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Wlgp phrawa where tt Ka||lih 

l<do. .; 
l| MOght fs "proper", in mjr 

KviiypK'iRjmi know, • 
f rwil't'lvfmin fWtnt saying that tlie thiwb 

- comiueii l-nt. 

Jfhra talking to my wife it comes, this 
.§ •" hahlt vile of mine, 

Ejf^liito my conversation with a rush as from 
' " Vi the brine. 

' Do I wish to say "you're lovely," "you're 
precious," or 'you're fair," 

llet.it so in Gallic-wise, and round up 
with "ma chere." 

t^vlfl start to write of widows or of orphans 
Hi%:; I will say 

All that I have to say, an add "hino illoe 
lachrimcc." 

"Toutlui rit," I write, instead of "with him 
all goes well"; 

And "i3fe puis," for "if I can"; and salt is 
Wways^'sel." 

I'vespenta day, a month, indeed all of one 
summer saison, 

In mad endeavor to eschew this fad sans 
• ri'nie etraixon, 

But try as hard a* e'er je puis, I say it to 
, , my shame, 
This dictionary lingo vile doth get there 

tout do inciuc. 
—John Kendrick Hangs.. 

IS 

BAYED BY HER KINGEBS. 

HEX John and 
were married we be
gan housekeeping in 
one of the flats down 
near the "ferry." 
People said we were 
foolish to try to run 
an establishment of 
our own on a thous
and-dollar salary; 
but John neither 
smoked nor drank 

and my mother had taught me all the 
little economies of housekeeping, so 
we managed to get along nicely, and 
every month something was added to 
our nest-egg in the savings bank. 

Job Shultz, who for years had been 
fireman down at the china pottery 
works, occupied half of the Hat we had 
taken, and though both he and his 
wife belonged to the uneducated, hard
working class of German emigrants, 
they were., sober and honest, and 
proved to be very good neighbors in
deed. By some strange freak of nature 
their twin children, Franz and G retch-
en, were born mutes. 

When we formed their acquaintance 
they were about eight years old, and 
seemed to enter into all the sports of 
childhood with as much zest as their 
more noisy companions. Still, it was 
pathetic to watch the little things go
ing rotfiiid so silently, and it was out 
of sheer, pity for their forlorn condl 
tion that John and I undertook to 
master the deaf auddumb alphabet 

Jqhn learned rapidly but it was a 
long time before I could make my lin
gers speak so as to carry on a conver
sation intelligently. My final triumph 
gave as much pleasure to the little 
•"Dutchies" as to myself, and, as I shall 
show you, I was afterwards amply re
paid for all the pains I took to give 
-them enjoyment. 

Wehiwl been married five years, and, 
in spite of the gloomy prophecies of 
some of our would-be advisors, John 
was junior member of the firm that 
had once employed him, and the suite 
of rooms in the flat had been exchang
ed for a pleasant residence in a very 
respectable part of the city. 

John looked after the business inter-
g ests of the concern, and as he was 

obliged to take many unexpected trips, 
Iwak often left for several days at a 
time with no other company than the 
servants. I protested a little at first, 
but I was reasonable, and soon be
came accustomed to the loneliness. 

One cold, stormy night in February, 
just after the shutters had been clos
ed and the curtains drawn, John 
Icame in hurriedly, and, without speak
ing, went quickly upstairs. I was sur
prised, for he did not usually leave 
|&e.;;jkt6re until eight o'clock, and it 

ras/£ben but 6:30. 
1Wl»0n lie came into the parlor a few 
mutes later I inquired anxiously if 

e was ill. Before answering me he 
:losed the door leading into the living 
•oom, and then, drawing a chair close 
lp to mine, he said in a low voice: — 
"I did not mean to say anything to 
ou about it, Marion, but you are 
ucli a brave little woman I am sure I 

can trust you. 
"An attempt to blow the safe was 

made last night, and the adroit way 
n which the wonld-bartnir^lar inanag-
d to cover lip his work leads lis to 
nticipate a repetition of the visit to-
ight; in order to thwart the gentle-
en's designs I have brought the 
oney and valuables home, and have 

the box containing the treasure in 
ihe lower drawer of the secretary that 

Ulands in our room." 
| "How much money is there in it?" 

asked, trying to speak in my natural 
oice. 
"Nearly fifteen thousand," answered 
ihn, in a whisper. 

