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THE SONWUS WE SANG.
T hoar thom singing tmr?lunr—-—
My nelghbors over the wiy-—
An Lt tor n momaont, resting
Along In the twillghit gray.

My darlineg! O my darling!
hat Is the world to me?
At the toueh of n nuuﬂ In the twillght
It s nlmost consed to be

i =N

Yan wera anfo in my mamory, doarost;
Bal the many wenry {nnut

And tha nosd of stesigbh for the stragele,
And the listle timo for tonrs!

1 ahall be atrong $o-morrow |
Tahnll Innigh agnin with the redt;
1 shall earstull

clomso 11fe's burgains,
And win, ns

mny, tho buat,

Dut, O ming own, my anly!
Tonleht ] am yours nlonnt

New loves and hopes and datios
Aro gray as thy twllight grown,

Ilr darling! O my dariine!

}o you henr them whors vou are—

From the (ar. lono grave where I left you,
Or from yon dim, holy star?

Doon your hoart brisnk with wild longing
To slt In the twillght kray,

Your hoad on my knoo, and slng with mo
Old nonge In our oldon way?

Snd or giad or foollah, 3
All tho old sones wn knew

While our deanma ran on In an undartono
Of the joys that would all come truo,

ll{ heart is nigh to hreaking,

My tenrs are fulllng fuat;

Are you, ton, glnid to romambar
The twlilght songa of the past?

1 wonld banr my own llfe's hurden,

And the woo that might have beon yours
To keep von lmn{u‘ in Heaven,

And safe from Ehls life's fulse lures,

e just to-night, my darling,
I wounld glve the world that wa
MIVHE By gingein : ol songs togethoer,
With your head upon my knoo,

—Mamie 8 Paden, in the Folio,

——————o— - —

“FINDIN’S KEEPIN'S.”

A Story Fitly Illustrating This
Juvenile Sentiment.

CTIAPTER L.

“Hullo!" cried a boy who was sprawl-
ing on a nursory floor. *‘Findin's
keepin'a! Hera’s tho mater's sixpence
she lost a week ago.™

“You are vulgar,”" wag the rojoinder
made to thiz by n very small girl,

She, Manl, was in her rightful do-
mnin, the nursery. Harry was anin-
torlopor, ani the torror of the method-
ical nurse who woulil have the children
In exact order. She had given up Hurry
three yenrs ago, and now he was thir-
teen and, a8 she declared, he had
“grown quite rampageous, and he do
upsct tho childrenso!” The Boyle chil-
dren wore threo, hoaded by Mnud;
nbove her was & vncant spnce of three
yonrs when Harry showed his *ram-
pageous’ self; above him camo two
girks, There ia the family list, headed
by father and mother.

Thers was not a more charmingly
commonplace, more pleasantly sucocss-
ful fam ly in the three kingdoms, ‘Ihey
lived in 8 London suburb, and they had
plonty of frionda and comforts.

*You are valgur?”’ Maud had erled.

“5o'd you be if you gotsucha find
Hooray! I say, where's the mater?"

‘‘(jone out, Master Harry," nurse
answerad.

“What a bore! Now mind, nurse,
that's m{ sixponce. Just you keep it
safe. 1f I hadn't to play in that matoh
this afternoon I'd hang about till mother
was baok."’

‘Do they want you very much?"

This wus an infantiny remark of small

Dnvﬂ'&.‘
“Don’t you make any mistake”
Harry was nd. ‘Should I be in
Plummer's Eloven if I wusn't some-
thing? Just see me bat, that's all."

“1'd like to seo you."

I don't doubt you: but we can't
have kids on our ground.”

At which Dayvy subsided, and Harry
took himeolf off to don his cricketing
flannela. When he hud gone the nur-
aer{ inmates Jooked at his sixpeuce, and
ench child handled it as if there was
some in it

“What did Harry mean when he
oalled out that long word ‘findins-
keopina?' "' asked Maud.

*Bless you, Miss Maud! He only
meant ‘coa he'd had the ‘finding’' he'd
have a right to the ‘kesping.’ "

*Do sou mean, Nurse, that if I picked
up hundreds of thonsands of gold sover-
oigna they would nll be mine?"'

for eyuvs were alight and quite o rosy
color waa tlushing hor round fuce.

*‘Nonsense, Misa Maud! What should
you be wanting gold sovercigns for?"

*Hut, it I found them?"'

“Ay, il You're not likely to find
them, I nover d'd. They don't lie
about nursery floors, not they."

*Ah, but ouwside somewhere!’’ And
the child made a gesture, as if with her
round arms she would encircle the
great, vague world.

Yours went by, and the Boyle nursery | be?

had becomo almost a forgotten thing.
Misfortune had seized the Boyles, and
thoy were at their worst whon, some
ten yoars latter, we met them in a third-
rute streot at New-Cross.

Five years had been sunny, prosper-
ous yenrs, then Mr. Boyle was stricken
by » dire malady, and had to louve busi-
ness,  He was o stoakbroker, but in the
venr when illness made it nocessary that
his olty affaira should be wound up there
was panio upon panio, there were
wars and rumors of wars, and loss
followed loss in rapid succession. On
the eve of his fathor's failure Huarry
had salled for Canndn.  He hwl bought
n plot of Government land, and he was
going to reclaim it, and, so they all
hoped, dig a fortune out of it. ut o
moderate family can live on n small in-
come if, a8 the saying is, they *‘cut
theiv coat uccording to their cloth."
Mrs, Boyle was a wise woman, und she
moved to a cheaper house, Dalsy (or
Margarot) Boyle wos married; Kather-
ine wna usoful; Maud, now ninsteen,
might, if need showed itself, tind work,
but Davy snd Dick muopst still go to
school.

