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THE SONUS WE SANG.

I tionr f horn singing tosnthor
My ncUtlitiors over llio way

As I tit fur n momotit, renting
Alono In tUo twilight nriiy.

Ifvilnrllnil Omjr rtnrllnsjl
Wlint In (ho world to mo?jt tlio touch of it norm In tho twilight
It lins almost consort to bo.

Ton worn Rnfo In mv moniory, donronti
lint tho many weary vnural

And thn tioud of Htroimtlt (or tho struggle,
And tho llttlo tlnio (or to lira I

J idmllbo ntrontt
I shall Innuh again with tlio rostj

I shall cnrofiilly closo IKu'n Imruulns,
And win, aa i mny, tho bust.

IJut, O mlno own. my only I

Ta.nltrhtl nmyouia nlonot
Mow lovos nudliopun nnd Uittlcn

Aro gray as tho twilight grown.

Jly dnrllnst O my dnrllnt
Do you hoar tho in whom you are

Trom tho fur. Inno univo whoro I left you,
Or from yon dim, holy Btnr?

DnoB your honrt bronk with wild longing
To Bit In tho twlllKllt KniV,

Your hand on my knoo, mid sing with mo
Old songTi In our oldon way?

Siul or Rind or foollBli, .
All tho old son) wo know;

"Wlillo onr dreams rim on In nn undcrtono
Of tho Joys that would nil come true

Jly heart Is nigh to hrenldntr,
My tours aro fulling fitHt;

Arn you, ton, txltvl to romombor
Tho twilight Bongd of tho past?

I would bonr my own llfo's burdon,
And tho woo tbnt might hnvo boon yours

To lcop von happy In llonvon,
And unfa from tlilallfo'n faUo lures.

nut Jnst my diirltnsr,
1 would give tho world thut wo

Jllcht bo Rlnglni old snngrt tngothor,
With your head upon my luioo.

itamit S Padtn, in the Folio,

"FINDIN'S KEEPIN'S."

Story Fitly Illustrating
Juvonllo Sentiment.

This

CTIAITKK I.
"Hullo!" cried a boy who was sprawl-

ing on a nurssry floor. "Flndln's
kecpin's! Hero's tho mater's sixponoo

.sho lost a week ago."
nre vulgar," was tho rojoindcr

nindo to this by a vory email girl.
She, Maud, was in her rightful do-

main, tho nursery. Harry was an in-

terloper, and tho terror of tho niothod-ic- al

nnrso who would have tho children
in oxact ordor. Sho had given up Harry
threo years ago, and now he was thir-

teen and, ns sho declared, ho had
'grown quite rampageous, and ho do

upset tho children sol" Tho Boylo chil-dro- n

woro threo, headed by Maud;
above Iter was a vacant space of threo
yours whon Harry showed his "ram-
pageous" eolf; above him camo two
girts. Thoro is tho family list, headed
by father and motlior.

Thoro was not a more charmingly
commonplace, more ploasantly success-
ful fam ly in tho throo kingdoms. They
lived in a London suburb, and they had
plonty of frionils and comforts.

"You aro vulgar?'' Maud had cried.
"So'd you bu if you got such a find.

Hooray! I say, whoro's tho mater?"
"Gone out. Master Harry." nurse

answered.
"What a boro! Now mind, nur&o,

that's my sixponoo. Just you keep It
safe. If I hadn't to play in" that match
this afternoon I'd hang about till mother
was back."

"Do thoy want you very much?"
This wiib an infantine remark of small

Davy's.
"Don't you mako any mistake."

Harry was grand. "Should I bo in
Plummor's Eleven if I wasn't some-
thing? Just too mo bat, that's all."

"I'd like to seo you."
"I don't doubt you: but we can't

liavokidson our ground."
At which Davy subsided, and Harry

took hinisolf off to don his cricketing
flannels. Whon ho had gone tlio nur-
sery inmatos looked at his sixpence, and
each child handled it as if there was
sumo magic im it.

"What did Harry mean whon ho
called oat that long word 'iindins-keopins- ?'

" asked Maud.
"Mess you, Miss Maud! Ho only

meant 'cos ho'd had the 'finding' ho'd
havo a right to tho 'keeping.' "

Do you mean, Nurse, that if I picked
up hundreds of thousands of gold sover-
eigns thoy would all be mine?"

Hot oyes wore alight nnd quite a rosy
color was flushing hor round face.

"Nonnso, Miss Maud! What should
you bo wanting gold sovereigns for?"

"But, if I found them?"
"Ay, 'if!' You'ro not likely to find

them. I never d'd. Thoy don't Ho

about nursery floors, not thoy."
"Ah. but outaido somowhoro!" And

tho child made a gesture, as if with her
round arms alio would encircle tho
great, vague world.

Years went by, and tho Boylo nursery
had becomo almost a forgotten thing.
Misfortune had soized tho Boyles, and
thoy woro at tlioir worst when, some
ton years latter, wo mot them in a third-rat- e

street at Now-Cros- s.

Fivo years had beon sunny, prosper-
ous years, then Mr. Boylo was stricken
by a dire malady, nnd had to loavo busi-
ness. Ho was a stockbroker, but in tho
voar whon illness mado it necessary thut
ltis city affairs should be wound up thoro
was panio upon panic, there woro
wars and rumors of wars, and loss
followed loss in rapid succession. On
the ovo of his father's failure Harry
had sailed for Canada. Ho had bought
a plot of Government land, and ho was
going to reclaim it, and, so they nil
hoped, dig a fortune out of it. But a
niodoruto family can livo on a small in- -
como if. as tho saying is, thoy "cut
tholr coat according to tholr cloth."
Mrs. Bovlo was a wlso woman, and sho
moved to a ohonpor homo. Daisy (or
Margaret) Boylo was married; Kuther-iu-o

was use fill; Maud, now nineteen,
might, if meed showed itself, find work,
but Davy and Dick mu3t still go to
koliool.

