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sheat of paper. rosy

2ad broxght. For aix
been expecting Ed-
ask for her hand, dut
und hsr more nade-

‘elded, more 111 at eape than she

could bave imagined. Yet, she liked
him. Five yexrs he had been her
triend. Ever sinoe their mock-

rizsge at the conntry schoolhouse he
bad been.resolved to make her_ his
tride in reality. He was bright and
attractive; their tastes were congen-

1ial. She realized that their marriage

would mean much for her and for
ber parents. And yet—

And yst, that morning at church,
the sight of s face dispelled all the
glamour she had sought to cast over
‘her friendship for Edgar Duval. The
face was not so handsome as that of
the man vrhose letter Iay at her feet;
it was not so distinguished; but it
was the face of the mmn she had
loved. How long had that been? Or
hagd she really ceased to love? 3 -

‘stared into the hollow axhong !

glowing coals aud tried to see thc
plcture of herself as she was six
YOura 2g0.

Six years ago the -thought of!

teaching schooi had not cecurred to
her. Why should it? She was grad-
1 4, and Morton Summers was her
accepted lover. Every one knew they
expected to marry when he should
have won his way for them in the
West. It seemed hard to the loverns
that they must be separaied a year
while his uncle in Colorado '‘teated
the young fellow to find if he was
made of the right atuff.”” But Mor-
ton left her in her Missouri home,

full of hope, and conscious of the]

power to wait Letters were ex-
changed regularly at first, but after
awhile they were not sent so often.
Her heart was as true and as loving,
but family cares took much of her
time, and fancying he delayed his
answers, she delayed her responses
even longer, partly as a punishment,
partly thinking itwould spur him to
greater regularity.

L

To announce the engagement

He had not been in her thoughts
that morning as she sat In the chotr,
walting for the first song to be an-

nounced. Indead, she was thinking|
“of Bdgsr Duval who sat behind ler],

behind her among the tenors. She
was tracing the history of their ac-
quaintance and friendship from the
night she leaned upon his arm un-
der ths bride’s vell in the mock-mar-

risge. - When she became wsure of

Morton's’ infidelity, ‘she found Du-
¥al's companionihip a rellef. As the
Yoears passed, she began to wonder if
alie could care for him In the way he
<¥idently cared for her. Sometimes
she told heraelf the image of her
Taithless lover was ndlns from her
Deart.

It ‘was 80 on that Sunday morning
8he was about to convince hersell
that #&he reaily loved the tenor with

the rich full volce, the changing

smile, the distinguished 1ift of the
tiend, the man who had been true to
her while she Lad offersd him mo

‘hope of reward. And wondering if]

this were s0, and half-belteving he
might bring her happiness, her eyes
wandered to an sbscurs cornér of
the lttle church, #nd there found
the face of her girihood's romance.

. Her heart stood still, and she grew

«0ld from head to foot, but her face
ald not siter. She turned her eyes
supon the open song book, but during
the service, \‘houg‘h she looked 1n-
tently at the = ~, she saw noth-
ing but the p-.h uce of Morton Sam-
mers. How much older it appesred
and yet so Hke the old face, her
heart ached miserably.

When the congrogation was dis-.

missed, he vmwcd m met hor. His

searce touched hers. In aawer- to
her conventional gpestion he sald he

would be in towm on!y tn the mor-.

8he did pot ask him to call, but
swept past; her hand upos’ Bdgar
Duvdl™s arm. And now in the atter-
noon this letter had comie from the

morning's -eseort, asking her to Ye

his wite. She wished it had not come

today.  Presently she picked it up,

and read it siowly through. Again it

fell from her listless fingers. . Spd-.

denly she shuddered and stirred the
five. If it had come yesterday!

lcttumnpdfmm mme“
1 Iay upon the carpat at her foet.:

rented
he fire, seamad to blush with
she
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gan to rend th-i-tmi. They were
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“No' matter how long it may be |
they ran. ‘‘No matter what happeny, |
I will a!"m trult you, yYou will al-

ways trust me.* Perhaps all lovers

Bave written 80, 'The texrs presntly

hid the words. ‘*“Through the blur,
tender epithéis shone. “Darling

Swestheart.™ 5She never tired of:

gasing upon them. It was as if his

volee still cailed her thus. She

dashed sway the tea¥s, and caught
wight of the Jetter mpom the floor. She
held {t up in one bhand and sesmed
to weigh it against the bundle ot old
love letters. How much older they
were than the lows of which they
spoke?

“Which shall I destroy?” she
asked aloud, stepping to the fird. “I
eannot keep bath. Poor Edgar, he
loves me so faithfully! Poor Mor-
ton—he loved me once! And F—and
1?7 God help me! I love him stilll
1 know—I know,’”™ she faitered, the
tears again rushing to her eyms,
sthat ¥ shall love him always.™

She cast Edgar Duval's passlonate

appeal (nto the flmmes and sinking
back tnto the chair, burfed her-{ace
among the letters of Tonxg sgo, kiss-

Ing them wildly. Bhe had made hnr,

choice; the cholce af a lonely Aite, ‘a
life of privations and toil, but a lite
which could be llved true to ita
{deals and ity girthood’s faith.