Yeos; & oyole of misfortune hud begun,
tho five plontiful yeara werc over, and
the boginning of another five hl come
—yenrs of troubls upon trouble.  Mr.
Boyle died, unwitting of the calnmitous
timea; nnother, and then u third move
had to be made, each one cwrrying the
{amily n step downward.

How did Mra Boyle's blood rebel
whon the day eame for her to take little
Dick to Beacroft's school, whure he was
to be taught and fed and clothed for so
many years free of expense to her, Mill-
ionaires have been known to grow out
of boys brought uth:h Beaoroft's school,
but what cheer is thero in that thought
to the poor mother, who sces her little
son arrayed in the school garb, und who
o8 the gay summer sun glinting down
from the tears in his blue mﬂl to the
tinn now brass buttons of Jnckot?
Hutry bad nob made his fortune lu the

five yonra, not that many detalls were
known about him, for ho did not often
writa home, Dnavy wia soventoon, a nics
bright lad, In amoerchant's offiee. Maud,
for throe years, hnd tanght ns a daily

verness.  Katherine was the domestio
mn'natay of the honse, and the house,
during 510 past yoor, had had to admit
n lodgor,

This lodger had beon asilent, nervous
old gentloman, who gave no trouble
whntover; o perfeet godsond of & lodger,
in faot, Ho was order [tsolf, None of
his bolongings wora evor allowed to
littor his rooms.  Ho road a gaod deal,
but his books had the'r places ordorly
on their shelves, and wore read and ro-
rond, nnnotated and digested.  But his
rosidonce with them eame to an end, for
cortain rolatives eame home to live in
England, after o long absenes in Indin,
and ho wis porsuaded to go and end his
dinys with them. His dus payments,
anid a handsome prosont ho mndo the
girls, sat the houscholid on a very easy,
comfortable  foolin for  soveral
woeks, wooks in which  sonrveli was
made for na new lodger. Many
applied, but none wero quite of the right
gort, aftor the kind, orderly, quunint
old gontleman. The moncy filtered
awny, and it wns olear that the Boyles
musat acoept another ladger or bo very
pinched indeed, Thoy nt Inst  avcepted
two sistrs of the most tircsome and
exncting characters. Kato and Maud
slaved for them. but service wns wonri-
some, ng it must be when dry, thankless
hearts elalmed it,

“1f on'y Mr. Ilirbntt wers back!"
sighed Maal.  “'Dear! how funny he
was!' was the lnughing echo to her
sigh. Kate was n bright-souled being,
and always rowdy to muako the best of
their troubles.

o] wonder whether he is as happy
with those grand folks ns  he was here?
He had all Liis things just ns he chose,"
and Kate, with o duster in her hand—
the lndies were out for the dayv—looked
round on n chanos, Where should she
begin to strajghton?

“Strange that he never writes," Maud
Jmused.

Did he ever write, denr?”" Kate said;
vwrite lettors, T menn.  Ho composed,
and he imngined, and he raminated, but
until those nephews looked him up 1
don't believe he received as much as
one letter a month; certninly he never
wro'e one."

*No, I suppose not. Whore was that
ona letter from that he sent when he
left?"

“Durhnm—bnt that's nothing;
only went there to sce somebody who
had some rare manuseripts.  He said
that in the lotter; he was going to seo
this nephew at Fdinburgh, snd then
when the people found a place to take
ho wis gn[ng to sottle down with them.
IA :?ilcl-goo:m chuse for such o mun a8
el

“Yes," agnin Mand spoke musingly;
I wish he hnd sita’d here until they
had found the place,"

The yery next day Maud saw this in
the obitunry of the 1¥mes:

**On the 20th, at the Invercauld Arms,
Rosslyn, while traveling, James Har-
butt, aged seventy-one.™

Monotony, wearisome monotony, fol-
lowed. The tiresomo Iladies stnid on
until they had been with the Boyles for
just a yoar; and then they thought they
would like a change and they loft. They
left a small dobt unpnid and they gave
no nddress.  As girls do, even girls who
have too close an acquaintanes with the
rough side of life, the two Boyles mude
n.;r'raml glory in the doparture of the
Misses Payne.

“Weo may got some one even worse,
though,' snid Kare, practically.

“Nover mind what may be, we are
free now,”' Maund rejoined, being, ag wo
have said, always more light of heart
than her sister wus,

On that half holiday, the girls bein
80 gay over thelr freedom, walked mtE
Dick to the station, saw him off, and
then went for a summer ovening's saun-
ter among the tiolds.

“I have made n mistake, Kate, 1500,
she suid as they walked homewnrd. <1
should have gone away to teach—I
should hnve made more money, and—"'

*And you would huve held a better
position.” Kate always nailed s point
tlnuiui\ralx. **One drudge in a family is
enough,

[ Tante you to speak ke that, Kate."
Maud had & warm temper; such a pos-
session is usually the compunion of n
warm heart.  *If you drudge—horrid
word!—I drudge. If I got more money,
would not mother have it#"

“Don't be angry, I've a genius for
domestie munagement; for goodness’
sake let me exerciso it. But [ agroee with
you about going awny; you would be
far better off in a family. Why shounld
you not be as Miss Marsden nied to be
with us?"’

“She was a swell governess. "

*‘Not any more than you can be. I
remember better than you do."

“‘Dear, how I should love those days
of Elloryl Are they ever likely to come
back? What can wedo? Shall I hoard?
Will Harry suddenly come home a mill-
ionaire? ill Davy's master pray him
to become a partner ut his tender age?"

“Maud!"!

“Kate, why should not these things

he

“Why should they be? You mightas
well suy you expecttofind o buﬁ of gold
when the next riuinbow shines.

