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FROM SUFFERING.

The most beautiful songs that ever were
sunu,
The noblest words that ever were spo-
ken,
Have been
. wrang,
. From human lives heart-broken,
0 The harp is menningless and dumb
TU) the strings are straned; then tho

pure notes come,
—Home Magazine,

from sorrow ond suffering
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The band was playing “A Summer
Night in Munich,” Out on the terrace
colored lights hung like globes of fire,
and seats, cunningly placed in se
'eluded corners, invited repose to the
dancers. There, in the quivering moon-
light, stood Rosemary Maitland. Her
companion looked at the sweet face
half turned wway from him, Presently
he spoke.

“It may be a long, long time,” he
said, softly, And the music died away
into a distant echo—it seemed of pain,
“Will you spare a thought for me
sometimes®

“l ghall often think of you," she
angwered simply. -

“Will you give me a flower?” he
gald, and turned to the flower-horder,
filled with quaint, old-fashioned plants
wlavender, “boy’s love,” “balm” and
2 host of others,

“What would you like?" she asked,

X And then with a gudden impulse she
.Y‘ pleked off a plece of an old-fashioned
"\ plant, and offereu it to him.
“I'nere's rosemary, for
brance,” she said, a little unsteadily.
And as Jim Duncan took the little
pungent-smelling sprig he kept the
band im his. Surely the hour was
come!

o “Rogemary,” he said; “Rosemary,
will you remember me? I love you.
Darling, won't you speak to me?”

“What do you want me to say?”
she whispered, and the light in her
gweet blue eyes wes quite enough for
Jim Dunecan, for he took her in his
strong arms, and murmured all those
sweet things which come with all the
force of first love,

%41t may be only a year,” he said, “or
it pay be longer, Can you wait so
long,~ Rosemary "

Her answer, spoken softly enough,
was distinetly “Yes."

I sghall keep this, he said, putting the
little green sprig carefully away in his
pocket, “And when | am iar away,
darling, that will teill me of ‘Rose-
mary' for remembrance,

“Rosemary! Rosemary!

you, child?”’
" A tall, dark-eyed woman stood be-
side them, her sheeny satin train
sweping over the grass, diamonds glit-
vering in her nair.

“We are going now, dear,” she sald,
looking keeniy at Rosemary,

“Ah, i8 that you, Mr. Duncan?
you are really going abroad?”

*“Yes, for a year; I hope not more,
I shall hope to come and you be-
fore we sail, Mro, .uaitland,”

“We should have been delighted to
see you,"” she said, “but I am afrald we
leave town tomorrow for the country.
Come, Rosemary."”

She swept away, followed by her
daughter; and as they stood in the
brilliantly lighted hal), Jim found time
to whisper a last good-bye in Rose-
mary's ear.

“Good-bye, darling!” he whispered,
as he put her soft, furry cloak over her
ghoulders, “I shall write to the colonel
and you, too. Tell me that you love
me, dearest.”

“You know I do, Jim.”

Mrs, Maitland glanced curlously at
her daughter as she sat still and si-
lent in the corner of the bhrougham,

“Silly child!" she reflected, “Thank
heaven, 1 was n time to nip the
thing in the bud,”

She sald nothing, however, to Rose-
mary on the subject and they parted
in silence,

remems-
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It was a week later,

Rosemary still watched feveﬂf:'{‘ym
thé postman, happily unconsciouns of
the fact that Mrs. Maitiand hitd Bad
also a deep intepest in the post-box
and ttscontents, for one morning she
hiad, o0 carefully examining the pos-
m “solected two, Jetters, one ad-
esed to Col. Maitland and the other
ﬁ,',amgw;\ 'Dheso 8h. put in her
pocket for fhrther eXamination, after
while they found a last resting place
19 “the fire,
Ve i Troops salled yesterday for
the . e,” observed the colonel one
marmilg at breakfast. “Hallo! Young
went out, I gee, Did you
e was going, Grace?”
Maitland opened the Morning
differently.
ng Duncan? Yes. ] knew he
very soon, Rosems” vou are
pouring the ¢~ ‘to ¢ ba-

8in,”
>

surd! Why, the boy has scarcely 1 you for this act of more than generos-

enough to keep himself. Besides you
know, Sir Jasper Carew s only wait-
ing for a little encouragement to come
to the point,”

