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MY SWEETHEART.

The camera's lens was
A vialon quickly
In through the lifted shutter,
‘Which closed and held it fast.
Although "twas but an stant
By some mysterious art
The eamera drank [ts beauty,
And treasured it a2 hoart,
And wrote the vislon down
With all Its eharming graoce,
And gave to me n copy—
It was my sweetheart's fuce.
8o hero it s before me,
Perfuming all the room
Among sweot wild rose blossoms
‘Which pever cease to bloom.
A pleture and a frame—
sweelest, who can tell,
The frame of June's fresh roses
That from the magic spell
Of her deft touch drew life,
And seelng her blushed pink,
Or her own pretty likeness
Of whom it's sweet to think?
With flowers for a {rame
Bo rare that nature's flowers
Would wonder whoneo they came,
—Detroit Free Prosa,

MISS THANKFUL.

1t geemed to be one of the ironies of

fate that ber name should have been | iDg

Miss Thankful Hope. Strangers smiled
1nstinctively nt the name when they first
et her, for to them there was so little
in her parrow life to be thankful for,
and nothing to hope for. And yetto
those of the Hmited number who grew
to know Miss Thanlkful the name was,
after all, quite appropriate.

She was a faded locking little woman
of 45, whose plain face was only re-
deemed by a pair of smiling brown eyes.
She was o day eeamstress and made
enoagh to pay her board and usually to

keep herself suitably clothed.

/ It was astanding joke among the oth-
er boarders that no mntter how dis-
agrecable the day Miss Thankfol could
always find something plensant to be
euid about it And, po matter how wn-
prepossessing the last new boarder, Miss
Thankful's kind heart was sure to dis-
COVET BUINE EXCUSE

She had watched Florence, Mrs, Bim-
mons' yonug daaghter, grow up into
wromanhood and bad shared her timid
confldences and opinions about the dif-
ferent young men of the house, confl-
dences which Florence wonld never have
thought of telling her practical mother.
There was something about Miss Thank-
ful which invited confidence, and the
two were warm friends

It was a dull February evening, a
slight snow was falling, and Miss Thank-
ful hurried along toward home in the
early dusk. The windows were lighted
up and presented a tempting array of
millinery, dry goods, flowers and om-
fectionery.

But Miss Thankful did not notice any
of them until she torned into Bond
etreet, and there she walked elowly,
coming to astandstill ot last in front of

Covper & Cooper’s large dry goods
honee

Bhe smiled us ghe looked in at the
window. ‘‘Yes, ' she said softly, *‘it's
there yet I made sure it would be sold
8o cheap too. Only 81.50.”" She was
gazing ot a blue satin party bog, lined
with delicate pink, ane of those dainty
French offairs which always catch a
woman’s eye if she has any soul for
pleasing effects

“I can't afford a new dress this year.
That three weeks I was sick last manth
put that ont of the question, and so it
does seem n8 if [ oould buy that bag if
Iwant to. Only it would be sillp—
downright silly!'* and she sighed

“I pever had anything as prefty as
that. Maybe that's why I seem to have
sot my heart on ik Even dresses
have been brown or black last
better.

“I've had o kind of brown and black
lifeanyway. But there now, that sounds
complainin, and I've no canse to pom-
plain. The Lord's been good to me and
prospered me right along. ™

“Good evening, Miss Thanflkul, " said
a cheerful voice at her eide ““Right
nice window. Our trimmer beats any in
town. Lots of pretty things, toa,’ he
added, with thé pardonable pride of a
head clerkc

““Good evening, Mr. Jones,” answer-
ed Miss Thankful “Yes, I waa just
looking in at the goods I'"—she hesi-
tated—"'wns just noticing that blue
satin bag over theroin the cornar—see?"

“‘Oh, yes, that pretty bag. Pretty
thing. Cheap too. I know a good piece
of satin when I seo It Funny it was not
suld today. Will be tomorrow likely.”

Migs Thankful felt her desire to pos-
sess the bag increasing.

“On yourfway home? Let me take
your umbrella, '’ and they walked on to-
gether.

