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yw heard the storm thrush
in March,

re's & primrose peepin out

red ‘cone, on (e lareh,

the wan to conie olit o the cloud,
s wind 1o como over the sca,

he van wiilstle 8o clear an loud,
‘the bird for me.

Mmaybe ye've reen the song thrush
can April raln |
m dn undlier the drippin leaves,
ifial Lo sing againg

“wid Jove whon lie's near the nest,
LN loud from the top o' the three,
for all he can fiutter the heare in your breast.

never's the bird for mie.

Bure, mayba yo've heard the cushadao
| Qalling hin matc in May,
‘When oue wweet thought s the whole of his life,
An he tells it the one sweet way.
/But m¥ heart in sore at he rushadoo
Filled wid his' own soft glee,
Over &n over hix **Mo an youl"
He's never the bird for me.

Bure, maybe ye've heard the red breast
Singin his Yons on & thorn,
Mindin himsalf o' the dear days lost,
Hrave wid his hreart foriom;
The time is in dark November,
An no spring hopes has hie}
“Remember!" ho sings, “remember ™
Aye, thop's the wee bird for me.
~Mojra O'Neill in Blackwood's Magazine,
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It Was Brought About hm |
Glood Man and His Good Wi
Por a Coupls Who Had Loved
and Besn Beparated, . . .

AdantnnsRRaetRttara ke

#For the land's sake, pn,” called out
Mre. Drusilla Gladden to her husband
as he wiped his feet on a plece 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 Bundays. It's from Ilevah
Bland—my cousin Devah.”

Pa gave a smile of Intereat and rub-
beuw his hands,

“Well, I swan now! And what has
Deavy got to say for himseelf?"

“He's coming to Ohlo to vislt. He'll
be here next week. Whit d'ye think
of that?'

Pa pulled off hils boote contentedly,

“I won't be sorry to see Devy, We
war lo school together. What say? s
be doing well?

“Dolng well, but his wife's dead;
been dead two year or more, 1 bet
you & great deal, pa, he's on the war-
path. And to think Angeline Culver's
visiting around here just now, and
#sbe’s 4 widow.  Pa, It looks like the
‘pintin’s of Providence, don't it¥’

Mra, Gladden smiled benignly on her
busband and he on her, They were In
Jove with each other and had been for
20 years.

“It truly does,” replled pa; “it truly
does, Jest think bow them two court-
¢ over three years, wasn't it? T hold
the split was all Angeline's folke'
fault, wasn't it? That old man Porter
never stald anywhere and got & strenk
to move to [ndlana, Her ma wouldn't
Jet her stay here, and that made Devy
properly mad. They kept it up awhile
writin; then Devy went out farther
west and married himeself to a strange
woman., After awhile Angeline gets
married, Flret we hears her pardner's
gone, and she’s a likely widow visltin
round, Then we gets a letter sayin
Devy's pardner has been departed two
years an he's come visilin, Now, don't
that beat all?"

“How plain you've made Iit, pa,"
beamed Mrs. Drusilla. “It sounds llke
them story papers,
been a writer for one. 1 offen thought
that, My, ain't it plum Interesting?
1 don't want to miss none of It, do yon?
How can we fix 1t?"’

Pa wns ko appreclative of his wife's
prialse he tllted baek in the rocker and
gave the matter solemn thought.

"1 calkilate we kin have this all to

ourselves,” he began, “ef you can hold
out 'galnst mentlonin Devy's comin.
It will be hard work for you, Drusilly,
but it's the only way. Do you thipk
¥ou kin hold that news over prayer
,meetin and Bunday? 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, Glndden's plensant face fell,

“1 wonder if 1t'l] be fair not to tell
1he rest of the folks?' she began,
“You see, Devy'll be expecting a big
welcome,”

Asahel Gladden rose up in his socks,

“Drusllly, | have Jest set my heart
on manngin the whole thing, Don't
you disappolnt me. 1 never had sn
miueh chance as this 1n all my mortal
lite. I always wanted to do sech di-
rectin and wanagin, and uon't you dis-
appoint me,"”

“What'll ' folks say when they find
we held that news?' asked his wife,
much impressed, but glving up, as
usuAl

“They’ll say you've come to years
of discretion, though I don't want to
hurt your feellngs none, Drusllly. You
«can teke It all out flxing up the spare
room and Marindy's room., It air
lucky Angeline haln't been down here
¥et—another clear p'intin. Now hurry
np the dinper and write Devy a letter
fellin him he must come right hers,
ADA we won't take no for AD Anawer.
I'll hitch np the cutter, and we'll go
over to town and engage Angeline for
the whole endurin week.”

