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A %stlou'a I/tenfe..

One of' the younger poe'ts of England
has written:

Get ye the sons your fathers got,
And God wiU save tl..r queen.

The idlet of these' I m's comnes out
grslhtieaiiy in a story told by Mr.
Harry de Windt in his Is~ok, "Finland
as It Is."*

Years aigo an Euglintauman made the
acquaintance of a I'luioda schoolmas-
ter In the town of Oulu. The traveler
expressed surprise that Russia should
have allowed Finland to keep her cur-
rency.

"Russia datre not take It from ua!'
was the reply.

"Dare not! Why, you could not fight
Russia

"Oh, yes, t*e could. We make guns,
and vecry big guns, right beres in Oulu.
We have an important foundry. Do
you care to see it?"

The Englishman followed his host
with doubtful curiosity until they
reached the gates of a large brick
building, from which came running a
troop of children.

"There," said the Finn. pointing to
the building, a schoolhouse. "there Is
our foundry, and there are our guns,
at present on their way home to din-
ner. The weapons of my country, sir,
are civilization and humanity, and they
will be victorious over the deadliest
engines forged at Kronatadt."-Youth's
Companion.

aural Cou~rting.
On the shores of the Moray firth-the

spot need not be more specifically 10-
ealised-there Is a flourishing little vil-
lage of some 1.400 inhabitants, con-
diating chiefly of fisher folk. The young
man end maiden do Dot court in the
orthodox fashion. Their method is
muc-i more prosaic, and what is char-
acteristic of one case may generally be
accepted as characteristlo of them s.IL
There is or course an occasional in-
stance of genuine old fashioned court-
ship, but that is a rather rare excep-
tion.

"Mother," said one young man on his
return from a successful herring flr~h-
ing, "I'm goon to get merrid." "'Weel,
Jeems, a' think ye sh'd just gang an
ask yer cousin Marack." And as he
had no particular preference, he went
straight away to ask her.

"Wail ye tak me. Marack?" was the
brusque and businesslike 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. "I canna
tak ye, teems," was her reply, and
then, turning to her sister. "Tak ye 'los
Dellak." And the sister took him.-
Chambers' Journal.

His Laek.
Mr. Botts-I think, my dear, I have

at last found the key to succesr.
Mrs. Botta-Well, Just as lilkc'y as

not you'll not he able to find she keg.

A Cat's Love Few a Deakev.7
In the bowels of the earth, says a

correspondent, I was a witness to one
of the most pathetic friendships that
ever existed between animals. In this
certain mine there was a cat which had
lived in the underground stables for a
great number of years. It was always
to be found in the stall belonging to
an old donkey when the animal was
resting from its labors and would very
often accompany the donkey in Its
working jourueys a mile underground.

One day, owing to the carelessness
of its driver In unloading It. the poor
little animal suffered a severe strain
and was unable after to do its daily
work. For nearly a couple of weeka
the donkey lay in agony in its stable!
and during that time the cat ecaresly
ever left its friend. Sometimes the
lads would drive it away, but it *ould
stealthily steal heck again, and when
the donkey died as a result of its in-
juries the cat began to howl pitifully
and would not be comforted.

But the climax came when they
were taking the donkey'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 had to be
killed.

A Pig Sae..
Some years ago, In celebration of the

jubilee of the International club at
Baden-Baden, a pig race was held on
the Imlxheim race course. The pig.
were trained by being fed once daily
for a fortnight at a certain spot on
the race course. On the day of the
event the animals were let loose by
the starter (alias swineherd) a few
hundred pace's fromt the feeding
troughs and scampered toward the
goal in wild confusion, emitting loud
grunts of satisfaction. Tihe prime were
arranged according to the regulations
of the turf, and each pig was painted
its own color-red, green, blue body
and y ellow bead, etc. The sight was
intensely amusing and one not easily
forgotten.

Violet'
By HELEN WOOD

r'nf jr~lf I~",~ Ilrcbn flu'..