Time passed—time which waits for
no man—and as cach day slipped by,
and not a word came from across the
gea, Rosemary grew more and more
hopeless. She was forgotten, And the
sprig of rosemary was doubtless lying
unheeded in the fire, or bad floated
away in the rolling waves,

The June sun beat down flercely on
the green meadows of Padstow court
as Rosemary walked slowly down the
avenue to meet the postman, He gave
her one leter—a thin, foreign letter,
with a blurred-looking postmark. H
it come at Jast? With trembling
gers she tore it open. There 1
and discolored, a sprig of roseméi.y. A
mute reproach,

“Dear Miss Maitland,” the letter
ran—"My dear old chum Jim Duncan
asks me to write these few lines, which
he cannot write himself. Hig hours
are numbered, and, stricken with fever,
he has not long .0 live. He begs to
encloge the sprig of rosemary, and to
remind you—though without reproach
—that it was given for remembrance,
He has never forgotten you, I am,
yours sincerely, Rupert Moore,"

A little gasping gob escaped her lips.
He was {ll—dying--dead!

What did he mean by renfnding her
of the rosemary for remembrance?

He had not remembered—and now?
With vacant, aching eyes she looked
again at the little withered spring and
took her way homeward,

In the hall Mrs, Maitland met her,
and in horror at the gight of the white,
agonized face, she exclaimed:

“Rosemary! What is it?”

The girl held out the letter with
shaking fingers,

“Don't speak to me!"” she
hoarsely, “I can't bear it yet.
er'"—with a wild ecry—"mother,
heart is broken.”

said,
Moth-
my

It was a year iater.

Time, the great healer, had laid a
gentle hand on Rosemary's wild sor-
row, hushing it to rest, soothing the
dull agony. 8Still, there lay in a little
drawer of her bureau that envelop,
with its sprig of faded rosemary, and
the faint odor never falled to bring
back the old, sad memories,

Sir Jasper Carew was very tender
in his honest devotion., One day he
told her of his love; very gently, very
tenderly, all the devotion, silent and
strong, of years' growth he laid at her
feet,

“I have always loved you, dear,” he
snid, “Is there no hope for me at all?”
Rosemary looked away into the sun-
shiny garden regretfully.

“Listen to me first before I answer
your question,” she said, softly: *I
know I can trust you, and I should like
to tell you all, There was—some one
else—and he went away, I never heard
anything of him till last year, when
—oné day—I heard from a friend of
his—that he was dying—dead, I
thought he had forgotten me—bit—he
had not. I loved him—and I can never
fove in the same way agaln. But—"'

She paused, and Jasper took her
hands in his.

“Rosemary,” he sald, and his voice
frembled, “Rosemary, I can be content
~ith a very little love, if you will only
let me take care of you, Will you be
my wife?”

Rosemary looked at him stealily,

“If you can be content,” she said
softly, “I will do my best to make yom
happy.”

It was a strange, an almost pathetie,
wooing, but Jasjer Carew felt amply
rewarded for his years of faitifiul de-
votion and patient waiting.

It was September when they were
all at Padstow Court again, ' The wed-
ding was to take place in December,
nnd Mrs, Maitland, quite in her ele-
ment, was very busy arranging all
those hundred ead one details which
must attend the marriage of an only
daughter,

Jasper feit that his cup of happiness
was full to the brim as he and Rose-
maty, eauntered slowly homeward one
glarious evening,

Passihg along a green lane they
heard footsteps behind them, and a
Yoice at their side said, courteously:

“Could you kindly tell me the near-
est way to Palstow Court?”

They turned and faced the speaker.,
At the sight of him Rosemary stag-
gered back, pale to the very lips,
while he started forward with a ery:

“Rosemary!"”

“Jim!"

With all the deadly rapidity of a
flash of lightning Jasper Carew real-
fzed what had happened, and he saw at
once that all his dreams of future hap-
piness were at an end. He turned
away for a moment,«for at first the
sight of his (alas! his no longer) Rose-
mary lying sobbing in Jim's arris was
too much for him to witness, till at
last Rosemary remembered all, and she
turned pleadingly to Jasper,

“Jasper,” ghe pleaded, “Jasper, for-
1ve me--forgive me!”

