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to church last sacrament Sunday, Piot
and 1. Close In front of us was old
Tant’ Trana, with dropsy and cancer
and can't live eight months. Walking
by her was something with its hands
under its coattails, flap, flap, flap, and
its chin in the air, and a stick up collar,
and the black hat on the very back
of the head. | knew him! *Who's
that?' 1 asked. ‘The rich BEnglishman
that Tant’ Trana married last week.”
‘Rich Englishman! I'll rich English-
man him,' I said. ‘I'll tell Tant’ Trana
a thing or two.! My fingers were just
In his little white curls. If it hadn't
been the bLlessed sacrament, he would
not have walked so ‘sourka, sourka,
gourka," any more. But | thougbt
wait till I've had it, and then— But
he, sly fox, son of satan. seed of the
Aniilekite, he saw me looking at him
In the ¢hurch. The blessed saerament
wasn't balf over when he takes Tant'
Trana by the arm. and out they go. |
clap wmy baby down to its father. and
I zo after them. But.” said Tant' San
ni¢ regretfully. 1 couldn't get up to

them. I am too fat. When I got to the
corner, he was pulling Tant’ Trana up
into the cart. ‘Tant’ Trana,’ 1 said,
‘you've married a Kaffir's dog, a Hot-
tentot’s brakje’ 1 hadn’t any more
breath. He winked at me—bhe winked
at me,” sald Tant’ Sannie, her sides
shaking with indignation, “first with
one eye and then with the other, and
then drove away. Child of the Amalek-
ite,”” said Tant' Sannie, “if it hadn’t
been the blessed sacrament! Lord,
Lord, Lord!”

Here the little Bush girl came run-
ning to say that the horses would
stand no longer, and, still breathing
out vengeance against her old adver-
sary,. she labored toward the -cart.
Shaking hands and affectionately kiss-
ing Em, she was with some difficulty
drawn up. Then slowly the cart rolled
away, the good Boer woman putting
her head out between the sails to smile
and nod. Em stood watching it for a
time. Then as the sun dazzled her
eyes she turned away. There was no
use in going to sit with Gregory. He
liked best sitting there alone, staring
across the green “karroo,” and till the
maid had dope churning there was
nothing to do, so Em walked away to
the wagon house and climbed on to
the end of Waldo’s table and sat there,
swinging one little foot slowly to and
fro, while the woeden curls from the
plane heaped themselves up against
her black print dress.

“Waldo,” she said at last, “Gregory
has given me the money he got for the
wagon and oxen. and I have £50 be-
sides that once belonged to some one.
I know what they would have liked
to have done with it. You must take
it and go to some place and study for a
year or two.”

“No, little one, I will not take ii,” he
said as he planed slowly away. “The
time was when I would bave been
very grateful to any one who would
have given me a little money, a little
help, a little power of gaining Lknowl-
edge. But now I have gone so far
alone 1 may go on to the end. I don’t
want it, little one.”

4‘Why is it always so, Waldo—always
807" she said. *““We long for things and
long for them and pray for them, we
would give all we have to come near to
them, but we ncver reach them. Then
at last, too late, just when we don’t
want them any more, when all the
sweetness is taken out of them, then
they come. We don’t want them then,”
she said, folding her hands resignedly
on her little apron. After awhile she
added: *I remember once, very long
ago. when 1 was a very little girl, my
mother had a workbox full of colored
reels. I always wanted to piay with
them, but she would never let me. At
last one day she sald 1 might take the
box. 1 was so glad I hardly knew what
to do. I ran round the house and sat
down with it on the back steps. but
when 1 opened the bex all the cottons
were talien out.”

She sat for awhile longer till the
Katiir maid had finished churning and
was carrying the butter toward the
house. Then Em prepared to slip off
the table, but first she laid her little
hand on Waldo's. He stopped his plan-
ing and looked up.

“Gregory is going to the town to-
-morrow. He is going to give in our
banns to the minister. We are going
be married in three weeks.”

Waldo lifted her very gently from
-the table. He did not congratulate her.
Perhaps be thought of the empty box,
but he kissed her forehead gravely.

She walked away' toward the house,
but stopped when she had got half
way. *1 will bring you a glass of but-
termilk wheu it is cool,” she called
out, and soon her clear voice came
ringing out through the back windows
as she sang the “Blue Water” to her-
self and washed the butter.