Yos; a cyolo of misfortune had licgun,
tho livo ploutlful yours were over, und
tho boginnlng of uuothor livo had noma

years of troublo upon trouble. Mr.
Boylo died, unwitting of tho calamitous
tiinoa; another, and tlion a third move
had to bo mado, ouch one carrying tho
family a step downward.

How did Mrs. Boylo's blood robol
when tho day camo for hor to tako littlo
Dlok to Seauroft's school, whoro ho was
to bo taught und fod and clothed for so
many yours froo of oxponso to hor. Mill-

ionaires huvo boon known to grow out
of boys brought up nt Soooroft s school,
but what choor is thoro in thut thought
to tho poor mother, who sees her llttlo
mm arrayed In tho sohool garb, and who
mils tho gay summer Bun gllntiug down
from tfeo (cava in his blue oyoa to tho
lino new brass buttons of his jacket?
Huny lH not undo his fortuuo lu th

iin
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fivo years, not that many dolalls woro
known about him, for ho did not often
write home. Davy wns sovontoon, anico
bright lad, In a merchant's ofllcc. Maud,
for threo years, lind taught as a dally
governess. Kathorlnn was tho doraostio
mainstay of tho house, and tho house,
during tho past year, had had to admit
a lodger.

Tills lodger had boon asllont, norvous
old gentluman, who gave no troublo
wliiitovcr j a perfect godsend of a lodger,
!n fact. Ho was order itself. Nono of
his bolongingH woro ovor allowed to
littor his rooms. Ha roiul a (rood deal,
but his books had tho.r places ordorly
on tholr nholvos, and woro read and ro-ro-

annotated and digested. But his
rosldonco with them camo to an end, for
certain relatives camo homo to livo In
Enclnnd. after a lonir absence In India,
and ho was porsuadod to go ami end Ids
days with them. His duo payments,
nnd a handsome present ho mado tho
girls, sot tho household on a very easy,
comfortablo fooling for several
.weeks, wcoks lu which search was
mado for a now lodgor. Many
applied, but nono wero quite of tho right
sort, aftor tliu kind, orderly, quaint
old trontleman. Tlio monov filtered
away, and It wns cloar that tho Boyles
must nccont another lodor or bo vory
pinched Indeed. They at last accepted
two ftlst t of tho most tircsomo nnd
exacting chnractor.s. Kato and Maud
slaved for thorn, but service was weari-
some, as it must bn whon dry, thankless
hearts claimed it.

"If only Mr. Hirbutt woro back!"
stalled Maud. "Dear! how funny ho
was!" was tlio laughing echo to her
sigh. Kato was a bright-oule- d being,
and always ready to make tho best of
their troubles.

"I wonder whether ho is as happy
with tlioso grand folks as ho was hero?
Ho had all Ills things just as ho chose,"
and Kate, with a duster in hor hand
tho ladies woro out for tint (lav looked
round on a chaos. Whoro should she
begin to straighten?

"Strange that he never writes, "Maud
,mu sod.

"Did ho ever write, dear?" Katosaid;
"wrlto letters, I mean. Ho composed,
and ho imagined, and ho ruminated, but
until thoso nephews looked him up I
don't boliovo lie received as much as
one lottcr a month; certainly ho nover
wrote one."

"No, I snpposo not. Where was that
ono letter from that ho sent when ho
left?"

"Durham but that's nothing; he
only wont thoro to &co somebody who
had some rare manuscripts. Ho said
that in the lottor; ho was going to seo
this nephew nt Edinburgh, and then
when tho people found a placo to tako
ho was going to sottlo down with them.
A wild-goos- e chase for such a man as
ho!"

"Yes." again Maud spoko musingly;
"I wish he had sla'd hero until thoy
had found tho placo."

Tho vory next day Maud saw this in
tho obituary of the Titnci:

"On tho '20th, at the Invercauld Arms,
Rosslyn, while trnvoling, James Ilar-but- t,

agod soventy-ono.- "

Monotony, woa'rlsomo monotony, fol-

lowed. Tho tiresome ladies staid on
until thoy had been with tlio Boylo3 for
just a your; and then thoy thought they
would like a change and thoy loft. They
left a small debt unpaid and they gave
no nddrcss. As girls do, oven girls who
havo too closo an acquaintance with the
rough side of life, tho two Boyles mado
a grand glory in tho doparturo of the
Misses Payne.

"Wo may got some ono oven worse,
thouch," said Kare, practically.

"Never mind what may bb, wo aro
free now," Maud rojoined, being, as wo
havo said, always moru light of heart
than her sister was.

On that half holiday, tho girls boing
so gay over their freedom, walked with
Dick "to tho station, saw him off, nnd
then went for a summer ovoning's saun-
ter among tho iiolds.

"I havo made a mistake, Kate, I see,"
she said as they walked homeward. "I
should havo gone uway to teach I
should havo mado moro money, and "

"And you would havo hold a better
position. ' Kate always nailed a point
decisively. "One drudgo in a family is
enough."

"I natc you to speak l'ko that, Kate."
Maud had a warm tompor; such a pos-
session is usually tho companion of n
warm heart. "If you drudge horrid
word! I drudge. If I got moro money,
would not raothor havo it?"

"Don't bo angry, l'vo a genius for
domestic management; for goodness'
sako let me exercise it. But I agree with
you about going away; you would be
far better off in a family. Why should
you not be as Miss Marsdcn umhI to bo
with us?"

"Sho was a swoll governess."
"Not any moro than you can be. I

remember bolter than you do."
"Dear, how I should lovo thoso days

of glory! Aro they ever likoly to como
back? What can wodo? Shall I hoard?
Will Harry suddenly como homo a mill-
ionaire? Will Davy's master pray him
to becomo a partner at his tender age?"

"Maud!"
"Kate, why should not these things

bo?"
"Why should they boP You michtns

well say you expect to find a bur of gold
when tho noxt rainbow shines."

' "I alwnys do opoct that I have done
so ovorsinco I was a baby."

