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beard the storm thrush
In March,
ri. •mrose peepin out

coue,oul the lurch,
l irin to cone out o' the cloud,

to come over the sea,
can whistle so clear an loud,

tail bird for me.

ye'vo seen tle song thrush
April ruin n
a undlber the drippin leaves,

1to sing again;
wld love wheon e's near theo nest,

• Oiid from the top o' the three.
r all he can flutter the heart in your breast.
sIvr'sr the bird for nme.

laybe ye've heard the cuslhadoo
ring his mate in tMay,SOnle sweet thought is the whole of his life,

40 he tells it the one sweet way.
it•.any Peart is sore at t he cushadoo
V4IUed wid his own soft glee,

Oe•r an over hli "lMe an youl"
He's lsver the bird for me.

sr•, 'maybe ye've heard the red breast
Hingin his lone on a thorn,

3ihdin himself o' the dear days lost,
Bravy wid his heart forlorn;

The time is in dark November,
An no spring hopes has lie;

"sememberl" he sings, "rememberl"
Aie, tChon's the wee bird for nu.

-Moire O'Neill in Blackwood's Magazine.

PECE OF THE PAST. -'
S t Ws Brought About by a

Good Man and His Good Wife
For a Couple Who Had Loved

sad een Separated. . . . . .

"For the land's sake, pa," called out
Mrs. Drusilla Gladden to her husband
as he wiped his feet on a piece of car-
pet at the kitchen door, "I thought
you'd never get In! Guess who's sent
me a letter. You'd never think in a
month of Sundays. It's from Devah
Bland-my cousin Devah."

Pa gave a smile of interest and rub-
be& his hands.

"Well, I swan nowl And what has
Devy got to say for himself?"

"He's coming to Ohio to visit. He'll
be here next week. Whkt d'ye think
of that?"

Pa pulled off his boots contentedly.
"I won't be sorry to see Devy. We

war in school together. What say? Is
be doing well?"

"Doing well, but his wife's dead;
been dead two year or more. I bet
you a great deal, pa, he's on the war-
path. And to think Angeline Culver's
visiting around here just now, and
she's a widow, Pa, it looks like the
'pintin's of Providence, don't it?"

Mrs. Gladden smiled benignly on her
husband and he on her. They were in
love with each other and had been for
20 years.

"It truly does," replied pa; "it truly
does. Jest think how them two court-
ed over three years, wasn't it? I hold
the split was all Angeline's folks'
fault, wasp't it? That old man Porter
never, staid anywhere and got a streak
to move to Indiana. Her ma wouldn't
let her stay here, and that made Devy
properly mad. They kept it up awhile
writin; then Devy went out farther
west and married himself to a strange
woman. After awhile Angeline gets
married, First we hears her pardner's
gone, and she's a likely widow visitin
round, Then we gets a letter sayin
Devy's pardner has been departed two
years an he's come vislin. Now, don't
that beat all?'

"How plain you've made it, pa,"
beamed Mrs. Drusilla. "It sounds like
them story papers. You ort to have
been a writer for one. I often thought
that. My, ain't it plum interesting?
I don't want to miss none of it, do you?
How can wefix it?"

Pa was so appreciative of his wife's
praise he tilted back In the rocker and
gave the matter solemn thought.

"I calkilate we kin have this all to
ourselves," he began. "et you can hold
out 'gainst mentlonin Devy's comin.
It will be hard work for you, Drusllly,
but it's the only way. Do you think
you kin hold that news over prayer
meetin and Sunday? I tell you what,"
'he went on excitedly. "We can just
have the whole thing happen right
here, meetin an all, if you don't tell."

Mrs. Gladden's pleasant face fell.
"I wonder if It'll be fair not to tell

the rest of the folks?" she began.
"You see, Devy'll be expecting a big
welcome."

Asahel Gladden rose up in his socks.
"Drusilly, I have jest set my heart

on managin the whole thing. Don't
you disappoint me. I never had so
much chance as this in all my mortal
life. I always wanted to do sech di-

rectin and managin, and uon't you dis-
appoint me."