The two were as excited as chil-
dren. The letter had to be mirong
enough to sult pa and was the labor of
ap hour for Mrs, Gladden ere It sulted
him, Dinner over, they tucked them-
selves Into a green sleigh and drove
over to New Californla,

“We'll stop on the way." sald the
‘small and rosy man. “I feel so anx-
fous te get hold of Angeline."”

“0h, do?' questioned the wife
demurely, “Well, as our Marindy de-
claves, ber pa's rwuor'n any one,”

Apgoline Oulver—Angeline Porter

Wwas—was visiting at old Dr. Nor.

I fhe and Ciasy Norman had al-
bean close friends. Bhe came

10 the slidgh to speak to Mre, Gind-

C

. Men, Fbe was nuite dresey apd ad

You ort to have

on & piok howse snck rimmed with
white lace. 8ke had tied a dittle white
faselnntor over her Lrown waves,

L waw ‘lowing te go over te Dennis
Jrodun's pext week! she said fn Loy
goft, comtortable yveleo, “wut IF you
make a point of Jt 1 guegs 1 can put
them oft,”

' Gladden wais so anxlous s litle
feot daoced up and down fn the siow.

2Ol we woul yon real Lad uest
woeer, Angeline!  We been waitin
expectin LI we'te ot on e spocial,
Do gay you'll cowe,”

“IL b'lieve pa'll buest if you don's
come, Angeline,” sald his wite, “Ilv
Euts 5o get ot anything."”

“Well, 1 will,” assented the widow.
“I used to bave good times at your
house when [ was a glrl, | never bhave
forgotten them,"”

I's went through an expressive pan-
tomime behlnd ber,

»And pa’ll feteh you on Sunday aft-
ernoon,” went on Mre, Gladden, “If
the snow don't giny on, he'll feteh you
in a4 buggy.” 5

Afterward Mre, Gladden declared
that pa spant the happlest week of hls
life getting veady for that couple to
be reunited. It never steuck iz wirm
aund Innocent heavt that anything could
g0 niniws. He piled up special wood
for the parler; he hovered around the
two bedrooms; he actuilly had his fin-
ger in every ple and cnke baked., He
went to the villnge store alone otce or
twice and after the last visit wore an
air of the decpest mystery. j

Mrs, Gladden stood this untll the
hour of retiving.

“Asahel!” she exclalmed, with a
bregk in her volee, “Asahel, you pey-
er had a secret from we in all your
life, qid you?’

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

“Never before,” he whispered, "“but
I'm so afenrd you can't hold this one
over S8unday meetin I'm bound not to
breathe it.'

One dry sob brought him to terms,

“It alr,” he whigpered, tiptoeing over
to her; “It air that I telegraplied to
Devy to git here on the Bunday after-
noon express,”

Mrs. Gladden's attitude toward the
world on Bunday morning was the
goselp of the nelghborhood for weeks,
Bhe suddenly assumed an alr of fu-
neral dignlty: would converse with no
ope and stolked silently out after meet-
lng and clilmbed into the sleigh tri-
amphantly.

“You've done it,” whispered her hus-
band, delighted. "I dido't eredit you
with it."

After dinner the parlor fire wna
lighted, the table spread for company
tea, and Pa Gladden wrapped himself
up to go for Angeline, He wasa 8o hap-
py his wife's heart trembled.

“Pa,”" she aaid, “don't you met too
mucl store by it. Devah may have
other Intentions, and Angeline may not
agree,

“Don't you think 1t!" declared pa.
‘Angeline are a hundred times prettler
than she war. Devy air & man; that
settles it -all. Now do your part.
Leave Devy to me. Men understand
men!"

