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If all the hearts in

all the world could

just love one another,
If all of us where’er we met would call
each man his brother,
How happy each of us would be,
From turmoil and from strife set free,
And then, each day, O heart of mine,
Would be a great big Valentine.

If each of us would

do his part and not

shirk in the doing,
There'd be no space for angry words,
nor time for trouble brewing.
But each would say to each “God

speed,”

And mean it, living by his creed
Of perfect love; O heart of mine,
*Twould be the world"s great Valentine.

If we united tried to walk, the right way,

altogether,

Yet halted for the fal’ring ones who felt
Fate's stormy weather;
If all the strong would firmly stand
Foright, and lead the timid band
Of weaker ones, oh, heart of mine
"Twould be the world’s best Valentine.
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ELDON had found the one girl—
Nellle Hastings. Nellie had
i great, lustrous eyes, When Fel-
.- #lon reeited his-own | -she
would ghze Intently into his face
with n rapt expression, as if
thinking of a new hat she would like
to buy. And probably she was.

When he finished reciting she would
be silent a moment and then murmur:
“How exquisite!” She dida't say what
was exquisite, but Feldon thought he
knew, But I would wager a little on
the hat.

Feldon's family and I looked on his
rommance with extreme disfavor. But
e would hrook no*criticism from his
relatives. That was why he happened
to be lodging with me in the studio,
temporarily. Belng only a friend I
kuew Ieldon muech better than his
family did and was wise enough not
to show my disfavor for his suit.

I knew Nellie, too, and felt sure her
union with Peldon would not be best
for all concerned. Feldon was really a
fine chap, He was original. He did
not even imitate other men in their
vices, 08 most otherwise original men
do. He had a fine scorn for philander-
ing and excesses. He did not love to
eat and drink or indulge in any other
common appetite. His appetites were
spiritunl. I felt sure the girl for him
would have to be a modern Fallag,

But that is just what he thought
fellle was,

“She hns a wonderful soul!” he
would ery. “It looks out of her eyes.
Every glunee is a lyrie, every stendfast
gaze a perfect poem!"”

When a man who tells you his love

is too deep for words gushes forth like,

that about thirty times a day it usoal-
Iy enis in a life sentence, There's no
saving him.

Still we tried hard, the family and L
The family pleaded, stormed and
threatened, I tried sundry stratesle
moves. But all proved futile. Feldon
and Nellie decided to marry in May.
They wouldn't be married in June be-
cause so many people get married
then. Tt was early In February when
they definitely decided on the date, and
then the family and I lost hope.

But a few days later he came In
looking so agitated I felt hopeful of
calamitous news, His halr was di-
sheveled, His collar nwry, his tie hump-
backed. He pnid no attention to me,
but began at once to pace the floor
feverishly, muttering unintelligibly as

he walked and stopping frequently o]

eluw hig hair frenziedly. I walted pa-
tlently for the floodgntes to burst, but
nothing happened. Oceaslonnlly ke
would stare nt me, but did not seem
to see me. . Floslly he sat and began
to write, I could not restrain an ex-
elnmation of profound disgust.

“8o it's 4 mere poem you're working
on?' 1 sneered. “I thought something
had happened,” ]

‘He looked up dazedly s’ moment.
Then he seemed to recall where he was
and that I was's human being. Then
his excitement flooded back.

“A mere poem?’ he cried. “This

_poem should be ‘an echo and a light

unte sternity.’ It shonld symbolize the
most perfect love which ever existed

between human beings. St. Valentine's
duy 18 coming, you dolt. That day 1
am to pour out my heart in a poem to
Nellie and she hers in a poem to me.”

“The deuce you say!" I exclained,
“1 didn't know she wrote such stuff."”

“Her every thought is a poem,” he
declnred.

For a week, Feldon labored inces-
santly over that poem, He would hop
out of bed in the middle of the night
to change n word or put in a comma.
He revised it a dozen times every day.
It was a traly beautiful thing when
he sent it away by messenger the
morning of St. Valentine's day. The
spme messenger brought back Nellle's
valentine.

What sounded like the gasps of a
dying man called me to Feldon's side
five minutes later, He had fallen back

up his head and ran for a stimulant,
but he waved me away.

“Don't save me,” he plended. “Life
is all too taunting a mockery. 1
thought T had found a soul perfectly
responsive to harmony and melody and
beauty and symmetry. But just look
what she wrote!"

