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A Mood.

Tuo ahakes nok tho drops from his
Tho ‘bird’ Micks mot the wot from her

T A Snstion VNt 400 I tabes
-\l‘ii-l%hn the winds oo tholr hoolwings
And wifine tompest is frionda with me,

Rono wound or cheor

LA L veepig d pind o] e
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it ::?1 ﬁ'll}ﬂ'l kmn‘l‘t:‘u’k aml sibilant,
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Luilsi of the rain throagh the saploes

0 dear days, ¥0 are horo agnin?
lal,i"m idons oo OF 10T~
AWIN oathe forpotten atd Brokeh oreeds]

Ye nﬂ.ll not lack for the sun's ?ewa shining—
Wi thrwlur mi‘“m w.iy“unkcwf:&
yotir blows, red s 1o re
o0 nre my (lps; will ye stiil bo sad?
’3m e, # Of clowd,
s of shadow, of wrath, of binst—
who love yo nm como st Lut,
Luugh to me, ory niowd!

For wiid am 1 as thy winds and ralns—
Freo to oo and to go as thoy;
Love's moon sways not the tides of my velns:
There i o voleo that can b nuui;.
Out and away on the drenebed, brown leal
Out to the groat, glad heart of the yoar!
Nothing 1o grieve (or, nollilng to fear;
Fouteriess, lawioss, a matden froo!
—~Amolio Rives, In Rarper’s Magasine,
s e
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VERY PRECIOUS.

“I did not give it to him! He stole

it cut of the mother's albuwm, He did!

be did! o did!" The speaker’s voioe

rose with each repotition and her

cheeks got redder and redder. I
must know better than you, Rosie,"

O, of course; you do not eall it

iving, but I do. You were standing

¥, 1 suppose, when he took it?, Your
eyes were cast down and you pat your
most becoming pout on? And now
that Tom Crichton, with his ten
thousand a year, falls in love with
you and wants to marry you, you are
afraid that poor Geoff Hamilton will
show him your rlmtograph and talk
about your silly letters and make mis-
ebief.  You incorrigible little flirt. It
would serve you right to be treated as
you have treated others. How many
men have you made fools of, I won-
der? Aidozen?”

The speaker spoke sarcastically; her
hearer was begioning to cry. The
Flrls were sisters, says a story teller
n the London World, both young, both
pretty and charming; but Letty, the

youngor, was a lovely, brainless tittle |

flirt.  Tho clder, Rosalind. had plonty
of brains, but scarcely cxpericnce
enough to enable her to use them ju-
diciously. She wus a brilliant creat-
ure to look at—warm-hearted and im-
ive toa fanlt. There is nothing
she would not do or dare for one she
loved, and shy dearly loved her be-
witching little sistor, and rejoiced
with all her heart when the genial,
Eood-luukinz young *‘squire,” Tom
richton, who came into the neighbor-
hoat to take possession of an unex-
pected inhoritanco, fell in love nt first
:ilght with Letty and proposed to her
ter u week’s acquaintance,

But Tom was a quick-tempered,

jealous young fellow, and he bad al-|

ready spoken his mind to Miss Letty
about  bet love of flirtation. She
promised to mend ber ways, but it
was more than she could do to keep
her promise when templation came in
aliuring guise.

Mireford was a garrison town, umll

ono of the gallant Dashshire regiment,
Geoffrey  Hamilton by name, had
quickly sucenmbed to the fascination
of the vounger of the two daughters of
the widowet Mrs, Maitland, who
lived in n pretty eottageon the Lon-
don road about half a mile or so from
Mireford. It was in vain that Rosa-
lind warned the heediess young co-
quette that she wns weating  poor
oung Hamiltou disgracefully. But
n zood trath the young man was ve
well able to tako care of himself. ﬂ
was not very deeply wounded: but as
soon as Crichton ap wl upon the
spene he made ap his mind to punish
Miss Letty, if possible, for her tricks
by pretending to be broken-uearted
desperately jealons.