By and bv Maud's wild humor sub-
sided, and she talked again about busi-
ness. Yes, tlioso girls had so long beon
necustomed to hard, experiences that
they fell naturally into talk of
pros and cons in a dry business
way. By tho time thoy reached homo
thoy had settled that Maud .should go
away. Thoir mother was told at once;
sho saw It was wise, and a littlo moro
planning was done as thoy sat over
thoir simple supper. Tho Turn should
bo had every day for tho sako of tlio ad-

vertisements, and tlio vicar and the
doctor fchould bo to help. All
this was hot In train tho noxt day; also
tho noxt day Kato cominimcod a thor
ough turnout of the rooms, so as to bo
In readiness for a nnw-como- r. Tho
evening post brought a loiter from
Harry dated "San Francisco." Ho had
not written for nearly a year, and this
was tho now.s; Ho hud found farming
in Cunmlu no good for him and had
gono to San Frnuoisco, meaning, If Ill-lu-

followed him then, nover to write
homo again Good luck camu inatead,
and ho was doing woll.

"I manage a storo," ho said, "and
two yours ago my boss was worse
oil' than I was when I camo hero. I
won't say moro, but I'll mako this pay.
Perhaps I'll bo bonding you somo bank
notos lionio boforo tlio year is out."

"Poor Harry!" oxelalmed his mother,
Sho smiled, and yot hor eyes wore
moist.

"Kate" Maud tuokod hor hand un-
der her sister's urm us thoy wont up to
bod that night "tho days of glory nre
coming again! Now! you sool"

Kato luughod; sho was vory glud
about narry.

'I bee," sho said, "that you must put
clean paper 'la

"
thoso drawers

.mbvi.vm-.,- . -&
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Maud mado 'a littlo grimace The
morrow camo and sho was doing It.

cuArrKit n.
Maud had oponod tho two drawing-roo-m

w'ndows and lot down tho Vene-
tians ovor them, so that tho room should
bo cool and shady. How cool and sum-
mery It all looked! Ladles' Angers can
so easily glvo slmplo decorations nn air
of grace and roftnoniont. Tliotf sho loft
that room and wont into tlio ono d;

thoso two hud been dear old Mr.
Harbutt's rooms, and also thoso of tho
tlrosomo Miss Paynes. This back room
wai shady, nnd at onco tho blind was
drawn up to tho top and tho window
thrown open ns high ns It would go.
Thoro was In tho room an old ohost of
drawers, tho ploeo of furniture that Mr.
linruutt imu onco saiu was wortu moro
thiin all clso tho room contained put

It wnslxsautlfully made, tho dnrk old
onk was of tho llticst grain, nnd how
delicately woro tho loining.s and corners
titled t A rootled lino was carved or
tur led at tho frontngo of each drawer;
on its top too, making an artistic bor-
der or finish to its lovel polish, thoro
was the buiuo rootled decoration running
four-sqiinr- Each drawer had two
pendant and triangular brass handles.
Tlioy copy these old things nowadays,
but this was a veritable antique, Fivo
drawors in all, and In tlio top and most
shallow ono a koy protruded from Its
keyhole. Maud rcmomborcd tho whole
thing ns long ns sho remembered any
tiling, for in oldon days it had stood
In tho nursery. In tlioso days tho top
shallow drawer was just as exactly
lovol as tho other drawers had boou;
fancy mothodical nureo allowing
that right-han- d corner to project In that
uns'ghtly way! If tho picco of furniture
hud not beon so seasoned by ago ono
might havo supposed that the wood had
warped at that ono cornor. Maud was
bent upon straightening it All tho
four lower drawers woro provided with
their fresh white paper lining, and now
somehow, somo ono hod locked tit's top
drawer, had forced tho lock and bent
tho koy.

"Wo'Il have you straight," was
Maud's cry to hcrsolf. as Mio worried
tho old koy. Never a bit would it move,
excopt indeed to fix itolf more llrnily
within tho intricacies of tlio lock.

"I'll physic you!" Maud cried.
A moment's run down-stair- s for somo

oil, nnd "physio" was tried. Some few
moro wrlfrslincs and turnings, and hoy.
presto! tlio magic is done, tho look is
loosened, the drawer Is oponod!

Howovor, opened doos not menn a
simultaneous euro of its uneven cornor.
Oh! no. Pushing and dainty humoring
aro noithcr of any avail, "tho drawer
simply will not work to its pristine
level. Hut Aiuua watt a strongwin, aim
a mind that probed to tho reason of
things. In a trice sho had tho rebellious
drawor out of its groove and ignomini-ousl- y

laid at hor fcot, whilo a supple
white arm was bared to tlio elbow ami
went on a search within tho shallow
space. From end to end arm and lin-

gers went seeking thon, the sinner was
captured! Tho girl's pretty lingers, all
covered with dust and iluo, met the crisp
crackle of firm paper.

"Ah!" was Maud's quick littlo cry.
Tho paper was out before tho light of

tlio summer suiu Thin, grcy-huc- d pa-

per, tightly prosotl onco. but now, by
somo inherent strength surely, looson-in- g

from its pressuro and olustically
unfolding itself. One fold somo print-
ed words and figures. Bah! How dusty
it was! Another fold undone somo for-
eign words quite cloar. "D'ltalia."
What was it?

Hud tho thing really somo magic in
it? Maud's face became scarlet; then all
tlio color fled from it, and, leaving
drawor and dust nnd white paper in
confusion on tlio floor, the girl ran to
ttio statr-hon- d and called:

"Mother! Kato! come, quicKi"
Both were busy, but such a voice of

alarm ves Maud really was terrified
was not to bo disregarded. Thoy wore
upstnirs in a few seconds.

"I'vo oponod tho drawer," sho baid.
"So wo perceive Havo you found a

dead mouse behind it?"
Kato, seeing Maud unharmed, was

naturally a bit milled at having been
unnecessarily excited by tlio cry.

"No; I havo found this."
Now Maud was prctornaturolly still.

