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A Natiou's Defense.
Omne of the younger poets of England

has written:
Get ve the sona your fathers got,
And God will suve the guesn.
The iden wof chese lines. comes out
graphically In n story told by Mr.

Harry de Windt in Lis book, “Finland
ns It Is.”

Years ago sn Englishman made the
acquaintence of a Finnish schoolmas-
ter 1n the town of Ouln. The traveler
expressed surprise that Russin should
have allowed Finland to keep her e¢ur-
rency,

“ftusgin dare not take It from os!”
was the reply.

“Dare not! Why, yon could not fight
Russia!"

“Oh, yes, tve could. We make guns,
and very blg guns, right here In Oulu.
We have an Important foundry. Do
you care to ses it¥"

The Englishman followed hils host
with doubtful curiosity oantil they
reached the gates of a large brick
bullding, from which came running a
troop of children.

“There,” sald the Finn, pointing to
the bullding, a schoolhouse, “there fa
our foundry, and there are our guns,
at present on thelr way home to din-
ner. The weapons of my country, sir,
are civillzatlon and humanity, and they
will be victorlous over the deadllest
englnes forged nt Kronstadt."—Youlh's
Companion.

Rural Couriing.

On the shores of the Moray firth—the
apot need not be more specifically lo-
enlized—there I8 a flonrishing little vil-
lage of some 1400 Inhabltants, con-
sisting chiefly of fisher folk. The young
man and malden do not court in the
orthodox  fushion. Thelr method s
much more prosaie, nnd what Is char-
acteristic of one case may generally be
necepted ne characteristio of them all
There 18 of course an occasional In-
stance of genuine old fashioned ecourt-
ehip, but that is a rather rare exeep-
tion.

“Mother,” sald one young man on his
return from a swecessful herring fish-
Ing, “I'm goan to get merrid.” “Weel,
Jeems, a' think ye sh'd just gang an
nsk yer cousin Marack.” And as he
had ne partienlar preference, he went
straight away to ask her.

“Wull ye tnk me, Marack? was the
brusque and businessiike query which
he put to the young woman in the
presence of her sister Bella,

But Mary had promised her hand to
another that same evening. “1 canna
tak ye, Jeems,” was her reply, and
then, turning to her sister, “Tak ye "im,
Bellak.” And the sister took bhim.—
Chambers' Journal,

His Lueck.

Mr. Botts—I think, my dear, | have
at last found the key to success,

Mrs. Botts—Well, just as lkc'y as
not you'll pot be eble to And the key-
haole.

A Cat's Love For a Donkey.

In the bowels of the earth, says a
correspondent, | was a witness to one
of the most pathetic friendships that
ever existed between animals, In this
certaln mine there wns n eat which had
lived In the underground stables for a
great number of years. [t was always
to be found In the stall belonging to
an old donkey when the aulmal Wus
resting from its labors and would very
often nccompany the donkey in its
working jourveys a mile underground.

One day, owing to the carclessnoss
of Its driver In unloading it, the poor
little animal suffered a severe strain
and was unable after to do Its dally
work. For nearly a couple of weeks
the donkey lay In agony in Its stable
and during that time the cat scarcely
ever left its friend. Sometimes the
lads would drive it away, but it would
stealthily steal back again, and when
the donkey died as a result of Its In-
Juries the eat began to howl pitifully
and would not be comforted.

But the climax came when they
were taking the dookey's carcass to
the surface. The cat began to scratch
and fly at the men who were removing
it to such an extent that It bad to be
killed.

A Pig Race.

Bome years ago, in celebration of the
Jubilee of the International club at
Baden-Baden, a pig race was held on
the IMizhelm race course. The plgs
were trained by being fed once dally
for & fortoight at a certain gpot on
the race course. On the day of the
event the anlmals were let loose by
the starter (allas swineberd) n few
bundred paces from the feeding
troughs and scampered toward the
goal In wild confusion, emitting loud
grunts of sutisfaction. The prizes were
arranged according to the regulations
of the turf, sud each pig was painted
its own color—red, green. blue body
and yeliow bead, ete. The sight was
Intensely amusing and ooe not easily

forgotten.