"What'll folks say when they find
we held that news?" asked his wife,
much impressed, but giving up, as
usual.

"They'll say you've come to years
of discretion, though I don't want to
hurt your feelings none, Drusllly. You

.can take it all out fixing up the spare
room and Marindy's room. It air
lucky Angeline hain't been down hero
.yet-another clear p'intin. Now hurry
up the dinner and write Devy a letter
•llin him he must, come right here,
and we won't take no for an answer.
I'll hitch up the cutter, and we'll go
over to town and engage Angeline for
the whole endurin week."

The two were as excited as chil.
do, The letter had to be strong
OPli•gh to suit pa and was the labor of
So hour for Mrs, Gladden ere it silted
als Dinner over, they tucked them.

V4MU Into a green sleigh and drove
me to New Qalifornla..

,We'3 stop on the way," said the
oad rosy man. "I feel so anx-
get bold of Angellaine,"

del' quetioned the wife
, "W4a, ou•r Marlady de-
tle g .emOUpums any one,"

-BOlese A eine Porter

She and JiW Moeanr had ci-
0 ole. a tone Ibe eame

sid~g to IuII to Mrs, OGld.

Swas quite d•P I and had

4t1

on a pink hotuse sack trimmed with
white lace. SLe had tied a little white
fascintor vcer her brown waves.

"I was 'lowing to go over to Dennis
naodna's next week.' she suli in her

soft, colllt'rtabl' vol't', ",uti if you
make a p.,lut of it I guess I t"'n pitt
them off."

Pa Gladden wa's so alxious his little
feet (lanced llp utd otvu in thle l:\\'.
"O(h, we wantt youI reial. Lad intt(t

W1'*tn, Augelinel ! We• been wait Iit and.I
explectnl till we're set on t sIe•, ai.
Io say you'll come."

"I b'lleve pa'll brst if' you diot;".
come, A.\ngeline," said Ills wile. "It',
gets so set on anything."
"Well, I will," assented the widow.

"I used to have good times at your•
house when I was a girl. I never havie
forgotten them."
l'a went through an expressive pan-

toulime behind her.
"Ant pa'll fetch you on Sunday aft-

ernoon," went on Mrs. Gladden. "If
the snow don't stay on, he'll fetch you
in a buggy."

Afterward Mrs. Gladden declared
that pa spent the happiest week of his
life getting ready for that couple to
be reunited. It never struck his warm
and Inunocent heart that anything could
go amulss. He piled up special wood
for the parlor; he hovered around the
two bedrooms; he actually had his fin-
ger in every pie and cake baked. He
went to the village store alone once or
twice and after the last visit wore an
air of the deepest mystery.

Mrs. Gladden stood this until the
hour of retiring.

"Asahel!" site exclaimed, with a
break in her voice. "Asahel, you ne'-
er had a secret from me in all your
life, did you 7'

The rosy man looked as guilty as if
detected In a crime. He saw her kind
eyes, and his voice quavered.

"Never before." he whispered, "but
I'm so afeard you can't hold this one
over Sunday meetin I'm bound not to
breathe it."

One dry sob brought him to terms.
"It air," he whispered, 'tiptoeing over

to her; "it air that I telegraphed to
Devy to git here on the Sunday after-
noon express."

Mrs. Gladden's attitude toward the
world on Sunday morning was the
gossip of the neighborhood for weeks.
She suddenly assumed an afr of fu-
neral dignity; would converse with no
one and stalked silently out after meet-
ing and climbed into the sleigh trl.
umphantly.

"You've done It," whispered her hus-
band, delighted. "I didn't credit you
with it."

After dinner the parlor fire was
lighted, the table spread for company
tea, and Pa Gladden wrapped himself
up to go for Angeline. He was so hap-
py his wife's heart trembled.
"Pa," she said. "don't you set too

much store by it. Devah may have
other intentions, and Angeline may not
agree.

"Don't you think it!" declared pa.
Angeline are a hundred times prettier
than she war. Devy air a man; that
settles It .all. Now do your part.
Leave Devy to me. Men understand
men!"