E~litli It', :. 'tirI. her Aunt Marcy's
rNu it it It gr.at lunch of r:olats on

her ii. . 'iiu'y Ilicit tihe ramn with

tlu vi .. r. l.: 'ii'! r girl uI, ii. Fr
hla .-:nlat iri"tt-. i,.'-lu way of

striiflig.,y :Iilk'- Iha PauiiIo aeaE, lip'
awlt WI v lhair nili, ih. $8tuen quick.

nervu'as a yn of sleakiuug.

"'Oh.. y.a,'' repli.d the g~ri carelessly.
"Jlimmiy always acends inc lovely flow-
ers. hint I'um getting so tired of violets.
I don't see wihy lie didn't get American
Beauties l..stcad today."

$he tossed her coat carelessly on the
couch, c'rulmpling and crushing the vio-
lets. Her aunt looked up qijuckly and
thetn drew th. girl to the stool at her
side.

"Edith. your words remind me of a
story. May I tell it?"

The girl nodded her head delightedly.
"It was in the spring of 18611. 1 wsin

a gay, spoiled girl, like you, and Lang-
don Murray. to whom I had heen en-
gaged for several months, was my
helpless slare. While our social pleas-
ures differed slightly from those of the
present day we, too, loved pretty
gowns and flowers, so when Langdou
promised to send me, for a certain
dance, the prettiest flowers he could
find 1 naturally expected somethiug
quit, handsome in the way of a bou-
quet. Instead of the roses I had hoped
for there came only a hunch of violets,
not violets de Parma. like yours, but
the simplest of fragrant blossoms. I
was In a fine temper, tossed them aside
and went to the dance unadorned with
any flowers. If Langdon felt hurt, he
showed no sign, and his very self re-
straint annoyed ate the wore. I was
disgracefully pettish all evening and
on the way home had little to say to
mny long suffering escort.

"The next evening he called 6s usual,
and in the meantime mother had res-
cued the discarded violets and placed
them in a vase. Hie crossed to the
piano and touched the half faded flow-
ers whimsically. Then ho turned to
me with unusual gravity and tender-
neas

"'So you didn't like my violets, Mar-
cy, dear?'

"(Thildiahly I shook my head,
"'I thought, dearest, they were. the

reflection of your eyes. That's why I

chse te. uPe~vsrhaps, asyou don'tr

care for them, Imay take a few?'
"Take them, of course,' I maid non

ebalantly.
'"No; I want you to give them te

me.
"Wonderingly I selected a small

bunch and handed thenm to hinm. Than
I laughed nervously.

"'Dear me, Langdon, you look as se
lions as it you wers going to a fu-
areal.'

"'To something wormse than that.
Marcy, dear; to-war. And these wifll
remind me of the sweetest girl in the
world, my slender, blue eyed violet.
who Is going to be brave till i come
back.'

"A chill crept over we. I maw my
pettish folly, my one sided quarrel, in
their true light. What a penitent girl
I was, and bow complete was our
reconciliation, how tender our parting!
Then, when he had kissed me goodby
for the last time, I took what was left
ef the violets and pressed them in this

Mrs. Murray opened an old fashioned
collection of verses snd showed Edith a
small bouquet of withered flowers tied
with white rihbon.

"You of today cannot realize the hor-
rors of the civil war. Mother and I
mewed incessantly for the soldiers. It
was all we could do. This labor of
love, with frequent letters from Lang'
don, who was with the western army,
kept me alive. Reptaration had taught
me how deep was my love for him,

"After the battle of Stony Ridge
came word that I.aiigdon hnd been tar.
ribly wounded and left on the field un-
til aid could be sent to him. but when
the hosltl;al corps art-ived he was not
to he fouunl, and the weesamate who
wrote the letter had been able to leers

nothing ift hit fate. tiet could the iin-
-quint it institutedt I y uny fthxer a.tI't
the wisit ry. 1 railed it fite. I pmn'.

to di, hIr onl tn clil ti gwit hi gn'"
tittie a hero Ii'wslk Cagwt i h st'rh~ heart. ats be had 6s, i,
they shouitd alwayst lit..