Miss Thankful had a decided liking
for this one ~f the boarders, partly be-
cause he never forgot to show her the
pame courtesy that he would show to
Florence or any younger woman. And
this is very gratifying to a woman yrhu
has no claim to youth or beauty.

He wns a timid younz man. with a

All Free,
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of Guide to Health and Household In-
structor, free. All of which ls guar-
anteed todo you good and cost you
nothing, At Humphrey's Drugstore.
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the arrogance of assured beauty.

““Those pink roses are lovely. I'm
gilly as I can ba I kmow that well
enough! That's why I asked Mr. Jones
not to speak of my getting it Maybe
next summer I onn have a lawn with a
little blue sprig in it This wounld go
beantifully with that. 1 don't think
I'm too old for a lawn on & hot day,
and I'm just glad I got it—so there!”
Then she wrapped up the bag and put
it away in her trunk

After supper Florence came up to visit
her, and Miss Thankful wns tempted to
tell her about it.  But she was full of
her own plans, and the bag was not
mentioned.

““There is to be o party tomorrow even-
ing at Mary Moor's. It's the 14th, yon
know, " eaid Florence happily. “Iam
going to wear my blue cloth dress. I've
worn it o lot, Miss Thankful, but moth-
ersays I may haveanew sash.  That will
freshen it up. But, oh, I wish, I do
wish I could have a party bag that I
eaw down in Cooper's window. It wns
n light blue and lined with pink. Such
a beanty! I with yon had seen it
I can't have anything but the sash,
though, and so there is no use in wish-

“I did see it," said Miss Thankful,
“and it was pretty. I sorter wished for
it myself.”

Florence langhed. "'Oh, of course,
you would not want it, but if you had
seen it 20 years ago you might have "
she said, with the serens thoughtless.
ness of youth,

Miss Thankfunl grew silent.

“Mr, Jones hns asked me to go to

evening service twice lately, ' she went
on presently.
**I think he is about the best looking
young man here, don't you, Miss Thank-
ful? He never talks much, but Isuppose
bhe thinks u great desl. I used to think
he disliked me, he stammered so when-
ever I spoke to him, but I guess it was
just because he didn't feel acquainted. "'
And then followed a recital of Mr
Jones' sayings.

After she had gone Miss Thankful eat
for a long long time in front of the
grate, with sad dreamy eyes fixed on the
firaa She was going over in her mind o
time 25 years befora

“*He was nothing like Mr, Jones, ** she
sald. ‘“Hewns good looking and so tall,
bat he was just as timid, and I acted as
careless and indifferent as I knew how.
Girls are foolish creatures He never
got up the conrmge to tell me. Andthen
we moved away, and that was all No
other man ever looked at me, and I
can't say as I want them to."'

8he undressed slowly. She felt old
This looking back at one's youth has a
tendency to make one feel old if it lies
25 years behind one.

‘When she was all ready for bed, ehe
opened the trunk and took ont the party
bag.

Bhe opened the door and listened
Everything -vas still in the dim hall
Florence's room was only a few door=s
sway. Miss Thankful slipped noiseless
ly along, and when she reached 1 .
docr she hung the ribbon over the knob
and as softly stole back

She had put no card in the bag; there
wns po need Florence would ke -
who sent it, and then she went to ..d
and to sleep.

The next morning Florence knocked
at the door almost before Miss Thank-
ful wns dressed and came in witha
flushed, happy face.

“Oh, Miss Thankful," ehe cried, *“1
have had the loveliest gift! What do
you think—that blue satin party bag!