He brought Angeline and her valises
back In ap hour, Mrs. Gladden re-
jolced In her womanly beauty, Bhe
kissed her as tenderly as If she had
been & young girl when she helped her
in. Angellne'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 bome,” said pa, coming ln.
“] have to be gone an hour or two.
Xou and ma can have a good old talk."

Awhlle later he was stamping off
the falling snow on the platform of
the station, The express stopped, nn
unusual proceeding. A tall, bronzed
man alighted, and pa met him, #o
eager he almost cried over Lhim as he
shook hands.

Alns, alas! All pa's finesse and sub-
tle phrases were forgotten. Finally
he relned In Dolly, almost in sight of
the house,

“Devy,” he quavered, "I always felt
8o sorrowful ’bout you an Angeline
Porter's break off. You war sc happy
together when you wans young., Devy.
I've got Angeline here. She air a wil-
ow; sghe alr & diner woman 'n you could
gee In a day's travel, It alr the de-
gire of my heart to bring yon two to-
gether,”

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

Good Ma Gladden came out to the
glelgh, 8he, too, had forgotien her
part. 8he had been erylng and broke
down, ;

"Please 'scuse Angeline,” she said
brokenly; "sle's there In the parlor,
Don't you want to go in, Devah? |
guess yon nexin't be afeared.”

The tall man strode past her, his
own eyes mlsty. The wedaed couple
left on the steps were pot ashamed to
kiss each other with tears and smiles,
—Chicago News,

Photographing a Tiger,

Mr. Gambler Bolton, the famoua ani-
mal photographer, says that one of his
best gtudies was of a tiger at the Lon-
don zoo, which nearly put an end to
kis life. Mr. Bolton waa inside the
barrier which preventa the public from
golng too close to the cages and wan
taking & photograph of another tiger,
when one he had not noticed came
strolling from behind #ome rocks and
made a spring at him, A ahild called
out, apd Mr, Bolton darted back just
o time. His head was underneath the
focusing cloth when the tiger made
the attempt, and as the camera was
ntterly ruinad It (s pretty well certaln
that the photographer's head would
have been smashed to pleces, How-
ever, Mr, Bolton pald the animal ent,
for he egeed It on to nitke o second
charge and took a photograph of it In
the act,

TAMED THE JOCKEYS.
THE MIDGETS;;;-I; I-TnD A BAD CASE
OF SWELLED HEAD.

A Bpanking Over a Walter's Knee
Unred One, und an Uncerenion.ons
Tuamble Ints the Ocenn ‘Fook the
Innolence Out of the Other,

“It lg a notorious faet,” said an old
borseman, “that  suceessful  jockeys
are more afflleted with the blg head
taan any other cluss of midgets you're
Hable to meet up with, Ou two oven-
slons that 1 recall 1've sven American
walters tnke prominent Amevican
jockeys down when the lntter have be-
come Insufferable in  their conduct,
Some years ago an eastern jockey
whose fame was spread broadeast
throughout the ricing world was tik-
ing dinner with a party of foollslily
idolatrous friends at the Clff House,
outside of Ban Franclsco. The jockey
had been riding during the winter rac-
ing in and avound Ban Franclsco, and
on this day he had won the swell event
of the year on a rather no dccount
horse. Consequently his hat wes a
whole lot too small for him.

“He was an iosulting lUttle chap at
best, but on thig occasion he slnply
let his tongne run away with his
brains. His bhumwr took the turn of
joshing an old time walter at the CIff
House who had been In Californla
gince the days of the Argopauts, The
old man had long slde whiskers, and
the Jockey made sundry and dlvers re-
marks to the walter about the oppor-
tunity he was glving to the wind by
wenring whiskers of that particular
length, and the old man took the tallk
good natoredly witbout paying much
attention to the touch of mmstiness In
the widget's remarks, Fioally, how-
aver, when the wine had gone around
pretty freely, the Jockey reached up
beliind his chaly as the old walter waa
in the act of performing some little
gervice for the men at the tnble, and,
twisting his hand in the hair on one
gide of the old servitor’s face, he delib-
erately pulled out m falrly large band-
tul of the latter's whiskers.