'114 ire-its tirnggsel int months, it ii

tutua siitlt-ilytitame lice' fromi Nan -
vilit that be la3 II ere in the govern

otters he hadl beeni ret-itt 13 ecbang,".
antt if 1 iwishied to aset hiltu alive I ptust

Collie at ones. Of the lhtriors of that
tripl and the sdays ahmiilg the suffering
amid dying you can never know, but I'
nu~rseul lancttnei back ttt life, and when
we rinaeetle our northerni Intue It wias a
mttre senibilet, thoughtful woman that
he led tot the altar, and, my dear, in the
first ftew years of our married lifte
whetnev-etr the old thoughtless words
rtoste to my lips I recalled the violets
whielh he had worn over his heart
thritugh' the batties and the marches.
and whenever l became selfish and
thoutght miy husbanid was not doing
everythting lie could to make me happy
I would steal away to my room and
look Into the pages where these with-
ered flowers lay. Violets may be mod-
eat, itut they can recall memories which
no haughty American Beauties can
bons:."

Edith was very thoughtful as she
kissed her aunt and went to her room.
There on her tea table the maid hatd
placed a vase filled with American
Beauties. She flushed as she looked
at them. What bad she said to Jimmy
about hating violets?

That evening when Jim Barber call-
ed on his fiancee Edith was wearing
the violets. He elevated his eyebrows
slightly, then heat down to kiss the
tender, upturned face. Edith was look-
ing unusually pensive.
"1 thotught you hated violets. Didn't

you get the roses this afternoon?'
Edith stalled.
"I won't fib. Jimmy. I do like roses

best, hut when you send the vioaets-'
why-why, that makes them different,
you know."

Jim, rather surprised at the sudden
tenderness and gentleness of his whim-
slcal sweetheart, held her close to his
heart. At last she raised her head and,
pulling some violets from ber corsage.
fastened them on his coat. Again he
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 national
guard, glanced at her curiously.

"N\o. dear."
She sighed happily and murmured,

1I'm very, very glad."

Fourth Century shortband.
That shorthand was used in the an.

dent world is well known, but our in-
formation is still scanty, and any ad-
ditlon is welcome. It may therefore
be worth knowing that there is in the
Armenian "Acts of St. Callistratus"
a Zeference to the emnploym~ent of ste-
nography. A translation of this is In-
cluded in Mr. F. C. Conyheare's "Ar-
menian Apology and Acts of Apollo-
nina and Other Monuments of Early
Christianity." The account of ('al-
listratus was probably written in the
first half of the fourth century. it in-
cludes several long addresses of Calli-
stratus to his fellow soldiers in expla-
nation of the mysteries of the new
faith for which he and forty-nine of
his comrades became martyrs. Per-
haps with a view to giving them au-
thority as verbatim reports, the, com-
piler says:

"But there was a certain scribe of
the law court who was near to the
prison, and he listened to the discourse
of Callistratus, and he wrote it down
in shorthand on paper and gave it to
us, and we set in order with all ac-
curacy the record and outline of his
thought." ________

Tkaekerav's Facial Apisnannss
In 181-A or 1&;0 Charlotte Bronte

wrote of Thackeray; "To me the broad
brow seems to express Intellect. Cm'-
talc lines about the nose and cheek be-
tray the satirist and the cynic; the
mouth indicates a childlike simplicity,
perhaps even a degree of irresnoluteneus
in consistency-weakness, in short, hut
a weakness not unamiable." And Mr.
Motley, writing to his wife in 183i8,
said: "I believe you have never seen
Thackeray. He has the appearance of
a colossal Infant-smooth, white, shin-
ing, ringiety hair, flaxen, alas, with ad-
vancing years; a roundiab face with a
Uttle 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 ill his speech
and in his letters, and he was fond of
repeating Douglas Jerrold's remark to
him when be was to stand as godfather
to a friend's son, "Lord, Thackeray, I
hope you won't present the child with
your own mug!"

