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THE WHITE FLO WEBR 8TOU TY.

A sweet pure flower, white as the snow witbeut,
I gr -w and blssomed in the racnted air.
And dreamed full many a dream of lifeand love.
I heaut young lovers whispering all about.
And thought that soon I.too, should have my

share.
The sunshine wooed me gazing from above.
Twru then I opened out my perfect fower.
Until the whokl plaoeowned its wondrous power.

With soft ad eyes, I watehed as lady some.
And as she drew me toward her hearing breast
I deemed my time drewn tos•s the world,
That world do which I h the vreeelesa ham
Go u fIs'e , with euu a yio ars unrest; .
And wider yet my pure white teve unIurled.

My laidy wears me at the ball toight;
l oge shall see a sea of rare delight!"

With shaking hand my lady ant the stem,
And presad me to her ha. and in her sya
I aw the large tears slowl gathering there;
Yet did not fall. She did not noce them.
And looked through mist beyond the pale blue

skie
As if she saw a mystic vision fair.

M r lady gives me," said I. whispering low.,
To him to whom he sweet heart las to u,"

Slowly she carried me with fl in ,feet
Into nother room. Tbereon the bed
Lay someshi white ai wonderful and rand
Upn the ls a ineting amile, an sweetI kpew that I was with, the bleaed dead,
Who-se ork was done who could no longer

tand
With weary eyes, wath the daylight die
Too swift away acroams the winter sky.

y lady plsed me on th' uabeating heart.
Dy the emoaaed hands. and sighed with bitter

AnP mtb she envied me my paose.
She taed wa as if forced apart.

r lips ust breathed her lovers c ame again;
let eame no sien upona that ilent face.
Twa tha I knew it all-death is lif's best
And be pins most who earliest orest.

bWINTO'1S STORY.

"I often compare myself to that wide-
spreading tree out yonder, when I think
of the unoonsidered acorn from which it

spThen "turning to me with a frank
sparkle in his eyes, Swinton drew his
chair closer to mine, so that we might
both face the glowing Christmas lire
and he said somewhat abruptly: "I
never told you the origin of my fortune.
Light one of those Russian cigarettes
with Laferme's name on them and I
will do so now. It will just last till
Kate orders us off to bed.

"I was, as you know, a foundling
and never had any education worth
spe akIof. I had neither a sixpence
nor a friend. I was simply a human
waif, and if I bad thrown myself over a
bridge and been drowned any day be-
fore I was five and twenty, nobody
would have inquired what had become
of me. I was an active chap, too, and
got oddjobs which kept me alive. I
am certain I was not unhappy. Healthy
life never is so, and a hungry young fel-
low who lives on sixpence a day and
earns it, after all only follows the ad-
vice which an bminent physician gave
to his bet patients. I was a keen-wit-
ted lad, moreover, and I think I should
have got on sooner if I had had a chance,
but then I never did have a chance, or
even half a one. I beat the London
pavement with my feet till I knew every
ach f it, yet I never found anything
but now and then hired horse to bold.
It was always a hired home, for gentle-
men were generally attended by grooms
in say time, and emmurirl trarvaelts
hors. stood without holdinl.

" The beet part my ainome ame
hrom rmmting errands ifr the beadle of
alpbliacmnpy, u which I am now
ehiim a. He wuaa eadle of anUn-
gest premace, and it was his duty to
stand at the ofie door with aa hnpos-

g staff every time one a the directors
or the seretary went in or out. To
these ceremonial functions he added a
little private business of his own, and
undertook to provide messengers for the
establishment. His charge was sixpence
a messae for short distances and one
shill norlonger ones. He paid me a
pea n both cases, and alected such
buy ideas about time sad apsee that I
knew I should get nothing if asked for
more. Plenty of street Arabs would
have been glad to out me out; and, in-
deed, I soon acquired a sort of favorship
amoeg them from the regular nature of
this employment, considering myself as
one of the company's servants. The
height of my ambition at that time
would have been to have had a shiny
cap with a band of silver laoe around it,
and to have been able to may;' Yes, sir,
d'rectly, sir,' to Alderman Dampling,
who was a great light in the enern.
" mat khave been a gaunt, lantern-

ohked • lad when I was moving about
oce Sunday afternool st Hyde Park-
bor•er, ser Tattersall's. The compm-
ny's oieeewas, of course, elosed on that
day. and I was on the wstch to see if I
oouldpikupanyvodd ooppers. ButI
had a hard time of it with the redta-
ets, who were the regular men who did
odd jobe for noble sportsmen there-
abuts and who punched my head with
distressuing vivacity whenever they
ought me trespassing in their dig-