*“The old man leaped back with pain
and Indlgoation, the jockey laughing
at him ldletleally. Then the walter
enolly 1ifted the jJockey ont of his chaly
by the scruff of the neck, sat down
and enlmly deposited the midget across
his knees, face downward,

“igon,' eald the walter, ‘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 bhand
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 brouglht 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
be had to take his medicine. Then hie
friends at the table jumped to his res-
cue, and, quickly letting the jockey
sllde on to the Hoor. the old walter,
thoroughly arcoused., jumped up and
kngcked them down one after the oth-
er. He just pollshed them all off in de-
tall, and when he had got through with
them he stood hig 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 kleking the
party out of the house,

“Another time a jockey who leaped
into prominence with meteorie epeed
by reason of his winning two of the
great events of the eastern turf in
quick successlon got the worst of it at
the hands of a Coney Island walter,
[ saw the Incident myself. The jockey
had bad such a mighty accession of
the ‘1 am It' spirit that he considered
he could perform all sorte of mean lit-
tle tricks at the expense of all hands
and do the same with impenity. On
this day bhe had won three stralght
races, amnd his lmpericusnéss was
something monumental. He took din-
ner with three bookmakers on one ‘'of
the blg Coney Island plers, The man
who walted on the party was a bullet
bead, but a qulet, attentive man at
the®, He was removiog some plates
after the second course when the jock-
ey picked up a siplion of seltzer and
deliberately squirted half the bottle
full in the walter's face. The walter
wiped his face and his shirt front off

ed up to the jockey's ehalr and sald:
“*'Have you had yer dip in de sea yit
t'day, Freddy?

presslon of surprise on his face, as If
he wondered what was coming.

“1 t'ought not,’ sald the bullet
headed walter. ‘Dat’s de reason I'm
goin t’ let you have it now.

“Then the waiter suddenly plcked
the famous jockey up, and before any
of the men at the table could interfere
he carried blm over to the ralling of
the pler and dropped the midget horse
rider inoto the water, about 15 feet be-
low,

“‘1 jist want t' see If de little
snoozer wit' de swelled nut kin swim
as well ag he kin ride a horse,' sald the
walter, quietly watching the jockey
come to the surface and strike out,
The Jockey could swim, and he made
the beach without any trouble, but he
didn't return to the pler.,”--Waahing:
top Bar

Misaing ‘Pime,

What do people do with thelr sar
plus time? ‘They used to wenve the
cloth thelr garments were made of and
make them by hand, They now get
thom ready made at the stores, It
takes less time to do every net of
drudgery than It used to take, What
becomes of the surplus time? If we
have galned an hour over our spces.
::1"1'; what becomes of It¥—Atchison

obe,

with hls table towel and then be walk- |

*“*No, sald the Jockey, with an ex- |

An Accommuduting Ear.

Philadelpuans bave become accuas:
tomed to the Clhinanuin who carvles
his niekel tor carfare in his enr, but
it remained  for gy enterprising tep-
resentative of The Recond to discover
o muy who seed the soft lobe of hia
ear fora cotton wid.

Passengers on 0 street enr in the
Quaker Clty the other day were at-
tracted o a well dressdd wan of mid-
dle age because of somethlng peeuliar
they noticed about bis elght ear. Bt
seeried to thowe who looked that the
e was minus o tobe, Suddenly there
was o flop. and the Interestsd pose
sengers then potieed thut the ewr was
all right, with the lobe In the place
where it ought to be.