"Why didn't you put it in the bank 
sake keeping?" I asked, uneasily. 
That was the arrangement; but 
»n, the assisant cashier, whose 
iness it was to attend to it, forgot 
errand until the bank was closed," 
iped Johu. "Don't worry anything 
""it iti dear. You are the only one 

of the. firm who knows what 
ifcion has been made of themon-

to-morrow it will be placed in 
bank." 
was satisfied with theexplanation, 
' thought no more about the box 

aire.., yntil after the clock had 
for nine, and it is not probable 

I would.have thought of it then 
not John been ordered off on one 

midnight journeys. Just before 
started lie put the key in my hand, 
ing:— 

'ben, Mr. Mowry calls for - the 
ey give him this. I will not be 

iii .'thine to look after it before 
Iwoltelofieg to-morrow." 

qjgeer fluttering in the region 
' "r':Jhearf. when John kissed me 

ii$r«,"toit I made'myself believe 
very brave, and at my reg-

' for retiring went to my 
ling Abram, as usual, to 
rdoors were all securely 

went upstairs 1 
and was- oik the 

tty to«leep fj2jnj£ 
j' that John wduld 

§|sbwardice, 1 summoned 
51 to my aid and was 

peacefully as a baby, 
slept soundly, or I 

cre/nc cff. the: 
"" stealthy step 

I Jo 

_ ... ...... 
I h»d of the presence ofanun welcome 
go est was a no&rse whisper in my ear: 
"Where is that iron box which your 
husband brought home* from the store 
this evening?" 

Opening my eyes, I was alfnost par
alyzed to see bending over me a hide* 
ous face, the most fiendish one I had 
ever seen. There was a bright fire in 
the grate, and I had a fair view of the 
villian; but before Icould move or ut
ter a cry, the cold muzzleof a revolver 
was pressed against my head, and the 
same voice hissed, "Stir or make a 
noise at your peril! You are in my 
power, but if you do as I tell you, I 
will not harm you in the least. I want 
the money in that box, and, fair or 
foul, I intend to have it." 

Fully realizing my helpless situation, 
I told him where it was. hoping that 
in some way I might make my escape 
when his back was turned. I was just 
measuring the distance to the door 
with my eye, and wondering if it were 
possible for me to reach it unseen, 
when a key turned in the hall door be
low, and my heart throbbed hopefully; 
for that light, quick step that came 
bounding up the stairs could belong 
to no one but John. In an instant 
the robber was back among the cur
tains at the head of my bed, and just 
as John opened t he door he whispered: 
"If you betray me in any way I will 
kill you both." 

"I left my watch lying on the bu
reau, and as the train is an hour be
hind time I concluded to run back 
and get it," John said by way of ex
planation. "If there is anything in 
the world that a man hates when 
traveling, it is to be without a time
piece." 

"Did you find it?" I asked, huskily, 
hoping that he would request my as
sistance in the search. 

"Yes. here it is, all right. Don't get 
out of bed, dear, you will catch a chill. 
How are you getting along?" returned 
John. 

"The stupid fellow!" I thought. 
"Why will he not give me a chance?" 
but my lips faltered. "Very well." 

Then, as our eyes met, I said with 
my lingers: "For Heaven's sake, do 
not leave nie, John. There is a robber 
behind the curtains of my bed; but he 
will kill us both if we try to escape." 

Without seeming to notice what I 
had said, John turned round and re
plenished the lire, saying as he did 
so:— 

"You must keep a good fire all night, 
Marion. It will keep you from feeling 
lonely in my absence. Abram must 
bring another bucket of coal before he 
goes to bed." 