“Yes, she ia at home,” sald the
mald to the tall, pale stranger, “‘she
is in the parlor. Wil you walk In?"

She had not hemrd the doorbell,
nor di@ she notice the opening of the
door. She 41d not lve im the room,
just then, but in & falry wood with
golden splashes from the sun, and
fragrant perfumes unow vanished
many years, and s gentle volce—yes,
she lived with it, and with sloquent
eves, and = clinging hand. Her
mind was so far away she could not
hear the footsteps drawing near, nor
see the startled gaze riveted upon
the old lotters heaped in her lap.

A sudden exclamation of surprise
and patn brought her, with a violent
shock, back into the present.

Thinking Edgar Duval stood near
at hand, she glanced down with dia-
may at the love letters, while her
cheeks, still damp from tears, groew
crimson. Then seeing It was Morton

her confuston and distress sought re.

Ulef In anger. She hurriedly dashed
the letters into the btox, corylng out
her,—

“You have no right here!”

“Themse give me the right,” orled
Morton, his eyes burning ds he tors
the letters from her grasp, and held
them up.**“They speak for me to-day
as they spoke six years ago. Hear
them. Darling, every word is true.
You loved them once—you love

entered.”

She turned upon him, her eyes
blazing.

“You come to me after all these
yemrs-—after all these years—you
come and speak ‘ot tove nfter—"

Her voice faltered. There was
something in his gare which slew
her anger and made her grow afrald
from the sudden hope too wonderful
for belief.

*‘Dear sweotheart—the only one 1
ever lowed”—Dhe faltered, extending
his arms, “there has been a terrible
mistake. I came here to-day, to see
you once again as a friend of the
paet, thinking you were Edgar Du-
val’s wife But when 1saw you bend-
tng over those letters I knew, some-
how, it was not as I had thought.” .

~ssHow. todlt you Have thought me
hlu wife?" And yet, perhaps if he
+had not come, she might indeed have
beasn what he had believed!
<1 remd of .your marriage {u the
schoolthouse, flve ' years. . ago—and
then 1 thought I understood why
why: your letters had grown -far
apatt. I couldn't belleve it, dariing,
oh. I couldn’t think it true! I wrote
to a friend, and he told me you had
married Duval. He thounght it a
joke, no donbt.”

She understood at last and paled,
then crimsoned. Passionate joy beat
in her bosom. To atill her smotion,
her voice sounded dresiny, far away.

“Yos, we -gave 4R entertainment.-
There was an old-fashioned spelling-
match and a mock marriage. I re-
momber the county paper wrote up
the ceremmony as if It were & real
wedding. That was for fum, of
course. I remember how we lpughed
over it. And.you saw that—and you
belleved it trpe! Oh, Morton, while
we were laughing at the account, you
WALS—JOU Warp————>""

She could say no more; sudden
sobg interuzted her pitying volce.
But he did ot need her pity now.
He felt, ms her head sank upon his
hrosst, smd the love of youth spoke
in eloquenti silence, fresh and -warm
and true from lips to lips, that he
needed nothing in all the world but
what had been his long ago.

“And you must leave in the morn-
ing?" she ssked, after a long slience,

“Yes, but betore we lose any time

Yoi e go To the telephcne. T will

call up the paper thal printed that
story five years ago, and let them

‘now announce the snmement ‘of ]

two happy lovers.

Ho looked into her smiling yet
tearful eyes, and laughed aloud. The
Hght, laughed, too, as it gleamed
upon ‘some old letters which lay
scattered at their feet. An in the
hollow among the burning coals, a

 erinkling, blackened paper seemed |

to crouch and cower; as if to hide
from sight. -Above 1t the grate fire ]
snapped merrily. Thus from above
the mahes of a lost hops how often
haprpioess casts its radiant Hght.

 fadind ribbom and be- |

Thut sight traces of witeh ,hm

{ tiop proved to be  ordiniary.

\ 'ni- witch m“m@m am .

dack aboit thirky-fve Years . e
ot e e of st e=dB
markable in that It has no stsndnrd w -
axcept that given by ity manutact-
urer. It is not smbject tn s chamical|

for its worth ypon #o0d-An 81
its distiller. In m &E" m“}m -
instance, & dhﬁmr ahuw But foar|.

working until the crack of doom.