He held up Nellie's valentine, and 1
read:

This valentine
To you doth say
I'm yours all the time
For ever and for aye:
So when this you see
o not forget
To remember me
Your own
Nel-lee

I read the valentine through twice,
belleving T saw possibilities in it, Fels
don groaned steadily the while,

Feldon shamelessly deserted Nellie,
leaving for an extended trip through

i

Would Gaze Intently Into His Face.

the West without stopping to say good-
by. Both his fumily and I felt greatly
relieved, Shortly afterward I marrled
Nellle myself. And ever since then
the dear girl has made a handsome
living for both of us by writing “ly
ries” Tor popular songs.

“Cupid's Morgue.”

“Cupid’s morgue” in the city post of
fice {4 not the gruesome place of
blnsted hopes and affections that one
might Imagine It to be, but Is in reality
the most interesting and cheerful de
partment In the mallservice; the great
est amount of frouble Ig taken in dis
eriminating where the different mat
ter shull be sent, and no books o
printed valentines are distributed with

onit first being carefully looked over,

| pale and limp; on & conch. I propped

"little  Thumoy,
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The Armenian a'gnd the Kurd

==

By J. W, MULLER
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The everlasting strife belween
Armenians and Kurds in the torri
tory where Russia, Persia and Tur-
key adjoin, is the theme of the Ar-
menian story given here. Its scene
18 in the present field of war. It
:'5 fram Alaronean’s tale, “Blaes the

2.

Chsro, the Armenian hunter, eared
for weother as little as did the bears
and wolves that he fought. He suf-
fered nature's cruelties as stubbornly
as did the rocke of his nuative moun-
tains, His comi nual strife, his con-
tinual shedding of blood, had given
bim not only the: courage of a beast
of prey but the silence of one.

Silent and unsmiling, he brought his
trophles to the wvillage. Silent and
unsmiling, he bore them past the ad-
miring people. Sillent and unsmiling,
he departed.

But one day he eatered the village
smiling. On his back was 31 Btrenge,
a horrible burden. It was not a dead
wild beast, but prey heavier and far
more noble. And Chsro smiled under
this burden. With a terrible, fatal
smile Chsro smiled as he stooped be-
pesith the body of his only son.

“See Chsro's trophy I" he cried, when
the villagers gathered. “Whose prey
is this? It Is the prey of the Kurds!
I hunt wild beasts! They hunt Ar-
menlang "

The son had been killed by Kurdish
raiders while he was wrylng to defend
from them the pair of oxen with which
he had been plowing.

And Chsro went back to his moun-
tains and lay in wait—but not for ani-
mals, He did not turn his steps home-
wird again until he had drunk out of
higs hollowed hand the blood of the
Kurds who had slain his son.

When he re-entered the village the
neighbors clumored that It had been
ralded in his absence and that his
daughter and his son's widow had been
carrled off, Chsro listened, Without
a word or a sob, he listened, turned
nway, and disappeared.

After many dayg he came back and
dld something that struck the village
dumb. He gathered his possessions,
piled them in his house and set all op
‘fire. When the last glowing rafter hnd’
fallen, he took his little grandson
Trumo by the hand and went awny.

None of the village ever saw him
ngain, but before many duys they
learned of the terrible deed that the
{ron man had done previously to burn-
Ing his house, He had crept to the
Kurdish stronghold and had stabbed
the two captured women to death, that
the outrnge to his famlly honor might
vanish from the earth.

Chsro and his little Thumo wan-
dered, clinging to existence by every
means that misery could devise. As
they went on, begging, starving, frees-
ing, the old hunter's mind became sick.
Thumo's great, blue eyes made him
shudder; for they were the eyes of
his unhuppy mother, whose innocent
blood had poured dreadfully over the
hunter's hand when he stabbed her,

He began to forget why ne had slain
his dear ones, Only the horror, the
heartlessnesa of his deed survived in
his memory. He suffered dim tor-
ments by day. Vivid phantoms tor-
tured him at night. If it had not been
that he must remain allve to eare for
his practiced hand
would have sent the steel into his own |
throat, and he would have gone to God
to tell his tale—such a tale, thought
old Chsro sobbing, that heaven would
shudder, the angels would wall and the
splendidl stars lose light.