I had almost given the thln up
for-thst day, ad was sloaching-•
with a blak eye and a sore noe, towse
Kaightsbridg, when I aw a weak,
knaok-L eed little fellow strapped to a
clums seort of a truck, and plli away
with al his small might and mn. It
had gotsome sticks of furniture piled
uponh, and a hair trunk broken in the
middle, with a splintered cover. 8till
the lad was far beyond the child's
strength, and the sweat streamed down
hisiface as hedragged hard at itto lit-
tle prpose. Theretore, although Iwas
very hu ry, and more or less 'out of
sorts myslf, I began to whistle, and,
puttig my left hand eas•elemly to the
truck, taok the weight of the boy's
shoulder, ad set in trundling along

SNow. t/n 8Ior, w are yer
hap to?' said the little man, gaspingout
the Indignant words us well as his spent
breath would let him. He wa a proud
by, and wold not have bed g for
anoy`'s help; but I suppose tler was

e inthg imy manner, or perhapsin
Swhistle whichreassuredhlm, forhe
ad meth about his father, and

mother eag ' both slek abed,' ad then
took my help without further suspicion
or rwe tment. Poor people soon frae
eraie, amd aid eeh other olaeoer than
the rich, s abat What I wa Idare
ay seemed be hbma tke

I pushed the tr-a lr ln dlk stu
.bout hag..ilt lwepttotbes
horn where the dcih fve4; h lped
tob.4 syies i~ust . to a shrm-

voiced woman, and then went whistling
away, thinking no more about it.

"lean eves tell yn the air I whistled.
It was that of a street song ealled ' The
King of the Cannibal Islands,' which
was popular at the time, and I think
shared public favor with another lyric
known as ' Jim Crow.'
'" I had not gone far, h~iwever, and

was thinking of investing in a saveloy
and a loaf of bread, which would jointly
cost my entire fortune of twopence ster-
ling, when a crabbed-looking old man,
muffled up in a cloak, thrust something
hurriedly into my right hand.

SIt was a piece of gold-a sovereign
-and I stood staring at it in a state of
bewilderment.
"' You have just done a good action,'

growled the old man, harshly. ' I walked
beside you all the way from St. George's
Hospital, and saw you help the child
with the truck.' So saying, he twirled
suddenly about, and made off as though
impatient of thanks.

"' I did npt do it for money, sir,' I
stuttered, unconsciously standing in
his way, and reddening to the tips of my
ears in surprise and excitement.
" ' That is the very reason why you

are rewarded,' replied the old man,
with an impetuous snort, and, brushing
me out of his path, he trotted backwards
towards Piccadilly, as though he had
done nothing unusual. In truth, that
was the case. My unknown benefactor
was Mr. Simon Coldpepper, who went
about doing good and running away
from it. Twenty years after we became
intimate friends. He and I built a block
of almshouses together, and I was sole
executor to his will.

" Well, that was my scorn. I bought
s3me decent clothes with part of it, and
got more for my messages, owing to
my improved appearance. Then I be-
gan to save money, and had the good
[uck, together with the quickness of eye
and hand required, to save Alderman
Dumpling from being run over by a fast-
trotting butcher on a dividend day at
the bank. He only gave me half-a-
crown in money, but I got much more
in fact, for I found that I had acquired
the passive good-will of a man who
thought slowly, indeed, but to some
purpose.

" About six months after he engaged
me to sweep out his shop, and told me
to learn to read and write. When he
found I could do so satisfactorily, he
made me his warehouse clerk; and at
the end of two years he said: 'I have
been looking into your figures, John
Swinton, and find you have not made a
single mistake since you came into the
business. I want to send a good man
out as our agent to Australia; would
you like to go?'
" I did like to go, as you may sup-

pose, and fell lust into the cream of the
gold discoveries. I put all the money
Icould rake together into land lots, and
I am afraid to tell you how much Imade
by them. I became partner in the great
colonial firm of Dumpling, Swinton,
Goldfeece & Co. You know the rest
I am now the head of it, my worthy
chief having settled his last account all
quiet and correct before I was forty."