**Of course Mr. Jones sent it. I asked
him last nigitt if it was sold yet, and
he grew just as red and stammered so
I klnow why now. Mother says I may
keep it, and I wrote him a note of
thanks this moming and put it under
his plate. That was the ensiest way of
thanking him. He is having an early
breakfast pow, so [ thooght I would
wait and go down with you this time. "
And ghe fluttered about the room in
iy excitement.

eantime Mr. Jones was in a very
nncertain nnd puozzled state of bliss
The noto had thanked him for his beaun-
tifnl gift, but neglacted to tell what the
gift was

He left the house without being able
to get o glimpee of Florence

At noon there was another tiny white
missive aunder his door. But this, much
to his disappointment, proved to be
from Miss Thankfal

pean Ma. Joxgs—Florence thinks you sent
that eatin bag. It wonld be dreadful forher to
know differently after thank!ng you for it. For

her sake, please do not ever tell her that you
did not. Your friend, Tuasurvn Hors

Mr. Jonc etudied this note with
smiling eyra

“For heraake,” that clanse gave him
a quick thrill of pleasure. She wonld
be sorry to find out, then, that it wasnot
his gift.

He must answer Florence's note, and
this was the result of a half dozen at
tempts:

Dean Miss Froruwee—That bag could not
hold the valentine I would like to give you if 1
dared. It ls(he biggest and homellest valen-
tine o yotung Indy ever got. 1f you care to have
ne tell you elout it, please earry the bloe satin
wag when you vome to dinner,

Enrastus Joxes.

He could hear Florence singing in her
yoom, and he called the bellboy and
sent the note to her

‘““There now,'" he sald, when this had
been accomplished, *‘if 1t had not been
for Miss Thankful I wonld never have
had the grit to send that, and, what's
more, I believe Miss Thankful knew it,
bless herl .

“If Florence does have that bine thing

very best dress that Cooper & Cooper
have in the store. ™’
And Miss Thaukful got the dress. —
Ann Deming Gray in Hartford Conzant.
THE EVENING STAR.
the rapt ardor of my guae
songht to hold the evening star

Above the dark borigon bar,
Where, lamplike, swung iis meliow blaze,

But toward the deepening glow it drew,
And pearer to the erimson belts
Wharein the amber afflnence tmalts,

Beeking for heavens freah and new.

Bosought [ onee to hold & soul,
Fair ss the boly star of night,
Above the earth line, In my sight,

By fores of Love's supreme control.

But glorywarnd it dipped and drew,
Nor stald for ardor of my gasze,
Paming (rom out eur earthly wars
To those [ar beavens which are the pew.,
w-Mra Merrill E. Gatea in Youtlh's Companion.

A LOYAL HINDOO.

My servant Bajad was by no means an
extrnordinary fellow. I picked him up
in Benares one ecorching afternoon in
midsammer. [ was in want of a kit-
mutgar, and he seemed to have nothing
to do. He could not speak coe word of
English, and, to tell the truth, that was
the first and only recommendation upon
which I engaged him.

In religion he was a Mussnlman, but
he was far from being devout. Indeed 1
very soon rated him as rather below the
avernge in everything. However, as |
did not require anything remarkable,
we got on well enough to the end, for
he followed me, poor fellow, to his death.

Bteal? Most decidedly. He would in-
variably steal anything belonging to me
that attracted his fancy. If 1 discovered
it and went about it in the right way, I
could usually get it back

Bajad never left me for an hour from
the time he entered my servica He fol-
lowed me all day and slept on o rug at
my door or lay on the sand at my feet
or just outeide my tent at night, as the
case might be, and he received just as
many lectures on verncity and made just
as many promises as the time allowed,
but I am sure that he told me jonst as
many lies the last week of his life as he
did the first week he was with me. It is
as much the nature of the oriental to lie
and steal as it is of a dog to bark at a
horse or of & cat to help herself to
cream.

One who expects too mnuch is apt to
give credit for too little That may be
the reason the Hindoo has such a bad
reputation in the minds of some who
mean to be just, or even generous. Many
a good turn Sajad did me right in the
line of those two traita It takes a
rogue to catch a rogue, and I know that
he saved me from being robbed by oth-
ers many times over for all that he took
himself, while he would detect a lie in
what any one else told me as quickly ns
a negro boyin old Virgin' would spot &
ripe watermelon.