Waldo did not wait till she returned.
Perhaps he had at last really grown
weary of work; perhaps he felt the
wagon louse chilly (for he had shud-
dered two or three times), though that
was hardly likely in that warm sum-
mer weather, or perhaps, and most
probably, one of his old dreaming fits
had come upon him suddenly. He put

tomorrow, and walked slowly out. At
the side of the wagon house there was
a world of bright sunshine, and a hen
with her chickeps was scratching
among the gravel. Waldo seated him-
self near them with his back against
the red brick wall. The long after-
noon was half spent, and the ‘*‘kopje”
was just beginning to cast its shadow
over the round headed yellow flowers
that grew between it and the farm-

house. Among the flowers the white
butterflies hovered, and on the old

kraal mounds thrpe‘white kids gambol-
ed, and at the door of one of the huts
an old gray headed Kaffir woman sat
on the ground mending her mats, A
balmy. restful peacefulness seemed to
reign everywhere. Even the old hen
seemed well satistied. She seratched

ar 1 nllan) her

 Ing,
his tools carefully together, ready for !

chickens when she found a treasure
and all the while clucked to herself
with intense Inward satisfaction. Wal-
do as he sat with his knees drawn up to
his ¢hin and his arms folded on them
looked at it all and smiled. An evil
world, a deceitful. treacherous, mirage-
like world, it might be, but a lovely
world for all that, and to sit there
gloating in the sunlight was perfect.

There are only rare times when a
man's soul can see Nature. So long as

any passion holds its revel there, the
eyes are holden that should not see her.

Go out, if you will, and walk alone on
the hillside in the evening, but if your
favorite child lies ill at home, or your
lover comes tomorrow, or at your heart
there lies a scheme for the holding of
wealth, then you will return as you
went out—you will have seen nothing—
for Nature, ever, like the old Hebrew
God, cries out, ‘“Thou shalt have no
other gods before me.” Only then,
when the old idol is broken, when the
old hope is dead, when the old desire is
erushed, then the Divine compensation
of Nature is made manifest. She shows

herself to you. So near she draws you
that the blood seems to flow from her
to you through a still uncut cord. You
feel the throb of her life.

When that day comes that you sit
down broken, without one human crea-
ture to whom you cling, with your
loves the dead and the living dead;
when the very thirst for knowledge
through long continued thwarting has
grown dull; when in the present there
is no craving and in the future no
Lope, then, ol, with a beneficent ten-
derness, Nature infolds you.

Then the large white snowflakes as
they flutter down softly, one by one,
whisper soothingly, “Rest, poor heart,
rest!” It is as though our mother
smoothed our hair, and we are comfort-
ed.

Well to die then, for, if you live, so
surely as the years come, so surely as
the spring succeeds the winter, so'sure-
ly will passions arise. They will creep
back, one by one, Into the bosom that
has cast them forth and fasten there
again, and peace will go. Desire, am-
bition amd the fierce agonizing flood
of love for the living—they will spring
again. Then Nature will draw down
her veil. With all your longing you
shall not be able to raise one corner.
You cannot bring back those peaceful
days. Well to die then! .

L] L - * * - »

Sitting there with his arms folded
on his knees and his hat slouched
down over his face, Waldo looked out
into the yellow sunshine that tinted
even the very air with the color of ripe
corn and was happy.

He was an uncouth creature, with
small learning and no prospect in the
future but that of making endless ta-
bles and stone walls, yet It seens2d to
him as he sat there that life was & rare
and very rich thing. He rubbed his
hands in the sunshine. Ah, to live on
80, year after year, how well! Always
in the present, letting each day glide,
bringing its own labor and its own
beauty, the gradual lighting up of the
hills, night and the stars, firelight and
the coals! To live on so, calmly, far
from the paths of men, and to look at
the lives of clouds and insects, to look
deep into the heart of flowers and see
how lovingly the pistil and the sta-
mens nestle there together, and to see
in the thorn pods how the little seeds
suck their life through the delicate
curled up string and how the little
embryo sleeps inside! Well, how well,
to sit so on one side, taking no part in
the world’s life, but when great men
blossom into books looking into those
flowers also, to see how the world
of men, too, opens beautifully, leaf aft-
er leaf! Ah, life is delicious! Well to
live long and see the darkness break-
ing and the day coming, the day when
soul shall not thrust back soul that
would come to it, when men shall not
be driven to seek solitude because of
the crying out of their hearts for love
and sympathy! Well to live long and
see the new time breaking! Well to
live long! Life is sweet, sweet, sweet!