" Are you coming to tea?' here in-
quired a majestie voce. It was that of
Lady Marian Swinton, and before its
echoes had returned to silence, we were
invaded and utterly overwhelmed by a
oy, obstreperous rabble of boys and

who startled me out of a quiet
-W. (mnibssaders, in B••ton

Trveller.

"I Haven't Time."

A great many people excuse them-
selves for their habitual or total neglect
of the finer and better work of life, by
declaring that they have no time to de-
vote to it. Others, they say, may read
the world's best books, or store their
minds with helpful knowledge, or de-
vote themselves to good works among
the poor, or aid their minister in his
parish undertakings, or make kindly
calls upon the sick; but forall such good
works they have no time. The daily
drudgery of life, for them, is so con-
stant and pressing that they cannot
think of adding to it those other tasks
which they would greatly like to under-
take, if they only could devote their
unimpeded time and their unburdened
lives wholly to their aooomplishment

Now it is proved by the whole expe-
rience of the world, in whatsoever de-
partment of labor, that the best work
oes not come from those who have

nothing else to do, and whose whole
time is free to devote to a single par-

pose. So complex is the scheme of
daily life in this "workaday world,"
that it is simply impossible for a person
to declare that he will do but one thing,
and that, failing to give his whole time
to it, he will do nothmg. It is atrue that
a man should have a plan of life, or a
leading ambition, or an overmastering
purpose; but it is not true that he
has a right to sacfice everything to
it. The Master and his disciples
had the noblest purpose and the
loftiest life-work of any men that ever
lived upon the earth; but they did not
preach, or teach, or heal, all the time.
They did whatever thing was their duty;
and though all things were performed
with the ultimate purpose in view, they
did not wait to be able to give up their
whole time to some one particular di-
vision of religious labor. And so it has
been ever since; the world's best labor-
era in religion, and politics, and litera-
ture, and the arts, and philanthropy,
have been men and women who have
not spent their time in lamenting over
the necessity of drudgery, but have ao-
cepted that necessity, and have so
toiled, in humble work and great, in
ordinary hours and in supreme mo-
ments, as to turn the baser metals of
monotonous and seemingly irrelevant
labors into the fine gold of present suc-
cess and ultimate triumph.

It is not necessary to multiply exam-
ples to show that men who have 1l
their time "at their disposal," accom-
plish less, ina any chosen line of work.
than those who are able to devote to
thatline of work but a part of their
busy hours. Take literatare, for in-
stance-a pursuit which seemlngly re-
quires, more than ay other, the undi-
vided time ad tho t of its servants.
The IntelIeetsl of the world
shows that th me o'lty o its
writers ave beena men empioj i
pursuit. monotonous and appantly in-
congruous with the best cievements
ci the mi•--parlits which one would
msay mustar nomly havetake up pam
bsr of their ame, but also lave maeu
reet demands apon their lteleetua

forges, or have dulled them into weary
newr and repose. To mention renowned
American authors omly, we End that
Longfellow, Lowell, Holmes and Tick-
nor have filled Professors' chairs for
many long years; that Bryant, Whittier,
Howells, Curtis, Warner, Bret Harte,
Aldrich and Bayard Taylor have done a
great share of their best writing in tours
after their routine newspaper work had
been performed; and that Hawthorne,
Irving, Motley, Hildreth, Marsh and
Bancroft have fulfilled onerous obliga-
tions in posts of public service. Not a
few of our American writers also have
filled clerkships, as did Charles Lamb,
or engaged in banking, as did Samuel
Rogers, or even conducted a mercantile
establishment, as does William Morris.
The rule bears wholly in one direction,
and the exception is rarely to be found.
The nearest approach to an exception of
the sort, among our chief writers, is to
be found in the case of Prescott; but
Prescott, though removed from the ne-
cessity of money-making, was also re-
movedl from its possibility by a physical
malady which surely was as exacting as
any ordinary drudgery, and as likely to
impair or destroy good work by a man
less resolutely determined to overcome
all obstacles. Another American his-
torian, Parkman, has also, like Prescott,
been obliged to work despite a serious
affection of the eyes, which, in his case,
prevents his writing more than five min-
utes at a time.

Thus it is, not only in literature, but
in every department of good and help-
ful work, that those succeed who,
though busy with humdrum toils, or
otherwise hindered, make success by
taking what little time they have for
higher labors, instead of refusing to
take it because it is little. Better is an
hour well spent than twenty-four hours
occupied in idleness, or, what is little
better, in grumbling over our enforced
occupations And no one is so busy
that he is obliged really to waste his odd
moments, simply becuse he thinks he
is wasting his even ones. Just as air
cannot be all oxygen, or a house all win-
dows, or a day all sunrise, or a plant all
flower, so a life cannot be devoid of a
large proportion of elements which
seem neither bright nor beautiful but
which are essential to the excellence-
or rather to the very existence-of its
highest achievements.-B. S. Times.