A Tonder meereed Dog.
A sick dog teak up i. $bode in the

laild behind our house, and after see-
lng the poor thing lying there for some
time I toqk it food and milk and water,
The next day it was still there, and
when I was going out to Seed it I saw
that a small pug was running about It,
so I took a whip out with me to datwa
It away. The pug planted itself be-
tween me and the sick dog and barked
at me ssvagely, but at last I drove it
away and again gave food and milk
and water to my protege.

The little pug watched me for a few
momenta, and as soon as he felt quite
assured that my intentioss toward the
sick dog were friendly it ran to me
wagging its tall, leaped up to my
shoulder and licked my face and hands,
nor would it touch the water till the
invalidl had had all it wanted. I sup-
pose that it was satisfied that its coin-
panion was in guood hands, for it trot-
ted happily away and did not appear
upon the scene again-Oar. London
Spectator.

I A KISS INTHE DARK
By J7. P. OC7JGmItN

No excuses for his conduct can be
)ffercd further than It warn bis first of-
tense, snd the whole thing was done
in an offhand, unpremeditated sort of
way. Besides, Motile warn really an at-
tractive girl.

Burton bad been living with the Low.
dons fur a number of years and had al-
ways been regarded as one of the fami-
ly, so much so. indeed, that his real po-
sition, that of a boarder, was kept in
the background.

The Lowdons did not like to think of
themselves as "keeping boarders" and
saw no reason for a descent in the so-
cial scale 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 Molie. The
contrast was superlative. Martha, the
hard faced, the stern, that martinet of
the kitchen, the scourge of laxity, was
a million removes from Miollie, the ap-
ple cheeked, the smiling, with Irish
mischief in her eyes and the comether
on her lips. Burton thought the change
splendid. At breakfast he smiled cheer-
fully into Moli~e's bright face in 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, he should
tiptilt that dimpled chin and kiss the
inviting lips?

"That's for your good looks. Motles."
he said and went upstairs three steps
at a time. In the rear he heard a
stilled shriek that died away in a soft
chuckle. As he dressed he smiled
complacentiy at himself In the glass.

Burton dined out that evening, At
bseakfast next morning he found a
second Martha, Yrs. Lowdon appar-
ently did not think the matter worth
explanation. She had ether matters
on her mind. Turning to her husband.
she said: "Jim must dine home thla
evening. I want him to meet Etta..
Etta," she continued, speaking to Bur-
ton, "is my cousin. She Is going to
stay with us here for a month or two.
She is a charming girl, You'll like 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. Lowdlon's
friends were usually a duty to him
and involved more attention than he
was at times wiling to give. Hila meet-
ing with Etta Kingsley that evening,
however, put matters at once on an en-
tirely different footing. Rarely had
Burton seen so much demure viva-
ciousness. A sparkle and a ripple in
her laugh foretold pleasant things.
Her smile was sometimes in reserve.
Burton had his first acquaintance man-
ners. He was a little slow, a trifle fin-

1

tm zammL:w WAS ,3ASILY ouSDmiA-
TO*T 0P TES PLAY.

paitent and pleasantly serious. They
talked books, plays. hoalnems and
hornes. Miss Kingsley was from Ken-
tacky. It *as a hotchpotch of con-
verustlem. Burtorn felt that he had an-
quitted himself well. lest these Urn.
sated an uneasy. cousclousnes that
Miss Kingsley was "guying" him when
he talked up to the dignity of his thu-
t.-three years.

"You must be awfully prim, Mr. Buer
torn," she remrrked sadden.y apper-
ently apropos of sothiag In paticular.

"Prim" he echoed. momentarily shak-
en out of his self possasslorn. "My gee-
dorns! Why do yott think that!"

"Oh, I don't know, it Just lashed
through my mind that you never do
saything frivolous."

Mrs. and Mr. Lowdon laughed, and
Burton. a faint tint on his fane, looked
at his plate and husahed too.