He was, however, safficiently in love
to be able to put a fair amounnt of ser-
lousness into £is reproaches, and when
he Ml‘:a“mmd to give up ﬂl.anghnlo-
graph Letty bad given him one
or two absurd little notes sha had writ-

ten to him and & glove he had pur- |

loined, the silly girl was thoro
I{ ﬁgrmly pennndminglglu{

l:{sbuuod an
“Tom" would hear all about it and

break off his engagement. Rosa-
lind but known how slightlsy Hamil-
ton's heart was touched she would

have quickly laughed Letty out of her |

fright; but when the girl solemnly as-
sured her that Geoff was so much in |
love and so angry and jealous thatshe
knew he meantto have his revengs |
the sensible elder sister !o:got that |
she was not living in s melodramatic |
age, moreover, she quite over- |
looked the fact that Hamilton, being a |
gentleman, it was not likely that he
would act as if e were a cad. |
So, on the whole, things were look-
ing very serions when, for the fiftieth
time at least, Rosalind tried to make
her "E::re?:nﬁ’: whether lhah::l: ‘
ven the photograph, or w
E: he had Laken I;t. from Phllu. Mait- |
land’s album. She had her own opin- |
ion on the subject, 50 it was really '
waste of time to ¢ uestion the
naughty little girl, who was anxious to
keep peace between the old love and |
the new. |
“I think you are very wunkind, |
Rosie,” she said at last; “and if you do
not believe me, how ean [ expect Tom |
to do it?"” |
“] do not expect Tom to do it! You
talk as if believing in you were a gym- |
unstic feat. I know what I should do |
in Tom'’s place.df another man told me |
he had a photograph of the girl 1
meant to marry, oamd gloves and
Mn "
“He hns only one plove and no
things!” interrupted Letty, whimper-|
ing. “Don’t exaggerate; and 1 gave |
Tom two photographs—onesitting and |
one standing—and he has heaps and
heaps of letrers."”
I hope the spelling is all right.” |

) ho&em. ¢ is not much of a |
speller himself.” !

«He spelt tadored’ with two d's the |
other day—‘My addored one' It
looked 8o funny.”

“Mp, Hamilton is away just now, s
he not?" Rosalind asked presently.
“Yes. “He went to  his sister’s wed-
dlnﬁ, 1 wish it was to his own."

#Ho does not live in the barracks, I

#No: ho has rooms in Dismond Cres-
Townsend

‘Ho is the womaw-hating person
" is M‘F for 'mmtﬁln and
r gors ont? * * * Andgowl

pposo  you nre ng to write to

1'3__.'1'@ Tam going out

! on't you ndvise me how to

i
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| tion for my luggage”

ing."

! (), so you did "

of am afeatd I did,” sighed l-olm
| “But ho begged so hard  and  said
had never cared enongh for any girl

to nek for her likeness before,”
| vPoor fellow!  But he mast flw it

our lotter,”
@ room.

up.  Now goand write
And Rosalind ran ont of

About an hour later a young lad
with a mackintosh on her arm knoe
at tho door of 15 Diamond Crescent.
She had evidently been walking fast,
for her choeks were glowing and her
eyos wero bright.

+This is awful,” she said to horself,

doorou the ingilde. A civil-looking
woman opened it

“Are—are the gontlemon at home?”
the visitor ask “1 moean—Iis M,
Townsend at home? I am his sister,
and he oxpects mo, I think."

“Oh, walk in ma'am, if you please.
Mr, Townsend told me you wero not
eoming uutil to-morrow. He Is out
| just now, but your room ls quite
| ready. Have you no luggage, ma'am?"

The visitor muttered something
| about the station as she went into the
' hall.  “Please show me into the sitting
| rooin,"” she eatd; “I ean wait for my

brother there. No., thank you; no tea
| Is this the room?”
i “Yos, ma'am, The gentlemen has
this between thom. Mr. Hamilton is
coming back nnoxpected this Neni“?'
Heo was telographed for, as there is
some talk of the regiment loaving at
! once.”
*“What is that noise?” the visitor

asked.
“Rain, ma'am. It's o thunder show-
fer, I think. It always makes thal

It's

noise on tho roof of the verander.
well you was undor eover, ma'am,"
| - Rosalind gave a sigh of relief as the
door at last closed behind the land-
lady. “Now, if by n stroke of good
fortune I can commit my felony and
get away before my brother comes in
—what an extraordinary thing that he
should be expecting his sister. I sup-
(glancing at a cabinet photo-
aph on the chimneypicee) that is the
' man himsell. Why, lie pust be 40 at
|least! Now, I wonder where Mr.
Geoff keeps his tronsures. Inadrawer,
‘of conrse; but which drawer? I do
| not balf like rummaging among the
roor man's ‘poneulunn. but he brought
ton himself.