*I always do expect that—Ihave done
so evorsines I waus a baby."!

By and by Maud's wild humor sub-
gided, and she tulked nguin about busi-
ness, Yes, these girls had so long been
accustomed to hurd. experiences that
they fell npaturally inte talk of
pros and cons in a dry business
way. By the time they reached home
they hud settlad that Mauwd should go
awny. Their mother was told at onee;
she saw it was wise, and o little more
planning wus done as thoy sat over
their simple supper.  The Zanes should
b had every day for the sake of the ad-
vertisements, and the viear and the
doctor should be asked to help, All
this was set in train the next duy; also
the next duy Kate commencod o thor-
ough turnout of the rooms, s0 ns tn be
in readiness for s now-comoer. The
evening post brought a letter from
Harry dated **Sun Franeiseo.”  He had
not written for nearly n year, and this
wus the nows: He had found farming
in Connda no good for him and had

no to San Franociseo, meaning, it ill-
uck followed him then, never to write
home aguin® Good luck came instoad,
and hoe was doing well,

“I manage n store,” he sald, “and
two yoars ogo my boss was worse
off than I wns when I came hore, I
won't say more, but I'll make this pay.
Parhaps 1I'll by sending you some bank
notes home befora the yoar is out."

“Poor Harry!" exclaimed his mother,
Bhe smiled, and yet her ecyes were
molat,

“Kate''—Mnud tucked her hand un-
der her sister's nrm ns they went up to
bed that night—*'tho days of glory are
coming ngﬁnl Now! you soe!

Kate lsughed; she was very glad
about Hurry.

o] gee,” shoe sald, *“‘that you must put
cloan paper in those drawers to-mors

row."

Mand mado s llttle grimnce. The

morrow came and she wna doing it
CHAPTER IL

Maud had openod the two drawing-
room windows and let down the Venoe.
tinnw over them, ao that the room sliould
be cool and shady. How cool snd sum-
mory it all looknd! Ladies' fingers can
5o onslly give simplo decorations an nir
of grace and refinomont.  Then she left
that room and went into the one be-
hind; those two bhad beon dear old Mr.
Harbuit's rooms, and also those of the
tiresome Miss Paynes, This back room
wis ahidy, and at once the blind was
drawn up to the top and the window
thrown open as high as It would go.
Thore was in the room sn old chest of
drawors, the piece of furniturae that Mr.
Harbuit had onee anid was worth moro
than all else the room contained put to-
gethor,
© It wasbeantifully made, the dark old
onk was of tho finest grain, and how
delieatoly wore the nlnh
fitted! readed line was carved or
tur sad nt the frontage of ench drawery
on its top too, mnking an artistic bor-
dor or finish to its level polish, thore
was the same reoaded decoration running
four-square,  Eaoh drnwer had two

wndant and telangular brass handles,

hoy copy these old things nowadays,
but this was n vorituble antique.  Five
drawors In all, and in the top and most
shallow one a koy protraded from fts
keyhole. Mauwd remembered the whole
thing ns long ns she rememherod any
thing, for in olden days it had stoodl
in the nursery. In thoso days the top
shallow deawer was just pg exnetly
loyel as the other drawers had beons
fancy  mothodiesl nurse allowing
that right-hand corner to project in that
una' ghtly way! If the pieco of furniture
had not beon g0 seasoned by age one
might havoe supposed that the wood hud
warpod at that one cornor.  Mand wis
hont upon straightening it. Al the
four lower drawers wors provided with
thelr fresh white paper lining, and now
somehow, some one hwd locked th's top
drawer, had foreed the lock and bent
the kuy.

“Wo'll have you steaight,' was
Maud's ery to herself, na sno worried
the old key. Never a bit would it move,
excopt indeed to fix itself more tirmly
within the intricucies of the lock.

«['ll physic you!" Maud eried.

A moment’s run down-stairs for some
oil, nnd *'physic’ was tried.  Some fow
more wrigglings and turnings, and hoy,

restol—the magie is done, the lock s

oosened, the drawer I8 opened!

Howovor, opened doss not mean a
simultaneous cure of its uneven corner.
Oh! no. Pushing and dainty humoring
are noithor of any avail, the drawer
simply will not work to its pristine
loval. But Maud had a strong will, and
a mind that probed to the repson of
things. In o trice she had the rebellious
drawor out of its groove and ignomini-
ously Inid at her feet, while a supple
white nrm wns bared to the elbow and
went on a search within the shallow
spuee.  From end to end arm nnd lin-
gers went sock'ng —then, thos'nner was
captured! The girl's protty fingers, ali
covered with dust and flue, met the erisp
ernckle of firm paper.

“Ah!"" wns Maud's quick little ery.

The paper was out before the light of
the summor sun.  Thin, grey-hued pa-
per, tightly presseill onece. but now, by
somo inherent strength surely, loosen-
ing from 1ts pressure and olastieally
unfolding itself.  One fold—some print-
ed words and figures,  Bah! How dusty
it was! Another fold undone—some for-
eign words quite eloar.  “D'Italin.’
What was it?

Hud tho thing really some magic in
it? Mnud's fanco hbeonmesearlet; then all
the color fled from it, and, leaving
drawer and dost and white paper in
confusion on the floor, the girl ran to
the stagr-heand and called:

“‘Mother! Kate! Come, gquick!”

Both wera budy, but such a voice of
alarm—yes Maud roally was torrified—
was not to be disregnrded. They were
upstairs in o few seconds.

*I've opened the drawer," she said.

*‘NSo we pereeive.  Have you foundl
dead mouse behind it?"

Kate, seeing Maud unharmed, was
naturally 8 bit ruffled at having been
unnecessarily excitod by the cry.

