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AWINTER NIGHT ON THE FARM. '

Is there anght In life we prize -
Like the light of home that lies
Over us, when winter shakos
From the north his frosty flakes,
When the ohill winds at the pane
1leat their iy wings in vain®?
Is there any joy on earth
Like to that which findeth birth
Ny the fire-light, #nng and warm,

| Of the old home on the farm¥

Undisturbed nand far from town,

Onr ambitions narrow down
To n nest of small desires,
Bounded by the evening's fires; |

All the passions of the year !

Pase away In langhter here,
Where the saucy kettle singn
And the sturdy bnek-log fings |

The definnee of its glance

To the winds, ns they advanocs.

Here the magie pop-corn snaps

Into little snowy cnps
For the chubby hands that nche
In their rapture to partake;

Here the plppins, plump and sleek,

Piled up in the pantey speal,

Plain as any mortal mag,

Of the snmmer passod away,
Bringing back to nights like these,
Bird-songs and the hum of bees,
Hickory-nuts and walnuts, too,
Break their hearts for me and yon,

Yield their very grouls to make

'leasures for the children's sake;
And the cider's kindly enp
Uffers its keen spirit up

On the altar of good cheer,

On this wild night of the yenr—
In this night when love and mirth
Hold thelr conrt around the hearth,
Out with all new-fangled toys!
Country girls and country boys,

Dlessed with wholesome appetites,

Find their mensure of delighta
Where the ponid-cnke’s pyramid
Rines ke n mosgue amid

Aromatle streots, that lle

Jelly fringed and paved with ple}
Never Bagdnd's splendors beut
Over homes of more content,

Keep us ever thus, we ery,

Not too low, and not too high} .
Teach us to apprecinte |
Just the store of our estate; |

Hold in check the common greed |

For all things beyond our need;

[easure unto overy one
Fair desert of shower nnd run.

THE MAJOR'S STORY.

You see, there's no harm in tellin’ on
B, now that Bill is dead and gone, As
a professin’ member 1 feel it nlmost
duty. There nre people 1 could name,
professin' members, too, who have con-
sarned themselves with Bill's membry,
and kinder Insinuate that Bill died out
of the fold.

B, Bill Coombs, welghed nigh onter
200 an' stood six feet In his stockin's, 1
don’t say but that Bill's looks were agin
him, as men go, but some wny our
bables never seemed to mind, and Mar-
tha argued that there was some good in
a man that bables loved.

Yen, Bill would swear. I don't deny
it He swore right In the presence of

THE ELOFR LAID WIS THIN. OLD WAND OX
BILL'S BIO DHAWSY SHOULDERS AND SALD
SAMEN, "

Elder Preswick the day Bumter was
fired on. Dencon Stebbins—he sent o
substitute—left the grocery, but the
Elder lnid his thin, old hand on Bill's
big, brawny shoulder and sald, just as
reverently as the parson ever did in his
big church on the hill, “Amen!" Bill
and the Elder put thelr nnmoes down on
the roll, side by side, and we followed,
forty-seven all told.

When we came back from the war
there was o pert young fellow from
Boston In Elder Preswick's pulplt,. He
was smart enough, ns boys go. My
Martha liked him, but his high soundin®
religion somewny scemed to Jar with
the gentle goapel that Elder Preswlck
taught us down there at the front.
Maybe we blamed the Lord 'cause we
conldn't bring him back with us, an’
only elghteen of us straggled to the Cor-
ners after Appomattox,

Anyhow, Bill took It harder than any
one else, and after his wister's husband,
Henry Foster, died In his arms before
Petersburg, he swore that there was no
God. No, I don't set myself up to judge
Blll for what he did during those days,

We lnld Blll's sister by the side of
Honry Foster, just one year to a day
after we got back, and Elsle went to
live with Bill, It would have done your
heart good to have seen Bill plowln'
and whistlin' down in the back lot, with
Elsle a-seated up atween his big shoul-
ders.

Every Sunday we called by for Elsle,
and she went to 8unday school with
our I'ntlence, who was just her ngo
lackin' nine days. DIl never went In-
slde the church, yet he stopped swearin'
and used to slick up on Bunday after
Elsle eame.