[ |

.8
She presently came upon o ket
neatl I:iml upr with red \'ibhol::nd
. She pinched it. It evidently
contained a photograph, for she felt
the cardboard, and there was some-
thing soft that might be a glove; and
surely those were withered flowers
that crackled as she pressed them!
And the more lumpy inclosures must
be letters.  Should she untie the rib-
bon and break the seal.  But time was
passing and there was really no neces-
| sity.  Then she turned the packet over
| and found an inscription that settled
| the question. In a man’s writing were
the words: *“L.'s likeness and letters.
Very precions.”

“Poor Geoffl Poor, dear follow!
| How devotedly he loves her! 1 am so
sorry for him. ‘Very precious,” he
calls thom.,” Rosalind murmured.
“But precious or not, I must rob him
of them. Wa cannot lose Tom. I
wonder what Lotty will say when she
| sees them?  Now, I wish 1 were safely
| out of this. 1 must write the tiniest
serap of a note and leave it for poor,
dear bl"euﬂ'." She cluflmql the drawer,

t the packet in her kot, and

wp“rm basl.ilf' on o half shwpfcul paper,
| #L.'s sister has taken what you have
| no right to keep against her will”
| She had just addressed the envelope
when she heard steps on the stairs;
in another moment the door was
opened and a handsome young man
came in.

*How awkward!” thought Rosalind.
“But I must keep up the character of
Townsend’s sister. Who in the world
is he?”

The new-comer stood still and stared
at her. She was the prettiest girl he

| had seen formany aday. She made
| him o little bow. *I am Mr. Town-
| send’s sister,” she said, *and I expect
| him every moment; he not expect me
| until to-morrow. Did not the landlady
| tell you I was here?"
| “She—she—she did!” the young man
|gas edl.
| " “Whata donkey he is!” thought
merciless Rosalind, quite at her ease,
vithough she had just been robbing a
Jrawer. ‘I wonder if you wounld mind
| going to look for my brother?" she
said nloud in the sweetest manner.
“It would be so very kind. It is awk-
ward to be here all nlone with—people
coming in.” She gave him a little
smile to indicate that he was one of
the people. I have to go to the sta-
: (what dreadful
stories I am t:ﬂriug! she added to her-
solf); then alond, *and, ]}erllal:!. by
the time I come hack he will be here.”

“Oh, you will come back, will you?
But it's raining cats and dogs! You'll
be drenched.”

“Oh, dear, no! I have a water-
proof,” and Rosalind took up her
cloak. “Thank you,” as the youn
man rushed forward and put it roun
her shoulders.  “And you will go and
find—Geravd for me,” she  said, torn-
ing to him with the sweetest smile
There was the slightest possible hesi-
tation before she said the name. He
noticed nothing but the beaaty of her
eyes

i

“Thank you very much!

She was gone before2 he recovored
himself, and when Geoff Hamilton
came into the sitting-room at No. 16 a
few minutes later he found his friend
Townsend hanging ont of a window.

**Hallo, Gee!” he said, “what's up?
You look dazefl. Seen a ghost?”

*No; but the prettiest girl in the
world. She was here. She said she
was my sister. She asked me to go
and look for—myself, while she went
to the station for her lu;r'gngn."

“Then she'll be back?

*Not she!
way,"”

““I'hen who in the world is she, and
what brought her here?”

“I suspect gou know all about that,
you rasenl!  She's one of your army of
mariyrs, I take it."”

“Rubbish! I am the martyr. What's
this?” He had picked up Rosalind's
note from the writing-table. ‘G,
Hamilton, Es.r}.' Now for the heart of
the mystery.” He opened the nole
and read it. Then he threw himsedf
intoa chair with a very red face,
Then he Jaughed. Then I’ am afeaid
he swore.

Meanwhile Rosalind, with ber heart
thumping halt with fright and half
with ‘triumpb, was speeding home-
ward. She flew to Letty's room and
found that young person on her bed
reading a novel.

“There!” Rosie cried, throwing down
the packet, ‘never say again that I nm
not your best friend. are are your
letters and your photograph, and all
the kee you guve that poor, dear
man from time to tme; and you ought
to be ashamed of yourself!™

“What!” eried  nnabashed Letty.

She turned the other

YiNo," puswored Rosalind, oalmly;
b ou dear delighttn) dirling!

“Oh, you dear de ax
How uwios of {:u! 5:0: boy, I:Ix
sorry he will But what fun.
What is this written outside? ‘L.'s
Iikenoss and letters.  Very previous.'
Poor, dear Geoff, how fond he s of
mo." Aud sho give a little sentimontal

[t

*Hael ‘yon not botter open the thi
and sce if you have thom all rvigit
said pmctical Rosie, “Here, cut the
knot."