We were marching through the Teral
once with & small detachment, A sol-
dier was leading my horse, while I
walked upon ane side of the path, fol
lowed at a little distance by Sajad,
hunting for a bird I had shot apd which
had fallen in the tall grasa Soddenly
there was a ory from those behind, 1
looked ~quickly over my shoulder. A
hooded cobrn, disturbed by the commo-
tion I was making, had risen ont of the
grass just behind me. His flat head and
flaring hood were already thrown back
for a final fling at me. His half open
mouth was within three foet of my foce
when my eyes rested npon it If 1 tumn.
ed, I ghonld only expose more of my
face. If I lifted o hand, he would strike
it quicker than lightning. There wasno
chance to get away, and 1 was utterly
helplesa

Before I had time to think a second
thought, however, Bajad made one leap
from where he was standing, and be-
fore his fect had touched the ground he
had brought his staff about with a sharp
whir as it out the air, too quick even
for n snake to dodge, and the next in-
stant the cobra’s body was writhing in
the grass, while his head, completely
severed, fell at my feet

Had Sajad waited an instant he wounld
have been too late No one else could
have reached me, yet if he had missed
his aim or the snake had dodged his
own life would have paid the forfeit
No one knew it better than Sajad, but
he took the chance and saved my life
He had in his girdle at the time abright
oolored eilk handkerchief which he had
stolen from me, and only that morning
had solemnly that he knew
nothing about it

Up in the hills one afternocon I wasly-
ing on & low tent bed taking a nap,
when Bajad saw o poisonous insect, a
kind of scorpion, crawling over my pil-
low. He had nothing near to use as o
weapon and no time to lose. He canght
it in his naked hand and threw it out of
the tent door. I woke in time to see it
flying throngh the air, and burrying cut
killed 1t before it got away.

I called to Sajud to ask if he had es-
caped a sting, and receiving a cheerful
reply in the affirmative thonght no
more about it till, chancing to enter the
tent softly and unexpectedly, I found
him sucking the back of his right hand
for dear life. He stopped tho instant he
saw me and put the hand behind him.

The poison had already begun to take
effect. The hand and arm were swell-
ing, and before long Sajad was lying on
the floor writhing in agony. The only
antidotes I had were ammonia and whis-
ky. Sajad lmew the contents of both
bottles, for he had the care of all my
traps. I did my best for him with the
ammonia, but utterly in vain I pleaded,
begged, commanded that he take the
whisky. He wonld not touch it.

Why? Ouly because he wps o Mussul-
man, No matter how intense his agony
or determined my command he put his
well hand over his mouth and shook his
head. He felt sure that he was dying,
and he believed my assertion that the
whisky might gave him, but that made
no difference. He came so near to death
that he was past sceing anything and
beyond hearing. He lay upan the ground,
just breathing, panting, as though he
was almost at the end. It seemed nseless
to try agnin, and yet. now that he was
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its powez. Atall events he did
Sajad waos os fond of hunting as L
a time we two slipped away from

down to drink within a bundred feet of
va 1 losked: ot the shotgun in

was exasperating. I was determined to
have a shot,at aay rate, and in the hope
that I might stun one of them or at least
bewilder him for an instant I whisper-

the point of eatisf¥ing his hunger with
an antelope when he caught sight of na
He was within an easy leapof the deer,
but was deliberately tarning away and
facingua The motion startled the deer,
and they bounded off, but the tiger paid
them no further attention. The huge
ereature opened his great jaws till his
head seemed nothing but & red, yawn-
ing gullet bordered by long, ragged,
glistening teeth, and with a savage
suarl he began to approach us,

There was no need of looking abont
for a place of safety. The jungle was
sparsely wooded at the best, and the
largest treo we had passed in coming
from camp would not have borne even
Sajad’s welght 10 feet from the
ground. Sajad had only his hunting
knife, I nothing but my shotgun.

“One of s must go, sahib,” Bajad
mauttered, without taking his eyes from
the tiger. *‘If werun together, we shall
both go. He will overtake us in & mo-
ment. Let Allah decide as it is written
in our forcheads Run that way for
your life, sahib. I will run this way
Be quick, before he comes nearer]

There was no time for thought It
secmed o fair proposition, and even as
he spoke the Hindoo started at the top
of his speed away. It was useless stand-
ing still or following him, and acting
upon his suggestion I started in the op-
posite direction.