Wenry, wretched snd ragged, they
came at last lato a town where there
was 8 bazaar. Chsro and Thumo sat
down aguinst a wall to get the warmth
of o meager sun. Suddenly the old
man, looking at the busy market
scene, began to weep.

Little Thumo looked In the direction
of his grandfaiher’s gaze. He saw a
Eurd with a benutiful ox.

“Blaes, grandfother, our Blaes!"
gereamed the child. -Ho ran to the, ox
and begun to kiss the broad forehead
between the soft, gentle eyes.

The Kurd, suspecting instantly that
these wust be the previous owners of
the animal, tried to drive It away;
but the child elung to the great, gllken
ear, and the powerful brute stood ob-
stinately still, seeking Thumo's cheek
with his muzzle.

“It is not thine!” said the Kurd
softly. “My Iife on it! Come, child,
and let him go!"

He tried to loose the boy's hold on
the ox. “Grandfather! Grandfather!™
walled Thumo,

A ecrowil had gathered. Chsro eould
not see what was happaning. He could
only hear his grandehlld seream. In-
stant fury selged him. He sprang up,
broke through the crowd, and ieaped
at the Kurd, gripping his throat.

The Kurd struggled. He tore the
halr from Chsro’s head. But the nerv-
ous old hands were as iron rings, and
with a hoarse growl the Armenian’s
Angernails dug deeply, deeply.

The bystunders tried to pull him off,
but he clung to his victim like a leech,

As if a leech were sucking at the|

J.W. hullse
began to trickle under the tearing fin.

ed like a shaggy
beust that has torn its prey and s
devouring it while it still lives.

At last the police arrived and tore
him from the fainting Kurd, who hard-
ly walted to revive before he hurried
to get away with his ox.

The guards led Chsro toward jail.
Thumo, crying, ran after the beloved
oxX. Then he turned and trotted after
the beloved grandfuther. He clutched
the old man's rags and screamed,
“Bloes, grandfather, Blaes!"

The old man went on with the po-
lice, silently. The child turned and
ran after the ox again. Again he
furned to follow his grandfather,
Thus he ran from one to the other till
he realized that the distunce between
the two beloved objects was growing
too great. Then he cried bitterly and

ursued the old man,

But before he could reach hlm, his
grandfather dispppeared behind a
great door, that closed with a loud
reverberation. The child beat at the
fron-studded thing, scratched it
stamped with his feet, and implored.
It was In vain,

Exhausted, he sat down at the pris-
on portal, held his little head between
his hands, and sobbed quietly to him-
self,

He had no grandfather now, and no
Blaes,

Modern Armenian literature has
not been sufficient either in quan-
tiby or achievement to command a
prominent position in the popular
regard of weslern nations. It has
been sparingly translated into Eng-
lish and somewhat more estensively
wnto German. Awells Aharoncau,
the author of this story, is probably
the most popular Armenian writer
today. He was born in 1868 in
Igidir, a village in the area which
has been the fighting ground of the
Bussian and Turkish armies.
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Nimrod's Peculiar Experience With a
Lynx Who Had Been After a
Squirrel Dinner.

I was once teaching school, writes a
Companion reader, In a backwoods
reglon, where game was very plenti-
ful, One afternoon In the hunting sea-
son I made my way to a small valley
about a mile from the settlement,
down which ran u well-beaten deer

trail,

I took my post on u smull hill that
commanded g good view of the valley.
In front of me, and about 12 feet dis-
tant, was a large pine tree; behind me
wiug an old stump. As the evening
was eool, I wore a4 gray swedater, and
my hat was also gray.

After waiting for nearly an hour, 1
noticed a movement in a small clump
of bushes to my right. Then the horns
und head of a lurge buck appenred,
but he drew back before I had a
chanee to fire. With rifle cocked and
foger on the trifger, I crouched, wait-
Ing for him to show himself again,

A squirrel chattered sharply from
the stump behind. Then he landed
squirely on the top of my head, from
which he sprang to the tree, Imme-
diately after I was thrown violently
forward on my face by some heavy
object that descended with great force
on my back. The blow almost drove
the breath from my body. My rifle
was discharged us I fell.