She held out the strango paper, by this
tunc yet moro unrolled. As Kate took
it, it resolved lt.se It into not ono paper
only, but four papers, of which tho corn-
ers shook themselves apart. Ono had
had squaro bits cut out yes, decidedly
cut out.

"Bonds mothor!" Kate gasiiod.
"Don't talk nonsense, child!"
Kato was not listening. Sho had had

to become acquainted with many busi-
ness matters, but sho hud nover .seen
quite such papers as thess. Sho looked
at them, and fingcrod them.

"Two hundred and fifty lire; seven
hundred and fifty lire," sho deciphered.
"What are liro?r'

"I know," Maud put it. "A lire is
tho same as a franc Italian money."

"Theso aro money, mother." And
again Kate was reduced to a gasping
condit'on.

"Whose aro thoy? Thoy aro not ours,
I'm sure" Poor Mrs. Boylo pressed
hor hands togethor. How glad hho
would havo boon to thiuk they woro
hers! Let mo look at thorn, Kate."

"Finding is keeping!" cried Maud.
"I shall appropriate thorn."

'Maud!'' Anil Kato came buck from
hor tremor to face tho actual. "Thoy
are simply Mr. Harbutt's. Tlio Miss
Paynes, you may b3 sure, nevor left
any thing so valuable behind thorn."

Perhaps It will pay thoir debt."
Maud by this tlmo hud lost her terror;
she hud passed it on to her mother and
sister, and sho hersolf only snw the
umuMjiueut on the thing. "My onergy
has done somo good this time at uny
rate"

"It must bo hundreds of pounds,
mother."

Kate was standing with hor hands in
tho poekots of her hollnnd apron, and
was watching hor mothor look at tho
discovery. Mrs. Boylo's palo face hud
grown graver by homo fow degrees.

"They aro bonds, but what of I do not
know. 1 know so littlo of tlio look of
theso things," hIio mused. "Whose aro
thoy? Whose?"

"Perhaps ours, motlior?" And Maud
poked hor hand consoltnglv within hor
mother's arm.

"That chost of drawors belongs to tho
days of our glory. Thoro! D d I not
not say last night, whon Harry's lottor
camo, that our good times woro coining
again?"

"Perhaps thoy nro." And Mrs. Boylo
gave a littlo convulslvo hug to Maud's
comforting hand. "We'll haston din-
ner, girls, and ono of you shall go with
mo to John Bryant's. Ho, at least, will
say whothor tho things aro of valuo or
not,"

"You'll not glvo thorn up to hlra,
mother? Glvo up my findP"

"Maud, do not act tho infant!" Kato
erlod. "Go with mother, nnd loarn
what has to bo learned."

It was as Kate had supposed, Tho
four papers togothor roprosontod tho
sum of i'2,000, uud were Italian Gov- -

rnntont bonds. But whoso wero thoy?
Thoy boro no man's name.

CtlAtTKIt nr.
Tho troastiro hnd to lio lu John Bry-

ant's strong room. John Ilrrnnt was
a stockbroker, ns Mr. Boylo find beon,
nnd was, in truth, a man whoso friend-
ship to thn Hoylos had lasted on from
tho old days of tholr prosperity. Ho was
an upright man, and ho guarded tho in-

terest of tho Bovlos as well as if thoy
woro his own. lio locked tho strango
Italian bonds, which wero Muinrfl
"finds," in his strong room. Thoro
they must lio wlillo Inquiries wero nindo
as to their ownership.

Maud, a stranger, wont to strangors;
now claims came upon hor days; n
wider, now life camo circling about hor;
time each week sceinod to hor to bo
growing moro full, moro rich; lu it
while sho grow to look upon herself in
tho Now-Cro- ss llfo ns a dim possibility,
so suroly was sho absorbing all tho

tho pleasant, kindly, luxuri-
ous homo whoro sho taught two young
girls. Tho bonds still lay unowned; by
dint of wisely-frame- d advertisements
claimants camo forward whoso preten-
sions would not boar tho sifting of law
yer's questions. Tho bonds wore still
iMtuiu h, us ,.101111 nryant wouiu nave it,
though a year had run byslnco tho sum-
mer day when sho had found them.

Maud's gay prophecy of good fortuno
coming to tliom wns gradually being
fulfilled. Harry hud really sent over a
good round sum to his mother; Davy
got a rise in ins onicc; a cousin oi Mr.
Boyles camo to livo with thorn at Ncw-Cro'-- s,

and brought a good addition to
tho family purse Times woro no long-
er "hard times." Search was made for
Mr. Harbutt's nophow, whom tho old
gentleman, thoy now rcmomborcd, had
never spokon of by any othor name than
that of "Lewis." Now, was "Lewis"
u Christian name or a surname? As
pointed as could bo dono advertise-
ments went tho round of tho country
concerning "unclaimed stock." Tho
Boyles did, and always would, insist up-
on tho boiiof that tho Italian bonds be-

longed to Mr. Harbtttt.
"Havo an advertisement giving his

name," Mild Maud, in a letter home.
"Miss Maud is losing her business

head," was John Bryant's answer whon
thoy told him what she hail said.

Tlio tilings aro a nightranro to mo,"
Mrs. Bovlo bald.

"Then, my good lady, wo will havo
tho advertisement printed at once. Shall
the first Harbutt who comes havo
thorn?"

Her adviser was a bit tosty.
It was u September evening, and tho

scene was a luxurious drawing room in
a Yorkhhiro country house It was tho
houso in which Maud Boylo was gov-
erness. Work was ovor for tho day, and
she, with Cicoly and Nan Simpson, was,
as usual, passing tlio evening wim tno
rost of tho family. Tho two girls weie
fourteen and fiftoon yours of ago; they
woro "tho children" of tho household.
A stepbrother, young Lewis Simpson,
was a man of twenty-fiv- e; he, too, was
in tlio room. Tho mother was there,
also tho grandmother, tho motlior of tlio
present Mr. Simpson. Across tlio York-
shire moors a September wind had been
blowing nil day. and a wlntcr-llk- c tiro
burned in tho wido grato. But it was
evening, and tho throe girls wore pretty
light garments. Tho two Simpsons
wero in wiiito; Maud, though tho ma-
terial of hor gown was no more than
muslin, was sombor-lookin- g; its color
was of tho darkest crimson, and, seo'ng
no lamps were lit, tho tliciccring gleam
of firelight loft hor just a warm-tone- d

shadow, sho boing a brown-huc- d maiden
hotolf.

