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Peller what shirks an' is lazy
Aln's no use livin', 1 vow!

But 1 tell yer who Is the dplsy—
The feller thet doges things nowm

He's never procrastinatin®
An' teliln’ ye "why an' “Bow,”
When the doin’ on't ' What he's hatin';
Huo jest goes nod does 1t now
I Ef the cordwood ealls fer o tussio
Thet'll bring the sweat to bis brow,
He mits out his saw with a Rustle,
" tack es the job right now
The chap that talks of ter-morras
Ix erooked somewheres, I 'How;
In payln' what he may borrer,
He never gits round ter now,

Bt the feller thet starts on the minute—
‘The erows don't roost on his piow—
Lf "t rains he afn't werkin' out s iy,
» 'Cnuse he glts his hay in now.
' Ef yor lookin’ fer what'll suilt yer,
Yor kin tako off yor hat an’ bow
Ter the chap thet's short on the future’
An' ekerly long on new,
—Frank Roe Batchelder, in Life,

A LOCAL COLOR TRAGEDY.

BY EDITH SESSIONS TUPPER.

HEN Violet Lin-
gurd announced
shie was going in
for literature
there were those
filnong ws Who
seoffed. © Violet
‘was soalarming-
ly pretty, one
would never sus-
pect her of poe
possing brains. She was one of thoss
girls with alluring faces—the sort of
‘beaute-du-diable of which Ouida is al-
ways writlng, eyes of most unholy
bine and lips which could smile a mun’s
sonl away., A fascicating minx with
‘the most gracein] and winning man-
nef¥; o belog of moods, tender, repel-
loni, kindly and icy by turns, she had
wfeated havoe and strewn devastation
wherever h¥r dainty feet had trod.

| Suddenly she wearied of the endless
round of gayety and fushion to which
from her teens she had lLeen accuns-
tomed and amazed her coterie by de-
claring her intention of writing real-
isticngvels. Of course everyone said
it was merely a fad and would soon
blow over. But it didn’t, that was the
astounding part of it

. Her first novel attracted more than
passing notice. She was commended
for her original and audacious style,
her clever plot and a certain dsinty
feminine touch. She was wrilten
about, .nterviewed, her beauty and
"talent were praised by the paragraph-
ers and all the details of her laxurious
life were brandished about the coun-
try. From being merely a typical so-
ciety girl, a yoangz woman of elegance
and fashion, she suddenly became a
somebody to be pointed out and stared
at and raved about.

| 'This spasmodie adulation pleased
Violet. She had always feasted upon
flattery but now she reveled in it. She
threw herself into a life of feverish
emotion, beeame cynieal, disdainfual,
and thought of nothing but her miser-
able ambition,

Loenl eoloring came to be an abso-
Iute mania with her. She was al-
ways prating of “atmoaphere” and
“realism.”™ One can stand a lot of in-
fernal nonsense from a pretty woman,
bat really poor Violet often grew ac-
tually tiresome with her endless rhap-
soies about "the divinity of realism.”
| 1t was just after publishing her see-
ond novel, a combination of ingenuity
and wickedness, a smartish, brackish
story you wouldn't have liked your
sister to write, that the girl decided to
g0 to the far west in search of “local
color” for the next attempt.

“Yes,” she drawled, with the fine
lady air of disdain she had assumed
since her success, “ves, I am going in
search of local color aud a hero. I
may take a cowboy for the latter—
who knows? They tell me those fel-
lows are delightfully original and as
breezy as the winds from the Rockies.”

She made up her mind she bad not
been misinformed when, a month
later, she met Jack Weatherby.

Weatherby was o child of the plains.
He had never been east of the Missis-
sippi and had an infinite contempt for
the land of the rizing sun. Ie had
hunted for a living; he had been a
cowboy and raised as much of a rum-
pus in mining camps as the next fel-
low. Now he owned his own ranch

—a

THE HMERO OF THE XEXT XOVEL

and herds; had settled down some-
what and had begun to think he would
like a wife and home.

He wasa handsome fellow, as flery
s the mustang he rode and as tender-
hearted as a3 woman—some Women.

fiisrarech lay in the shadow of the
Bangre de Christo range, next to that
of the Athertons, where the New York
girl was s . Its acres stretched
to the shadowy foot hills and over
thewm rocmed the slock, well-fed crea-
tures of which he was so proud.