Brain Work sad Bad Habits.

Bad habits, impure air, unhealthful
food, neglect of exercise, the use of to-
bacco and whisky, have killed thousands
of students, where hard study has killed
one. More people die, I think, from
want of sufficient brain-work than from
too much of it When school-girls die
from tight corsets, heavy skirts, heating
chignons and other unnatural inflictions,
it is very kind in gentlemen to ayv,
"Killed by hard study;" but women
know better. Some years since I had a
hired girl whosuffered almost oonstantly
from headache, but she wore continually
a heavy chignon, supported by wire
pins in her hair. Her headache was not
euased by hard study. This sam girl
often spent forty minutes at night put-
ting up her hair, and as many minutes
in the morning taking it down again.
But the worst of it all was that after all
her care, she was sick, and consequent-
1 ugly. Youg ladies can'tmaaely study

sdi hool aend hen spedad the
hours allotted to exercise and recreation
in the exhausting labor of altering old
dresses into the latest fashion, or even
in embroidery or stitching ruffles. They
can scarcely afford an hour a day for
the crimping and frizaing of their hair.
It is rather a curious study to notice
how women, in all times and countries,
have been bent on changing themselves
from what God made them. In some
countries they blacken the teeth, and
bandage the feet; in others they flatten
the heads and paint the face; while in
others they powder the face, fris the
hair and variously deform the form
divine. Now, if all this was necessary
to make woman beautiful, it would be
labor and care well spent, for every
woman should make herself attractive,
if possible. But, is it not true that the
highest beauty, as well as art, is to be
natural? Were not our grandmothers
in their youth, though in plain attire,
admired and I ved quite as sincerely as
the present generation of girls are?
Good health, a good disposition and in-
telligence are the best beautifiers. I
have sometimes thought a collection of
the various styles of chignons, stays,
hoop-skirts and other abominations of
woman's apparel, would make a valu-
ble and instructive addition to some of
our museums.--Cor. UCLew.as (O.)
Leader.

On the Nebraska Ranges.

It is estimated that the Iliffestate now
owns about 39,000 head of cattle of all
ages. It includes eight ranches, the
p•rincipal one being one hundred and
sixty miles m length by sixty miles in
width: They are situated between the
I Union Pacific Railroad and the South
Platte River, and reach westward to the
foot hills, including portions of Colorado,
Wyoming, and Nebraska. Within the
past two years there have been added
to the herd by purchase, 17,000 cattle
from Texas, while the calves branded
within that time number about 8,000
head. Within the same period 25,021
have been marketed for beef, and 17,000
will be marketed this year. The value
of the estate is estimated at $1,300,000.

The drive of cattle from Texas will be
heavier this year than ever before, anrd
has been estimated at 300,000, of which
Nebrska will get a large pereentage.
Many of the stockmen oI Western Ne-
braska are now making preparations to
add largely to their herds of Texs c~-
tie. Ogallaa is the natural terminus of
the Texas cattle trail, and will be the
objective point this year. Of the cattle
coming to that immediate vicinity, the
Sidney Telegraph mentions the follow-
Ing: Pennsylvania Stock Company, 3,-
000 head; Jones Bros., 2.00 head; James
Reed, Texas. 6,000 head; John Dswson,
Texas, &,000 head; Andrews Bros.,
Texas, 2,600 head; J. W. Gamel, Rnn-
ning Water, Neb., 5,000 head; D. R.
Fant, Texas ad Nebraska, 6,000 head
Milett, Mabrv, sad many other well-
known ltockmen, will also bring esttle
up o thetrail for disposal in that vi-

oflt. Not only Cheyemne County, but
Sall of Sioux County is now being

uaed for graming purposes, and our cat-
tlemen are even covertigt ae o
Daketa into atock mangee- Br