*‘No; I have found this."*

Now Maud was preternaturally still.
She held out the ntmnFu paper, by this
time yet more unrolled. As Kato took
it, it resolved itself into not one papoer
only, butfour papers, of which thecorn-
ers sliook themselves apart.  One haud
had square bits cut out—yes, decidedly
cut out.

“Bonda mothor!'" Kate culmd.

“Don't talk nonsense, child!"

Kate wns not listening. She had had
to become ncqua'nted with many busi-
ness matters, but she had never seen
yuite such papors as thesx.  She looked
at them, and fingerod them.

“Two hundred and fifty lire; seven
hundrod and ﬂﬂ.‘y lire,"" she deciphered.
*What are live?"

] know,"” Maud put it. *“A lire is
the same us a frane —[ahan money. "

*These are money, mother.”'  And
agnin Kute was reduced to a gasping
condit'on.

“Whose ave they? ‘They arenotours,
I'm sure.” Poor Mrs. Boyle pressed
her hands together. How glad she
would have beon to think they were
hers! Let me look at them, Kate."

“Finding is keeping!" cried Mand.
1 shall al;‘)propriuw them."

SMuaud!" And Kate cnme back from
her tromor to face the actupl. *They
arn simply Mr. Hurbutt's, The Miss
Paynes, you may bs sure, never left
uny thing so yaluable behind them."

“Perhups It will pay their debt."
Muud by this time h o8t her terror;
she hud passed it on to her mother and
siuter, and she herself only saw tlie
amusement on the thing. **My onergy
hus done some good this time at  any
rata,"

“It must be hundreds of pounds,
mother."

Kuate was standing with hor hands in
the pockets of her holland apron, wnd
wis watching hor mother look at the
discovery. k{ru. Boyle's pule  face had
grown graver by some fow degroos,

“They sre bonds, but what of 1donot
know, I know so little of the look of
these things," she mused,  *Whose are
they? Whose?"

sParhaps ours, mother?'  And Maud
poked her hand consolingly within her
mother's arm,

*That chest of drawers belongs to the
days of our glory, There! Dd I not
not say last night, when Harry's lettor
came, that our good times were coming
againf'!

“Parhaps they are."” And Mrs, Boyle
gavo o littlo convulsive hug to Maud's
comforting hand,  *We'll hasten din-
ner, girls, and one ot you shall go with
me to John Bryant's, He, st loast, will
say whether the things are of value or
not,"

“You'll not glve them up to him,
mother? Give up my findp"

“'Maud, do not not the infant!” Kate
oried. *Go with mother, and lourn
what has to be learned.”

It wis ns Kate had supposed, Tho

fo: rp together reprosented the
u:': o‘!m;'.i.mg:ul were Italisn Goy-

s nned cornors |

arnmont bonde.  But whose wors they?
They bore no man's name.

———

CHMAPTER TIL.

The treasure had to le in John Dry-
ant's strong room.  John Broant wis
a stockbroker, as Mr. Boyle had been,
and was, in trath, a man whoss friend-
ship to the Boylot had lastad on from
the old days of thelr prosperity, He was
an upright man, and he guneded the in-
torost of the Boyles as well ns if they
were his own. He locked the strange
Itnlinn_ bonds, which were Mnmﬁ'u
“finds,” in his strong room. There
thuy must l'e while inquiries wers made
nd Lo their ownership.

Maud, n atranger, went to sirangors;
now claling eame upon her days; o
wider, new life eame cireling ahout har;
tmo ench week seemod to her 1o be
gruwinf mora fall, more rich; In n
while she grow to look upon heraelf in
the New-Cross life as a dim possibility,
so surely wis sho absorbing all the in-
fluences of the plensant, kindty, luxuri-
ous home where she taught two young
qirl.q. Thao bonds still lay unowned; by
dint of wisely-framod advertisements
claimunts came forward whose preten-
gions would not bear the sifting of Inw-
yer's questions. The bonds were still
Muud's, as John Bryant would have it,
thongh a yonr hwl run by sineo the sum-
mor dny when sho had found them.

Maud's i propheey of good fortune
coming to them was gradually heing
fultilled. Harry had really sent over a
good round sum  to his mother; Davy
got o rige in his office; a consin of Mr,
Boyles eame to live with them at New-
Ctoss, nnd brought a good addition to
the family purse, Times were no long-
er “hard times,"  Search was made for
Mr. Harbutt's naphew, whom the old
gentleman, they now remembered, had
nevor spoken of by any othar name than
that of “Lew's.”  Now, wus *‘Lewis’
n Christinn nnme or u surname? As
pointed as could bs done mdvertise-
ments went the round of the eountry
concerning “‘unclaimed stock." The
Boyles did, and always would, insist up-
on the boiief that the Ttalian bonds be-
longed to Mr. Harbutt.

+‘Have an advertisoment giving his
name,'’ said Maud, in a letter home,

+Miss Mnud ir losing her business
hoend," was John Bryant's answer when
thoy told him what she had said.

*The things are & nightmaro to me,”’
Mrs. Boylo said.

*Then, my gool Indy, we will have
the adyertisement printod at once, Shall
the first Harbutt who comes have
them?"

Her adviser was n bit tosty,

1t was o September evening, and the
seone was & luxurions drawing room in
n Yorkshiro country house. ft. was the
house In which Maud Boyle was gov-
erness. Work was over for the day, nnd
she, with Cieoly and Nan Simpson, was,
ns usunl, pussing the evening with the
reat of the family. The two girls were
fourtoen and fifteen yenrs of apge: lhely
were *the children' of the houschold.
A stepbrother, young Lewis Simpson,
was n man of twenty-five; he, too, was
in the room. Tho mother was there,
anlso the grandmothor, the mother of the
present Mr. Simpson. Aeross the York-
shire moors a September wind had been
blowing nll duy, and s wintee-like fire
burned in the wide grate. But it was
evening, and the three girls wore pretty
light garments. The two Simpsons
were in white; Maud, though the ma-
terinl of her gown was no mote than
muslin, was somboer-look’ng; its color
wns of the darkest erimson, and, see'ng
no lnmps were lit, the flicgering gleam
of firelight loft her just a warm-toned
shadow, she being a brown-hued maiden
herself.