A few dsys later the fpur went to
the theater. On the way homne Miss
Kingsley was, frankly condemnatory
of the play. "The hero," she told Bur.
ton, "was. to begin with, a fool, and in
the next place I'm sure he wasn't balf
as good as he was pictured. There
aren't much 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.
talla than are good for them and stay'
out late at eight and. I suppose, kiss
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,he maid when her mistres isn't look-

Burton saw no application to himself
in particular and took the ehot at his
mex amsa piece of badinage. He retort-
ed laughingly, "You wouldn't have him
kim. her in the presence of her mis-
tress?"

Miss Kingsley had been In the house
just one month when Burton went
through the operation of personal
mtocktaking. "You're not a Ouida
Adonis, Jim," he told himself, "but you
seem to be a decent, fairly good looking
sort of chap. according to everyday
standards; you are good tempered, re-
sonably domnesticated and willing to
bmZrme more mo, of a tolerable dispo.
ml tn end financially in 'a position to
marry a modest maid."

When a man holds this kind of com-
munion with himself, it goes without
saying that he is in love, and Jim was
frank to himseelf, at least on that ques-

Although no definite time had been
fixed upon for Mims Kinguleym epr
ture, Burton felt instinctively that her
stay was coming to an end. There
was a premonition of farewell In the
air-, and, although his acquaintance
was only mix weeks old, he determined
to take the desperate atop. stow, a
proposal Is a delicate and dimfcult mat-
te,, and Jim felt that of ali the known
and approved methods only one suited
his temperamental and physical make-
up. `The romantic was out of the qunm-
tioo. the flippant too extreme os the
othelr mide, the abrupt too unwise, the
roundabout beyond his compare,
Therefore he planned what he believed
to We a style of him own.

She was playing the piano, He wasleaning negligently at the mide.
"I suppose you are looking forwardto the opening of the grand opera lea-

men?' he Inquired, with deliberate in-tention to discover the date of beg de-
parture.

"No; that is one of my disappoint-
menta. I leave on Monday."

Jim wam silent for awhile, it was
part of hi. plan.

"I shall be very sorry. It Is a pity
you will not remain in New York alto-
gether."

"Thank you. You are very kind."
This, with a frank smile into his eyee,
disconcerted Jinn somewhat. He had'expected a refply with a "why" in is.He tried It again.

"I wish you could remain."
"But I can't."

"You can."
"How 7"
"I should like the right to keep you

here.".
"Is this a proposal?"
Jim nodded.
"Well, I am very much flattered in-

deed, and I ,think I would like to ac
ca pt you-now, keep your distance,
please-if'-

"If I Yea! If what?"
"If you comply with the conditions.

Do you drink?7"
"No."
"00o(d! You don't sntay out late at

night?"
"No."
"Excellent! And. I suppose, if I mar-,

sied you, you'd never kiss the maid?"
"Never!" said Jim fervently.
"Stay where you are, please. Hav's

you ever kissed the maid?'
"What!iKibsed her?" cried Burton

in righteousa indignation at the impu"
tatioai on hiataste.

"Ito! MoAN, I mean. I hear she was
a very attrestive girl."

Bm-ton wM about to flounder into a
cofesionl ,$nd an explanation, but a
twinkle in*tta's eye saved him. "No,"
he declared stoutly. "I never kissed
Molli. I kissed your

He had her in his arms, and she ca-
-tute :.!

"I never debited up that kiss against
your character," she told htii, "be
canes I knew tress the way you did it
that it was the first attempt."

LAd now Jima I. wondering how she
knew.

ale Natde aesset viersetee.a
Shes was young and innocent lookin

and coy and shy, and the half doses
seen among the passengers on a Chica.
go street ear tile other day caught
themselves leaking at her more than
once and ableei wishing they had such
a daagbter. Presently another girl got
in, and the'two exchanged elclama'

hon Ofseyl Two minutes later
the last corner was saying loud enough
to ha heard 'all over the car:

"D ar m a.Hdge, but your new hat
Is a stunnusrl"

"Yea? Do you like it?'
"It's perfectly splendid. It must have

cest at least $5."
"Five dollars! echoed the coy and

shy and innocent. "Why, my old 'goy
coughed up foinrtsen hones for this bat.
and we got $6 oEf at tra!