The bell had just been rung, and as
tho lamps woro brought in there also
camo tho bis brother, a tall man and
vory fair, as his father and Cicely were
lie lounged in as young men no louugo
in among a homo company of women-kin-

Ho throw himself on a seat by
Mrs. Simpson, and ho throw ono news
paper across to tne old lauy wnom no
called "Granny," but who, of course,
was no grandmother to him.

'Have you read this advortlsoment?
You aro "advertised for, Lewis," said
Granny.

"1? Nover! Who wants mo? Is
somo ono leaving me a fortune?

Young Simpson prctonded ho was fa-

tigued, and lazily threw himself on tho
couch by tho old lady.

"You havo had that happen onco
that is moro than most men got. There

read."
The old lady gave him tho nowspa-pap- or

and pointed with her spectacles,

ItlM

winch alio hud just taken from nor nose.
Ho read. His fair face flushed. Then
ho read. "Listen," ho said; "it's mo!"
What was grammar ut such a moment?

"Hakbutt. To any of tho name, or
claiming under a will mado by a person
of thut name Unclaimed stock found.
Apply first by letter to Boevos & Lever,
Solic tors, Old Broad street, London."

"That's my advertisement!"
Tho cry was from Maud.
"You? Yours?"
Every one seemed to be echoing her

cry.
"I'll toll you," Mawl said in her clear,

busincbs-lik- o way. "I found somo
bonds once, and so tho other day I ad-

vised thoir advertising for tho name
Harbutt. '

"That was my old uncle's name, you
know" Simpson horo drow a chair to
Maud's side "my mother's uncle, an
eccentric old man; we hunted him up
when wo came homo labt your."

"Our Mr. Harbutt! our dear old
Mr. Harbutt!"

Maud clasped her hands,
Willi very rout exoitemoni.

this tlmo

"xoursi" wero you r-
"Ho lived with us lodged with us."

Maud's fnco flushed with a certain
prido.

"But I am verv glad and you aro
tho 'Lewis' ho talked about?"

Tlioy talked a littlo moro ovor it, and
presently Mr. Simpson, tho father, camo
in and had to bo told tho whole history
over again.

"Strango!" old Mr. Simpson mused;
"strango that no inquiry found you e,

Lowls. The papers bear Ilurbutt's
name, Miss Boylo!"

"No; no name at all."
"No name at all!" ho echoed. "Then

why aro thoy his? Fivo hundred people
may huvo used that drawor."

"01i,.nol" Mutidsuid, quietly. "Only
ho Ubod It, oxcoptouiHolves."

"Then thoy may bo yours!"
"No, my father nover hud business

papors llko that ut home."
"Thoy wore not drawn in tho list of

"ocuritios unolo showed mo." wild Lowls
Simpson. Then, suddenly dropping
his acute business manner, ho protended
onco moro nn immonso laziness. "Ji
is all a snaro und a dolusion, Miss
Bovlo. I shan't eo in for tiro money.
How can I provo it's mlno? It is your
find,' and Minding Is keeping' all tho

world ovor."
"Oli, no, It Isn't." And Mtiudo was

strangely quiet and firm.
Nothing morn was ovor proved.

Tlierj novor will bo any moro proof as
to whoo bonds thoy wore In tho mid
Maud hud to lot Joui Bryant cut nil'
toniu of tlio cotipmib, and ttisli Ilium for

hor, but at tho present moment sho has
nothing to do with thorn, nnd thoy havo
jolnod tho rest of old Mr Harbutt's
proporty, and Lowls Simpson has thorn.
Can you understand how what Is hers Is
also UMAU the Year Hound.

STABLE MANURES.

Thoy Hhnntil IJn I'rPnePTfd for the
Itonovntlnn of Worn. Out Holln.

Wlillo tho renovation of soils may bo
possible without tho upo of stablo man-

ures wo must nover overlook them as
factors in this work. At present thoy
are tho main dependants of the farmer.

It Is not generally thought that farms
can bo brought up and maintained In
fertility, without Its use A largo class
of fanners labor under tho Idea that
only by Increasing tho llvo-stoc- k upon
tho farm can its fertility bo enhanced.

Wlillo this Is no doubt in part errone-
ous, It is a pretty safe rut to fall Into.
Tho former who adheres strictly to this
policy will seldom bo found with a run-
out soil. Ho will properly appreciate
tho value of stablo manures.

Another, nnd I rcgrot to say a much
liirrrer class of farmers, seem to have.
as yet, no rational idea as to tlio real
valuo of oven stablo manures. But llt-

tlo Is manufactured on tho farm and
that llttlo is not half cared for or ap-
plied.

Xt is a scandalous met, mat upon
many rich prairlo farms of Illinois,
Iowa and Minnesota, whoro cheap
stables wero built in tho early dnys, that
manure should bo allowed to accumu-
late until thcro was no longer room to
trot Into tlio stablo und out, nnd tho
stablo was moved to savo tlio labor of
getting out tho manure. It was easier
to move a polo and board or straw
stable than to move a hundred or moro
loads of manure Tho valuo of tho
manure did not oven enter tho ques-
tion. This condition of tilings exists
oven to tlio present day in localities,
whilo In all sections of the country can
be found tills great class of farmers,
wno rccKon uut nuio upon meir
mumiro piles, and scatter them out
over tho Holds moro because it Is tho
custom than from any real desire to en-

rich thoir land.
Somo men seem to have a blind faith

in an allwiso and provident Providence.
They seem to think that the land is
bound to yield if they continuo to
fccratch tho surface and sow tho soed..
Thoe aro tho men who run down our
iarms and move West. They aro sort
of land pirates, robbing their successors
to tho soil. It is n moral wrong to
thus "skin" land. Even if our own
children do not suffer from our im-

providence, tlio countless generations
thut como after must.