In his breast pocket, where of old the
broken slate used to be, there was now
a little dancing shoe of his friend who
was sleeping. He could feel it when he
folded his arm tight against his breast,
and that was well also. He drew his
hat lower over his eyes and sat so mo-
tionless that the chickens thought he
was asleep and gathered closer around
him. One even ventured to peck at his
boot, but it ran away quickly. Tiny,
yellow fellow that it was, it knew
that men were dangerous. Even sleep-
ing they might awake. But Waldo did
not sleep and, coming back from his
sunshiny dream, stretched out his hand
for the tiny thing to mount. But the
chicken eyed the hand askance and
then ran off to hide under its mother's
wing, and from beneath it it some-
times put out its round head to peep at
the great figure sitting there. Presently

| its brothers ran offf after a little white

moth, and it ran out to join them, and
when the moth fluttered away over
their heads they stood looking up, dis-

"appeinted, and then ran back to their

mother. Waldo through his half closed
eyes looked at them. Thinking, fear-
craving, those tiny sparks of
brother life, what were they, so real
there in that old yard on that sun-
shiny afternoon? A few years—where
would they be? Strange little brother
spirits! He stretched his hand toward
them, for his heart went out to them,
but not one of the little creatures came
nearer him, and he watched them
gravely for a time. Then he smiled
and began muttering to himself after
his old fashion. Afterward he folded
his arms upon his knees and rested his
forehead on them. And so he sat
there In the yellow sunshine, mutter-
ing, muttering, muttering, to himself.

It was not very long after when Em
came out at the back door with a towel
thrown across her head and in her
hand a cup of milk.

“Abh,” she sald, coming close to hins,
“he is sleeping now! He will find 1t

it.'"®

'; She putdi down upon the gronnd be-
side bimy T'he mother hen was at
wark still among the stones, but the
eli.cliens Lnd elimbed about him ax}d
wore perching on bim. One stood upon
his shoulder and rubbed its little head
zorftly agaiust his black curls. An-
utlier tried to balance itself on the very
vdize of the old felt hat. One tiny fel
Jow stood upon his hand and tried to
yrow. Another had nestled itselt dowa
yvomfortably on the old coat sleeve und
fone to sleep there.

Em did vot drive them away, but she
covered the glass softly at his side.
“He will walke soon."” she said, “and be
glad of it.”

But the chickens were wiser.

TNE END.

Peter Cooper Met the Spirita,

During Peter Cooper’s lifetime be
was a frequent visitor at the home of
S. J. Pardessus, on Pacifie street,
Brooklyn.

Atone time Mr. Cooper became great-
ly Interested in the spirit manifesta-
tions of the [Fox sisters and was anx-
ious to Investizate thelr rappings per-
sonally, but he did not like to attend
one of thelr public seances. for he fear-
od recognition and consequently a
great deal of talk., Finally it was ar-
ranged that cne of the sisters should
spend a night at Mr. Pardessus’ house
and the doughty Peter be invited to
meet her.

Miss IFox came, and the spirits came
too. The family retired early, Mr.
Cooper occupying a bedroom on the op-
posite side of the hall (rom that of the
fair ally of the supernatural. He was
just settling himself comfortably for
“a long winter's nap"” when a rapping
began on the headboard of his bed
which sent shivers to his very marrow.
It was only the beginning of a ‘‘rat,
tat. tat,” that kept up at intervals dur-
ing the night in all parts of the room,
and before daylight came Mr. Cooper
had listened to enough {pirits to last
him a lifetime. He nevdr said much
about the experience. but he never
asked to have it repeated.-—New York
Mail and Express.

Don't Give Up the Ship,

Somewhat more than 50 years ago It
happened to me to meet at the house
of a mutual friend a daughter of the
late Major Benjamin Russell, for many
yvears editor of the Boston Centinel.
She was a bright, Interesting woman
and a brilliant raconteur, and she told
me a number of anccdotes of her fa-
ther, who was a strongly individualized
and notable character for a good many
yvears. Among them was the follow-
ing:

The battle between the Chesapeake
and the Shannon took place just off the
Massachusetts coast. and a sailor in
some way got ashore and hurried to
Boston witlh the news, It was in the
night, and lie went straight to The Cen-
tinel office, wwhere he found Major Rus-
sell, to whom he told the story, includ-
ing the death of Lawrence.

“What were his last words?" said the
major.

“Don’t know,"™ said the man.

“Didn’t he say. ‘Don’t give up the
ship? ”

“Don’'t know.” said the man.

“Oh, he did!” said the major. *I'll
make him say it." And he did—so
mueh for history.—Hartford Courant.

The Effect of Hin Faceo.

An amusing story is told at the ex-
pense of Winston Churehill, the author.
An old man, seeing the pieture of
Churchill displayed in the window of a
Baltimore hookseller, inquired of a by-
siander whom it represented,

“Winston Churchill.” was the reply.

“Where does he preach?”

Being told that Mr. Churehill was not
a preacher. be asked: *“Ain’t he? What
did you say his name is?”’