He brought Angeline and her valises
back in an hour. Mrs. Gladden re-
joiced In her womanly beauty. She
kissed her as tenderly as If she had
been a young girl when she helped her
In. Angeline's face beamed.

"How nice you've made everything
for me!" she cried. "It's like home
coming." Her face grew thoughtful.
"It makes me think of old times-old
friends."

"Well, just settle down and make
yourself at home," said pa, coming in.
"I have to be gone an hour or two.
You and ma can have a good old talk."

Awhile later he was stamping oft
the falling snow on the platform of
the station. The express stopped, an
unusual proceeding. A tall, bronsed
man alighted, and pa met him, so
eager he almost cried over him as he
shook hands.

Alas, alas! All pa's finesse and sub-
tle phrases were forgotten. Finally
be reined in Dolly, almost in sight of
the house.

"Devy," he quavered, "I always felt
so sorrowful 'bout you an Angeline
Porter's break off. You war so happy
together when you was young. Devy.
I've got Angeline here. She air a wid-
ow; she air a finer woman 'n you could
see in a day's travel. It air the de-
sire of my heart to bring you two to-
gether."

The man beside him grew pale and
gasped; then he wrung the mittened
hand.

Good Ma Gladden came out to the
sleigh. She, too, had forgotten her
part. She had been crying and broke
down.

"Please 'scuse Angeline," she said
brokenly: "she's there in the parlor.
Don't you want to go in, Devah? I
guess you needn't be afeared."

The tall man strode past her, his
own eyes misty. The wedued couple
left on the steps were not ashamed to
kiss each other with tears and smiles.
-- hicago News.

Photosraphing a TIger.
Mr. Gambler Bolton, the famous ani-

mal photographer, says that one of his
best qtudies was of a tiger at the Lon-
don zoo, which nearly put an end to
his life. Mr. Bolton was inside the
barrier which prevents the public from
going too close to the cages and was
taking a photograph of another tiger,
when one he had not noticed came
strolling from behind some rocks and
made a spring at him. A child called
out, and Mr. Bolton darted back just
In time, His head was underneath the
focusing cloth when the tiger made
the attempt. and as the camera was
utterly ruined it Is pretty well certain
that the photographer's head would
have been smashed to pieces, How.
ever, Mr. Rolton paid the animal out,
for be eggeat it on to mike a second
charge and took a photograph of it la
the act,

TAMED THE JOCKEYS.
THE MIDGETS EACH HAD A BAD CASE

OF SWELLED HEAD.

A Spanking Over a Walter'. Knee
Cured One,. and an Unlerennonsous
'tumble Into the Oernn Took the

Insolence Out of lhe Other.

"It is a notorious fact." said an old
horseman, "that successful jockeys
are more aitlicted with the big head
than any other class of midgets you're
liable to meet up with. on two occa-
slons that I recall I've seen American
waiters take prominent American
jockeys down when the latter have be-
come Insufferable in their conduct.
Some years ago an eastern jockey
whose fame was spread broadcast
throughout the racing world was tak-
ing dinner with a party of foolishly
Idolatrous friends at the Cliff House,
outside of San Francisco. The jockey
had been riding during the winter rac-
ing in and around San Francisco, and
on this day he had won the swell event
of the year on a rather no account
horse. Consequently his hat was a
whole lot too small for him.

"He was an insulting'little chap at
best, but on this occasion he simply
let his tongue run away with his
brains. His humor took the turn of
joshing an old time waiter at the Cliff
House who had been in California
since the days of the Argonauts. The
old man had long side whiskers, and
the jockey made sundry and divers re-
marks to the waiter about the oppor-
tunity he was giving to the wind by
wearing whiskers of that particular
length, and the old man took the talk
good naturedly without paying much
attention to the touch of .nastiness In
the midget's remarks. Finally. how-
ever, when the wine had gone around
pretty freely, the jockey reached up
behind his chair as the old waiter was
in the act of performing some little
service for the men at the table, and,
twisting his hand in the hair on one
side of the old servitor's face, he delib-
erately pulled out a fairly large hand-
ful of the latter's whiskers.