No sooner sald than done. A cab-
inot phnmn foll out, then a plece
of dleop © n ribbon, a fow faded
flowers, and two or throe notes,

*“This is such a likenoss Tom
had better have it," sald  Letty, ns she
took up the pioture, which had fallen
taco downward on the bed. “Look,

e i

Rosie looked, and, behold, it was a
likenoss of a tall, handsomeo girl, who
bore not the slightest resemblance to
handsomo little Letty, Beoeath was
written in a fiem and dashing woman's
haud theone word *‘Lounie."

The sisters looked at one another
with blank faces. A glaoce at the

nates revonled the samo dashing hand.
30 YOU AFQ HOL LHY ULy Ulle, ki 2

made a fool of mysel! and robbed the
man’s deawer for nothing!” evied Ros-
alind.  *Ob, it I had but known."

“Never mind, dear,” sail lmlt{; L |
am suce I dow’t. Butl wish I knew
what he seos to admive in thet black
woman. Just pack her up and send
her back to him."

| Townsend was in _the drawing-room.
| Ho wanted to soe Miss Maitland for a

liver.

#Teoll Mr. Townsond 1 am coming
divectly,” sail Rosalind.

“#0h, Rosie, do yon mind?" cried
Letty, as the maid went out. *“Ho
lins sent my pictare, I suppose, and
he wants his Mack woman back. Tell
him wao think hor frightful.  Ave you
sure vou do not mind seoing him?"
| “Not in the loast,” said Rosalind, I
| saw his likeness in their sitting-room,
aud he is plain and olderly. Give me
thoso thing= ad trust to my ingenuity
to got myself out of the serape. They
canoot .ml:- !l‘..ll_c;t whi;n they hkn;ur 4
was another girl's photo, can
ried off " B I grap

And just as sho was—in hor muddy
little boots and with the wind-blown
untidy hair—she went down stairs;
and it still ja and it ever will remain n
mystery what those two said to one
another when they stood face to face.

But Geoff got back his precious

poket and Letty got her photograph.

she gave it to Tom forthwith aml he
wus delighted.

She iz now Mrs. Crichton. Hamil-
ton was finally captured by a protty
young widow. Ido not know what
became of “*Louiv,” but Rosalind mar-

thinks she is the pretticst wowman in
the world .
‘ ——

- -Hcr Last Comfore.

She was not a preity sight—an old
woman tottering under sixty years of
poverty — and now was the worst
poverty of all.  Her haud, which
gathered ngrimy plaid shawl at ber
throat, trembled ceaselessy from privas
tion, and the vile liquor privation had
brought. She was huogry; it seemeil
to her that she had never eaten. She
was cold; it seemed to her that she had
never known warmth,

She crept into a little hallway on the
water front. The breeze from the
river was uot a strong one; but to ber
it was a burricane. The drizzling rain
hort her. The mioor tones of a bell
from a ship at the near-by docks told
that it was midoight. wnﬂ ibarticulnte
moans she crouched down in a corper,
closing the door to keep out the wind
nud rain.

tive mew followed.
was a cal.
its presence.  Then she gathered it up
in her arms and pressed it ngainst the
bosom of her ragged old dress.  Here
was n creature as miserable ns she. It
was only a eat, but she feit less lovely
with it in her arms. Willn she had
been a little girl she bad bad a pet kit
ten,

Eaeh was cold—the eat and the
womuan—but each found some warmih
in the other, The eat stopped mewiog
and the woman stopped moaning, The
wind had shifted and the rain had
ceased.  The door swung open again
and the moon hanging calmly beauti-
ful nmong the clonds, shoue through the
tangle of masts aud condage and into
the hallway. y

The woman, erouched In the corner,
held the eat as she would bave held n
child. By-amid-by she began to rock
slowly to and fro.
away, aud the stars joired the moon in
peeping through the door.

The woman's eyes were closed and
she was erooning an old-fasbioved
lullaby. The ext was very faintly pure
ring and one of its paws rested ou her
bare neck. The moon sauk slowly out
of sight and new clowds obsenred the
slars,

When the policeman peered in the
hullwey  just belore daybreak, the
womunn nid the eat were asleep.