Very much surpwised and consider-
ably alarmed, I scrambled to my feet,
,hnt nothing lving was in sight. 1
peered behind stumps and fallen logs,
more mystified every moment. No owl
swooplng down upon the squirrel
could have Inflicted such a blow, neith-
er had any limb fallen from the tree,
I looked up among the thick foliage,
but there was nothing to be seen. I
walked round fo the other side of the
jree. Oa a large bough, but well hid-
den, Didiscernpd a dim, gruy shape, It
was g fall-grown lynx. I brought him
down by a well-directed shot.

Now I understooi! the situation, Near
the stimp on which the squirrel had
been #itting lay a large log. Behind
this the Iynx had crept on his prey.
In esgaging, the little. anlmal had
leaped lo my head, und thence to the
tree, Fls enemy had followed him,
and he must have Leén mightily sur-
prised &t landing on a pwn, aod also
by tha report of wy rifle,

Natarally I snw nothing more of the
deer, but was richer by a fine Iynx
skin and a most uncommon experi-
ence.~—~Youth's Cotnpanlon.

A Wise Boy.

“Boys," said a teacher to her Sun-
day 8chool class, “can any of you
quote @& verse from scripture to prove
t 48 wrong to have two wives?"
A boy raised his hand.

' Thomas," encourdged the

stogd =z, "No man can

Burd's throat, & dark stream of bloed |

ne sal. proudly
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HAIR STOPS FALLING

|

Girls! Try This! Makes Hair Thick,
Glossy, Fluffy, Beautiful—No i
More Itching Scalp. '

Within ten minutes after an appl-
ecation of Danderine you ecannot find a
single trace of dandroff or falling hair |
and your sealp will not iteh, but what
will please you most will be after a
few weeks' use, when you see new !
hair, fine and downy at first—yes—but |
really new hair—growing all over the !
sealp. ‘

A little Danderine immediately dou-
bleg the beauty of your hair. No dif-
ference how dull, faded, brittle and
seragegy, just molsten a eloth with
Danderine and ecarefully draw [t
through your halr, taking one small
strand at a time. The effect is amaz-
ing—your hair will he light, fluffy and
wavy, and have an appearance of
abundance; an Imeompurable luster,
softness and luxurianee.

Get a 25 cent bottle of Knowlton's
Danderine from any store, and prove
that your hair Is as pretty and soft
a8 any—that it has been neglected or
Injured by careless treatment—that's
all—yon surely can have beautiful hair
and lots of it if you will just try a le-
tle Danderine. Ady,

The Inducement.

Willls—What makes a man always
give a lndy a dinmond ring?
Gillils—-The lady.—Orange Peel

For spredy and ~ffeotive action Dr, Peoery's
"Degd Shot'' has no equel.  C(ine doss only
will elear out Worms o Tapeworm in a few
hours. Adwv.

Glance Into the Future.
Knicker—Whnt will follow the war
ifter the war?

TAKES OFF DANDRUFF

Bocker—The peace after the peace.

p S el o =
b A ] el A - o TR
Hlki[' e

Net Contents 15 Fluid Drachy \

,\conon—s Ps?i;g:s
| AVegetablePreparal |
ege mfun:n:ﬂetﬂll'

: similating Bonisd )

Mtl&nﬂrwr

dy for

{  AnhelpfulRemedyid
/| Gonstipation and Diarrhoet

and Feverishness 8

Loss OF SLEEP _ |
A ! e sutting therefrom-infufandy:

e

FacSimile Signatare

L i
mm-n‘mﬁoﬂl‘m-
NEW YORK.
Atbmonths old"
35 Dosts ~35CENT

The Toiler.
“Does s farmer have to work hard?" |
“Yep. But not as hard as the aver- |
age person who has to buy what us |
farmers ralse.”

HIGH COST OF LIVING |

This 18 a serious matter with honse-
keepers as food prices are constuntly
golng up. To overcome this, cut out
the high priced meat dishes and serve
vour family more Skinner's Macaroni
nand Spaghetti, the cheapest, most fde-
Welons and most nutritious of 4ll foods.
Write the Skinner Mfz. Co.,, Omaha,
Nebr., for beantiful cook book, tl-lllt'lﬂl
how to prepare it in a hundred different
ways. It's free to every womun.—Adv.

If we didn't have to work thers
would be no fun in loafing.