"The old man leaped back with pain
and indignation, the jockey laughing
at him idiotically. Then the waiter
coolly lifted the jockey out of his chair
by the scruff of the neck, sat down
and calmly deposited the midget across
his knees, face downward.

"'Son.' said the waiter, 'there's
something that you've stood in need of
for a long time past, judging from
your actions here during the past few
months, and that something you're
about to get and get good,' and he
brought the palm of an ample hand
down with a smack that sounded very
pleasant indeed unto the ears of all
the rest of the people in the room (ex-
cept the jockey's friends) who had
seen the beard pulling incident. Then
he brought both hands into play, and
the rataplan told of splendid execu-
tion. The jockey kicked and strug-
gled, but he couldn't break loose, and
he had to take his medicine. Then his
friends at the table jumped to his res-
cue, and, quickly letting the jockey
slide on to the floor, the old waiter,
thoroughly aroused, Jumped up and
knqcked them down one after the oth-
er. He just polished them all off In de-
tail, and when he had got through with
them he stood his ground. Then the
manager appeared on the scene, and
when he was told by a number of oth-
er guests, prominent men, what had
happened he assisted in kicking the
party out of the house.

"Another time a jockey who leaped
into prominence with meteoric speed
by reason of his winning two of the
great events of the eastern turf In
quick succession got the worst of it at
the hands of a Coney Island waiter.
I saw the Incident myself. The jockey
had had such a mighty accession of
the 'I am it' spirit that he considered
he could perform all sorts of mean lit.
tle tricks at the expense of all hands
and do the same with impunity. On
this day he had won three straight
races, and his imperiousness was
something monumental. He took din-
ner with three bookmakers on one 'of
the big Coney Island piers. The man
who waited on the party was a bullet
head, but a quiet, attentive man at
th*. He was removing some plates
after the second course when the jock-
ey picked up a siphon of seltzer and
deliberately squirted half the bottle
full in the waiter's face. The waiter
wiped his face and his shirt front off
with his table towel and then he walk-
ed up to the jockey's chair and said:

"'Have you had yer dip in do sea yit
t'day, Freddy?'

"'No,' said the jockey, with an ex-
pression of surprise on his face, as if
be wondered what was coming.
"'I t'ought not,' said the bullet

headed waiter. 'Dat's de reason I'm
goin t' let you have it now.'

"'Then the waiter suddenly picked
the famous jockey up, and before any
of the men at the table could Interfere
he carried him over to the railing of
the pier and dropped the midget horse
rider into the water, about 15 feet be-
low.

* 'I jlst want t' see if de little
snooser wit' de swelled nut kin swim
as well as he kin ride a borse,' said the
waiter, quietly watching the jockey
come to the surface and strike out.
The jockey could swim, and be made
the beach without any trouble, but he
didn't return to the pier."-Washing-
ton 8Sar.

MIsalsi Time.
What do people do with their sar-

plus time? They used to weave the
cloth their garments were made of and
make them by hand. They now get
them ready made at the stores, It
takes less time to do every act of
drudgery than it used to take. What
becomes of the surplus time? If we
have galined an hour over our auees
tors, what beomes of lt,-Mtobloa
Globe,

An A•omamodUatlnug Iay.
Philadelpnmans la\ ve become accus*

tomed to the Chlnuanua who carries
his nickel for carfare lu his ear, but
It remnalued for anu enterprlising rep-
resentatlve of ThI, lRecorld to discover
a manu who used the sol't lobe of his
ear for a cotton wad.

Passengers on a street car In tlhe
Quaker City the othell day were at-
tracted to a well dt' ssiId u11a of mid-
die age because of sotlthing Ipeculiar
they noticed about his right tar. It
sweaemed to those who looked thllt tlhe
aitP wats tminus it lobe. 4tinddely ther'

was at flop. ilntl the luter'sted hins-
seugers then noticed that the olr was
all right, with the lobe In the place
where It ought to be.

By the time the passengers had gone
deep into wonder over the strauge
sight the man raised his hand and
pushed the lobe into the opening of the
ear. placing the ear in thl condition
It was before the flop. Noticing that
the man who sat next to him stared In
an Inquiring way at ilm. the man
with the magic ear said that the lobe
was his earache cure.