‘Tt was two days after her arrival
that he saw her first. He had ridden
over to see Tom Atherton, the big

&nd letting out a yell which could have
been heard in Denver. And there Uy
the side of pretty Mrs. Atherton, sat a
stranger, a vision, an angel. The as-
tonished ranchman blushed and stam-
mered like o school Loy as he bowed
awkwardly and apologized for hia
Apache-like desesnt. Who was this
divinity in palest pink. this fadiant
ereature with hair like gold and eyes
of heaven's own blue? “My {riend,
Miss Lingard, from New York," Mra
Atherton had said. Pshaw! Sho was
a celestial being straight trom Para-
dise.

I have always pitied Weatherby.
Never for one moment could I blame
him. [e was a primitive man with
savage lnstinots lurking in his breast,
Brave, loyal, straightforward himselfy
how couid he dream of the trencliefous
eruel blows dne little soft white hand
was efipabla of dealing?

Viclet found this sturdy, brawny
raocheroa delightinl study, and de-
cided he should be the hero of her next
novel. [Tis quaint wit end poetic fan-
cies born of tha masas and the moun-
tains, hia focible and often ungram-
matical speech were faithfully noted;
his emotions were played wupon, his
heart was probed. And he never
dreamed he was being éxperimented
on. lle loved this exquisite ereature,
this dainty, soft, purring beauty, as he
loved his life. Ile coveted her and
longed to shut her eclose to his big,
faithful, honest heart.

At last came the night when Violet
carried her passion for *‘atmosphers”
and *loeal coloring” to its climaz
They had gone for their ¢ustomary even-
ing stroll, and had elimbed up a lofty
butte to n broad ledge of rocks. At
their feet yawned the canyonm, tre-
mendous, awful, black, save where the
moonlight tounched the opposite wall
with ghostly fingers. Dack of them
loomed the range like the battlements
of a phantom city. 'Through the pines
in the canyon the wind cams sighing
in mournful cadence. While far, far
below sounded the faint rushing of
water—the river tumbling and foam-
ing along over its rocky bed.

“IWhat n weird place,” cried Violet
with.a pretty little shudder, “and
what a ghost-like night. Why did we
never coma up here before, Jack?
What a scene!”

Weatherby was lying at her feet
where he had thrown himself to rest
after their elimb. He turned his face,
white in the moonlight, toward her,
and fixing his dusky, unfethomable
eyes upon her, said: “1 kept this plags
for this hour. I meant to bring you

HE STOOD AS IF TUBNED TO FIONE.

here when I got my courage to the
poiut where I could say all that is in
my heart. Many a time down there,”
pointing to the ranch lying below, *1
have looked up here and thonghtof the
time T would bring you to tell you how
I love you.”

For one instant Viclet felt a queer
little thrill. The simple dignity of his
declaration almost moved the worldly,
cold-blooded girl. Then she thought
of her local coloring. ‘‘What a situa.
tion for my novel,” she said to her.
self; then aloud, gently: “So you real-
1y love me, Jack?”

“Love you?' he echoed, passionffiely,
as he rose and sat down beside her,
“YViolet, look,” taking her hand, “my
heart lies here in this dear little hand.”
Then throwing all reserve to the
winds, he seized her and kissed her,
madly, tempestuously.

She struggled to free herself and at
length succeeded. *“How dare you?
she demanded; *how dare—"

“How dare 1?" he eried. *“Why,
dearest, I love you—I love you, do yom
hear? And you, you love me a little,
do you not? He was approaching her
wgain, when she said, contemptuously:
“No; not s bit. 1 have simply been
studying you.”

He stocd as if turned to slome.
“Stadying me,” heo sald, in a queer
vojee, “studying—why—why?" he sav-
agely demanded, as he caught her
wrist and held it in an iron grip. =~

“You were so different,” she fal-
tered, a bit frightened at his sudden
ferocity. *I wanted a new type for
my book, you know. I suppose Tom
told you I write books—"

An absolutely murderous look swept
over Weatherby's face. “No," he
said, “no one told me that. So you
write books? And you wanted to put
me in ft—was that it? Answer me,
answer me."

“Yes,” she murmured, faintly.

“And that was all? You pever loved
me—pever meant to marry me?”