Tlio first idea bhould be to savo all tho
stable manure and put it into the most
ovailablo form that is. that it mav bo
advantageously applied.

How many make any provision what-
ever for their stablo manure? Not ono
in twenty, I venture to assert Holes
arc made in tho back sido of tho stable
(under the caves) for throwing it out,
and tills is almost tho only provision
made.

It would be positively appalling,
astounding, if tho usually closo calcu-
lating farmer could soo just how much
ho is every year allowing to go to waste
for tho lack of a littlo protection and
management of his manure pile If
half tho bulk of his manure pile was
was feloniously abstracted, he would bo
able to seo tho loss, but whilo tho bulk
remains intact ho is sensible of no loss.

Now tho real truth is that ho who
leaves his manure piled out to tho
weather through all tho seasons loses
fully ono-lia- lf tho actual valuo. This is
worso than to havo half the bulk stolon.
Ho has tho bulk left, which ho must
handle over. Tho mostvnluablo and
available portion is gone.

Ammonia is n hard element to hold
at host. It can not be hold lu any thing
liko its original volume in manure

to sun, rain and wind. A good
shuro of it may bo held whoro

aro used and tho manures kept well
housed until tlio time of application.

A manure shed that will answer tho
purpose very woll, can be built at very
small cost. Tlio stablo wall proper will
form ono sido of it. But littlo moro
than a good roof is needed. It may bo
partially inclosed about tho s;des if so
desired, but it is not absolutely neces-
sary. If such a shod shuts off tho light
from tho stablo, another sot of windows
may bo put in above tlio roof of tho
shod. This roof need not bo high up;
.Hist above tho manure windows will be
lrgh enough, provided n man can stand
up well under it.

Such a shed will pay for itself every
your. Manure can bo handled over un-

der this-shed- , and composted if dosirod.
Yard manuros may bo thrown together
under It for better protection.

Tho man who Is called upon to reno-
vate a wornout soil must learn to make
tho most of tho manurial resources upon
his farm. W. D. Jioynton, in Western
Plowman.

WINTERING VEGETABLES.

Ilonr the 1'roductn of the t.nrden Can bo
Kept Through the Cold Kciwon.

Only a fow vegetables can bo wintered
outdoors in tho North without protec-
tion. Parsnips aro among tho excep-

tional vegetables which tlio winter does
not destroy, und, excopt for use while
tho ground is froen, may be left In the
soil. Salsify or vcgotable oyster is ol
similar nature, but boots, turnips and
carrots will not stand excessive cold.
To retain tho fresh, crisp flavor thoy
should bo takon up as late as possible
nnd placed in a cool collar or in piU
with earth and straw enough over them
to prevent frco.lng. The latter Is the
method most in vague with market gar
deners, who usually know how host to
presont their vegetables in tho finest
condition. Artifieiaf heat in any form
spoils tlio flavor of vegetables gener-
ally. Tho sweet potato is an exception,
and will rot In a temperature
bolow fifty degrees, whilo dryness does
not injure it Cabbages may bo pulled
up roots and all, turned upsuie uown,
tho heads packed togethor in beds six
feet in width, and ground between the
rows thrown over tho heads. In

frosty weather thov can not bn
reached, und enough must bo left in tho
cold root collor for winter uso. Onions
require it dry barn or stable loft, anil
should not bo packed more than eight
or ten inches deep, with a foot of straw
ovor them to keep out frost In tho ex- -

tromo north some tiro protection may
bo necessary. For family uso a string
can bo kept hung up In any part of tho
collar. Onions will stand twenty de-

grees of frost without Injury if dry.
Colerv is best whon tukon from the opon
ground, but should bu takon up and
plncod oloso togothor in bods with oarth
and inter ovor an to noop iromiroo.ing,
Winter squnshos roiiuiru a dry placo free,

from frost. Uhicuqo Times,

About 81(1,00(1.000 in fnros nro
t taken on tho strv3t ru'lwayii ol Nw
I York City ovory year.

ALASKA'S CAPITAL

RTlditncn of thn Antiquity of Ptttci, Ones
Cnllm! Nct ArchnnRcl.

Ifclfl a grassy nnd a mowiy t6wn that
gathers about tho Russian chapel. All
of tho old houses woro built to last, as
they aro likoly to do, for many genera-
tions to como. They aro log houses
all tho public buildings tho onco
fashionable officers1 club, nnd many of
tho residences solid squaro brown logs
laid ono upon nnothcr until you como
to tho roof. Somotlmcs the logs aro
clapboardod without and thoy nro all
lathed and plastered within. The floors
nro solid and thn stairs also, and tho
wonder Is how tho town can ovor go to
ruin savo by llrofor wood doesn't
rot In Alaska, but w 11 Ho In logs ex-

posed to all tho changes of tho seasons
for an Indefinite period. I saw in a
wood back of tho town an Immonso
log. It wns in thu primoval forest, and
below It woro layers of other logs lying
crosswise nnd m confusion. 1 know
not how fur bolow mo was thn solid
earth, for mats of thick moss and deep
bods of dead leaves filled tho hollows
between tho logs; but this log, nearly
threo foot in diameter, was abovo
thorn nil, and out of It from a seed no
doubt imbedded in tho bark hadsprung
a trco that Is y as great in girth in
tho loir Hint lies prostrate beneath its
roots. Theso mighty roots havo clasped
that log in an everlasting einbraco anil
struck down Into tho soil bolow. You
can conjecture how long the log has
boon lying there in thut tangle of mighty
roots yet tho log Is y as sound a
bit of timber as ono is likely to find any-whor- o.