dl,

Hist•r•cal Jenkhi

Few historical haracters have had
more counterfeit presentments than
Sebastian of Portugal, who, being foand
missing after a battle against the Mees
in 1578, was represented by a successeon
of impostors for years afterward. Con-
cerning one of these historians are yet
in doubt. In 1598 a man presented
himself to the Venetian Senate, elata-
ing to be the last heir of Portugal, es-
caped from a twenty years' captivity
among the Moors. He possessedreat
personal resemblance to the last Prmince.
was acquainted with secrets concerning
the Royal family, and had certainly
strong evidence to produce in favor of
his claims, but he was decided to b:
another of the long series of impostors
who had assumed the title of Sebastian,
and was sent to the galleys. To the
close of his life, however, he persisted
in his tale, and its truth is one of the
many historical mysteries that are nev-
er likely to be cleared up. Russia, too,
has had its historical "doubles." Many
counterfeits arose to personate that De-
metrius, son of the Czar, as Grand
Duke of Muscovy, who was murdered
in 1600. In 1773 an impostor arose who
asserted that he was Peter Ill. He led
an army against the Empress Cather-
ine, but was defeated and executed in
1775. There were many claimants to
the title of Louis XVIL In the present
century a man named Eleasar Williams,
residing in Canada, was believed by
many persons to be the unfortunate
Dauphin, who it was said had been se-
cretly conveyed to America by a faith-
ful servant. instead of dying in the
Temple.

In our own day was there not the
Tichborne trial, concerning which opin-
ions were so greatly divided? A yet
stranger case of disputed identity oc-
curred in the sixteenth century. A
certain Martin Guerre, residing in
the province of Haute Garonne, left
his wife and family and disappeared
for eight years. At the end of this
time -he apparently returned to his
home, and was received without
suspicion by the relatives. Martin
had a number of peculiar marks which
the new comer also pessemd; the re-
turning prodigal was also conversant
with all the most private affairs of the
family, and knew secrets that the wife
had revealed to her husband alone.
Three years passed away, and two more
children were born to the supposed
Martin, when a doubt of his real iden-
tity began to arise. It is not clear what
first roused suspicion, but the rumor
once set alloat evidence began to pour
in, till there was, at least, strong cause
to believe that the reputed Martin Guerre
was only a " doppelganger" of the real
man; that he was in fact a certain
Arnauld du Tilk, who had made the so-
quaintance of the real Martin in Flan-
ders, and traded in his likeness and the
possession of information obtained from
Martin to personate his comrade to his
family. In the midst of the discussion
the real Martin returned home, but his
appearance, instead of mending masters,
only

" Made the ease darker,
Which was dark enough without."

Some swore positively that the first
claimant was the real Martin; others
were equally certain that he was an Im-
postor. The ecase went for trial, and
the rest msn succeeded In ovng his
identity, the counterfeit Matin (alias
Arnauld du Tilk) being hanged. He
confessed his deception before his exe-
cution. In the seventeenth century a
long lawsuit dragged on in the Paris
Courts oncerning a question of disputed
identity. A man claimed to be theheir
of a Calvinist family named De Olle,
who had quitted France at the Revoca-
tion of the Edict of Nantes. The de-
ception was proved at last, but the aee-
dental resemblance between this ad-
venturer, Pierre Mege, and the de-
ceased De Caille, whom he attempted
to personate, was strong enough to de-
ceive many persons.-ondoe Globe.

A Img Jeermey Fr a Lever.
The Alexandria (Min.) st tells the

following romantic story: In the sum-
mer of 1859 regular mail service was es-
tablished, and early in 1860 Burbank &
Co. put in a line of stages. At this pe-
riod in the history of Alexsadria an in-
cident occurred of a peculiarly romantic
character. With the first trip of the
stage coach came two lassles from Soo-
land's rugged shores, one of whom was
on her way to Winnipeg or Fort Grry
to wed her Highland lover, who, in the
employ of the Hudson Bay Fur Cor-
pany, had crossed the sea before her,
and whose home wa in the far-of wilds
of British America. This Highland lad-
die had traveled some 1.600 miles from
the northwest of Fort Garry, at which
place he expected to meet his ldy-love.
And here again is the truth of the old
proverb-that the course of true love
never runs smoothly-verified. From
some unaccountable delay of the stage
or Red River steamboats, his loved one
failed to reach her destination at the
appointed time, and after waiting sev-
eral days in anxious suspense, the yo•ng
Scotchman came to the conclusion that
his "Bonnie Annie Laurie" had either
forgotten her plighted vows or bestowed
the affections of her heart upon anotheri
and when his heart by hope deferre4
grew faint within him, he turned his'
face sadly in the direction from whencew
he came, to drown th aouhts and feel-
ins the deep, dark soitude of orest
w ldEPainful, indeed, must have been
the thoughts of that yongirl, to and
on her arrival at Fort Gsarry, and after
thousands of miles of travel that he fur
whom she had samrlced home, frieds
and country, to brave the perils o ocean
and the dangers of a wild and almost
endless wildernessa, had kept faithfully
his tryst, and believing her inconstant
to the vows plighted so far away, had
returned to his forest bors without her.
8uch constancy sad devotkm in I yoa
and timid girl arousmmed the ym y
those arond her ant a -m-expes
was dispatheed in put the wme-
derlng lover, who at t emd of two or
three days was overtkw-ith the joy'-
fal titdinhat she whom he had trav-
led o rto meet, sawaited with anx
onus heart his eaing. Let s draw a
veil, as the mnovellts may, ovr theevent
of that happy metig. It was too
ecred in ts -details o the eye a
curiosm mortals to behold er the pea of
human to portray.