The bell had fust been rung. and as
the lamps wore brought in there also
eame the big brother, a tall man and
vory fair, s his father and Cicoly were.
He lounged in as young men do lonnge
in among a home company of women-
kind. He threw himself on a seat hy
Mrs, Simpson, and he threw one news-
p:l{mr across to the old lady whom he
ealled “Granny,' but who, of course,
was no grandmother to him.

“Havo vou read this advertisoment?
You arve advertised for, Lewis,"" said
Granny.

©1? © Never! Who wants me? Is
some ong leaving mo o fortune?

Young Simpson pretended he was fa-
tigued, and lazily threw himself on the
couch by the old lady.

“You have had that happen once—
that is more than most men get. There
—rend,’

The old lndy gave him the newspn-
papet und pointed with her spectacles,
which ghe had just taken from her nose.
He rend, His fair face flushed. Then
he read. *Listen," he said; “it's me!"
What was grammar at such o moment?

“*Hansurt.—To any of the name, or
claiming under a will made by a person
of thut name. Unclaimed stock found.
Apply first by letter to Reeves & Lever,
b‘olllc tors, Old Broad street, London."

*“T'hat's my advertisement!"

The cry was from Maud.

“You? Younrs?"

Every one seenied to be echoing her

“I'11 tell you,'" Mawdsaidin her clear,
business-like way, ‘I found some
bonds once, nnd so the other duy 1 ad-
vised their advertising for the nawme
*Harbutt."

*“That was my old uncle's name, yon
know''—Simpson here drew a chair to
Maud's side—**my mother's uncle, an
eccentrie old man; we hunted him up
when we came home last year."'

“Our Mr. Hurbutt!—our dear old
Mr. Harbutt!"

Maud clasped her hands,
with very real excitement.

*Yours? Wers you—2"

“He lived with us —lodged with us.”
Maud's face flushed with a certuin
pride.

“But I am very glad—and you are
the ‘Lewis' he talked about?"

They talked a little more over it, and
presently Mr. Simpson, the father, enme
in nnd had to be told the whole history
over agnin,

sStrange!” old Mr. Simpson mused;
“strange that no inquiry found you be-
fore, Lewis. The pupers bear Hurbutt's
namo, Miss Boyle!"'

*No; no name at all."

“No name ot all!" ha echoml. *Then
why are they his?  Five hundred people
muy have used thut deawer."

0, no!"* Mand said, quictly, **Only
ho usod it, except ourselves, '

*“I'hen they may be yours!"

“No, my father nevir had business
pupers like that at home, "'

“Thoy were not drawn in the list of
sacurities unclo showed me," said Lewis
Simpson, Then, suddenly droppin
his acute bus'ness manner, he pretende
onge more nn immense laziness. It
is nll a snore and a dolusion, Miss
Boyle. 1 shan't go in for the money.
How can I provo it's mine? 1t is your
find,' and *finding is keoping' nll the
world ovar."

“Oh, no, it isn't.” And Moaude was
strangely quiet and firm.

Nothing' mors was ever proved.
Thers never will bo any more proof as
to whose bonds they were, In the and
Mol bad to lat Jong Bryant ent off

this time

her, but nt the prasent momant she has
nothing to do with tham, and they have
foined the rost of old Mr Harbuli's
rrnpurty. nnid Lewis Simpson has thom.

‘wn you anderstand how what 1s hera is
alwo lis?— il the Year Round.

it P

STABLE MANURES.

How They Shonld e Preserved for the
enovation nf Worn.Outr Rells,

Whila the renovation of solls may be
poss ble without the use of stable man-
ures, we must never overlook them na
factors in this work. At present thoy
ure the main dopendants of the farmer,

It is not generally thought that farma
ean be brought up and maintained in
fortility without its nso. A Inrge clnss
of farmers labor under the idea that
only by increasing the live-stock upon
the farm ean lla fertility be enhanoed.

While this is no doubt in part errone-
ous, it 18 n protty safe rut to full into.
The farmer who adheres strictly to this
policy will seldom be found with n run-
ont soil. He will propoerly appreciate
the value of stable munures,

Another, and I regret to say a much
lnrger cluss of farmers, seem to have,
ns yel, no rational idea ns to the real
vilue of even stable manures,  But lit-
tle is  manufactured on  the farm  and
llmlI little is not hall eared for or ap-
R (L1 A
; It is a seandanlous fact, that upon
muany rich prairle farims of Ilinols,
lowa and Minnesotn, whore clieap
stubles were built in tho early days, that
manure should be allowed to acoumn-
late until there was no longer room to
get into the stable and out, and the
stable was moved to save the Inbor of
getting out the manure. It was cusier
to move a pole and board or straw
stable than to move n hundred or more
loads of manure. The value of the
manure did not even enter the ques-
tion. This condition of things exists
even to the present day in loculities,
while in nll soctions of the country can
be found this great elass of farmers,
who reckon but little upon their
manure piles, and scatter them ount
over the fields more bocause itis tho
custom than from any real desire to en-
rich their land.

Some men scem to hnve a blind falth
in an allwise and provident Providonee.
They seem to think that the land is
bound to yleld if they continue to
soratch the surface and sow the seed.
Tlhese are the men who run down our
tarms and move West. ‘I'hey are sort
of land pirates, robbing their suecessors
to the soil. 1t i8 n morul wrong to
thus *skin” land. Even if our own
children do not suffer from our im-
providence, the countless generations
that come after must.