Martha will tell you to this day that
she knew It would come out all right in
the end, Martha Is n shrewd woman,
»ut she dldn’t know Bill as I did. There
sn't much in a man that you don't find
sut after four years of marchin' and
fghtin’, shoulder to shoulder, and Bill
was stubborn, 1t was Bill's pig-head-
pesd Vat saved what was left of us In
the Wilderness,

1" sald Cap'n Jin White, “if you
drag that feld-plece to the top of that
'‘ere knoll you're a dend man,”

“Dead be blanked,” answered DBl
And up he went,

Aflter the second mule was down the
Cap'n suid: *“Corp. Coombs, 1 com-
mand you to return to your company."

We all stood there like sheep, thos
that were able to stand, It had been an
all-day’'s fight, nnd the pebels were only
walting for the word to sweep up our
broken divisions ke a drop of water,
The fleld-plece might give us another
chance,

“Jim White,” sald Bill, bis eyes kind-
er shinin' out bright from his powder-
blackened face, “1 refuse to obey!"

That was ail e sald, Nothin' much
to tell, but It saved us, Jhm White an'
ull. Bill was just so stubbord that after
| the battle he pulled the chevrons off his
arm,

Bo It nettles 'me to hear Martha say,
“Didn"t 1 tell you?"

It was summer when Elsle came to
him, which was the savin' of Bill

o ' art

He got softer and softer and tendesor | " a1d, lenstwise be never says anything
and tenderer, so that by the time the | | agninst Bill.

| fall huskin' was over that little tot with |

“Jane,” he rometimes forgot and

her big blue eyes could twist him round | ealled her Jane; that wns hor mother,

her finger ns easy as nothin®,

Henry Foster's wife that wnas, “tell

Father used to joke BIll, and ask him | God what—you—told—him—Clirlstmns

If he was trainin' for the ministry,
they had of him let alone, and he could
have forgotten his dog-goned stubborn-
ness, I think he would have gone to
Hunday school off an' on with Elsle,
and that would have shut folks' mouths
after his death,

Along "bout Christmas I could see DIl
was gettin' uneasy like ln his mind,

“ON, DOD, § WANT TO FAY A LITTLE PRAY-
LN FOR MY UNLLE BILL M

Elsle and my Patience did nothin® but
tnlk 'bout Ranta Claus and a saw-dust
doll with a real china head In Uncle
Wick's store-window at the Corners,
Of course, Bl was willin' to glve Elslo
a squad of dolls, and I heard him ask
Uncle Wicks myself how much It
wotld cost to send to Boston for a regu.
lar one that could talk and roll its eyes,
Then Bill's danged stubbornness would
rise up and whisper, *“How could a man
that didn't belleve In Uod celebrate
God's birthday ¥

That's what Bill asked me one morn-
ing, ns he was puttin' n new pole In his
bobs. I knew Bill was gettin' unset-
tled, and that when Elsle got up In his
lap and whispered In his ear, “I des
Santa Claus Is doin' to bring Uncle Bill
n new palr of wristlets,” It was more
than a barrel of words from me,

Martha helped knit those wristlots,
first & green yarn and then a red one,
with a frill of brown at the end. Bill
caught them at It once when Elsle
came over to spend the evenin'. He
rushed out to the barn to look after his
4-yenr-old, and when he came back he
complalned that the saber cut he got nt
Lookout Mountain was troublin' hlin
some,

I ran over to Bill's Cliristmns night,
to ask Bill and Elsle over to eat pop-
corn, hickory nuts, and such like, and
found Billl puttin' Eisle to bed. There
was a bard look in his face, aud 1 knew
that It was no use askin',

1 stood still for n moment, and took
off my muffier to change the wet spot
from my mouth, Elsle didn't noties,
and knelt down by the side of her crib
in her white nighty, and prayed, “Now
I lay me—" just ns Jane Foster tauglt
her. When she got through she stopped
o mioute, and then added a little one of
her own. 1 remember It Just as well as
though I heard it all over again to-
night. Bhe koelt down at Bill's knee
and sald:

“0 Dod, I want to say a little prayer
for my Uncle Blll. 1 des he forgets to
pray sometimes, Uncle Is a dood man,
Dod. He loves me, and set the leg of
my little chicken, Bright, Now it is all
well, Dod. Of course you don't know
Uncle Bill, Dod, as well ns Elsle, 8o I
want to tell you, so S8anta Claus won't
forget him. Dood night."