-We live to lema to live.

PFU1HET PAtZUsAaPI.
-The- iomasa -" Wby did

Oryo oat ns e nnmly am,'rr" ;". t
-The mathe lanes who w to I

borrow some ash, wrote: " Iwi j to
ask for a i."

-The Elmira Adoerser says that
self-made men are usually mre tho--
oghly made than other mean.

-People do not like to acknowledge
that they are poor except to book
agents.-New rke sIayune.
-The reason " the boy stood on the

burning deck" was because it was too
hot to sit down.- Wtertoo Observer.

-There ain't nothng4at wl sheothe
virtews and vices of a man, in so vivid

a light, as profuse prosperity.-Josh
BilNiW

-hackman asrb"a pose to crema-
tio. A long stri of salat
poor man's nea m thing too
good to be lost to sight.

calls her intended baer tmeure, but
when he becomes bher husband she looks
upon him as " her treasurer."

-The dates for college -ball
games in 1880 have already been de-
cided upon. The interest in the educa-
tion of our youth Is not abatlg.--Bos-
ton Pbst.

-The average boy among his fellows
soon finds that he cannot play the ty-
rant with a high hand. He learns to
knuckle down as soon as he commences
playing marbles.

-Two reased rebhm stood one dayBed th great eorch door.
And watrrhed the folks to rich array

From out the temple pour. -
"My eyes I but ain't theytamy tough !

And dao't they sport dres

t nthig esw to, see.

And wased, and dressed and cat dash--
Should we be Christians tool"

Praks of Telehsnes. .
There is no silver iig without a

cloud; no blessing a bother.
All great inventions for the beneSt or
improvement of mankind are aooompa-
nied by a train of disasters. With the
introduction of locomotives em rail-
way accidents, collisions. track-jump-
ing, aln-deek and a beat of mi-

ff manufatw purpose ba bee.
Swee~ing 60 and asoideat lit of
the country ever sinee its eptn, and
the marvelo triumphs in a
implements are last for us
oa-et, d. toe-
leas ndotherwise
The use of the telephone in P
cico has been attended by a series of
ludicros, embarrmeag a•d startli•
compliations. The hondreds of wires,
forming ana aerial net-work above the
city, sometimns become srangly con-
fused and eantangled, to the ewilder-
ment ad amusment of the human be-
inm at their vmarious termin. "T prominewaedaationa ld wbhose
office is a e8maome street, has been
somewhat trecbled by the vagaries of
his teleph wlme which has, during
the late storm weather, acquired a

s L:5 "" adedre4 sad a u'krhS ao
qualataes, or earrying a stream of

• to its owners ears.
" Mr. - , member of the School

Beard, there?" swly ad deberately
asks the owner.

A muttered aswersoustrue d into
a favoraie ksopeae.

Do y know Miss 8-, teacher
in the ebools, recently thrown out by
cosolidation of eesses She has a
first-class certiater , and also a certM-

catI ofapprova..

"She has a i gat, and now
you speak of it, tiukshe wore a brown
cloak. But I think your wod n re-
oe e me-remewhat i•ppc. She
was It hre skis eamrang , dI think
she deserves the first vacany."

" She'll beat them al and ab ais-
enks."
"I think you a w rong. She cer-

tainly has a reputatlon r good disil-
pline. but I hardly think she would re-
sort to oorporal unish nt ept in
case of extremeD eneeeity."

