: X)a
remrkmm heerd a bell go tingA-Eug-liug and

about this, but at the rear of the build- ; A man's voicg say, “Hulka’ -

“] looked a1} armmd B dgn't a!:«

least novel. It was a plain brick ad- anybody, so T -ty - ﬁa?iﬁg !\thiﬂ!- :
dition twenty feet high, with tull view The voice again xav,,;._mxuoi* This
of the interor, and right in the cen.’ time I'answera Huilol

between heaven and earth, five
fest below the cefling and tep feet TurnlapeedT enys. -“Thant he tetly ]
above the floor, hiing & big safe sus- ‘Speak a little touder, I tan’t heant
pended to a heavy anchor chain. It X noticed the volce s2emed to comer
was an entirely pew wrinkle to me;, from a little cineer in oRe corner ot
and after studylng it awhile I went the rgon. I jelled out“ iouc.‘ ‘A‘bq ;
hack to the hote! determined to ask & Turnispeed?” -
“It wss quiet 5 few aecongs then,
know what I was there for. The.hotel; “Yes, you owe ae five - dollars, -
c'erk, after the manner of his kind,'

“‘Who s it? the vo}cﬁ m:r.

“l was surprised vt I only yelled|,

C ey

baek; I don't no aieh thing'

holler,
“You don’t say!’

“Abef

“NGY safd I, as l.u@ ea 1 could "

A

~Mys=—H: Fronch's: Crown §
emm t@mc and:-hlood. . pu

“Yas, 1 do say, and what's mnn }'ll W

say it, it you don't @ahat wup” L n}legl

“9 would Ike" to 2ee you :ht‘"

volce answered,’

at the top of my voice, “Well, Jest walk
out and take a look at me, you IS}

“igo you will settls wilh #e, ‘wm'

you?!” he asked.

“My, 1 was mad! ‘Yes I’H settle |l
with you!' I says. And with' that ¥
ferked that door open, ind there stéod
& man with something uy to his ear,
an ear trumpet, 1 reckon. I jest grabe
bed that man out there and kicked
him clean to thé other side of the
room. You oughter heard himt
‘P'lice! Murder. Muider! he howls
A lot of men ruched in and grabbed
me.

“Turn e louvre. | says, *There's
your crazy man.' But they ‘peared to
be friends of hi»’'n, and hustled me
out Into that alligator thing that runs
ap and down the buildin'; and 'fore
I xnowed it I wans at the bottom, mnd
a policeman took me off before I could
pay a word. ;

Next day that masn come, with hix

head all tied up, and toll the jedge|

that he was jJest a-(a'hing to = friénd|

‘(blamed if I counid ree ahy- frlend),|

and that jedge macde me plank down
1 kinder fcit the town did me.”

4 An Aull-lxpansionht.

The Dottor—Let the lttie tellow yell
i£ he wants to. Crying sunses a baby'n
lungs to expand,

The Father—Tihen, by gum, I'm an
anti-expansfonist.-~~-Chicago News,

T
tt Recoreiivd HHim,

He had been goaded to an act of]

madness. He had kllled a neighbor
% ho sat oft the fence and fesred athim,

Now he must dle.

As they hurried ¥

e suddenly pauged.

“Hark!" he whicpered,

They all lstened.

“Is It the tune your mother sang to
you when a prattling babe?” mur-
mured the tender hearted warden,

“No,” replied the condemned man
harshly. “Listen again” "

Then they all heard it !

It was the mournful creak of an un-
oiled lawn mower! "

A look of vesignation rested on thq
fzce of the doomed man,

. “Now I'm ready to die)” he snigd,
*L.ead on.,"—~Cleveland Plain Dealer, -

2
Wamiterfal Yavouiion,

Inventor—I've hit a money-muaking

Inventor—~It's a triuwph. The coing

fall through slots of different -sizes,} 0
six-}.

and half crowns, shillings and
pences land on velvet; but the pennies

“By.that time 1 was mad, 10 T mua B

il by our, expert, abnolutely fm o)

him to the scaftold

remedy that deetroya the
Why do you auﬂer from
eunre ity : ~
1t is spread on oil, oloth. an“ s
Don’t forgot that Diabetes ou
B. French's Crown Diabetes any
romedy mdkes strong men and wom
wrooks. In oase of Bugar- i)ubetgrﬁl
Cuaro must be taken with the Crown Dia
Rheumatism yiclds quickly to- Crow
ment The Qintmént is the
In oasen of " rheumatism ‘the Bhtn
meent must beused together, .
Inflammation of:the: Eye A
Water is:used, - . - . .
Mrs B, French's Crow
skin,sunburn chapped
1t you do not de
of thoze med
b&ck; '
Sond foe 8y mplom Blatﬂi
nosls of your case ‘And'the

prapsr. ttu .

‘u\

" fnterest on ite
Save the mm

You:: Qhange
b

. You don’t miss the golt
A nickel fo-day and's'd
§: amounts to & prefty heat um
: These bayks ate f

wages and thoxe whi &
Anve any Man’s mol
Call ani gef: 3 3&
We alw Iom

end halfpennies drop cn to a Chiness o

gtmg ~T1t Bfts

Practicat ¢ [nasies,

Mre, Timkips was takirg her pon w. .

school for the first time, ond, afied
impressing the. schoolmaste; with L‘mi
necessity” of his having a thorgugh' s’
good edudation, finlshed v by Sayiny
“And be sure he learnz La.in”

ilﬂ adVaw

.....

“But, my dear msdsw,” safd el
schoolmasfer, “Latin
nage.”

“All right,”

gald Mrs. T imk%

va dead lam} )
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