“Dear,” he sald hoarsely, “I see it

And now"—he turned to Jim and
ut his hand—“welcome home,
" he sald. “You see, I know
are. Rosemary, you can do

for me: make him happy.”

8 you!” sald Jim, as he
hand. “I can never repay

ity.”

“Take her In” sald Jasper, abruptly,
glancing at Rosemary. ““We ghall meet
again presently.”

He left them abruptly, and the lov-
ers, left alone, found time for mutual
explanations, Jim had almost mirac-
ulously recovered. And, having been
sent up country, had been detained
abroad for some time longer.

“Rosemary,” he said, "you never an-
swered my letters.”

“Letters?' she echoed, “I got none,
and I thought you had forgotten me.”

Matters thus arranged, by Bir Jas
per's special wisn the marriage was
not delayed, and the only alteration
was that he took the place of the
“pest man” at his own request. Mrs,
Maitland was sorely annoyed at this
change, but at the special intervention
of Providence, as the colonel called it,
she could say nothing, though Jim
guessed that she had had a handinthe
disappearance or non-uelivery of those
letters.~Woman's Life,

CANDID MEN,

They Speak Thelr Minds in an Embar-
rassing Way Ocenslonnlly,

“Men are Jdreadfully brusque some-
times,” sighed Belinda. ‘“The other
night m; brother and I went to the
house of a friend to a reception, It
was a hot night and the house was
crowded and there wasn't anything to
do but to stand around and talk to the
people one could reach, while the peo.
ple one really wanted to talk with
could only be seen at a distonce and
over a sea of Intervening heads, In
addition the croquettes were cold and
the ice cream warm, so when we fi-
nally got away both my brother and
I said. '‘Thank Heaven' quite rever-
ently, and went to a hotel and had
supper,

“The n'xt Jay all of my friends
whom I met agked ‘Didn't you have a
Jovely time at the Blanks last night?
and I invariably replied ‘Delightful.’
Then we went on our separate ways,
When they asked my brother the
same «question he answered with a
frankness lhat appalled and
barrassed me, ‘No, I did not,
the stupidest time of my life; and,
say, they'd better get another ‘chef
the next time they entertain, for the
supper was awful.'

“Here,"” said Belinda, “I trace a
strong point of difference between
men and women, The average girl has
too much pride to let it be known
that she has gone to an entertainment
and has still failed to be entertained.
I saw one pretty gulleless looking
creature sit alone one night at a
dance for nine straight dances, then
I hed compassion on her and sent
my escort and a couple of other men
to ask her for the remaining two-
steps and waltzes, She Jdanced four
times in all, yet the next time she
saw me she gaid she'd had a real de-
lirlous time B¢ that ball, a delightful,
never-fo-beforgotten time, and, she
added modestly, that she hal been
quite a belle "\ man under the same
circum«‘ances, though they had been
of his osvn making, asked If he had
enjoyed Rimself, would have replied
emphatically and vulgarly, ‘No, I
dido't. . I had a fierce time.'

“Why, I know of one lord of crea-
tion who told some friends that his

‘boneymoon had been very tiresome,

and pI another who in bidding his
host “bye after a yachting trip
[ that he had a pleasant time

all \Rs considered, but that all
wateér journeys were more or less of
bores. Imagine a woman doing any-
g 80 tactless, Why, If it had been

A Birl instead of a man in the lat-
tor case, though she had been seasick
for the entire two weeks, though th
®alt water and air had ruined her
prettiest gowng, taken the curl out
of her hair and the rose from her
complexion, she would have stag-
gered off the yacht declaring faintly
that she'd had the time of her lite,
and that she'd like to go again to-
morrow. That's the feminine idea of
true politeness.”

No Unkindness Intanded,

Judge Rice of Novena, is perhaps
lacking in a sense of humor, but he
is the most punctual man in the state,
When made superintendent of the
Sunday school he at once set about
reform in the matter of attendance
and punctuality. It was impogsible
to resist the judge's benign persist-
ence, and the list of tardies and ab-
sences, read out by him impressive.
ly every Sunday, has steadily de-
creased,

A few Sundays ago he had the
pleasure of making the following
statement: “My dear fellow-workers
and children, I am able to announce
today that out of the entire school
only one person is absent—Iittle Mag-
gle Wynn. Let us all hope that she
Is sick”—M, A, B, in the Drawer,
Harper's,

When Franes Snved England,

The worst banking erisis of the
last century was in 1838, when the
Bank of Bngland wag save.l from fail-
ure by the Bank of France,

The annual produce of cupra
Greece Is about 200,000 tou.";n?t“u:

year, owing to the downy mildew, it |

fell to 45,000 tons.