*Winston Churchill. He writes nov-
els.”

“Does what 7"

*Writes novels,”

The man shook hbis head with a look
of pity and declared: *Too bad! Too
bad! He has a good face.”

At the Examination.

Teacher (to little Isidor. who is very
poor at fractions)—If | need 316 yards
of cloth for a suit and the cloth costs
291 gulden a yard, what will the suit
cost?

Isidor—To begin with, teacher, 8
yards would be enough for a suit, and
you could get it at our store for 2 gul-
den. The suit would cost you 6 gul-
den.—Fliegende Blatter.

s#Something Hot.”

D'Orsay was at & dinner at Disraeli’s,
which was pot of a kind to suit the
fashionable gourmet and where every-
thing had been cold. At the end of
dinner there was brought in some half
melted ice in a dish. “Thank heaven!"
said D'Orsay. At last we have got
something bot.”"—Sir Algernon West's
Recollections.

Fanlse Doctrine.

School Examiper--\What is the mean-

ing of false doetrine?

doctor gives the wrong stuff to people
who are sick.—Boston Christian Regis-
ter.

Cavdinal Gihbons,

There is perhaps no man of his prom-
inence in the country who is so easily
approached by newspaper men . as Car-
dinal Gibbons. He makes it a point al-
ways to see representatives of the
press when they call at his residence,
and he willingly gives out such news
for publication as should appear in
print,
| of the day, and will often discuss with
| his interviewers public questions, pro
| vided the topies are those that he can
\ with propricty express an opinion
about. I[n an address delivered before

, the Press club of New Orleans sowme |
| winters age his eminence declared that |

jin half a century’s experience with
newspaper meu he could not vecall a
gineln b i

stoneo in which his confidonec

Schoolboy—Please, sir, it's when the

ITe takes an interest in affairs |

The CGreater Part of This Country's
Consumption Now Paclked Here.
Forwerly ilie sardines consumed In

this country were all imported from

France. Now about three-quarters of

the sardines eaten In the United States

are put up here. the chief center of
the sardiny  industty in the United

States beinz  the eastern  coast of

Maine. though some sardines are now

put up on the coast of California. The

packing of sardines in this country
was begun about 1SS6.

Thousiinds of neople now find. em-
ployment in one part and another of
the. work In catching fish, in making
cans and in canning and packing and
marketing and so on.

Sardines are put up in greater va-
riety than formely. there being now-
adays sardines packed in tomato
sauce, sardines in mustard, spiced sar-
dines and so on, but the great bulk of
sardines. both imported and domestic,
are still put up in oil. Sardines are
put up also a2 a greater variety of
packagoes t formerly, there being.
for exampie, various sizes and shapes
of oval! ting, and some Pranch sar-
dines are imported in glass. but as the*
great bulk of all sardines are still put
up In oil. 8o the great bulk of them are
still put up in the familinr flat boxes.
the great majority of these being of
the sizes known as halves and quoar-
ters and far the greater number of
these being in quarters. Sardines are
packed 10C tins in a case, and the con-
sumption of sardines in this country
Is roughly estimated at from 1.500,000
to 2,000,000 cases annually.

Like canned geods of every descrip-
tion, sardines are cleaper now than
they formerly were. and Amerlean sar-
dines are sold for less than the import-
ed. American sardines are now iex-
ported from this country to the West

Indies and to South America.—New
York Sun.

CHOCOLATE FIENDS.

There Are Those Who Become Slaves
to This Nevrve Soothing Food,

“The manufacture of chacolate,” said
J. R. Anso of Brazil, *is a great Indus-
try. Of all the chocolate beans import-
ed into the United States two-thirds go
to one firm in Boston. and the other
third is distributed among the other
manufacturers. The chocolates sold
are of various grades. The Caracas
chocolate is supposed to be the best.

“If you take the various grades, tech-
nically known as the Caracas, the
French, the German and so on, and
take a piece of each and place them ip
a pan of water and allow them to dis-
solve, any expert will tell you whieh is
the best chocolate. The better grades
will leave no sediment. The others
will. This is explained by the fact
that in the cheaper grades the shell is
ground up and used as a ‘filler.' The
lighter the chocolate the better the
grade. The cheaper grades are dark
owing to the ground up shell.