Edith Dean entered her Aunt Marey's
oo with n great buach of violeis on
1 ey filled the room with

1 sesprpedd the splrit of
gl wich devy

blue e

i
wd H;-r tleee affectionat: ly. They were
strik alike—the samwe eves, lips
and wavy Lair amd the snwe qulck.
nervous wny of speaking

“How beautiful your violets are!”

“Oh, yes," replicd the girl earclessly,
“Jimmy always sends me lovely flow

ers, but I'm getiing so tired of vielets,
1 dou't see why he dldn't get American
Beautles {_stead today.”

She tossed her coat earelessly on NIGI
couch, erompling and crushing the vio- |
lets.  Her aunt looked up quickly and |
then drew the girl to the stool at ber |
side,

“Edith, your words remind me of a
story. May 1 tell it¥"

The girl nodded her head delightedly. |

“It was In the spring of 1861. I was |
a gay, spolled girl, like you, and Lang- |
don Murray, to whom I had been en-
gaged for several menths, was my
helpless slave. While our social pleas- |
ures differed slightly from those of the
present day we, too, loved pretiy |
gowns nnd flowers, so when Lapgdou |
promised to send me, for a certain
dance, the prettiest flowers he could
flnd 1 naturally expected something
quite handsome In the way of a bou-
quet. Instead of the roses [ had hoped
for there enme only a bunch of violets,
not violets de Parma, like yours, but
the simplest of fragrant bi 1
was In a fine temper, tossed them aside
and went to the dance unadorned with
any ftowers, If Langdon felt burt, he
showed no sign, and bis very self re-
straint annoyed me the wore. 1 was
disgracefully pettish all evening and
on the way home bad Httle to say to
my long suffering sseort,

“The next evening he called ts usuul,
and In the meantime mother bhad res-
cued the disearded violets and placed
them In a vase. e crossed to the
plano and tovched the half faded flow-
ers whimsicully., Then he turned to
me with onugual gravity and tender-
ness.

“Bo you didn't lilke my violets, Mar
cy, dear?

“Childishly 1 shook my hend.

“ thought, dearest, they were the
reflectlon of your eyes, That's why |

MES. MUBNAY SHOWED EDITH A SMALL
BOUQUET OF FADED FLOWERS.
chose them. Perhaps, ns you don't

eare for them, I may take a few ¥
| “‘Take them, of course,” [ sald non
chalantly.

“*No; | want you to give them to
)

“Wonderingly 1 selected a small
bunch and banded them to him. Then
I langhed nervously,

**Denr me, Langdon, you look as se-
rious as if you were golng to a fu-
neral.’

“*To something worse than that,
Marey, dear; to—war. And these will
remind me of the sweetest girl In the
world, my slender, blue eyed wviolet,
who Is golng to be brave till I come
back.'

“A ehill crept over me. 1 saw my
pettish folly, my cone sided quarrel, in
thelr true light. What a penitent girl
I was, and how complete was our
reconcilintion, how tender our parting!
Then, when he had kissed me goodby
for the last time, I took what was left
of the viclets and pressed them I this |
book.”

Mrs, Murray opened an old fashioned
colleetlon of verses and showed Edith a
small bouguet of withered dowers tied
with white ribbon.

“You of today cannot realize the hor-
rors of the civil war. Mother and 1
sewed incessantly for the soldiers, It
was all we could do. This labor of
love, with frequent letters from Lang-

| kissed her nunt and went to her room.

1that a small pug was running about it,

don, who was with the western army,

kept me alive, Beparation had taught

me how deep was my love for him,
“After the battle of Stony

ribly wounded and left on the field un-
1 ald could be sent to him, bhut when
the hospii

wrote the letter bad been able to learn

Ridge |
came word that Langdon had been ter-

corps arrived he was not | ted bapplly away and did Dot appear
to be found, and the messmate who | Wpou the scene agaln.—Cor. London

pothing «f bia fate, nor could the in- !OMMJ

.
-
quiries instituted Ly wy father solve | >
the m ey, 1 ralled at fote. 1 peayed A K'SS 'N E
to die. I only I could visit his grave. | b
know wher war sk g with my | >
violets over his beart, a5 he bad said HE DARK -
they should slways L -
“The weeks dragge] Into mnnlhs,l ani | By J. P. COUGHLAN :
then suddenly enms % from Nuo | " #
ville that he lay ti n the govern- |
- T et it other Kedens b Copyright 1901, Ly J. P, Coughlan >
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oners he had been recently exchanged, |