The fivst idea should be to save all the
stable munure and put it into the most
availublo form—that ig, that it may be
advantageously applied.

How many make any provision what-
ever for their stable manure? Not one
in twenty, I venture to ussert. Holes
are made in tho back side of tho stable
(under the enves) for throwing it out,
and this is almost the only provision
made.

It would be positively appalling,
astound'ng, if the usually close ealeu-
lating farmer could soo just how much
he is every year sllowing to go to waste
for tho Iwck of n little protection and
management of his manure pile. If
half the bulke of his manure pile wus
wis feloniously absteneted, he would be
ablo to see the loss, but while the bulk
remains intact he is sensible of no losa

Now tha real trath is that he who
lenves his manure piled out to the
wenther through all the seasons loses
fully one-half the actual value. This Is
worse than to have half the bulk stolen.
He has the balk left, which he must
handle over. The most valuable and
nvailable portion is gone.

Ammonin is a hard element to hold
nt bost. It can not be held in any thing
like its original volume in manure ox-
posed to sun, rain and wind, A good
sharo of it may be held where ab-orb-
ents are used and the munores kept well
housed until the time of application.

A manure shed that wil] answer tha
purpose very well, can be built at ver
small cost. The stable wall proper wi
form one side of it. Buat little more
than o good roof is newded. It may be
partially inclosed about the sides if so
desired, but it is not absolutely nrces-
sary. If such a shed shuts off the light
from the stable, another set of windows
may be 'IPM in nbove the roof of the
shed. This roof need not be high up;
just above the manure windows will be
high enough, provided a man can stand
up well under it

Such a shed will pay for ilself every
year. Manure can be handled over un-
der this shed, and composted if desired.
Yard manures may be thrown together
under it for better protection,

The man who is ealled upon to reno-
vate a wornout soil must learn to make
the most of the munurial resources upon
his farm.— W. D. Boynton, in Western
Plowman.
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WINTERING VEGETABLES.

How the Products of the Garden Oan be
Kept Through the Cold Kemson.
Only a few vegetablescan be wintered
outdoors in the North without pretec-
tion. Parsnips sre anmong the excep-
tionnl vegetables which the winter doos
not destroy, and, excopt for use while
the gronnd is frozen, may be left in the
soil, Salsify or vegotable oyster is of
similar nature, but beets, turnips and
cqrrots will not stand excessive cold.
To rotain the fresh, crisp flavor they
ghould bz taken up ns late ns possible
and placed in & ool cellar or in pik
with ewrth and straw enough over them
to prevent freezing. The latter is the
moethod most in vogue with market gar-
diners, who usually know how best to
prosent their vegetables in the finest
condition. Artificinl heat In any form
n|lmils the flavor of vegetables gener-
slly. The sweet potato is an exeuption,
and will 1ot in & tempernture
below fifty degrees, while dryness does
not injure it.  Cabbages mauy be pulled
up roots and all, turned upside down,
the hends packed together in beds six
feet in width, and ground between the
rows thrown oyer the heads, In ex-
troemely frosty weather they enn not be
renchd, and enongh must be left in the
cold root celler for winter use,  Onlons
require n dry bam or stable loft, wnd
should not be panoked more than eight
or ten inches deep, with a foot of slraw
ovor them to keep out frost.  In the ex-
treme north somu fire \:romcl.hm nuoy
be necessary. For fawmily use a string
enn be kept hung up in any part of the
cellar. Onions will stand twenty des
roes of frost without injury if dry.
‘elery is best when tuken from the open
ground, but shounld be taken up and
Placed close together in beds with earth
und litter over all to keop from freezing,
Wintar aquashes require s dry place free
from frost.-— Chicayo Tnes,
-
~Ahout $16,000,000 in fares are
takon on the streon va'lwiys of New

some of the conpons and cash them for | York ity every your.

ALASKA'S CAPITAL

Evidence of the Antigquity af Riky, Onee
Callnd New Archangel.

It ia o grassy and a mosay town that
gathers about the Russian chapel.  All
of the old houses ware built to last, ns
they are likoly to do, for many genera-
tidns to come. They are log houses—
all the publie boildings, the once
fnshionable officers’ elub, and many of
the residencos—solid square brown logs
laid one npon another until you come
to the roof. Somatimes the logs aro
claphoarded without and they are all
Inthed and plasterad withingd The floors
are solld anid the stairs also, and the
woniler is how the town ean over go to
riin—pave by fire--for wood doisn't
rot in Alaska, but w il lie in logs ex-
posed to all the changes of the sensons
for an indefinite period. I saw in a
wood baek of the town an immenso
log. It wns in the primeval forest, and
below it were lnyers of other logs lying
crosswise and 1 confusion. 1 know
not how far below me was thoe solid
enrth, for mats of thick moss and deop
beds of dend leaves filled the hollows
hotween the logs: but this log, nearly
throe  feet In diameter, wns  nbove
them all, and oat of It — from a seell no
doubt imbedded in the bark—had sprung
n troe that is to-day as great in girth a8
the log that lics prostrate beneath its
roots. These mighty roots have clasped
that log in an everlasting embrace anil
struck down into the soil below, You
onn conjecture how long the log has
been lying there in that tangle of mighty
roots—yet the log is to-day ns sound a
bit of timber as one is likely tofind any-
whore,