*It is a queer thing about chocolate
consumption. There are chocolate
fiends, just as there are opium fiends,
tobacco slaves and liquor slaves. 1
canuot tell you why it is, but if people
begin to eat chocolate the habit grows
upon them. [ don’t think any amount
of chocolate hurts any person. Of
course the cheaper grades of chocolate
have a large percentage of sugar in
them. and sugar IS to a certain ex-
tent injurious, but for the chocolate
itself 1 don't think any one eats
enough to hurt him materially. In
contradistinetion to the exhilaration of
aleoholie drinks chocolate seems to be
a soother. DPersons who are nervous
and firritable find it a food that in a
way calms and soothes and satisfies
thein. It is queer. but it is the truth.
The consumption of chocolate is in-
creasing encrmously in the United
States.”—New York Tribune.

Artificinl Diamonds,

It is well known that in the manufac-
ture of carbon steel microscopic dia-
monds are formed, and the curious
fact is stated by The Scientific Press
that from the examination of a num-
ber of steels from a variety of process-
es identical results were given. A
piece weighing 300 grams was cut from
a lump of steel and treated with nitrie
acid, the insoluble residue
being mainly graphic carbon. After
being washed with water it was boil-
ed three times with fuming nitrie acid.
which partially dissolved the residue,
hydrofluoric aeid and then fuming sul-
phurie being used, there then remain-
ing nothing but graphite, which, after
being washied, was melted with ¢hlo-
rate of potash. The insoluble residue
obtained fell to the bottom of a vessel
filled with iodide of methylene, the lit-

tle transparent octahedrons visihle
through a microscope. which burned
on a sheet of platinum without any
ash, being the dinmonds.
‘ The This of Scotiand.

Once upon a time many hundred
years ago the D made war upon
the Scots and invaded their country

One dark night, as they wer
ing upon an encampment of s o
Scots, one of their number irod upon
a thistle. The pain was so sudden
and intense that the man gave a loud
cry. This awakened the slumberine
Scots, who sprang to arms and defeat-
ed the assailants. In gratitude for the
deliverance the Scots made the thistle
| their nationa! emblem.—Journal of Ed.
ueation.

Japnu’s Children,

From one cund of Japan to the other
a child Is treated as a sacred thing, be
| it one's own a stranger's. Ilach
Pone carries its norie and address on a
ticket round its neck, but should it in-
deed stray from home food and shelter
and kindness would meet it anywhere.

collected |

[t may well be said that life is monot-
"onous. In S0 yvears we undress for bed
no fewer than 18350 times, dressing |

nealn after cach night's repose with |
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Maintains Its
Reputation

For having the BEST of everything in

Fresh %

Fruit
Candies.

Bread
Cakes
‘QOysters.

In fact, it is the “FRESHEST” place
in town. /

M. M. BRADBURY,

Proprietor.

Y/

Justice of the Peace.

Insurance stock company and
mutual, Merchandise and Town
Dwellings and Farm Property,
Collections a specialty. Deputy
Head Consul M. W. of A, Any
camp of Modern Woodmen need-

ing a shaking up should corres-
pond with me. Regularly ad-
mitted Pension Agent. Head- o
qarters’ at Meyers’ barber shop. "
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AEBISCHER BROS—z

DENISON, I0WA.

POULIRY AND GAME IN SEASON,

City Meat Market.

F'resh Meats.

B'resh Ovysters.

Ghurch. School
and Plattorm

FURNITURE

And Supplies. Natural
Slate Blackboards a Spec-

I ialty. American Flags,
’ School and Factory Bells.
; The best goods. Estimates ||
i furnished. Bids made. Save
1! ' money by addressing

3 POSTOFFICE BOX 189

| .
%} -L. .\l.. SiAl.;\V;.‘I;rt-sls-. C. F. I(.I.JI:]llNLE. Vice-Pres. C. L. VOSS, Cash
2}

. BANK OF DENISON.
General Banking Business Gondusted.

i) Exchongo Boueht ond Sold,  long and Shot Time Loans ab Lowest Rales

R

[T

interest Paid on Time Deposits.

Accounts of all Branchcs of Business Conducted,

Personal attention given to investments for local patrons. Business con-
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ducted in English or German
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SHAW, KUEHNLE & BEARD,
LAWYERS. 7
REAL ESTATE LOANS AT LOWEST RATES.
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! One 174} acres, nearly all in cultivation, a splendid orchard,
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Thres Farms
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FOF Salé

‘ ood large
barn nicely arranged, feed sheds, good house with large roomslf good wegu

and two cisterns. Price $4500—Part on time.

Farm of 160 acres in fine state of eultivation, good house, barn and ont-

building, all fenced, good orchard, plenty of wood. _Price $27 per acre—
Part on time.

Farm of 20 acres, } of a mile from court house, fine land, good house,
fine flowing well, some fruit, a fine place for chicken or hog raising as
there is thousands of acres of timber joining. Price $700—Part time,

iﬂ. HARTNE ; VERSAILLES,

Morgan County, Missouri.
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