And they are still sleeping, —Edward
Marshail in Short Stories,

Not Pompons,

The Washington Pust credits Seeres
tary Blaine with telling a story illus.
trative of Presillent Lincoln’s somewling
free waoper of recolving digoified
ollicinls,

At the beginuing of a session of enn-
gress Mr. Binine had been appointed
by the speakerofl the house of repre-
sentatives n momber of the joint com-
mittee to walt npon the president and
inform Lim that congress had duly ns-
sutibled.  Sevator Foot of Vermout,
one of the most dignilied of men, was
chiairman of the commitlee,

On being nshered ioto the presence
of the president, Mr. Foot involuntari-
Iy struck ap attitude, and proceeded
to'say, in his stnteliest manner:

“Mr. Presidont, wo have heen ape
pointed n committes on the part of the
two hiouses of congress to apprise youo
that they have met and organized, and
are ready to reecive any eominonicas
tion whieh it may bs your pleasure 1o
make to them."

As he concluded, Mr, Lineoln stepped
up te Lim, and tkisg him l:mllllurlj
by one hutton of Lis euat, suld:

“Now look lerve, Foot, If it s n mat-
ter of life aod death with you I can
send my message in toduy; but il it
lsn't, I should like to keep it tll 1o
morrow Lo slick It up o little,™

Au muglish company is working a
sllver mine o Bolivis whieh yields
more than 360 ounces to the ton, while

“Did he give them up? He is a darl-

Ll A i < ,_ it
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mni:.;j:l of almost pll.m silver are

The elouds drifted | o o = rrsation

A MAN-EATER,

Thrilllng  Experience of & Diver In (he
Waters af Hawall.

A diver, who gives his namo as Jim
Hartley, told of a wondorful encounter
e Bad with a tigorsshark a month ago,

the Suu Francisco Chrondele,

o Inftl the plot of the yavn just off
Diamond Hoad, Honeluly, and thero
i# no donbt about shark material belng
plantiful enongh v that vicinity.

Hartloy sakd ho was a deserter from
an Eoglish ship, aml had learoed div-
ing in tho old country. Whou bis
funds gave out at Hooolulu the fHrat
job that presontod itsell was an ex-

loration of tho sunken wreok of a
Kardwnm-lmluu vessol on the outer
Hero Is the story as

wilgo of tho reef.
told by himsolf:
*Ihey viggod up tho only diving ap
aratus in the islands, and T tacklod it
Tloy gave me alittle sloop to work
from, and I found a roliable fellow for
a helper.  The ouly weapou I had was
o big knifo, made out of the blada of &
shoop-shenvs, I guoss—anybow it looked
ns though it was.  Everybody tald me
about the sharks.  But T dida't autie-
Ipate any big onog, nml shurks don't
bother n diver much. anyhow. 1 mndo
two descents, The livst one landed mo
among a lot of sharp voeks aml rough
corul edges that L didun’t like to move |
avounid amony much for fear of cuts
ting my ale-hose, which was old snd
Hot oversirong.

A tap at the door interropted thom. | this time I hit the bark just right. 1
It was o maid to anpounce that Mr. | found a bole in

ried Gerard Townsend and he still

Somethiog wns in the corper, she
felt it with benumbed hamdls. It was
soft and warm to her touch. A plain- |

The something |
At first she rather resented |

I soon went up, and on the nexi
wood thile mide auothor descont, and

her port bow big
[ enough to poke a honse through, and
was starting to go arounl to the other

fow minutes on business. He had a '} side when I felt a jerk at both pir-hose
message and a little packet to de- |

and signal-line, nccompuniad by a swirl |
of the quiet, clear water that tohl tie

story, 1 kuow that some big fish had |
found my conuections, but 1 was not |
pn-!mrete for what I saw when I turned |
my wimlows upward. A couple of

futhoms over my head was the Liggest |
shark 1 ever saw, and a mau-eater if
ever thore was one.

«His nndorside trap-door looked big |
enough to take in o whale, and I am |
dead sure he was ono of the tiger Kind, |
though the Kanakas tell mo that
species is not common in those waters.
J: was liaving a look at mo, and was
at a standstill when I saw bim, juost |
waving Lis fius enongh to keep his

sition.

“What did 1do? 1 dropped fat on |
my back mighty quick. 1 koew lis |
F:uu-.-. not from personal expericnce,
it from what some of my diving mates
bad told me. 1 knew that he would
settle down on me in abont a minute
and that my chance of winping iun
stand-up tight wonld be slim.