and If I wished to see Lim alive I mus
comwe nt once. OF the horeors of 1l
trip aud the days among the suffer
and dying you can never know, bet 1|
purseil Langdon back to life, and when
we reached onr porthern home it was 2
mote sengible, thoughtful woman that

ke led to the altar, and, my dear, in the |
first few years of our married life |
when  the old thoughtless words |
rose to my Ups 1| recalled the viplets |
which he bad worn over his heart |
through the battles and the mlrelu-.x[
and whenever | became selfish and
thought wy busband was not doing
everything he could to make me happy
{ would steal away to my room and
look into the pages where these with
ered flowers lay. Violets may be wmod-
est, but they can recall memories which
no huughty American Beautles can
bonss."”

3dith was very thoughtful as sbe

There on ber tea table the mald bad
placed a vase filled with American
Beautles. She flushed as she looked
at them. What had she sald to Jimmy
about hating violets?

That evening when Jim Barber call-
ed on his finncee Edith was wearing
the violets. He elevated his eyebrows
slightly, then bent down to kiss the
tender, upturned face. Edith was look-
ing unusually pensive.

“1 thought you hated vielets. Didn't
you get the roses this afternoon?

Edith smniled.

“I won't fib, Jimmy. I do like roses
best, but when you send the viplets—
why—why, that makes them different,
you know."

Jim, rather surprised at the sudden
tenderness and gentleness of his whim-
alcal sweetheart, held her close to his
heart, At last she ralsed her head and,
pulling some violets from her corsage,
fastened them on his coat. Again be
stooped to kiss her hands as she whis-
pered:

“You don't think, Jimmy, that
there's going to be a war—very soon?”’

Jimmy, who belonged to the jonal
guard, glanced at her curfously.

“No, dear." :

She sighed happily and murmured,
*I'm very, very glad.”

Fourth Century Shorthand.

That shorthand was used in the an-
elent world 1s well known, but our in-
formation is still scanty, and any ad-
ditlon Is welcome. [t may therefore
be worth knowing that there is In the
Armenian “Acts of 8t Callistratus”
& geference to the employment of ste-
nography. A translation of this fs In-
cluded in Mr. F. 0. Conybeare's “Ar-
menian Apology and Acts of Apollo-
nlus and Other Monuments of Early
Christlanity.,” The aceount of Cal-
Hstratus was probably written in the
first half of the fourth century. It in-
cludes several long addresses of Calli-
strutus to his fellow soldiers In expla-
nation of the mysteries of the pew
faith for which he and forty-nine of
his comrades becume martyrs. Per-
haps with a view to giving them au-
thority as verbatim reports, the com-
piler says:

“But there was a certain seribe of
the law court who was near to the
prison, nnd he listened to the discourse
of Callistratus, and he wrote it down
In ghorthand on paper and gave it to
us, and we set in order with all ac-
curncy the record and outline of his
thought.”

Thackeray's Facial Appearance,

In 1540 or 1830 Charlotte Bronte
wrote of Thackeray: “To me the broad
brow seems to express Intellect. Cer-
tals lnes about the nose and cheek be-
trny the satirist and the cynic; the
mouth indicates a childlike simplicity,
perhaps even a degree of brresoluteness
in consistency-weakness, In short, but
a weakness not unamiable,” And Mr.
Motley, writing to his wife in 1838,
sald: "I belleve you bave never seen
Thackerny. He has the appearance of
a colossal infant—smooth, white, shin-
ing, ringlety bair, fiaxen, alas, with ad-
vancing years; a roundish face with a
little dab of a nose, upon which it is a
perpetual wonder how he keeps his
spectacles.”

This broken nose was always a source
of amusement to Thackeray himself,
He caricatured it In his drawing. be
frequently alluded to it In his speech
and In his letters, and be was fond of
repeating Douglas Jerrold's remark to
bim when be was to stand as godfather
to a friend’s son, “Lord, Thackeray, 1
bope you won't present the chlld with
your own muog!”

A Tender Hearted Dog.

A sick dog teok up his abode in the
fleld behind our house, and after see-
ing the poor thing lying there for some
time I togk it food and milk and water,
The next day It was still there, and
when | was golng out to feed it | saw

80 1 took a whip out with me to drive
it away, The pug planted itself be-
tween me and the sgick dog and harked
at me savagely, but at last I drove It
away and again gave food and milk
and water to my protege.