After running a rod or two I looked
over my shoulder The tiger had made
a lenp.and wans just landing, already
crouched for another spring. He was
following mel

I will not admit that I hoped he
wonld follow Sajad, but I did hope that
he would not choose me. It amounted
to the same thing.

I started on for one miore desperats
struggle. I was doomed. [ knew it p—-
foctly well, yet while there is life thooe
is hope, and I ran as I never ran be-
fore. [ resolved to go as far as I could
and then whirl about and give the tiger
a charge of fine shot full in the face It
might put out his eyes. There svns at
least that possibility to hang a desperate
hope upon, and throwing my gou to my
shoulder I turned. The tiger wae not
there! Looking farther back, I saw his
tawny hide in the underbrush. Instant-
ly it rore.  He was making a leap, but
it was not toward me. One thrill of
gratitude shot throngh my veins, when
my heart stood still with horror. There
was one sharp yelp as the buge form
swept through the air, and crushing the
leaves aud branches os it fell landed up-
on the prostrate figure of Bajad, eilently
waiting for the blow.

I stood there petrified, the cold per-
gpiration dripping from my forehead
There was not a sound from Sajad
There was only one flerce howl from the
tiger; then oll was still

It was only an instant, but in that in-
stant we two, my Hindoo servant and
L, stood out before me in very bold re-
lief. [ had run for my life, knowing
that the chanoces lay between us twoand
hoping at lenst that the tiger might not
follow me. He had run, too, Imowing
that the chance lay between us, and be-
cause the tiger did not follow him he
had come back again and tempted him
—called him away from me and given
his life for mine

He wns o poor benighted heathen
and only an average sample of his kind
He could not help stealing pretiy
things. Ho could not stop telling lea
But surely he wos a troer, braver, no
bler man than I, and if the image nf
God ean be found today in any of his
creatures it would reguire no very decp
theologian to decide which of ns twe
betrayed it least profaned. —Henry Wil-
lard French in Romance,

T T ABSENT.

Bhe never sald, “Lost 1s my dearest one,™
The phrase *Not living" would have hushed
her song
Of faith. How could his silent voyage seem

Wh]r;‘nba.whmo Joyless days had new bo-
Sald wj\nﬁwnt" with & smile which meant the
W:sn:n!r dimmed by clouds? Then, U s
ot mﬁ&n‘{huwhu pressed hard, It made her

strong

To think how he would wish life's dutles
done.

In her sweet face, where grief had left Its
seam,

A tum;;er gladness dawned an years took

flight
And ‘l;mngkt the meeting near, Nor did sbe

ream
mlti‘{lmmbn trusting heart there shonen
t
For eyes too weak to bear the larger gleam
led her on, as stars redeem the night.
=—Mary Thacher Higginson.

A NARROW ESCAPE.

Just befors the war broke ont between
France and Germany I arrived in the
latter country with the view of studying
at one of the southern universities. In
the meantime, however, [ was spending
a few weeks at Frankfort-on-the-Main,
where I found much to interest me, and
especially in regard to the early life of
Goethe, who was born there. But the
pleasure of the sojonrn was greatly
damped by the trouble the police gave
me.

At this time, althongh well acquaint-

speak but a few words of the language

the hotels and cafes knowing something
of that tongne, and most of the trades-

talking it a Mtsle Having be-
sides spent o little time in
Paris, I had perhaps become somewhat
Frenchified I had tothis extent any-
way—that [ wore my hair rather short
and waxed the ends of my mustache. To
this circumstance and; to the fact that
I spoke French in preference to either
English or German must, | imagine, be
attributed the annoyance, and even tron-
ble, to which 1 soon. began to be sub-

When [ first toak up my temporary
abode in the imperial city, I made the
necessary announcement of my intention
to the police. I made it from the Hotel
Garni, in which I first installed myself
I made it again from the private lodging
[ hired. I repeated. it when I removed
t0 mare commodious and salobrious
quarters in the suburbs of the city.