Alaska is buried under forests like
theso—I mean that part of it which is
not still ensed in jee and snow. A lute
oflicial gave me out of hiseabinet 4 rel o
of the past. It is n stone pestle, rudoly
but symmetrieally hewn—evidently the
work of the aborigines. 'The pestle,
with several stone implements of cllmnm-
tic utility, was found by u purty of pros-
peetors who hud dag umler the roots of
i giant troe,  Eleven fee’, beneath the
surfuee, directly under the tree and sur-
roundud by glgantie roots, this pestle,
togother with others of asimilar char-
acter, and with mortars and various
utensils, were senttered through the soil,
Most of the collection went tothe Smith-
soninn Institute, and perhaps thor
origin and history may ba some dny
con octurad, How muany ages more, [
woniler, will be requ'red to develop the
resourc's of this vast out-of-door coun-
try?  When the tardy darkness fellupon
Sitkn—toward m'dnight—the town was
hardly more silent than it had been
throughout the day. A few lights were
twinkling in distant windows, a few In-
t'ans were prowling about, the water
rippled along the windng shore, and
from time to time, as the fresh gnsts
blew in from the sen, some sleepliss
bird sailing over us on shadow wings
uttorad a half-smothored ery that startled
the listener. Thon, indeed, old Sitka,
which was once ealled New Archangel,
seomod but a relic of the past, whosa
vague, romantie history will probably
never be fully known. —tharles Warren
Stoddard, in San FKranciscao Chronicle
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NOT AN EARTHQUAKE.

A Remarkable Eand-slide Involving an
Aren of Two Squure Miles,

The United States Geologieal Survey
has learned from Mr. C. W. Cross, on-
gaged in field-work at Denver, Col., the
part'culars of a remarkable land-slide
near Cimarron, Gunnison County, which
was described in the local papers as an
earthquake. Prof. Farnham, of the
Nebraska State Normal School, who
chanood to be in the neighborhood, had
personally visited the scene of the sup-
posod earthquake; nnnd when he ealied
upon Mr. Cross, and described the ap-

parance of the region, the lissures
ormed, cte., the latwer inferred thut o
sorious disturbance must have occurred
along the line of faulting on the west
side of the Trident mesa, indicated on
tho Haydon maps. As soon as practis
cable, Mr, Cross went to Cimarron. He
found the locality about nine miles
south of that town, on the east side
of tho west fork of the Cimarron
river. Between the two forks of tho
Uimarron is n mesa e:'l.prnd by eraptive
rook. tho valleys on either side being
eroded out of cretucaous rocks, appar-
ontly the clays of the Colorado group.
The ares involved extenls from tho
base of tho oliffs of eraptive rock form-
ing the top of the mesa, down the slopes
toward the valley bottom, nearly to the
edge of the balt of timber. Buch a
crumpling of the surfuce had taken
place—throwing down forests in inex-
tricuble confusion, pushing tha ground
up into ridges, and leaving fissure-like
depressions—that the assumption by
untechnical persons of an earthquake
a3 the cause was not surprising; but,
altor a two-duys' examination, Mr.
Cross satisfied himself that there had
been no earthquake, but a remarkable
landslide, involving an area of nearly
two square miles. It was evident thut
the surfuce of the ground had lx-
vome loosened from the underlying
clay bods, probably  in ocon-
sequence of the sepage of water,
and that 3 movement of the area, start-
ing at its upper end, had been thercby
instituted in the direction of the mesn.
The lower portion having moved less,
or not at all, the ground there had boen
most thoroughly ridged, fissured, com-
pressed and overlapped, in such & mun-
ner thut trees had been overthrown,
little ponds drained and new onos
formed, and the courses of smull
streams changed.  Ranchmen living
nenr by haud preceived no tremor or
other evidence of carthquake disturb.
ance, nor could they tell when the
movement took place; but they agreod
in saying that the rainfall had been un-
usually heavy. Evidences were found
of similar land-slides of earlior date, at
various plances along the wvalley, and it
sooms clear that such slidos must havo
played an important part inshuping out
the valley dopression.-—Seleice.

-

—+Where does she put her liver,"”
nsked Hirum Powers, as he gazed upon
the slender, wasp-waisted womun ol
fashion, and in the Herald of Healtl Dr.

M. A, Allen has tried to answer this
question, showing how whon orowdad
out of its own place it infringes on
on the spuce of tho digestive and broath-
mg orgins and impedos all vital funo-
tions.

- — -

— A traveled dog named Ned died the
other day in Otis, Mass, Ha had beon
over Murope, Asln nnd Afrien. Ned
was in his twentioth year. Ho had
prossol the Atlantio sixteen times and
traveled fifty thousand miles.  He wna
buried with a gold collar and snugly
wrapped in s rug.— Hosion Juuenal,
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—During the war kerosene oll sold in
Erie Connty, N, Y., nt #1.20 por gallonj
white sugar, 50 cents per pound; ging-
ham, 60 cents par yard; blonchol sheots
ing, 68 oents por yurd; culicoos,
valte. = duflale Ewpreai,

PITH AND POINT.

—Thero ara but fu  horses that wifli
stand without tie ng-—nnd thore arn lass
men.—Jogh Billinga, !

—When narrowod down to “smnk or
#wim," the hard work that most young
mon ean stand would surprise them,

—Tt in spid  that quiet eyes denotes
aelf-command,  Comoe to think of It so
rl;wn n quiet mouth.—Philadelphia Her-
ald. I

~Why ia that party who is nesver
plonsed with anyth'ng at all really =
most contented party? Why, becnuss,
don't you see, nothing satisfies him, —
udage, |

—¢:8kip the hard words, dear,’’ saidm
achool mistress to ona of lier  pupils;
“they are only the names of forei
eountries, and yon will never be in
them, "' — Doston Transeripl. i

-~Rich Uncle—Now, sir, dovise some
moethod by which vour expensoes will not
be above your ineome. Mine never are.
Nephew ~ (triumphantly)—Then  let's
trade incomes.—N. Y. Graphic. {

—+You ars n fool, John Grap.'' ob=
sorved that gontioman's better half, an=
grily.  *“So I've heen thinking, my
dear, ever sinee | married yon,' was
tho soothing veply, —Neto Haven Nows.!