The little pug watched me for n few
moments, amnd as soon ag he felt quite
assured that my Intentlons toward the
slck dog were friendly it ran to me
wagglng its tall, leaped up to my
shoulder and licked my face and hands,
nor would it touch the water till the
invalld had had all it wanted. 1 sup-
Pose that it was satisfied that its com-
panion was in good hands, for it trot-

Bpectator.

| tractive girl
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No excuscs for his conduct ean be
sffered further than It was his first of-
fense, and the whole thing was done
in an offhand, anpremeditated sort of
way, Besldes, Mollle was really an at-

Burtdn bad been living with the Low-
dons for & number of years and had al-
ways been regarded ns one of the fami-
Iy, #o much so, Indeed, that his real po-
sition, that of a boarder, was kept in
the background,

The Lowdons did not lke to think of
themselves as “keeplug boarders” and
saw no reason for a descent in the so-
elal seale simply because Jim Burton,
their old friend, lived with them In
this comfortable home and bore a le-
gitimate but fixed share of the ex-
pense,

Martha had been a stock feature In
the Lowdon home for years when sud-
denly she was replaced by Mollie, The
contrast was saperlative. Martha, the
hard faced, the stern, that martinet of
the kitchen, the scourge of laxity, was
a million removes from Mollie, the ap-
ple cheeked, the smiling, with Irish
mischlef in her eyes and the comether
on her lips. Burton thought the change
splendid. At breakfast be smiled cheer-
tully into Mollie's bright fuee ln shame-
less, good natured admiration.

What wonder, then, that three or four
evenings later, when Burton was enter-
ing the house and found Mollie in the
dusky hall lighting the lamp, be should
tiptilt that dimpled ehin apnd kiss the
inviting lips?

“That’s for your good looks, Mollle,"
he said and went upstairs three steps
at a time. In the rear he heard a
stified shriek that died away in a soft
chuckle. As he dressed he smiled

pl tly at himself in the glass,

Burton dined out that evening. At
breakfast next morning he found a
second Martha. Mrs, Lowdon appar-
ently did not think the matter worth
explanation. She had other matters
on her mind. Turniog to her husband,
she sald: “Jim mwust dine bome this
evening. 1 want him to meet Etta.
Etta,” she continued, spenking to Bur-
ton, “is my cousin. She is going to
stay with us here for a month or two.
8he Is o charming girl. You'll llke her
awfully, Jim., Now, be sure and be in
time for dinner.”

Burton was politely Interested. He
did not look forward to the prospect
with any great joy. Mrs. Lowdon's
friends were usually a duty to bhim
and mvolved more attention than he
was ot times willing to give. His meet-
iog with Etta Kingsley that evening,
however, put matters at once on an en-
tirely different footing. Rarely had
Burton seen so much demure viva-
clousness. A sparkle and a ripple In
her Inugh foretold pleasant things.
Her smile was sometimes in reserve.
Burton had his first acqualntanee man-
pers. He was a little slow, a (rifle im-

/

MIAS KINGELEY WAS FRANKLY CONDEMNA-
TORY OF THE PLAY. #
portant and pleasantly serious. They
talked books, plays, business and
borses. Miss Kingsley was from Ken-
tucky. It was a hotchpoteh of con-
versation. Burtoo felt that he bad ae
quitted bimself well, but there lin-
gered an uneasy consciousness that
Mies Kingsley was “guying” him when
be talked up to the dignity of his thir-
ty-three years. .
“You must be awfully prim, Mr. Bur-
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Jhe mald when her mistress isn't look-
ng." “You ean.”
Burton saw no application to himeelf  “How?”
in particular and took the shot at hig I should like the right to keep you
sex as a plece of badinage, He retort- bere.”
;d;.l.-aughln:ly. “You wouldn't have kim ;lll th:ld; lml;_l'oponl‘!"

her in the presence of h m o
tress?” - “Well, 1 am very much fattered in-
Miss Kingsley had been In the house d€ed, and 1 think I would lke to ac
Just one month when Burton went €Dt you—now, keep your distance,
through the operation of personal Please—if"—
stocktaking. “You're not a Ouida  ~1f! Yes! If what?"
Adonis, Jim,” be told himself, “but you _ “If yon comply with the conditions.