“Seared! 1 should say 20; but a diver |
has got to keep his nut cool under any
eircumstances, amd 1 kept my little |
thinker a-going at top speed. I had
two main foars, one that he would
break my hose and avother that the
fellows in the boat wonld sco him  and
commence haulivg me up. I thoy
didl it was a sure shot that Mr. Shark |
would tuke my rubber suit for the skin
of a Kaonka anid bite we in two while
1 was In midwater and had no tighting
| levernge for my feel. 1 was lncky;

the mon in the sloop never pulled »
pound,

“In n minute, that seomed an hour,
the shark eommenced to settle. He
| hauled off n fow feet backward, and |
| then came slowly forward again, s good
denl lower downp, but still not " low
| enough to reach me.  Of course 1 had |
| my koife all ready long before this,
He repeated the performance, and this |
time passed within three foet of mo,
and stopped  with his ugly yellow
stomach just over we, started to back
off again, and the next trip, thinks L
would feteh him right at me mouth on. |
I dido't want to wmeet him that way,
and us he began to move -1 gave him
the knife with both bands right in the |
stomach. - |

“He went like a shol when the old |
shears-blade stung him, awl sting him |
it did, for I drove it good aml hard, |
with a pulling slash that ripped bl |
open for a good two fect. The whirl ox
his forked tail knocked me flat agaio
and kicked up so much sand tbal I
couldn't sec an inch. [ gave the linea
| viclous tog ns =oon as 1 ceuld God Bt |
und away 1 went for daylight. -

'] passed noother one on my way
np, but he was a baby compare n'ilfn
the fellow down below, as }'m [ ll\'lﬁ;i
man. ‘They got me into the boat aut
I pulled my helmet off, and o8 soon ns
I got a driok I felt better. I was all of
a tremble for a gool hour afterward, |
and a pint of perspiration rao ont of |

| my boots and jucket wheo I pulled |
| them off."

CRANT AND SHERMAN,

The Few Jokes That Passed Between (he |
Two Ol Army ¥Friends.

It is said that one of the few Jokes
Grant, the silent man, ever perpetrated |
with Sherman. |
The two Genernls were in Grant's tent
tliscussing details of a eampaign when |
a third General, n Brigadier, entered, |
Ho was a gallaut soldicr hul caveless
of his personal appearanes and in no
respect conld be likenod to a carpet
knight, After he had transacted his
business ayd Jeft the headquarters tent |
Grant pulled meditatively at his cigar
for fully ffve minutes. Then he said:
*Bherman, [ wonder who in —— shat
man getas to wear his shirts the flrst
weok P ,

Although men of diametrically op-
wsite characteristics, Sherman dsn!\-|
og and impetuous, and Graot as un-
emotional as a Dblock " of granite, |
the friendship of 1Lhe two was
eloser than (hat of brothers. It lasted
through good and evil reports, and
wius unblemished by any of the petty
jealousies which in the Civil War an
now in the regular serviee existed be-
tweon officers.  An Incident showing
low firm their feeling for each other
was, aud that differences of opinion
eould not effeet, it ocourred nt Vieks-
burg. Grant after carefal study of the
situation decided to move to a point
below the town. All his Generals
matle strenuous objection; Sherman
expressed  bimself of the emphatie
opinion that the movement would be
falal.  Grant persisted in his intention,
and when Lestarted to carry it into
effect Bherman drew up o protest, the
contents of which bhe explaingd to
Grant, and asked the latter if he had
any abjections to sending it to Halleck.
*Certainly not,” replied the man of
few words.

Aftor the memorablo eapitulation of
the city, when Grant had n almost
deified, ho said to Sherman: *“You ro-
member that protest that you wished
to have sent te the Department?"

*Yos " roturned Bherman.  Wall,
put it in my pockol. I thought sny
time would do to forward it.  I'll send

it now, or you may bave it, just as you
*im.ll

Shierman took It very waturally.
Granl never referred to the cirenm-

a il g
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‘stance agaio, and it was given pablie-
ity b'i.b‘cr-u himself. i .

| ono of tha party.

STORIES FOR YOUR GRANDCHILOREN.

pe Club Conjures Up Rnme
‘ “',‘.u"‘;:l:l-»l el
Mo wis sitting bofore n great fire nt
tho club, his nyea hall closed, when
friond ronspd him.
<Droamibog, old  wau" asked the
friond '
sl dreaming. half wusing™ waa
fullow stretehod

e reply a8 the youu,
:lllll::fl., Sy %rum fathor los Doon
tolilng of the hardships of onarly days,
apd 1 was wondering what D'd toll my

eaudolildron in that Hue," z

sCouldu't think of mueh, gould you?

sWoll, 1 doun't kuow. Hardship s
haridship ouly by eomparison with lux-
ury, The luxury of ono nge Is the
avdship of the uoxt. Now I con
jured up o picture of my grandehill
Mitlog on my kuee nsking me for n
story."