BILL ARP'S LET |

Bartow Man Discusses Old Times:
and Shows a Jealous 8t

BIRDS OF A FEATHER FLOCK TOGETHER

Auld Lang Syne Customs Are Only
praised and Upheld By
Those Advanced In
Years,

How naturally mankind adapt them-
selves to those of their kind, thelr age,
sex and mental condition, Birds of the
same feather will flock together, and
5o thege little grandchildren will run
away from me to frolic with other lit-
tle tots, and it makes me jealous. Just
g0 the next set from 10 to 12 years
clan together. Then comes the blush-
Ing school girls from 12 to 15, who
have lengthened out their dresses and
ceased to pull up their garters every
few minutes as they walk about. It is
the same with the boys, and when
they get to be baseball experts with a
college attachment they talk of their
exploits in a Janguage that is heathen
Chinee to everybody excepl them-

gmdfather pub new gtaves in i

§6 great grandfather put new p
"and his father put new hoops oy it, 1
he same old bung-hole still repy
Jand when the fluld is drawn the BAY

old sound goes goodle-goodle.goqy

Tom says he I8 gOINg to take the yyy,
hole and the goodle to the Atlanty
position and exhibit them ag the o
relics of Christopher Columbys |
But about old friends. Bvery ye

an has them and it gives pleasypa
gee them honored. The very progpa
of seeing Henry G. Turner in the g
ernor's chair glves me pleasure, for
know him well and love him, )y
I would love Colonel Bstill o py
Brown just as well If I knew thep y
well. 1 have great respect for thy
and am proud of their records, |y
lieve that either would dignify the g
bernatorial chalr, but as Judge Ungp
wood said to me in the long ago, ‘)
jor, let me tell you why I would }j
to be governor of Georgia. You wi
admit that knowledge is a little hotig
than faith, There are many good m
whom I believe would make a go
governor, but I don't know it. Now
do know that I would: and there jgy
difference between faith and know)
edge, Don't you percelve?" Just

I believe that Colonel Esti" or po
Brown would make a gtud governe
but I know that Henry G. Tumg
would, and knowledge i8 better thy
faith. “Don’t you percelve?" If he i
pot an incorruptible, unselfish, brajm

selves and claim to be the elect. And
so it goes on and on until we have
passed our maturity, and then we vei

| erang take our comfort In communion

with veterans and pay our tribute to
the good old times that will never re-
turn. We are the elect,

I believe it is true that nobody but
the old men and women give praise to
the old times and the customs of their
fathers, and so if every generation of

| old people helieves that the age of

|

em- |
I had |

| was flogging

their youth was the best, then the
times must have degenerated awfully
gince the days of the prophets, Have
they or have they not gotton better
instead of worse? The arcwer is,
they are better in some respects and
worge in others, Public morals were
very loose a hundred years ago. An-
drew Jacksop was a gambler, horse
racer and duelist seventy-five years
ago. Such a man could not be elected
president now, Forelgn missions and
Sabbath gchools were almost unknown,
The slave trade with Africa was in
full blast in New England,
and New England rum was
the purchase money. Imprisonment
for debt was the law generally, and so
in the navy. Whisky
was unkpown, but brandy and rum

| were kept in almost every respectable

household. Illiteracy prevailed al-
most all over the south except among
the aristocracy, -There were but few
books to read and fewer newspapers,

There were no railroads or telegraphs

or sewing machines, But the people
were generally honest and religious.
There were no trusis, no strikes, no
millionaires, no suicides, ow robberies,
and a murder was a rare event and
done in the heat of passion. No doubt
but that there are a hundred of these
crimes committed now to one then ac-
cording tw population. Well, then, why
arraign the old people for lamenting
that the good old times have gone?
Not long ago I heard a gifted and eul-
tured minigter of the olden time
preach a most charming and Impres-
slve sermon from the text in Jeremiah
which reads, “Stand in the way and
ask for the old paths, which is the
good way, and walk therein, and ye
shall find rest for your souls.”” One
of the best tests of the strength of u
sermon I8 your remembrance of the
text. When a gifted and scholarly
minister is done with it and with holy
hands says, “Let us pray,” what a sol-
emnity fills the place, and the text
lingers with you for years to come.
It does not seem like the same serip-
ture. “The old paths,” “Walk ye !n
the old paths” has been ringing in my
ears ever since.