“Why, no, how could 1? Iamtobe
married in the fall toaman in New
York—"

A snarl like that of am infuristed
beast interrupted ber, Livid with rage,
he sprang toward her. Onece again he
crushed her, shrinkiog and trembling,
to his breast, then dragged her to the
very edge of the capyon, gaping like
the bottomless pit to reccive them.
And as her ized screzms pierced
the soft su night, ant 5
still holding her against his outraged
heart, stepped cff. :

They found them next day in the
bottom of the canyon. Violet’s lovely
fage was yast recoguition, ¥mt on

Weatherby's lingeved a smile of such |

rs | nwinl trd 8 would havo plonsed

TALMAGE'S SERMON.

Ohrist “Chiefest Among Ten Thou=
sand.”
The Afbdt Consplenoiis Character of His-
tory—The Parcon of All Hin and
ibhe Correction of All Evil
—Chiel in Heaven.

Rev. T. DeWitt Talmage made selee-
tion of & sermon for publication this
week on the subject of *“The Chief-
tain,” basing it npon the text:

The chiefest among ten thousand. —Canticies
¥ 10,

The most tonspieuous character of
history steps ont upon the platform.
The finger which, diamonded with
light, pointed down to him from the
Bethlehem sky, was only a ratifica-
tion of the finger of prophecy, the
finger of penealogy, the finger of
elironology, the finger of events—all
five fingers pointing in one direction.
Christ is the overtopping figura of all
time. He is the “vox humana” in all
musie, the gracefulest line in all
sculpture, the most exquisite mingiing
of lights aud shades in all paintings,
the aeme of all climaxes, the dome of
8ll cathedraled grandeur, and the per-
oration of all language.

The Greek alphabet is made up of
twenty-four letters, mnd when Christ
compared himself to the first letter
and the last letter, the Alpha #ind the
Omega, he appropriated to himself all
the gplendors that you ecan spell out
either with those two letters or all the
letters between them: “I am the
Alpha and the Omega, the beginning
and the end.”

What does that Seripture mean
which says of Christ: “He that com-
eth from Above is aboveall?” It means
after you have piled up all Alpine and
Himalayan altitudes, the glory of
Christ would have to spread its wings
and descend a thousand leagues to
toueh those summita. Pelion, a high
mountain of Thessaly; Ussa, a high
mountaln, and Olympus, a high
mountain; but mythology tells when
the giants warred agalnst the gods
they piled up these three mounntains,
and from the top of them proposed to
scale the heavens: but the height was
not greal emough, and there was a
complete fallure. And after all the
giants—Isaiah and Paul, prophetic and
apostolic giants; Raphael and Michael
Angelo, artistic giants; cherubim and
seraphim and archangel, celestial
giants—have failed to elimb to the top
of Christ’s glory, they might all well
unite in the words of Paul and ery
out: *“Above alll” “Above all!” But
Solomon in my text prefers to eall
Christ “The Chieftain," and so to-day
T hauil Him.

“First. Christ must be chief in our
preaching. There are s0 wany books
on homileties scattered through the
country that all laymen, as well as all
clergymen, have made up their minds
what sermons ought to be. That ser-
mon is the most effectnal which most
pointedly puts forth Christ as the par-
don of all sin and the correction of all
evil—individual, social, political, na-
tivnal. There iz no reason why we
shonld ring the endless changes ona
few phrases. There are those who
think that if an exhortation or a dis-
course have frequent mention of
justification, sanctification, covenant
of works and covenant of grace,
thevefore it must be profonndly evan-
gelieal, while they are suspicious of a
diseourse which presents the same
truth, but under different phraseology.
Now, I say there is nothing in &ll the
opulent realm of anglo-Saxonism, of
all the word treasures that we inher-
ited from the Latin and the Greek and
the Indo-European, but we have a
right to marshal it in religious discns-
sion. Christ sets the example. 1lis
illustrations were from the grass, the
flowvers, the barnyard fowl, the crystals
of salt, a8 well as from the seas and
the stars; and we do not propose in
our Benday-school teaching and in
our pulpit address to be puton the
Llimits.