Alaska Is burled under forests liko
theso I moan that part of it which is
not still cased in ice nnd snow. A lato
official gave mo out of his cabinet a rol o
of tho past It is a stono postlo, nuloly
but symmetrically hown ovidontly tho
work of tho aborigines. The postlo,
with sovcrul stone implements of domes-
tic utility, was found by a party of pros-
pectors who hud dug under the roots of
a giant troe. Eleven feci beneath tho
surfaco, directly under the treo und sur-
rounded by giguntlc roots, this pcstlo,
tocother with others of a similar char
acter, and with mortars and various
utonsIN, woro scattered through the soiL
Most of tlio collection went to the Smith-
sonian Institute, and perhaps tho r
origin and history may bo somo day
con octured. How many agos moro, I
wonder, will bo required to develop tho
resources of this vast out-of-do- coun-
try? When the tardy darkness fell upon
Sitka toward m'dnight the town was
hardly more silent than it had been
throughout the day. A fow lights woro
twinkling in distant windows, it fow

woro prowling about, the water
rippled along tlio winci.ng snore, ami
from time to time, as tho fresh gusts
blew in from tho sea, somo sleepless
b'rd sailing ovor us on shadow wings
uttorod a cry that startled
the listener. Then, indeed, old Sitka,
which was onco called New Archangel,
socmod but a relic of tho past, whoo
vague, romantic history will probably
nover bo fully known. i harks Warren
Stoddard, in San Franciico Chronicle.

NOT AN EARTHQUAKE.

A Remarkable I.uiul-sllil- o Involving an
Area of Two Sqimro Mllci,

Tho United States Geological Survey
has learned from Mr. C. W. Cross, en
gaged in field-wor- k at Denver, Col., the
part'culars of a rcmarkablo land-slid- e

near Cimarron, Gunnison County, which
wns described in tho local papors as an
earthquake Prof. Faniham, "of tho
Nebraska Stuto Normal School, who
chanced to bo In tho neighborhood, hud
personally visited tho scene of tho sup-poso- d

enrthquuko; unnd when ho culled
upon Mr. Cross, and described the ap-

pearance of tho region, tho fissures
formed, etc., tho lntior inferred that n
serious disturbance must have occurred
aloug tho lino of faulting on tho west
sido of tho Trident mesa, indicated on
tlio Haydon maps. As soon as practi-
cable, Mr. Cross went to Cimarron. Ho
found tho locality about nine miles
south of that town, on tho cast sido
of tho west fork of tho Cimarron
river. Botweon tho two forks of tho
Cimarron is a mesa cappod by oruptivo
rock, tho valleys on cither side boing
eroded out of cretaceous rocks, appar-
ently tho clavs of tho Colorado sroup.
Tho area involved cxtonds from tho
baso of tho cliffs of eruptive rock form-
ing tho top of tho mesa, down tho slopes
toward tho vallcv bottom, nearly to tho
odgo of tho bolt of timber. Such a
crumpling of tho surface had taken
plaoo throwing down forests in inox-tricab- lo

confusion, pushing tho ground
up into ridges, and leaving fissuro-lik- o

depressions that tho assumption by
untcchnical persons of an earthquake
as tho cause was not surprising; but,
aftor a two-day- s' examination, Mr.
Cross satisfied lumsolf that tliorc had
been no earthquake, but a remarkable
landslide, involving an area of nearly
two squaro miles. It was evidont thut
tho surface of the ground hail lo-ooi-

loosened from tho underlying
clay bods, probably in

of ttio scpngo of water,
and that a movoment of tho area, start-
ing at Its uppor end, had boen thorcby
instituted in the direction of tho mesa.
Tho lower portion having moved less,
or not at all, tho ground there had boen
most thoroughly ridged, fissured, com-
pressed and ovorlnpped, in such a man-
ner that trees had been overthrown,
littlo ponds drained and new onos
formed, and tho courses of small
streams changed, ltanolinien living
noar by had proooived no tromor or
other evidonco of earthquake disturb-
ance, nor could thev tell when tho
movomont took placo; but thoy agreed
in saving that the rainfall had beon un-

usually heavy. Evidonce.s woro found
of similar laud-slldo- s of earlior date, at
various places along tho valley, and it
sooms clo.ir thut such slide must huvo
played an important part In shaping out
tho valloy depression. Science.

m m

"Where does sho put her tlvor."
nskod Hiram Powers, as ho gazed upon
tho slonder. wusp-walsto- d woman of
fashion, nnd In tho Herald of Health Dr.
M. A. Allen has tried to answer this
question, showing how whon crowded
out of its own place it infringes on
on tlio space of th j digestive and breath-
ing organs and impodes all vital func-
tions.

A traveled dog named Ned d!od the
othor day in Otis, Muss. Ho hnd boon
ovor Europo, AbIii und Africa. Nod
was in his twentieth your. Ho hud
crossed tho Atlantic sixteen timos und
traveled fifty thousand milos. Ho was
buried with a gold collar and snugly
wrapped In a rug. Hosion Journal.

During tiro war korosono oil sold in
Erie County, "N. Y nt 1,S0 por gallon;
whlto sugar, 30 emits por pound; ging-
ham, fiO coiits poi yard; hloaohml shoot- -
I..,. Rq ....,.,.; .,....,1. ...,IL.,.., 'II
MUts. tiujj'alo. ifajlW.

PITH AND POINT.

Thcro nro but fit horses that wilt)
stand without tlo'ng nntl there aro loss
men. Josh Hillings,

When narrowed down to "sink or
swim," tho hard work that most young
mon can stand would surprlso them.

It Is said that qulot eyes donates
Como to think of It, so

docs u qulot mouth. Philadelphia Her-
ald.

Why Is that party who Is no or.
pleased with anything at nil really a.'

most contented parly? Why, because,
don't you see, nothing satisfies him. .