—Puneh oneo told n droll story of &
man who, being snddenly raised to
richies, n\'l'lnimmt in the fullness of his
antigfaction:  +*Oh, that I conld stand in
the road and see myself ride past in my
cnrringo!"’ |

—A magazine disensses the question,,
“Why a girl should go to college.” We
don't gee why she should. She never
ean learn to throw n bullstraight enough
to stand well in her classes, and i¢
wouldn't be proper for her to play foot
ba—Ting! Ling!— Burdelte,

—Father  (sinrt'ng  down town):
“Yes, Robort, my son, nlways keep
mind what your mother says, andalways
say ‘please,’ Though o little word, it
indieates thn gentleman.  Here, wife,
hold my overcont and hat''—ZTroy
Lirnes,

Wasn't Built That Way:
Khe conld sing n sweat soprino and could

!m'n- the grand plunn,
And had truveled from Gulveston to Cape

Ann;
hat she conld not boll a pot, unid sewing ahe
knew nnot,
For she never wis constructéd on thas
ploan. |

Richmond Balon.

—Willie Froshington —Woulidn't it be,
nice if wo could stroll togethoer this way
always? Miss Hunter—This is so sud-
den, Mr. Freshngton!  You had better
speak to mamma.  Willie F.—Yes; but,
suy, hadn’t I better speak to my mother
fivst?— Rambler,

A news item says: “Aman in Lake-
field was struck by o locomotive yester-
day, and instantly killed. Whisky was
the cause.'”  This is shameful.  All lo-
comotives “choo,’”’ bat this is the first
time one has beon accused of indulging
in whisky and knocking n man over its
smoke-stiek. - Norristown Hera'd.

—Forewarned,  Foraarmed: **Good
morning, children,” said an  Austin
physician, as he met three or four little
children on the'r way to school, **and
how are yon this morning?"' “We
duarsn’t tell you," replied the oldest of!
the crowd, a boy of eight. *Dare not
tell me!” exelnimed ~the physician,
“and why not?”  * "Cause papa sald
that last year it cost him fitty dollars to
have you come in and ask us how we
were."' — Texas Siflings.
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AN INDIAN LEGEND.

The Passnmaguodidies’ Poetle Notion e.
the Nuture of Thunder.

The Passamaquoddies still cling to
their old and pouvtie notion of the nature
of thunder. They believe that the
romble of the thunderstorm and the
flashes of the lightning are the demon-
strations of thunder spirits who are
playing ball and shooting their arrows
in the heawvens. There is a tradition
thint a Passamaqnoddy Indian one day
expressed o desive that he might becoms
s thunderer,”  All at once his com-
panions saw him mounting to the sky
in the snioke of the camp fire. He was
taken up to the abode of the thunders,
placed in u long box, and by some
mysterions process invested with the
properties and existence of a thunder
spirit—or, 13 Lonis M tehell puts, it, he
was “thunderfied.’” Hae lived for seven
years among the thunders, played ball
with them in the sky, shot his gleaming
arrows with them at the bir-ft.lwy are
always chasing toward the south, mar-
riedl & female thunder spirit, and pur-
sued an active and contented life of
thunder and lightning. i

Seven years after his translation a
violent storm passed over the encamp-
ment of the Pawamaguoddies; thers
was an unusual and frightful conten-
tion among the thunder spirits; the
rumbles were more terrific tﬂnn Passn-
maquoddy ear hnd ever heard; the ain
smelled of brimstone; the sky blazed
with rea and yellow flames; the clonds
opened und great forks of fire shot out
of them: the rain fell in shents;
answered peal; one tongue of lightnin
s!mt out fire to another; the anffright
Passamaquoddies, who never had be-
held such a storm, believed that the
logions of the thundor spirits wore
waging their most awful war. Thoey
fell down and crossed themselves, Imx
the midst of their nlarm they saw a
human form slide down into their cam
on n beam of light. It was their old
friend, who had made his escape from
pursning thunders, shuken olf his
“thunderfisd” ex’swnce and returned
to then:. He hud changed somewhat,
but all his old friends knew him. He
lived with the tribe till he died. — Lewss-
fon (Me.) Journal.
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THEY KNEW IT.
fmart Hoys Who Didu't Take Water for
Keroseno OIL

A Dbarrel with a bung in it and & sus-
picions dsmpuoess are the heads was
yesterday lying in an alley off Grand
River strect. So were two boys, two
straws and o gimlet. A grocer stood in
his baek door and smiled and chuckled
as he suw the barrel and the boys grad-
unily draw nearer ench othor, At
length, after one lnst look avound, the
boy with the gimlet bored two heles,
two straws were inserted, and two sue-
tion pumps begun work.

“Yu!" sighed the biggest boy, after
a couplo of pulls.

v“Ain't she good?" gueried the other,
as bo let go his steaw,

“Purty good, but just & shado off,™

“How much are yon gulng to hold?'*

“Oh, about n gullon.

“1'm going to hold move'n that,"

The grocer then put in u sudden ap-
penrance aod said:

*Como, gome boys! T just filled thas
barvol up wi.th water to tighten up the
seums, Come back herg lo the pens
stock 14 you want s drink.™

Thoy loft the straws sticking in the

1 oft without
Then tha

gimlel-holes and walkud
word until beyond reach.
big bo

y called baok,
“Wo knowed it all the time. D'ys

*spose we thought it was

Ledrol Free Press -