I know that there is a great deal
sald in our day against words, as
though they were nothing. They may
be misused, but they have an imperial
power. They are the bridge between
roul end soul, between Almighty God
and the human race. What did God
write upon the lables of stone? Words.
What did Christ utter oa Mount
Olivet? Words, Out of what did
Christ strile the spark for the illumi-
nation of the universe? Out of words
“Let there Le light,” and light was
Of course, thought is the cargo, and
words are only the ship; but how fast
wounld your cargo get on withont the
ship? What you need, my friends,
in all your work, in your Sabbath-
school ¢lass, in your reformatory Insti-
tutions, and what we all need is to en-
large our vocabulary when we come to
speak about God and Christ and Heav-
en. We ride a few old words to death,
when there is such illimitable resource.
Shakespeare employed fifteen thou-
sand different prords for dramatie pur-
poses; Milton employed elght thousand
different words for poetic purposes;
Rufus Choate employed over eleven
thousand different words for legal pur-
poses; bnt the most of us have less
than a thousand words that we can
wansge, and that makes us so stapid.

When we come to set forth the love
of Christ we are going to take the
tenderest phraseclogy wherever we
find it, aud if it has never Leen used in
that direction before all the more
shall we nse it When we come to
speak of the glory of Christ the Con-
queror we ere going to draw omr
similes from trinmphal arch and ora-
torioand everything grand and stu-
pendous. The French navy have
eighteen flags by which they give
signal, but those eighteen flags they
can put into sixty-six thousand differ-
ent combinations. And I have to tell
you that these standards of the eross
| lat me say to these young men who

limited resource. Yon only have to
present Christ in your own way.

Brighter than the light, fresher thun
the fountains; desper thut the seas,
are all thess Gospel Lhemes Soug ligh
fio melndy, fldwers ho sweetness, shn-
set sky fio color compared with these
glorious themes. These harvesis of
grace spring Np quicker than Wwe can
sickle tbem. Kindling pulpits with
their fire, and producing revolutions
with their glory, they are the sweet-
est thonght for the poet, and they are
the most thrilling illustration for the
orator, and they offer the most lutense
scene for the artist, and they are to
the eiibassador of the sky ail ens
thusiasm. Complete pardon for
direst - guilt Sweeteast  comfort
for ghastliest agony. Bright-
est hope for grimmest death.
Grandest resurrection for darkest
sepulcher, Oh, what & Uospel to
preach! Christ the Chief. His birth,
His suffering, His miracles, His para-
bles, His sweai, His tears, IHis blood,
His atonement, [is intercession—what
glorious themes! Do we exerclse
faith? Christ is ita object. Do we
have love? 1t fastens on Jestus. Have
we a fondness for the chureh? It s
because Christ died for it. Have we a
hope of lleaven? It is beeanse Jesus
went there, the herald and the fore-
runner. The royal robe of Demetrliis
was 50 costly, so heautiful, that after
he had put it off no one ever dared to
put it on; but the robve of Christ,
richer than that, the poorest and the
weakest and the worst may wear.
“Where sin abounded, grace may much
more abound.”

“0h, my sins, my sins{” said Martin
Luther to Staupitz, “my sins, my sinal™
The faet Is that the brawny German
student had found a Latin Bible that
made him quake; and when he found
how, through Christ, he was pardoned
and saved, he wrote toa [riend, say-
ing: “Come over and join us greatand
awful sinners saved by the grace of
God. You seem to be only a slender
sinner, and you don't much extol the
mercy of God; but we that have been
such very awful sioners praiss His
grace the more mow thal you fAre so
desperately egostistical that you feel
yourself in first-rate spiritual trim,

and that from the root of
the hair to the tip of the toe
you are scarless and immaculate?

What you need is a looking-glass, and
here it is in the Bible, Poor and
wretched and miserable and blind and
nalkted from the erown of the head to
the sole of the foot, full of wounds
and putrifying sores. No health in us.
And then take the fact that Christ
gathered up all the notes against us
and paid them, and then offered us the
receipt! And how muech we need Him
In our sorrows! We are indepeudent
of circumstances if we have His
grace. Why, He made Paul sing in the
dungeon, and under that graee St
John from desolate Patmos heard the
Llast of the apoealylic trumpets. Af-
ter all other candles have beensnnffed
out, this is the light that gets brighter
and brighter unto the perfect day; and
after, under the hard hools of ea-
lamity, all the pools of worldly enjoy-
ment have been trampled into deep
mire, at the foot of the eternal rock
the Christian, from cups of granite
lily-rimmed. puts out the thirst of his
soul.