But all this wasnot enough. [ bad no
sooner settled down in my new quarters
—poy, before Liad time thus to settle
down—1 wis honored by one of the gen-
try with the pickelhsobe and sword
vho pass for policemen in that land of
soldiers,

He generally commenced by asking
my name and profession, where I was
born, who was my father and who my
mother, what L came to the fatherland
for and other similar qnestions. 'While
thus catechising me he would take mi-
nute stock of my apartment. His visit
would be followed in a day or two by
that of another officer, who would put
me throngh the same or a very similar
catechism. Then, by way of variation,
[ wonld be summoned to oneof the dis-
triot police stations—places more like
barracks than anything else—thers to be
ngain subjected to a perfect enfilade of
questionings and cross questionings
These were all the more perplexing be-
caunso of my inability to express myself in
German and my tormentors’ ignorance
of either French or English.

This went on, as I say, for some time,
till, in fact, I was at my wits’ end to
know what it all meant. I nsked several
of my friends, but they could not em-
lighten me. I proposed to shut the door
in the face of the next pickelhaube that
called and refuse to respond to the sum-
mons of the next inspector—or what-
ever he might be—of police. But the
bare suggestion of such a course horri-
fied my friends, for Frankfort was then
a conguered city and was treated os
such. They informed me that to act in
such a way wounld be regarded aa tanta-
monnt to high trenson, and that as the
result I might find myself in prison or
else conduneted with scant ceremony over
the fronticr.

Finally I had a summons from the
chief of police himself. He was a major
of the Prussian army and was a tall,
broad ehouldered and very austere look-
ing personage. My first interview with
this gentleman lasted over half an hour.
He asked me if I had ever been in the
army, used o rifle, played with the
sword; if I knew Paris, Bordeans, S&ras-
burg; where I wae born, where my
mother was when I was born (a literal
fact), if I hod any brothers and sisters;
their names, and so forth,

A second, third, and even a fourth
time I was closeted with this same funo-
tionary, each time belng plled with
more and more perplexing, and, as they
secmed to me, absurd questions. On the
occasion of one of these visits I was
asked to produce s photograph of my-
solf, if I had one. As I happened to
hevo cne which had been taken a little
while previously in Paris, I forwarded
this with my compliments to the major,
with tho hope that when he wished to
look upon my face again he wonld eat-
isfy himself by gazing npon my *‘coun-
terfeit presentment’’ instead.

Finally I became so tired of these in-
quisitions, and, a8 I had reason to be-
lieve, private examination of my papers
when I was ouf, that I was sincercly
thinking of relinquishing my real pur-
pose of becoming noquadnted with Gex-
man philesophy and making a lttle
money by newspaper dence. 1
had gone #o far as to give my landlady
potice to quit, when suddenly a change
came over the scene.

Responding one day to a summons
from the major, I was agreeably sur-
prised to find the worthy fellow in & re-
markably good humor. Ho heak me by’
the hand, ss though I had long been his
dearvet friend, smiled all over his face,
sssured me that I was all “goot’” and

*‘recht, ** and so dismissed me mars per-
plexed than ever. '
Very soon afterward war was de-
clared, and in the turmeil, danger and
excitement that ensued I well nigh
forgot the annoyance and frequent in-
convenience I had been put to by the
suspicions of the police Possibly I
should have thought no more about them
and have quite forgotten them by this
time but for an incident that occurred
ehartly after the close of the war.

I was sgain in Frankiort, paying o
short visit to friends Onpe evening I
wos at o given by a lady residing
in the city. e engaged in comversa-
tion with the editor of one of the local
papers the hostess approached me and

said:

“Allow me, Mr. —, to introdnce
you to my very good friend, Colanel
Gutsmiche. "'

I turned to be Introduced, and who
ghould I sce before me bot my friend
the major, formerly the chief of police
at Frankfort!

We both smiled as we recognized
each other. 5

“Ah, yon have met befare, then?'
said the Iady.

We bath replied in the affirmative.