s«f\-uml men had gathored around
the arm-chale and one asked:

“Did you tell o story "

o0, yos," vepliod the dreamer, *1
remembor I told him that about 1890 I
had # brother in New York. Ouoe day
1 rocoived a dispateh that ho was dy-
jog. I took the lmited, and for twen-
ty-six hours 1 was in an agony of
doubt, fearful lest he shounld div before
I areived. 1 dilated a litle on the ter-
rible suspenso, and told how my s
potito seomud to haye left me."”

o Aund what did the boy say ™ asked

“Tho boy? 0, ho woulda't boliove
it nt fivst; wantod to koow i It was
possible that there was an aceidont that
dolayed mo, amd i thero was, why it
delayed mo so long.  He fligured itout,
too. Mo said:

“Regular time from hore to New
York, two bLours. O, thoy vouldn't
bave delayed you twonty-four houts,
grandpa.'

“Aud when [told him Lhat twumi'-
six houts was the regular time he look- |
ed sorry for e and sakl:

“Poor grandpa.' You must have
had an awinl hard time. And how
slow you were In thoss sdays.  Ale on
n train, too!  Dear me, 1 can go from
hete to San Fraveisco without getting
bungey! Didn't the posumatic tube
work well '™

“Aond then?" was the query as the
dreamer paused,

“Then 1 explained that the pnou-
matie tube routo wasn't in operation
al that time, aud drow out a litle
miore sympathy by telling him about
an exorbitant gas bill that [ bad re-
evived and had o pay, because if I
didn't the company woull ent off the
supply. O, but he was surprised!

““Gasl' he explaioed, ‘what did you
want of gus?

“L explnined that wo used to light
our houses with gas and the boy
coutldu’t pity mo epough; sald it most
linve been awful to bave to depond on
gus for light.

“Bot it was when I told him abont
guin;i home ane night whon the elees
trie lights an Clark street weat out
thist his heart bled for me. :

“‘You must bave had a terrible
time, grandpn,' be* sald. ‘I wouldn't
bave lived in those for anything.'

My boy.,' I said, “wao dida't have
the comforts then that wo have now,
but thoso hardships are what mado us
the hardy race that we are.™

Then the dreamor asked the erowil
to leave him while he ligured out ane
othor hard-luck tale for his grandson.
— Chicage Tribune,

The Foolishnoss of Pride.

It is astonishing how many things
people find to baild their pl‘iufn upon:
nationality, as the Jew; citizenship as
tho Bostonian; a large hovse; an exira
servant; a wenlthy or distinguished reo-
lative; an oll name; o frequently

FRONT STREBT, i

Wheat, Oats and Mill Feed of all Kinds.

EVERDING

+

;

el DEALERS IN pootmiome

HAY, SHINGLES, LIME, LAND PLASTER,
Also Flour, Bacon, and

gneral Assortment nr GROGERlES;

Which we Sell Cheap tor Cash.  (ive us a Call.

EVERDING & FARRELL,

CLATSKANIE LIN K

- -

STEAMER G. W. SHAVER,

J. W. SHAVER, Master.
Lo #t wikck Monday, Wednesiduy .““" Fililuy, 'fllf Utk
wie . toveliiie wt Sevvios B, St ke, o altisbde Oty Knbnma, Neor Uiy, Hatnles,
iI‘e-.im Ii;‘wlh-p. Mi Coftin, Deadbory, Btella, Oak Polit, and all intermedbste pudnng
Netnrnbng Tuesday, Thursday wml Katundny

STEAMER MANZANILLO,
GRORGE SHAVER, Master,

aves 1t 1 Fuesshiys mind Thiradays fort 'L \T'F‘k._\NI Foand !ulc-rumllll.rl williha,
It::n:::m;: II:"!';I:;”I\'. :q. .Lmnl.:‘\ clor BEAMOKAWA, CATHEAMET and WEXTPONT,

andd intermediate points, tetuening nest day,

Lanves Porthand from Al

—-Nﬁw is the Time to oou; a. Eot In?-

GEORGETOWN!

B == T
]

Thie Desirable Property Adjoins Milton Station, on the Northe i
ern Pucific Railrowd, g

ONE HOUR'S.RIDE FROM PORTLAND,

And i Only 1] Miles from St, Helens, the County Seat, on the
Columbin River, Milton Creek, n Beautiful Mountain
Stream, runk within 200 yards of this Property, fur-
nishing an Inexhaustible supply of Water for
ll“ l'\lrlllm-n,

LOTS, « 50 X100  FEET,

Ranging in Price, from $50 to $100, can be Secared from

D. J. SWITZER,

printed one; a little |vrnnrurit;; a big
adversity; the empty air itscll.