Agalin T remark, that Christ is chiel
in dying alleviations. I have not any
sympathy with the morbidity abroad
about our demise. The emperor of
Constanstinople arranged that on the
day of his coronation the stonemason
should come and consult him about
the tombstone that after awhile he
would need. And there are men who
are monomaniacal en the subjeect of
departure from this life by death, and
the more they think of it the less they
are prepared to go. This ® an un-
manliness not worthy of yon, not
worthy of me.

Saladin, the pgreatest eonqueror of
his day. while dying, ordered that the
tunie he had on him be carried after
his death on his spear at the head of
his army, and that then the soldier,
ever and anon, should stop and say:
“Behold all that is left of Saladin, the
emperor and conqueror! Of all the
states he conguered, of &ll the wealth
he acenmulated, nothing did he retain
but this shrond.” T have no sympathy
with such behavior, or such absurd
demonstration, or with much that we
hear uttered in regard lto departure
from this life to the next. There is
& commonsensical idea on this sub-
jeet that you need to consider—
there are only two styles ol de-
parture. A thousand feet under-
ground, by light of torch, toillng in e
miner's shaft, a ledge of rock may fall
upon us, and we may die & miner's
death. Far out at sea, falling from
the slippery ratlines and broken on
the halliards, we may die a sailor's
death. On mission of mercy in hos-
pital, amid broken bones and reeking
leprosies and burning fevers, we may
die a philanthropist’'s death. On the
field of battle, serving God and our
eountry, slugs through the heart, the
gun cartridge may roll over us, and
we may die a patriot's death. But,
after all, there are only two styles of
departure—the death of the righteous
and the death of the wicked—and we
all want to die the former.

God grant that when that hour
comes you may be at home. You want
the hand of your kindred in your
hand. You want your children to sur-
round you. Yon want the light on
your pillow from eyes that have long
reflected ybur love You want yoor
room still. You do not want any curi-
ous strangers standing aronnd watch-
ing you You want your kindred from
afar to hear your last prayer. I think
that is the wish of all of us. Duatis
that all? Can earthly friends hold us
up when the billows of death come
up to the girdle? Can buman voice
charm open MHeaven's gate? Can
human hand pilot wus through
the nmarrows of death into

Heaven's harbor? Can any earthly ||

{riendship shield us from the arrows
of death and in the hour when Satan
shall practice wpon uws his inferaal

? No, no, 0o, no! Alas] poor i
thut 15 sil. Better die in the | de

from fountain, slone, valtures eireling
throngh the eir waiting for our body,
upknown te men, and to have no
burlal, if only Christ conld say through

1 will never forsake thee.” From that
pillow of stone & ladder would soar
Heavenward, angels coming and go-
ing; and across the solitude and the
barrenness would come the sweet notes
of heavenly minstrelsy.

What did the dying Janeway say?
"l can as easily die as close my eyes
or turn my head in sleep. Before a
few hours have passed I shall stand on
Mount Zion with the one hundred and
forty and four thousand, and with the
just men made perfect, and we shall
ascribe riches, and tonor, and glory,
and majesty, and dominion unto God
and the Lamb." Dr. Taylor, con-
demned to burn at the state, on his
way thither broke away from the
guardsmen, and went bounnding,
and leaping, and jumping toward
the fire, glad to go to Jesus,
and to die for Him. Sir Charles Hare,
in hia last moments, had such raptur-
ous vision that he eried: “Upward,
upward, upward!” And so great was
thie peace of one of Christ's disciples,
that he pat his finger upon the pulse
in his wrist and counted it and ob-
served it; and so great was his placid-
ity that after awhile he saids
“Stopped!” and bislife had ended hers
tobeginin Heaven Butgrender than
that was Lhe testimony of the wornont
first missionary, when,in the Mamertine
dungeon, he eried: *'I am now ready to
be offered, and the time of my depar-
ture is at hand; 1 have fought the good
fizht, I have finished my eourse, 1 have
kept the faith; henceforth there islaid
up for me a crown of righteousness,
which the Lord, the righteous Judge,
will give me in that day, and not to me
only, but to them that love Hisappear-
ing™™ Do you not:seé that Chrigt is
Chief in dying allevistiona?