In the distillation of witch.hswel, | . .
‘however, a distiller ‘oan tmke out| -
wenty gailons, forly, or eveniven-

the extract until he gets ttred: It ‘i8]
all ‘witch hasel, but, g 5 matter: of
the second Is 2 1ittle weaker. and »0)
nmponry. and thers in nothing It}
the dried bark, because it is 30 nuch

cheaper and can be made any ime |
in the year. But the-product a0 ob~}

obtained from young . twigs.- Sopae
also use a larger x:ropoﬁ(owqf vite

the material, and the multinx pro- |
%uct i» an, agueous Alstilstion v&th

Qham@ﬂmc Qdcl'\ el P .
The witch hamel mnxdoumt -
open until after all thatr crops h&u

it it were not Tor thim. induwatry 4% |
might go bard with soma be: ;tlmn,
They aimply hitch thefr. horses to. & |

team.
On arriving a.t. A good. gm&h R X288
the bush all hands st to work ong- |
ting the brush off near the roofsand |
piling 1t into the teans. - Tlm:t.t -2 % e
mistaking it, for it has a charscter~ |
fstic- look and pungent but plespmt | -

drivexn to the nearest cutting statiom; |

F‘nhlons op the. Upper Nﬂc. o q
Recently the British publle fe=]
‘celved some fashion hints from the |
upper Nile, & returned oxplcur TE-
porting as ~ follows; ““The. Iary M
tribe In extent of- dlstribution ixtha:
Acholl, which covers the: Kréater. putt

mountains .snd the Victorin Nile.
and they live in open -villageg s = |

rule; their arms are chiefly wpéars, { -
and they spend & good deil of thelr |

test, snd the purchaser must depend |

gallons of proo? apirit from & bushiel|
of corn, though he kesps hia-mulj .

ty barrels from & ton of drusk atone’ e
operation. He can Kesp op-yupping | -

fact, the first salion (a the strougeat, | = -
on until the ofor {n runmnings Wbut |

Others there are who, inntead of|
J using the gresn twige, diatill from

tained has not the fine, Dunxent odm- -

than 1s called for by thé amoun} n: | SN

been harvested. There I at.muh-a| -
time little for the mman to-do, sl | -

big team and, armed with IM -
batchets, drive out jnto the, woods. | . .
The witch hasel-grows dn-hillysnd | -°
rough places and it i usually AIMR~ | .
cult to get to tlm wpot ,xl,th n hm S

odor. When a load {s obtalned It 5& | o

where it is cut, then mueers rated and. | T
put fnto the still.* The prite paldfoe | = .. .- v/
the bruah 1 about.$4.50°40 35»; tom. ° |

of the country between th! Tatulen | .

They afe & fine, tall, well:bullt o |+ - s

} them-newi-saw——inyouroyes—as F{UMe I the pursuit of» FAMEs. u;gy . A

practically wear no clothes at ail, #%x--

ctpt = small plece of skin. as gn
apron or hufg over one shoildse. |
Married women wear somottmu =
simall apron mthade of bmh. The

wearing a crystal or glass splke, § -
about three inches long, in the lower }
Hp.  Young men aye generally viry |
smartly turned out, wearing brighlly {
polished metal rings on their. armm
and legs, also a peculiar 1ittie conlond:
cap made of felted human huir, or=

tvory. They Keep thelr. weaponiim | -
sood order and siways keep i thm-r
solves very clesn .and well %lhd “f
“A pecullar. custom m.., thelr v
llm is the.bullginx ‘

¥ - Jnto- Wil
‘c“liﬁdréu‘ ﬁgi_t, ‘a ght,
small door belpg clgnd. ‘ﬁ' t& :
of hay or pigce ot Dw.tvm
nurserios are, usually
the ground and n%.
i;dﬂer, 0. 28 to bc yoxx.
yonas, . Y Iar &
ghwmwht;, rl d mi 3
the young un; ed gir) .,' o )
are beehive ?3 i‘e;&uff L B |
neatly and car uﬂ: 11 S g!g' -
1 P

“A wilder and less organized
than thie Aclmﬁ are tho%-‘nw.
young ws;;lorl vurd tel‘
some hepddresses
‘feathers, which m-ép; T ’i\
man’s bearskin at a's o‘rt au
Another. mulhrwhggﬁ
is to plercs the tongus !
Ittle piece of brass chiin to the
This is the m:ﬁu} almt. g_i_g

‘%»s

'ﬂdion to tua tqb é%un
were oftén surprised tlg.:;«m'in
Belds that the jong steihs of the
lants-thous Whow

Jopped off earfl o
lo silow’ e, 105 4 i“" s
Pian X0 0 femyss—= )
covered with icajs which obsxhmite- §

paper bags tied et t.y ;romi
scarlet and white Zowess f,hc
piant, says the New York World, " .
Inquiry disclosed that gbo ;prge»
tice has grown out of éxi ety |
lalely conducted in the ro(ioﬁ by |
Prof. A. D. Shame} of the Buress of §--
Plant Industry of the United SEkte
Department— of -Agrivaitare,
farmer has determined uwwa
tobacco plant is fittest to survin,
and he is helping along the-sarvivl;:
Enclosed in & paper sack emch Sower §
{is obliged to reproducs. ttmeit wztm g
out interferencs from outside, 3
paper bags are used, of course; to WP
cure self-fertilimtion . fnstend - o: :
crou«fartﬂl:ation. o

Time o! rs ’Win'kw . 4
By pasting s bit of paper apon the
Jtyelld & photographic record. hus;
‘been made of the dumtion of e

men- and women™ alic are ‘foid 6£ |

nsmented with besds ‘of glass. \*’f s

the eye.. m.m s