seem to be a decent, falrly good looking | D0 you drink?”
sort of chap, accordlng to everyday “No.”
standards; you are good tempered, rea- | “Good! You don’t stay out late at

eonably domesticated and willing to night ¥

me more so, of a tolerable dispe- | “No.”

sitlon and financially In a position to| ‘Exeellent! And, I suppose, if I mar-
marry n modest mald.” ried you, you'd pever kiss the maid?
When a man holds this kind of com- | “Never!" sald Jim fervently.
munion with himself, it goes without “Btay where you are, please. Have
saying that he Is In love, and Jim wag | YOU ever kissed the maid? |
frank to himself, at least on that ques- | ~What! Kissed ber?’ cried Burton
tion. in righteous indignation at the lmpu-
Although no definite tation on his taste.

fixed np:n for Miss Kl:w:d@m “No! Mollie, [ mﬂn'.. 1 hear she was
ture, Burton felt instinctively that her | ® YO¥ attragtive girl. e
stay was coming to an end. There| BUrton was about to flounder In -
was n premonition of farewell In the | SOPfesslon &nd an explanation, E‘: .
alr, and, although his aequaintance | TViRkle in"Btta's eye saved him. ;:.:d
was only six weeks old, he determineq | D¢ declared stoutly, “1 never ki

to tnke the desperate Now, a Mollie. | kissed you!” o
proposal s n delicate and difenlt mat- He had ber in bis arms, and she
ter, and Jim felt that of all the known | Pitulated, ' . .
and approved methods only one guited | ) DEVer debited up that kiss aga e
his temperamental and physical make. | YOUF Character,” she fold bim, >
up. ‘The romantic was out of the ques- | C2U9 I knew from the way you e
tion, the flippant too extreme on the | (N4t It Was the first attempt. -
other side, the abrupt too unwise, the | A28 10w Jim 18 wondering how

ton," she remarked ddenly, appar-
ently apropos of nothing In particular.

“Prim!" be echoed, momentarily shak-
en out of bis sell possesslon. “My gra-
elous! Why do youn think that?"

“Oh, | dou't know. It just flashed
through my mind that you never do
anything frivolouns.”

Mra. apd Mr. Lowdon laughed, and
Burton, a faint tint on his face, looked
at bis plate and laughed too.

A few days later the four went to
the theater. On the way home Miss
Kingsley was. frankly condemuvatory
of the plny. “The hero,” she told Bur-
ton, “was, to begin with, a fool, and In
the next place I'm sure he wasn't half
ms gzood as be was pictured. There
aren't such men living now, except it
be In Kentucky. Men who pretend to
that sort of standard there are In plen-
ty, but in secret they drink more cock-
talls than are good for them and stay
out late at night and, 1 suppose, kisy

beyond  his  compass. Kipes.
Therefore he planoed what he belleved
to be a style of his own.

She was playing the plano, He was
leaning negligently at the slde.

“1

She Made Herself Unlrnluti“
Bhe was young and innocent 100!
h:"mﬁ you ure looking forward | and coy and shy, and the balf dozen
to t e opening of the grand opera sea- | men among the passengers on a Chicd:
#on¥" he Inquired, with deliberate in- | go street car the other day eaught
:nﬂﬁnn to discover the date of her de- themselves looking at her more than
“No; tha once and almost wishing they had such

. £.38.000 of iy a1 i a daugh P 1y anether girl
m?nn. ?lura on Monday." in, l;d the ' two exchanged exclama-

Im was sllent for awhile, It was | tions of surprise. Two minutes later
nll'lt of his plan, the last comer was saying loud enough
Slimu - ¥. It is a pity | to he heard all over the car:
xr:rh::- )} mot remain in New York alto- | «penr me, Madge, but your new bat
“Thank you. You are very kind” is a stunner!”
¢ . g Hke 1t?
::h!ﬁ' with a frank smile into his eyes, 4 -n?::egfcfﬁr" spl:nﬂldA It must have
sconcerted Jiw somewhat, He bad ’ cost at least $5.”
He tried 1t s¥ With 8 “why" in . | eFive dollars!” echoed the coy ind
again. > Pz
nocen| R old ‘gov
Dot T e S pemaln® it Soartasn bossae for this bat
- and we got §6 off at that!”