The whole universe is nothing but a
irnee of the divine goodness.—Dante,

A close connection exists between |
these two —cold weather and rhen-
matiem, Frof. Alex. Haig, of London
bas the most followers in the medical |
profession in the belief that the pres-
ence in the system of uric acid, or is
salts in excess, is the real cause of rheu- |
matism. Everyone has recognized the
difference in the appearance of their
water a8 soon as it geta coid; there is
often a copions sediment of hrickdust,

Several causes may lend up to an
aconmalation of urie acid in the system,
which, in turn, causes rbenmatism or
gout, or ereaky joints, or swollen fingers,
or painful joints, For one reason the
skn doee not throw off the uric acid, by

Why Rheumatism Comes
With Cold Weather!

BY VALENTINE MOTT PIERCE, M D.

nrofuge sweating, a8 in the hot weather, | : T
and the kidneve are unable to take care and many of the painful disordavs due.
of the doubl: hurdén. Amother reason ! to uric aci

There way 3 young lady named Banker, whe siept whils
the ship lay at anchor:
.. She awoke in dismay when she heard the man ey,
Now hoist up the top sheet and spanker.'”

ft's enough to frighten anybedy to Awake wme
covered out of & sound sleep with the first
symploms of & cold clutching st the throat and
lungs, with that chilly creepy feeling all over,
Quick action In necessary at such times to nip i
In the bud and thus prevent bronchitls or serious
lung troubles. If you will always keep & bottle
ol old reliable

Boschee’s
German Syrup

handy there is no need to worry. It
gently soothes inflammation, eases
the cough, Insures a good night's
sleep, with free expectoration In the
morning. This old remedy has been
successfully used all over the clvil
fzed world for the last 51 years, 25¢.
end 75c. sizes at all druggists and
dealers everywhere., Try it and see.

DON’T CUT OUT [
A Shoe Boil, Capped
Hock or Bursitis

AB

SORBINE

TAADE MARK REG.U.S.PAT. OFF
will reduce them and leave no blemishes.
Stops lameness promptly. Does not blis-
ter or remove the hair, and horse can be

worked. $2abottle delivered. Book 6 M free.

ABSORBINE, JR., for mankind, the antiseptie
liniment for Bolle, Brulses, Sores. Swellings, Varicose Veina
Allays Pain and Inflammation.  Price §1 and 32 a bonle m
drugginy or delivered. WUl tell you more il you write.

W. F.YOUNG. P.D.F., 310 Tamglo$t, Springfeld, Mase.

A e '5 Sell “Good-lite"” {or Fords on 10 days
g n trinl: new invenilon; Do competl-
ton, GUOD-LITHE DBVICA CU,, Terre Haate, lod.

Wnison E.Coleman, Wash-

EN Ington,r.C. Books fres. High-

eat references. BHedl resuiia

a $1Ends Rats, Mics, Buga
nouﬁ“o“ans Div outdoors. lbo and

m— ——
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GASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

Mothers Know That

Genuine Castoria

Use
For Over
Thirty Years

GASTORIA

THE CENTAUR SOMPANY, NEW YORE QITV.

Argentina Is not taking kindly te
foreign soft drinks,

ACTRESS TELLS SECRET.

A well known actress gives the follow=
Ing recipe for gray halr: To half pint of
water add 1 oz. Bay Rum, a small box of
Barbo Compound, and % oz of glycerine,

| Any drugglst can put this up or you canm

mix it at home at very little cost. Full
directions for making and use chme In
each box of Barbo Compound, It will
gradually darken streaked, faded gray

Lalr, and moke it goft and glossy. Tt wiil
not color the scalp, 18 not stlcky o
greasy, and does not rub off.  Adv.

e Amerienn farwer is the hope of
the nation.

Infections or inflammations of the Eyes,
whother from external or internal causes,
are promptly healed by the use of Roman

Any mun becomes an ideal husband
the day his wife becomes a widow.

is that people do nob drink as much
water in eold weather ag in summer,
which helps to flush the kidneys. Again
thiey eat more meat in cold weather, an

some people are go susceptible that they

|goon develop rheumatism alter eating

ment.

At all such times persons should drink
copiously of bolt water, say, a pint
moring and night, and take Anurio
throe or foor times a day. This An-
uric comes in tablet form and can bs
had at almost any drog store, It dis-
golves the wuric acid in the systdam
and carries it outward. I would advise
overyone to take Anuric occasionally,
end oontinue for three or four weeks,
and in that way aveid rheamatism, gont

d, ~-Adv.
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