“Then I will leave you to yourselvea-
Yon do not need any introduetion from
S

The colonel had been through the war
and had distingnished himself greatly.
During our couversation I said: t

“I wish you would tell me, colonel,
why you paid me such constant and nn-
remitting attention when I first came to
Frankfort. "

“Ah, yes, you would like to know!"
ho gaidk  ““Well, come to my office to-
mo—gpnsdl 1. will show vea.. That

“ g
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Enowing French, however, I managed

%&nﬁﬁ « ToLEno, O,

will” be” Getier than telling you." Bs
added, with a broad smile

He gave the address of his office,
fch was still connected with the po-
and I called. theve on the following

fi}

After o few minutes' conversation on
the sabject of the war and our experi-
ences in counection therewith Colonel
Gutsmicht remarked:

“Bat you wish to be enlightened in
regard to the attentions people paid to
you when you fisst came amang us?™’

I replied: that it would gratify me
very much to. be enlightened on the

He therenpon unlocked a drawer in
bis eecritoire, and after a little scarch
drew forth. & small bundle of papers
tied together with tape. Undoing these,
be banded to me a photograph and said:

Hz. _?!!

At first L thonght it was, but on look-
ing a second time I saw that {¢ was not
and said:

“No, colonel, that fs not the photo-
graph Lgave you a year or more ago,
but it seems to me_ it is so much like
Inr!"l! that it might very well pass for

e

*“I beg your pardon. This, then, will
be yomws **

Has banded me another, which was
the mal one I had given him.

1 compared tho two and was really

ta each other.

“Can yon wonder, " asked the colonel,
“that we took you for some one else?'’

“Ican’t," I said ‘'But who waa the
some one else, and what did yon want
him for?"'

“This individuoal,” replied the cal-
onel, taking the photograph of my doun-
ble and speaking with great delibera-
tion, ““this individual was an Alsatian
and was wanted as o epy. Ho gave us a
great deal of trouble—he was so clever,
We took you for him. We were almost
oertain yon were the man, although we
were considerably nonplused by your
apparent innocence of all kmowledge of
arms and military matters, But though
we had our doubts you would probably
have suffered had we not found the
right man in the nick of time."*

“BaiTared?’ said L

“In this way," replied the colonel,
and he made as though tightening o
rope beneath his right car, at the same
time emitting o sound like the dropping
of a catch or bolt

I comprehended his meaning, I had
very narrowly escaped hanging as a sup-
posed spy. It was gratifying, but made
my blood ran cold.

““Wo were much troubled with French
#pies about that time and had to be se-
vere with them, ' added the police offi-
cdal, with a shrug of the shounlders, as
he put away the papers and photographs.
“You now know the reason of the little

Alfred J. Story in Million.

““That, L think, is your photograph, |

nstonished at the resemblance they bore |

! The Straightest e,
| The straightest thing in aature or art
| is & may of light when passing throngh
| a mediam «f oopiform densitg. Hence
| the eye is « abled to test the straight-
rne-afnnedgtew tube by holding it as
pearly as possible colncident with a ray
of light, such part as departs from
straightness then intercepting the ray
and causing o shade to be east npon oth-
| er parts. It is not known at what early
. period in the history of mankind the
| discovery wos made that straightness
could be thus determined. It is certain
that thonsands of mechanies use the
| method daily without being able to give
{ & rational explanation of it This primi-
| tive mode of testing straightness, on me-
| count of its great convenience and ac-
|r,-;:my.disc::koly to u:g_tinm in nse to
| the en the world —
= 3, Engineering
A Capital Dwdge.
*Why, man, your nove! has run into
the third edition already. How is that®*
“It is quite simple. I advertised in
the papers for a wife who resembles the
heroine of my novel' — Rheinisch
| Westfnllsches Tagebladt.

Alihough it ia not clnimed that Ayera Sar-
saparilla cares every 1ll to which flesh is heir
yet, a8 & matter of faet, 1t comes nearer doing
Ilhln than other medicine ever componnded.
| in porifying the blood, it removes the sourea
of nearly all disorders of the homan system.

Is In Correct?

The Outlook quotes Mr. Howells as
saying that such phrases as “secing
you in the window, [ stopped to call”
are not English, He maintains that
'what one should say is: *'I saw you and

topped,” and that the other form ia
ono of the most common errors, Mr.
Howeils is an able writer and elegant
scholar, but most people, when thar
stop to talk, prefer to do o through
the means o) ordinary colloquialisms
'rather than by standing up on leavne
stilts and spouting toa friend in the
stiff and classio English of the Eliza-
bethan era.