"And, b, the way, Blikins, those
races at ext week "-
comes more datinetly to ofthe
bewildered gentemans to
Ispect that re shas beesllel in a
convermtion between twiL 1 n iaedof

. "O wm . hi M I emos recog-
aesas t to his w~e 'm.-
me at be (kn he twelve

at "Dqaeto ene, to .Ut"The
doctor was Js sterting out an he-
portent rfSan of Wate,-b ' paer-

Semptor 5 s we nos to he dfsre-

r tsnign te hms IYIlo hesi

d sa .t .hed boo s d ealth

tRi las t esiea intt on *

tmnl of dredad bw dye

burst into the hems to

face met him on the threshol.
*utrr O,~o deeIY~ aglad you have

com? to smek tumblerrb

"Dida' t js speak t thruagh

SI ;b hasnet been ut my
ams sees yen leM. 0, deer, pera
it was asp onae of your la
whom fore mLa s."

I ' east ith a dagger. Re
aa he sensa his os- nmsprle
In his gelky knest , en dreoned th
remorse si ahv Ewlw of

the -hes

lag iames of tisphoe prsmesto in

developing the traits of

4ad S

When they desire to
a friend they ope. the

asuate until they
that there is no quueM~
identity of the speaker as
trety of the wire wt•
called. and not until thia
the business with
call comes to them ouwet
the gong-like bell sadt•e
warning, they gp.'eeeR
sme caution exhib•ld
vancing to meetan esmn
known co•ntry. Thn a
questionin is carrid em.
verya am ng to a
In the office a parominla
Californis street, a gem
his sagacit and keennmm
soene of th kind ooearre
day.

" Ding! ding! ding!"

khiseasychairpproahed
with a suspicious air, sad
ear to the instrument.

" You there?" " I1
"Depends upon whom

was the guarded response.
" I mean Mr. B., the 1
"Who are you?"
" Judge C--."
'" What's your Christian
"I have no time for tr

hurry. Have you got the
case- "

" Where and when were
oontinues the imperturable -;
• into profesonal

" ~y dear sir, what '
ing-"
"i ou can't remember,

I thought." declared the
gentlemen 16 an aside.
evade an answer. It's that
or else L--," naming a
rival. " But I knoW how to
on the matter. Hallostherel.
lag the telephone anew.

" Well." came the respeas.
" Allow me to read you ap

ing document written o•n
three years and nine
dear to the hearts of all
sens:

When, in the eourse of hea
comes necesary for one people t!
political bsads which wer
with mother, and to as•moe,
am of the earth, the sepsmasse as
to wheich the laws of asters sad

" I should be very mac•
you would postpone your
praotic until the fourthad
r. B," came aos die

ed disleasure and a toa*
Ssudieal mvert,
Thee. b •okr yts

and hastened to make
for his blunder.

The possibillties d the
not yet been fathomed. T.
proeahiag when it wil
sturalto oduet buLdeams
arrge afaairs o tates,

namses, havesocial chats,
make love through its
face. Beut the o t to

thmem ro ; roded ~:
for diseovering sere
pyn the wihs, that
speech will beome as
togrmmsin teegmphl
Never ntil then wil Me

r-Bar JFra

New Mexico what she eail
mesena mce" peces the names adeS
some she meets ae posLt .
aletter to the lidedsdr , •
me , o a wsrthmss

enito (the good,)
can boy, watehIang hisspring at the spoomq

SSlorw s, pushs thesp
whle n gtell s -an
has lostits oiami a
watches her. '~old
we famllar n 1g t

Boa; Hermac, the
Mrs. Wallace adds thatmo
ple she meets have Iadisa
reins, sad net a few are s
Spanish, African qad
her picture a aeatsa
"Q uteoutof rea h at hT
in the Sercest blae of the
os a fragment of the Boaoy
is a statueq e gure,

ofthesunee. Itis
one, the soft one, of
face, like one of her owa
worn into gutters aad sese
them so molded by the
bit by expao ds ure tha

which make even yang
old. Her skin is a
1.oosu a though tNU

hoult mly tht as oo

of a shower bath."

A startilng smrpries *
of the storyof Oimrev,

begato fell a ru hLsa .
te oon discovered tobe
Bng half decaed N
the gronad with a erash,

the boots, whlch eame abom
were almost perfect. bb
powder hera, a porar
sad ilver watch os

seemato bethe skelton af
twsm thilty sad laite
earaetired . at

-lad Iaa gu am

tands, a by
ertpetea