I know that Lord Bacon was grow-
Ing old when he wrote, “Old wood to
burn, old wine to drink, old friends tu
trust, and old authors to read.” And
Goldsmith said, “I love everything that
Is 0ld.” King James uged to call for
his old shoes when he was tired,”

There s something almost sacred
about the old songs, such as “Auld
Lang Syne,” “The 0ld Oaken Bucket,”
“The Old Arm Chalr,” and even "0l
Grimes Is Dead, that Good Old Man.”
My friend Tom Sawyer, of Florida,
writes that he still clings to his old
clothes; that he has worn hig pants for
years and years and had them half-
soled in the seat and reinforced at the
knees and rehemmed at the hottom;
that he bought a home made pair of
socks twenty-seven years ago and s
wearing them still, though he has had
new feet knit to them three times and
new tops twice, He says that Goy-
ernor Bloxham dearly loves the old

things—old hei:looins, etc,, and boasts

that he has an old barrel that has been
In the family ever since Columbus dis-

covered America-—for he |

over with him full of
had

statesman, we have none, Let hy
name be presented and I believe t
verdict will be as the king said
Mordecai: “Thus shall it be done un
the man whom the people delight iy
honor."—Bill Arp, in Atlanta Congt
tution,

MEN OF THE RIVERS,

They Are Able to Judge the Water's Depth
by Ripples. .

“River men have but little trouble ind
telling how deep the water is if thyl
know the stream and its habits,” said
old steamboat captain, “and if conditiom}
are normal they can tell it by the surfacg)
distuirbance, by the ripple of the wavey
Streams, of course, have their erratig
moods, just as men do,, and when thed
are in this condition the river mm
would be at a disadvantage in estimating
the depth of the water “at a given
point, The course of the currents ma
for some reason be violently diverted)
or the wind may be up, or some othé
condition may prevail that tould tend
to throw a fellow off, But under ordis
nary circumstances it is an easy matier
for the river man to tell just how deg)
the water is, and he does it by watching
the play on the surface, The waves do
the measuring for him. The shallows
waler wave flattens somewhat, but ¥
more violent, more erratic in its moved
ments than the wave you find playing
on the deep-water surface. The degpd

{
[
| water wave is heavier and more sluggish
[

for the plain reason that the force which

causes the wave to scattter mo!
rapidly, passing on to a-further depth
I'his fact means a great deal to th
pilot who finds himself in a stream thaf
15 new to him, If there is a good stiff
current it is an easy matter, of course
to keep in the channel, But the boa
passing up stream doéy MotgPavs,
rapidly if put against the current,
dead water becomes  desirable. Dea
water may be shallow, or it may be sep
or at least deep enough for the purpe
sand in this event the man who is st
ing the boat will seek to throw the ves
sel out of the current and give her
smoother sailing. Here is where thel
value of close observation of waves will
come in, 1If the pilot can judge with
sufficient accuracy the depth of the dead
water by surface indication from his:
watch tower he will enjoy a distadvags
tage. - Henee the waves frequently sta
him in good stead by serving as a Sort |
of yard stick with which he may measupg
the depth of the water, and thus save]
much time, and much fuel, and |
plough around the bars and the shallol
places in perfect safely.—New Orleas
Times-Democra, B i <)
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He Knew How to sgm}.,

A second lieutenant recently gradug
from Sun«.}hurst. who had jusg Juined
regiment in South Africa, was stand
in the market place of an
town when a grizzled and ws
soldier, wearing khaki breeche
and a campaign hat, stepped
stood near him. The young
turned on him sharply : “Here
did any one ever teach you'
salute?’  “¥Yos, * sin,"  deawl
trooper, as he glanced at the y
“Well, knock your heels toget
the young officer, and the
to attention with the predi
soldier. “Now salute,” he |
trooper's gauntlet came to
hat and stiyed there
licutenant answered it,
‘cautioning him not
again, and d
regiment

emandy