Judqc,
'Skip tho hard words, dear," said a

school mistress to ono of hor pupils;
"thoy aro only tho names of foreign
countries, nnd you will nover bo In
thorn." Loston Transcript, (

Klch Unolo Now, sir, dovlso some
mothod by which your expenses will not
be abovo your income. Mlno novor are.
Nophow (triumphantly) Tlion lot's-trad- e

incomes. A'. Y. Uraphic
"You arj a fool, John Grap." ob-

served that gontloman's bolter half, an-
grily. "So l'vo boen thinking, my;
dear, ever sinco 1 mnrricd you," was-th- o

soothing reply. New Haven Kews.
Punch onco told a droll story of a.

mnn who, boing suddenly raised tr
riches, exclaimed, in tno niiiiicss oi m
satisfaction: "Oh, that I could stand la-

the road and soo mysolf rido past in my
carriago!"

A magazine discusses tho question,!
"Why a girl should go to college" Wet
don't see why sho should. Sho novor
can learn to throw aballstraightcnoughv
to stand well in her classof), and It
wouldn't bo proper for her to play foot
ba Ting! Ling! Uurdellc.

Father (start'ng down town)i
"Yes. Robert, my son, always keep in1

mind what your mother says, and always
say 'pleac.' Though a little word, it
indicates tho gentleman. Here, wife,
hold my ovorcoat nnd hat." Troy
Times,

Wasn't Built That Way:
Hlic could fllntf n swpot soprnno nnd could

paw the Krnml plann.
And bad traveled from Gnlvcaton to Cnpo

Ann;
Hut she could not boll a pot, nnd sowing sbo

knew not.
For hIio nover was constructor on that

plnn. j

liichmond Salon. '

Willie Frcshlngton Wouldn't it bn.
nice if wo could stroll togethor tins wnyi
always? Miss Hunter? This is so sud- -'

den, Mr. n! You had better
speak to mamma. Willie F. Yes; biuy
say, hadn't I better speak to my mother
fust? Rambler. i

A news item says: "A man in Lake-fie- ld

was struck by a locomotive yester-
day, and Instantly killed. Whisky was
tho cau-e.- " This is shameful. All lo-

comotives "clioo." but this is tho first
time ono has bon accused of indulging
in whisky and knocking a mail over it
smoke-stac- Xorri.ilown Herald.

Forewarned, Forcnrmod: "Good'
morning, children," said an Austin'
phy-ttcian- , as he met throo or four little,
children on their way to school, "andi
how nro vou this morning?" "We
dursn't tell you," replied the oldest of'
the crowd, a boy of eight "Dare not
tell me!" exclaimed tho physicians
"nnd why not?" " 'Causa papa said
that last year it cost him Htty dollars to
havo yoii come in and aslc us how wo- -

were" Texas Siftings.

AN INDIAN LEGEND.

The 1 nftfttimaqiioririleft' Poetlo Notion o.
tho Nature of Thunder.

The Passumaquoddios still cling to
thoir old and poetic notion of tho nature
of thunder. Tlioy bolievo that tho
rumble of tho thunderstorm and tho
flushes of tho lightning aro tho demon-
strations of thunder spirits who are
playing ball and shooting thoir arrows
in tho heavens. There is a tradition
that a Passamuquoddy Indian ono day
expressed a desire that ho might become
"a thundorer." All at onco his com-

panions saw him mounting to the sky
in tlio smoke of the camp lire Ho was
takon up to tho abode of tho thunders,
placed in a long box, nnd by some:
mysterious process invested with the
properties and existence of a thunder
spirit or, as Louis Mitchell puts, it, ho
was "thiiuderlicd." Ho lived for soven
years among tlio thunders, played ball
with them in tho sky, shot his gloaming:
arrows with them at tho bird thoy ara
always chasing toward tho south, mar-
ried a female thunder spirit and pur-
sued an activo and contented life of
thunder and lightning. '

Soven years after his translation a
violent storm passed over tho encamp-
ment of tho tliere.
was an unusual and frightful conten-
tion among tlio thunder spirits; tho
rumbles wero moro torrifio tlian Passa-mumiod- dy

ear had ever heard; tlio iri
smclled of brimstone; tho sky blazed
with red und yellow flames; tho clouds
opened nnd great forks of firo shot out
of them; tho rain fell in shoots; peal
answered peal; ono tongue of lightning-spa- t

out firo to another; the affrighted
Passamaquoddios, who nover had be-

held such a storm, believed Unit the
legions of tho thunder spirits wore,
waging tlioir most awful war. Thoy
fell down and crossed themselves. In
the midst of their alarm thoy saw a
human form slide down into the'r camp-o-

a boam of light It was thoir old
friend, who had made his escape from
pursuing thunders, shakon off his
'thunderfieil" ex'sicnco and returned

to them. Ho hnd chnnged somowlmt,
but all his old friends know him. Ho
lived with tho tribo till ho died. Lewis-to- n

(Mc.) Journal.

THEY KNEW IT.

Smart Hoyk AY'Iici Didn't Take Water for
KeroHno Oil.

A barrel with a bung in it and a sus-

picious dampness are tho heads, was.
yesterday lying In au alloy oil' Grand
ltlvcr btreot. So wero two boys, two
straws nnd a gimlet. A grocor stood in
his back door und smiled and chuckled
as ho saw tho barrel and tho-- boys grad-
ually draw nearer each olhor. At
length, nfter ono lust look around, tho
boy with tho gimlet bored two holes,
two straws woro inorted, and two suc-
tion pumps bogan work.

"iiin!" sighed tlio biggest boy, after
a coupla of pulls.

"Ain't sho good?" queried tho other,
as ho let go his straw.

"l'urty good,, but just a shade off."
"How much aro yon going to holdP,v
"Oh, about u gallon."
"I'm golnpjto hold moro'n that"
Tho grocor then put in ti sudden ap-

pearance and said;
"Como, como boyst I just filled thah

barrel up with water to tighten up thu
seams. Como back horo to tho pen-
stock It you want a drink."

Thoy loft tho straws stloklng in tho
gtmlotrholos nnd walked oil without a
word until beyond reach. Then tha
big boy called back.

"Wo knowod it nil the time D'yo
'gposo wo thought it was keroauof"'r-- .

JjtUoU free Pi en.