A measure which provides that any
bHisent from the House of Commons
to the House of Lords for its action,

\| and not returned within & month, shall
become 6 law, has been introduced by

"In what way?" | gropng Labouchere in the British Com-

maona

If King Solomon was alive he would now
say: 'Go tothe traveling man, learn his way 5
and be wise."” Mr. C. W, Battell, a Cioecin-
oati traveling man representing the Queen
City Printing Iuk Co., after suffering in-
tansely for two orthree days with lameness

|| of the sholder, resulting from rheamatism,
comph tely cured it with two applications of
Il'}h mberlain’s Pain Balm. This remedy is
¢ dning n wide reputation for its prompt
curen of rheumatism, Inme back, sprains,

Hnte!linan. and lamepesa. 50 cenit botilea

attentions we bestowed upon you.''= nre for sale by D. J, Homphrey, Napoleou,
1! O

1

Wh

other Narcotic substance.

teething troubles, cures

Castoria.

* Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers have repeatedly told moe of ita
good effect upon thelr children.”

Da. G. ©. Osaoon,
Lowell, Mass,

* Castorls ls the best remedy for children of
which I am aequainted. Ihope the day is not
far distant when mothers will consider the real
interest of thelr children, and use Castoria lo-
stead of the variousquack nostrums which are
destroying their loved ones, by foreing oplum,
morphine, scothing syrup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby sending
them to premature graves.'

Di. J. F. Exvenzros,
Conway, Ark

at is

Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher's prescription for Infants
and Children. 1t contains neither Opium, Morphine nor

It 1s a harmless substitute

for Paregoric, Drops, Boothing Syrups, and Castor Oil. |
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays
feverishness, Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhea and Wind Colie, Castoria relleves

constipation and flatulency.

Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend.

Castoria.

" Castoria is so well adapted to children that
1 recommen It as superior toany prescription

known to me."
H. A, Anouen, M. D,
111 Bo, Oxford Bt., Brooklyn, N, Y.

“ Our physiclans in the children’s depart-
ment have spoken highly of thelr experi.
enoe In thelr outside practice with Castoria,
snd although we only have among our
medical supplies what is known s regular
products, yeb we are fres to confess that the
merits of Castoria has won us to look with
favor upon t.”

Usirren HoaprraL Axp Dispensany,
Boston, Mass.

Auiex C. Burrm, Pres.,

-
The Centanr Company, 77 Murray Street, New York City.

DO YOU KEEP IT IN THE HOUSE ?

PERRY

PAIN-

DAVIS™

ILLER

Will Cure Cramps, Colic, Cholera-
Morbus and all Bowel Complaints.
PRICE, 25¢., 50¢c., and $1.00 A BOTTLE, {

MANHOO

“igive o writien

Torsale ln Napoieon, O.,by

nranteed Lo cure all nervous
ﬁnr an.ﬁnnrﬂm.w
1t ‘:h.d riion, rn"t'h‘l"l’n errors,
overexe
anta, which to lnfirmity,
k?gnnm 1 mm..r{r"ﬁ‘.'“’“““

s 4 wuaran
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nhood, Nightly Emisaions, Nervous-
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D J. HUMPHREEY, Drugyist.
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PEHSOEB lool ‘ng for

Et. Paul, Minun,

WILL FIND OPENINGS IN

| MONTANA!

“The Treasure State.”

investigate the oppoctraiies oTered to all
clasees o ope of the most resocroe-ul States in
the Union. Add=oss the Sceredss rof \be Board of
Trade, Gieat Falis, Mont., Secivla® of Bowd of
Trade, Eal'spell. Mopi., Secretary of Boad of
Trade, Helena, Mont., Seoretsry of Trad
Mont., or ¥. [, Whitrey, G.P. & T. A.,G. X. By,

locations are ' ted to

e, Balte,

nIeCOl ORED PAPER