“Huo i5 the prondest man in town,” J -

saill ono eitizen to another,

“What is e so proud of? Is he
wealthyF

..xnl‘l

“High-bornP"

“No."

“Handsome?

“Why, no. There Is nothing in par- |
tieulor, you see.  He is just—proud.”

In this, as in everyibing else, “one
touch of wature makes the whole
world Kin." Milord, wrapped away
in his graodenr, has a devout {f
comieal imitator in the valet who struts
after him  with haughtiness tenfold
greater than bis own. How milady,
meting ont, with exqnisite tact, hor
smiles nnd ber condescension, would
shudder to bobold the parody on her-
self in the fivst foor of that tall meager
house near Golden Square, where M.
Kenwigs is iu the delightful act of on-
gaging Freoch lessons for her little
family.

“*And when you go outln the streets
or elsewhere, 1 desire that you don't
boast of it to the other children,' sald
Mrs., Kenwigs, ‘and that if you must
say anything about iy, you don't say no
more thun, “We've got a private
miaster comes to teach us at home, but
we ain't proud, beeause ma says ita
sinful." Do you hear, Morleena?"

Perhaps eccentricities of pride show
themselves most in the country. Thore
evary man's house is emphatically his
enstie, and ind deuce reacl (]
neme. Aoy peculine advantage takes
on forits possessor vast proportions,
Glibhess u} longue, a little learning,
make one man an autoerat. A little
money—a very littlo—makes many an«
other an overweening aristoerat.

The proudest family we ever koew
was in a tiny country village. The
randlather hnd been a wild sweario
lncksmith. But his son had been left

with moeans sufficient to provide a |

pretty little home for wife and dangh-
ters.  Through whatever occult men-
il process, these people  built them-
sulves u!p in the beliel that it was theirs
to dominate the place. Aud having
great energy aod insolence, they ace
complished their purpose.  Woe botide
the unlucky wight who ventured to
:luuntiun their supromacy. We won-
der whether there is not mores than one
little villnge baving such a tale of woge
1o l;ll. :

*“Poor and prond” Is an old, oft-re.
reated tale.  To the studeot of life it
# startling to see with what absurd de-
vices men fence thomsolyes away from
their fellows.  But the spectacle be.
comes grim whon ont of the loueli
ness, vuk of the bitler need, they still
el?' persistently, as though their ver
life wore in it:” *To the pame of all
that is sagred, come not nigh me! 1
tell thee, I um better than thoup"—
Harper's Busar,

Bouvenirs of Battle,

Gov, Jones of Alabama lins arranged
with the State Commission of Agri-
enlture to procure for him troes from
all tha wost notible battlo-lields of Vie-
ginka, 1o by tepnsplunted 1o the Capls
Lol geoumis nt Moutgomery,

Tha faney for o lanes s ore
into England, it being pmpnwnmp::’-‘:

Jy17-th, St. Helens, Oregon,

JOS. KELLOGG & CO'S STEAMERS

Northwest &

FOR COWLITZ RIVER.
N( )I{fl‘ l] ‘V ICS’I‘ Leaives KELSO Monday., Wednesidoy and Feldav, al
T

b o'vliek A, M Leaves 1MOARTLAND Taosdny.
ursday and Saturday st 6 o'cloek A, M
Lenvien MAINIKI ob & A M. luily,

rl ( )S I‘: l)]{ I( ]‘: I 4 l 4( )(} (} Sunday excepted, arviving at Partland

At A, ML Returning leaying POITLAND gt 2090 3. M., arriying ot Rpipler af
Tocheck I', M,

- _— —_— - - - e — - —d
T. L. POBSON & BON, :
Wo carry o full stoek of the Very
Dt SEEDS, TREES, BULBS,
FERTILIZERS, ETC,, DEE i
KEEPEAN SUPPLIES  Glve we o
trinl vedar.

F. L. POSSON & BON, 200 2nd Street, Portland, Ol'lfm. .
. - : . OGt'E Fn

ON'T BUY YOUR DRUGS
awewvere | Bul at  regular DRUG STORE

FRESHEST,
PUREST,
AND BEST

The Clatskanie Drug Stor

% ===Dg, J. E. HALL. PRopRIETCR
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You will find the of everything il

—
o

e —— e

the l_ran_t_ rauk of deagoons with lances,