Toward the last hour of our earthly
residence we are speeding.  When I
see the sunset, I say: “One day less to
live.” When I see the spring blossoms
scattered 1 say: *‘Another season gone
forever,” When [ c¢lose the Bible on
Sabbath night, I say: ‘“‘Another Sal-
bath departed.” When I burya friend
I say: “Apother earthly atiraction
gone forever.” What nimble feet the
years have! The roebucks and the
lightnings run not so fast. From de-
cade todecade, from sky to sky, they go
at o bound. There is & place for us,
whether marked or not, where you
and I will eleep the last sleep, and the
men are now living who will, with
solemn tread, carry us to onr resting
place. Aye, it is known in Heaven
whether our depariure will be a core
onation or & banishment. Erighter
ithan a bangueting hall throngh which
the light feet of the daneers go up aud
down to the sound of trmmmpeters will
be the sepulchere through which rifts
the holy light of IHeaven streameth.
God will wateh you. He will send His
angels to guard your slumbering dust,
antil, at Christ’s behest, they shall
roll away the stone.

5o, also, Christ ‘s chief in Ileaven.
The Bible distinctly says that Christ
is the chief theme of the celestlal
aseription, all the thrones facing His
throne, all the palms waved before His
face, all the crowns down at His feet.
Cherubim to cherublm, seraphim to
seraphim, redeemed spirit to redeemed
spirit, shall recite the SBaviour's earth-
1y sacrifice.

Stand on some high hill of Heaven,
and in all the radiant sweep the most
glorious object will be Jesus. Myriads
gazing on the scars of His suffering, in
silence first, afterward breaking forth
into acclamation. The martys, all the
purer for the flame through which
they passed, will say: *This is the
Jesus for whom we died.” The apos-
tles, all the Liappier for the shipwreck
and scourglng through which they
went, will say: “Thia s the
Jesus whom we preached at Corluth,
and at Cappadocia, and at Antioeh,
and at Jerusalem. Little ehildren
elad in white will say: *“This is the
Jesus who took us in His arms and
blessed us, and when the storms of
the world were too cold and loud,
brought us into this beautiful place.”
The multitnde of the bereft will say:
**This is the Jesus who comforted us
when our heart broke.” Many
who wandered clear off from
God and planged into vagas-
bondism, but  were saved by
grace, will say: This is the Jesus
who pardoned us. We were lost on the
mountains, and He brought us home.
We were guilty, and He has made us
white as smow.” Merey boundless,
grace unparalieled. And then, 'after
each one has recited his peculiar deliv-
erances and peculiar mercies, recited
them as by solo, ail the voices will
come fogether into a great chorns,
whieh will make the arches eche and
re-echio with the eternal reverbration
of trinmph.

Edward L was soanxious to go to
the Holy Land that when he was about
to expire he bequeathed one hundred
and sixty thousand dollars to have his
heart, after his decease, taken to the
Holy Land, in Asia Minor, and his re-
quest was complied with. But there
are handreds to-day whose hearts
are nlready in the holy land of
Heaven. Where your treasures are.

here are your hearts also. Quaint
Joho Duoyan eanght a glimpse of
that place. and in his gquaint way
he said: “And I heard in my dieam,
and, lo! the bells of the city rang
again for Joy; and 8s they opened the
gates to let In the men I locked in
after them, and, lo! the city shone like
the sun, and there were streets of
gold, and men walked on them, harps
in their hands, to ring praises withal;
and after that they shut up the gates,
which when I had seen I wished my-
self among them!”

the soiitudes; I will never leave thee, |

A POET'S GEM OF A GIRL.

He Nearly Lost Her When He Bprin
Whule Olluns Favorite Bed of b
New Jersey is proud of a poet who |

proud of a gem of a servant. Hecame |
near losing lier the other day. This
purticular girl came from an old whal- |
ing town in Maioe three years ago,
and she has been in the poet’s houge-
hold ever sipee. She made no Bequa
tance among the neighbors' girls, al
she had no steady company. In other
respects she was worthy of the pe
commendations. During the threeyears |
that she has worked for Mr. Poet she |
has never asked for a vacation to visit |
her old home. s e

%I pever think o! the place said | ~
Mary, “for if 1did 1 am alraid that I |
would get homesiek.” T i