By the tine the passengers hidd gone
deep Iito wonder over the strauge
sight the map raised his hand nnd
pushed the lobe into the openlng of the
ear, placing the ear In the condition
it was before the Hop. Notlelng that
the man who sat next to him swved In
an Ioquiring way at him, the man
with the magie ear suld that the lobe
was his earache cure, -

He was a grent sufferer from the
ache, he seld, and formerly used cotton
to shut the wind out of his ent, One
day he was without cotton and found
that be eould shove the lobe Into the
opening. [t did oot only keep the
wind out. but the paln dirappeared
quicker. and ainee then he haw always
put the lower part of hls ear Into use
when the enrache has come on,

Wendell Palllips and Elnine,

When Weudell Philllps was last in

Washington, he was for a few minutes
ot the Heor of the Unlted States sen-
ate, surronided by a group of senators,
among whom wue Senntor James G.
Blaine, slways n favorite with Mr
Phillips. It so happened that a few
weeks before this tlme Mr, Blalne, In
presenting to congress the statue of
Governor IKing, Hfrst governor of
Maloe, to b ploced In the rotunda of
the capltal, had commented severely
on the loyalty of Massachusetts, and
especially the Medernlist party, during
the war with Grent Britaln In 1812,
* Of thim party the father of Wendell
Phillips, Jobn Philllpss was o' con-
eplenous member, When Blalne's
speech waes made Dawes and Hoar
were sepatora from Massachupetts, and
they both essayed some sort of an
impromptu reply thereto, but did them-
selvea little credit in parying the
thrusta of Blaine's glittering rapler.

Ho, when Wendell Philllps met
Blaine on this ovcaslon. he sald to bim
laughingly. “I wish 1 had been 4 memy
ber of this body for about an lhour
the other day when you mnade that
speech attacking the Massachusetts
Federnlists,"

“Ah" sald Mr. Blalne with that
ready wit which never deserted him,
“If you had been here 1 shouldn’t have
made that speech!”—Harper's Maga-
eloe,

Some Famous Fuaes,

Napoleon, with a face as It It had
been modeled from a Greek cameo,
was gever, o Talleyrand’s judgment
at all events, quite a gentlemau. He
gestlculated too much and was alto
gether too violent for the correct taste
of the great noble tralned under the
old regime. Perfection of body Is not
necessary. elther, for wany misshaped
men have heen dignifled even when
they were tot. lke the Due de Ven-
dome, Princes of the L.lea In days
when that distlnetion meant so much,

Little men and wizened men have
both Insplred awe. for great soldiers
trembled If Louls XIV frowned, and
no mano received without weakened
knees & rebuke from Wlliam 111, The
protruding under llp of the Hapsburgs
bas never detracted from thelr mnjes-
ty, and Vietor Emmanuel, who, for all
his good wmanvers, always suggested to
the onlooker a bull face to fave with
the metadore, was for all that every
Inch a king.—Bpectator,

A Borglary BEtory,

They were telllng "burglary atories”
on the veranda In front of the grocery
store In a down eust town,

“The man's hnod was thrust through
the bole he bad cut in the door,” said
the star talker, "when the woman selg
ed the wrist and beld on In spite of the
struggles of the man outside, In the
morolog the burglar was found dead,
having eut hls own throat when he
found escape Impossible; but the brave
woman had not known he was dead,
nnd so had not released her grasp on
his wrist all niglit long." i

“Hub!" growled the skeptic In the
corner. “Why didp't she feel of his
pulse?"'=Buffalo Commerelal.

The Cossacks,

i Cossacks form the volunteer caval-
ry troops of mouthern Russla. They
provide themselves with horses, yni-
forms and weapons and serve a8
guards to the highwaye and perform
certaln other milltary duties on de-
mand of the governor of the district in
which they live. in return for which
service they are relleved from taxa-
tlon to & certain extent. Their cos-
fumes are picturesque, and they have
A worldwide reputation for the excel-
lence and daring of thelr horseman-
ship.

Clever Charlle,

Bome one took Charlle up and asked
Bim If he was papa's boy. He an-
swered, “Yes."

“And you're mamma's boy too?'

“"Yen," replled Charlie.

“Well, how can you be papa's boy
and mamma's bey at the same time?"

“0h.” replied Charlle quite Indiffer-
ently, “ean't n woagon have two
borses 1

Fomad at Last.

Proprietor—1'm looking for a map |
oan trust.

Applicant—We'll get along then, For
ten years I've done wothing but look
for & man that would trust me.~De-
| trolt Free Preas
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