Then she kissed her Uncle Bill,
snuggled in between the sheets,

I guess that finished Blll Coomb's
stubbornness, Martha sald the next
dny, when Elsle rushed Into the house
with ber arms full of presents, that Bill
would spoil the child; but I knew that
counld Bill have got over to Boston that
night and back In time, Elsle would
have had that doll with the rollin' eyea
and talkin' wouth. BIill was always
that way—be npever did things by
balves.

Bill was alling all the wiuter, We
hoped he would pick up in the spring.
Martha used to send him boneset ten,
and twice he had the doctor, but 1t
didu't seem to do Lhim much good. He

and

“TELL GOD—THAT YOUR UNCLE BILL AIN'T
‘=A BAD MAN"™

liked best to sit up by the arch, and
watch Elsle and my little Patience play
“keepin’ house,” or take Elsle In his
arms and listen to her prattle,

He didn't go to church, but he used
to talk with Martha off and on, an' he
seemed to remember n powerful num-
ber of things Elder I'reswick sald down
there In Virginia. 1 never gave Bill
much credit for memory before,

It was ‘long during the spriug plowin'
that Bill took to his bed, complainin' of
that old saber cut. We didn't thlnk
much of It, until one day his hired man,
John, came runnin’ over Just as we wos
doln' the early milkin', and sald Bill
was dyin’, Martha rolled down ber
sleeves and took off "cross Jots,

Bill was nsleep when we came in, so
we tiptoed to his room and stood at the
foot of the bed. Marthn sald after-
wards that Blll looked alniost beantiful
a8 he lay there. The window was open
aud the smell of the apple blossoms on
the gllly-tlower tree that Bill and Jane
planted when they were childven came
Into the voom and kiluder carried me
back to the days when we were boys to-
gether, npd Jane and old Bquire
Coombs were alive, 1 must have been
dreamls’, for my lds got wet and Mar-
tha pulled my arm, Bl had bis eyes
open; he saw us and smiled, and then
put out his band for Elsle.

The mornin' sun kinder come In
through the apple trées and fell on El-
sle's yellow hair, He drew Elsle up

closer and closer and whispered low,
so the doctor couldn't hear and tell the
folks at the grocery, but
m and I always uunnl

Martha and |
doatar

' Kl

"

If| ~that your uncle Bill ain't—a bad

mnan—"

Then Elsle prayed, while Mnartha
gobbed goftly like In her sunbonnet and
I looked hard out Into the npple tree,

Bill went right on smilin', but when
we spoke he never answered.,

Elzle erawled up tenderly llke ontor
the bed, and kissed the smilln® lips tho-
fdly, and then turned to Marthn and
sald, with a feightened, glad light In
hier baby eyoes, Just ns though she wun-
derstood It all, “Uncle B I8 with
Dod.”=TUtlea Globe,

A PRIEST'S NOBLE WORK.

Jim Root Not the On'y Hero of the
Foroat Plren’

The exploit of the brave engineet
who plloted his traln through the tor
rado of flame In the Minnesota forest
firen and rescued swarms of terror
stelcken refugees hinge made him fa
mous; but, says the Youth's Compan
fon, the self-ncrifie of a poor parish
priest In Hinckley has hardly been men.
tioned, although there was in It much
of the finest quality of herolsm,

I'rom the moment when the destruc
tion of the town was menaced by the
rapldly advancing wave of flame he
ceased to think of himself, and devot:
@l himself and all his energies of mind
and body to the protection and rescuc
of others,

He went from house to house, wdrn.
‘ng the Inmates of thelr peril, and beg.
ging them to take refuge In sand-pits
where there was water, While panle
stricken men were harnessing horse
nud frantically seeking to escape Intc
the burning woods, he was calm and
vollected, reasuring everyone whom he
met, yet poluting out the only chance
of safety.

He led one group after nnother to the
sund-pits when they were beslde them:
selves from fear and exeltement. When
one place of refuge was over-crowded,
he found another, and begged the strag:
glers to follow him.