It was through the poet's own emre-
Tessuess last week that he nearly lost
Mary. There is a thrifty bed of roses
in front of the poet's honse that is his | =000 ©
fad and pride. Destrnctive buga and |
worms, whichever they might have |
been, swooped down on that bed &
week ago and threatened to destroy it..
The poet took advice and, as a conse- | %
quence, invested In whale oil that was |
warranted to kill bugs at long range.
As he sprinkled the bushes with. the
whale oil a light breeze carried the
odor of it back to the kilchen, where
Mary was working. Doth Mr and
Mrs. Poet noticed thnt Mary's mind
seemed to Le wool gathering while she
was serving them at Tuncheon. She
mixed the orders that were given to
her, and she made Mrs. Poet unhappy.
Before dinner was served Mary rapped
at Mrs. Poet's door. :

“Come in, Mary,” said her mistress.
“Are you ill?” e

“No, marm,” said Mary, ill at ense, |
*and I don't know why it is, but—but | P'8F
~but—" :

“Well, but what?

“Why, warm, I—1"m homesicl, Tve
been thinking of Maine all day. There
seemed to be something fn the air that |
suggested home. [If I don't get over it
to-morrow I shall have to go home.
It's in the air to-day.”

Mrs. Poet summoned her husband
from his study and told him of the
calamity that threstened the b
hold. ;

“Dear, dear; that's too.bad. How |®
cen we spare Mary? Homesick, eh,
poor girl? Strange, too. for she has
been here contentedly for three
Said it was in the air? Wait a minute,
By Jove! I have it. She was right
It was in the air. It's that whale oil
on the rose bushes.”

Mr. Poet played the parden hose on
the rose bushes for an hoar after din-
ner, and Mrs. Poet senttered lime near
the kitchen. Mary's homesicknesswas |
gone the next day.

“It was just something in the air™ |
she said, and I'm sorry, marm, that 1
troubled you.” -1t

‘Half 6f the Poet's rose bushes are |
stripped of leaves, but Mary remained.
~N. Y. Son. 5

ARUNNING—FOR BOYS.
Every Doy Can Becoms a ERuuner IT He
Tries.

Every American boy should learn to
run. In Greece, in the days when mea
and women took better care of their
bodies than they ever have since, every
boy, and girl too, was taught to run,
just as the American girl is tanght to
read. And as far as we can judge by | “Rack's
the stetues they have left bebind |lickin'?"
them, there were very few hollow- Lo
chested, spindle-legged boys among
the Greeks. The Persian boy- was
taught to speak the truth, run, ride
and shoot the bows, wfles

The English boy is encouraged to
run. In fact, at some of the great |
English public schools, boys of thir-
teen and fourteen years of age, like
Tom Brown and East at Rugby, can |
cover six and eight miles cross-coun-
try in the great hare-and-hound runs.
Every boy is turned out twice a weel,
out of dours, and made to run, and fill
himself full of puve fresh sir and sun-
shine, and gain more strength and life
than any amount of weight-pulling or
dumb bell work in stuffy gymnasinms
wonld give him. See the resuli—the
English boys, as a whole, fire a
stronger set than we American boys. |
Erery English school-boy is to sorie ex-
tent an athlete. And that is what
American. boys should be. Not be-
canse football, baseball and tennis are
valnable in themselves, but for the
good they do in strengthening boys'
bodies.

By playing ball every day for hours
in the open air; by exercising hissrms, |
back and leg muscles in throwing, bat-
{ing, running and sliding: by golag to
bed early and giving up all bad habits
in preparation for the games, a boy
stores up strength, whiel he can draw
on all his life long—that is why every:|
boy should be an athlete. Hut mot |
every boy can play fooiball or base-
ball. He may not bé heavy or strong
enongh; he may never be able to ac-
quire the knack of catching or batting
the ball. Erery boy gan beeome a run-
ner.—8. Scoville, Jr., in St Nicholas.

Wanted Dad to Go, Too. &
“Father says that if I am o good boy
he will take me tosee the circus,” said | his.
Johnny. i
*That is what lie told me,” replied his
mother. : -
“Well, you can keep your eye on me |
and soe if I ain't the ‘of the neigh-
borhood. Father's cone me & good
many favors, he has, and I'd hate ter |
ribly to be the medns of making lim | fs

—Hi Jimmy,

miss that show."—~Pittsburgh Bulletin.

e
T wouldn't wear bloomers for any- | i
Neither wonld I if I were you,” re-

o i

blistered.”