He was a great sufferer from the
ache. he said. and formerly used cotton
to shut the wind out of his ear. One
day be was without cotton and found
that he could shove the lobe Into the
opening. It did not only keep the
wind out, but the pain disappeared
quicker, and since then he has always
put the lower part of hIls ear Into use
when the earache has come on.

Wendell Ihllllpa and Blaine.
When W,'cntdIll Phillips was last in

Washington. he was for a few minutes
on the door of the United States sen-
ate, surrounded by a group of senators,
among whom was Senator James G.
Blaine. always a favorite with Mr.
Phillips. It so happened that a few
weeks before this time Mr. Blaine, in
presenting to congress the statue of
Governor King. first governor of
Maine, to tw placed In the rotunda of
the capitol. had commented severely
on the loyalty of Massachusetts, and
especially the Federalist party, during
the war with Great Britain in 1812.

Of this party the father of Wendell
Phillips. John Phillips, was a con-
spicuous member. When Blaine's
speech was made Dawes and Hoar
were senators from Massachusetts. and
they both essayed some sort of an
impromptu reply thereto, but did them-
selves little credit In parrying the
thrusts of Blalne's glittering rapier.

So, when Wendell Phillips met
Blaine on this occasion, he said to him
laughingly. "I wish I had been a memn
her of this body for about an hour
the other day when you made that
speech attacking the Massachusetts
Federalists."
"Ah," said Mr. Blaine with that

ready wit which never deserted him,
"if you had been here I shouldn't have
made that speech!"-Harper's Maga-
zine.

Some Famous Faces.
Napoleon. with a face as if it had

been modeled from a Greek cameo,
was never. In Talleyrand's judgment
at all events, quite a gentleman. He
gesticulated too much and was alto.
gether too violent for the correct taste
of the great noble trained under the
old regime. Perfection of body is not
necessary, either, for mnany misshaped
men have been dignified even when
they were not, like the Due de Ven-
dome, Princes of the L..Iles In days
when that distinction meant so much.

Little men and wizened men have
both Inspired awe. for great soldiers
trembled if Louis XIV frowned, and
no man received without weakened
knees a rebuke from William Ill. The
protruding under lip of the Hapsburgs
has never detracted from their majes-
ty, and Victor Emmanuel, who. for all
his good manners. always suggested to
the onlooker a bull face to face with
the metadore, was for all that every
inch a king.-Spectator.

A Burglary Story.
They were telling "burglary stories"

on the veranda In front of the grocery
store in a down east town.

"The man's hand was thrust through
the hole he had cut in the door," said
the star talker. "when the woman seiz-
ed the wrist and held on in spite of the
struggles of the man outside. In the
morning the burglar was found dead,
having cut his own throat when he
found escape impossible; but the brave
woman had not known he was dead,
and so had not released her grasp on
his wrist all night long."

"Huh!" growled the skeptic In the
corner. "Why didn't she feel of his
pulse"'--Buffalo Commercial.

The Cossaeks.
Cossacks form the volunteer caval-

ry troops of southern Russia. They
provide themselves with horses, unli
forms and weapons and serve as
guards to the highways and perform
certain other military duties on de-
mand of the governor of the district in
which they live. In return for which
service they are relieved from taxa-
tion to a certain extent. Their cos-
inmes are picturesque. had they have

a worldwide reputation for the excel.
lence and daring of their borseman-
ship.

Cleven Charlte.
Some one took Charlie up and asked

him If he was papa's boy. He an.
swered. "Yes."

"And you're mamma's boy too?"
"Yes." replied Charlie.
"Well, how can you be papa's boy

and mamma's boy at the same time?"
"Oh." replied Charlie quite Indliffer

eotly. "can't a wagon have two
horses?'

VPeas at Last.
Proprletor-I'm looking for a man I

ean trust.
Applleat-We'll get along thea. or

lan yearua I'e doe nothing but look
for a ma that would treat me.-D'
trkl Pree Pnmee
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