The woods were flnming on over)
tlde, and the refugees standing In the
water felt in thelr faces the scorching
breath of the storm of fire. The goou
priest hnd words of encouragement for
ell  He held children In his arms, he
sipported fainting women when they
were falling from fright and fatigue;
he put the stoutest-hiearted man (¢

sbame by bis cooloess, cheerfulies:

nud enoergy.

With his hat he poured water on the
heads of women and children in thas
fiery furnnce. He took the coat from
his back and tore it in half. One frag
1200t he dipped in water, and bandages!
the forehead of a woman with a chilu
vlinging to her. The other half he
wound around the heads of two help
less children whose faces were scorch
¢l with the heat of the burning forest.

RBarcheaded and In shirtsleeves In
stnod nmong the dying. and ministered
to them while he had strength to stand
cyes to see, nnd a volce to utter word:
of comfort and hope. His was the
spirit of self-sncrifice and of minlstry
t+ the needy, and whether shown In
Catholie or In Protestant it s worthy of
bigh commendation,

The flighg§ of the train through the
burning forest was the more stirring
stary In print, but what could have
been nobler or more hevole than this
devoted man's work among his flock!

There were decds of valor and chiv.
nlry before the walls of Zutphen in
I'landers, but one act of self-sacrifice
alrne s remembered. Sir Phillp Bld
ey, wounded, dylng and burning with
thirst, put away from his own lips the
bottle of water which had been brougin
to him in his agony, nnd gave it to o
common soldler covered with gore whe
hnd glanced at him wistfully,

A WONDERFUL LIGHT.

It Will Give Illumination of About
250,000,000 Candle Power,

The iden of an electric light which,
fed by a current from a dynamo actu-
ated by a forty horse power englue,
and giving 7000 eandle power, can
have ita llluminating power intensified
85,000 times, is not easy to grasp, It
means the projection of a stream of
light of about 250,000,000 candle power,
and it s no wonder that the announce-
ment that such a light is about to be
used in this country has been recelved
with some incredulity in Europe. Yet
this is the efliciency of the light which
will be shortly erected at Fire Island
for the illumination of the adjacent
const and the protection of the fleet of
ships entering New York harbor, A re-
mote suggestion of the power of this
lnmp may be arvived at by bearing In
mind that an ordinary oll lamp Is about
thirty-elght or forty enndle power, and
then trylng to lmngine the combined
beam of 3,000,000 lnmps. The ordinary
electrie street light may be put down
nt 100 candle power, and 250,000 of
these would about represent the
strength of the Fire Island light.

The most powerful oll lnmp yet made
is supposed to shine out on a clear
night for a distance of thirty-five or
forty miles, but the new light will lash
its welcome rays to the incoming Euro-
pean liners when they are 120 miles
away. The light revolves rapldly and
throws out its beams with the intensity
of speed of lightning. The motive pow-
er which nctuntes it Is a shinple clock-
work arrangement contained in a box
two feet square, and although the re-
volving portion of the light welghs Af
teen tons, the mechanism controlling it
Is so delleate that the pressure of two
fingers will turn it. The value of this
marvelous lnmp can vnly be determined
by practical working, but it promises to
represent an’linwense stride In the scl-
ence of const lighthouse IHumination.—
Philadelphin Press,

Luck in Fairy Stones.

Falry stones are the latest and a
voung woman from the Bouth has set
Ler friends sending around for them.
They are sald to bring thelr owners
luck, “but if you let any one touch It,"
coutinued this believer In luck pleces,
*you spoll the charm.” This falry stone
soems to be o bit of petrified earth with
what looks llke a eross marked upon I
und s sald to come from Bt. Patrick, o
Virglniy, wh===ore Is a mountain full
of thew, suprcre='= %270 been planted
there by the falmw, oy far back as the
days of the cruciuxion. Bellevers 14
such things or folks who love to plck
up fads are having these fairy stones
ssesinied as pins, watch charms, ofy |
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Chicago Rubber and Mill Supply Co.

MANUFACTURERS AND DEALERS IN
FINEST QUALITIES OF
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RUBBER GOODS

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION.

GENERAL RAILWAY AND MILL SOPPLIES.
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JOHN A. ROCERS.
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THE FINEST BUFFET IN AMERICA,

Telephons Main 1480.

: Hu '
lWi‘letmEEl

—tlepione 819