With the poker in his hand hecross-
ed the room and touched the call-
bell; then, taking up his stand before 
the fire, he said with his lingers: 
"Rest easy dear; "I'll not leave you 
alone for a moment." 

Directly after, Abram made his 
appearance, and John sent him for 
the coal, calling after him to bring the 
heavy shovel, that the lire might be 
securely covered. 

When the big, stout fellow returned, 
John said aloud: "Marion, please 
jump up and find that package you 
wished mc to leave with cousin 
Marie. 1 may have time to run 
across the river when I am in Chi
cago." 

I did not wait for any other com
mand, but sprang past John into the 
wardrobe, just as lie said: "Seize the 
shovel Abram, and help me to brain 
that scoundrel who is hiding away 
behind the bed curtains-" 

Abram obeyed, and then John spoke 
again; this time to the man who was 
waiting among the shadows to despoil 
our home. 

"Step out and show your guilty face 
if you wish to leave the room alive," 
he commanded, in a tone of authority. 

The next minute the wretch stood 
before John, begging piteously for his 
worthless life. 

When the mask was torn off John 
stepped back in amazement, for in the 
features of the outlaw he recognized 
the assistant cashier Henry Brown. 

He pleaded for mercy, and I, woman
like, added my tears to his petition, 
but John said the law must take its 
course, and gave him into the hands 
of a policeman for safe keeping. 

The fellow had been on the alert, and 
30 had kept trace of the disappearance 
of the money, and naturally enough 
had followed it up. It afterwards 
came out that John's despatch to 
proceed to Chicago at once was a clever 
forgery, of which Brown knew more 
than he was willing to tell. 

It was a long time before I recover
ed from the shock I received that 
night, and to this day John has never 
asked me to stay alone during his ab
sence. 

On account of some blunder on the 
part of the State's attorney, Brown 
was not brought to trial, but he was 
wise enough to leave the city, and so 
far as I know he has never made his 
appearance in the neighborhood since. 

Never a day passes that I do not 
think of our iittle silent German 
friends, and of the blessing that came 
to us though the kindness shown to 
them. 

Speak kind words in the morning, i 
, Tlrtyli make the toils of day r-;v..-

Seem brighter, and Stall many "sy': 
A shadow chase away. • 

Arrow 

»•••$ 
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Speak kin^ words in the evenini 

Rest 
They'll bring, when oamej the night, 
' to the s " ' 

•t 
t to the sad and weary,. 
And visions glad ana bright. 

For naught like words of kindness f 
Life s thorny pathway cheers. 

They bless the one who speaks them,' 
They ble.-w the one who hears! 

—By Patty Sweetbrier. 

Quick Effects of African 
Poison. 

It has been conjectured that the 
fatal effects of African arrow poison 
are not always due entirely to the 
poison itself, and with a view of de
termining how far fear and other 
influences enter into the results of its 
exhibition, a series of experiments in 
inoculating the lower animals has 
been proposed One of the poisons 
with which the arrows of the Africans 
are smeared is a dark substance like 
pitch. It is strong enough to kill 
elephants and is considered so danger
ous that its preparation is not allow
ed in the villages, but is carried on in 
the bush, where the arrows aresmear-
ed. The virulence of the poison is re
markable; faintness, palpitation of 
the heart, nausea, pallor and the 
breaking out of beads of prespiration 
all over the body follow with extra
ordinary promptness and death en
sues. One of Stanley's men is said to 
have died witbin one minute from a 
mere pinhole puncture in the right arm 
and right breast; another man died 
within an hour and a quarter after 
being shot, and a woman died during 
the time she was carried' a distance of 
a hundred paces, The activity ofthe 
poifon seems -to depend on i.tp fresh
ness. The treatment adopted was iff 
administer' an' Emetic, to sack the 
wound; syringe it iipd inject a strong 
solution of carbonate of ammonia. 
The carbonate of ammonia injection 
seems to have bpen a wonderful anti
dote if it conid be: administered 
promptly ^ndugb.—New York Tele
gram. 
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A TEXAN'S ADVENTURE. 
v • 

After returning from my foreign 
travels, I "settled down" upon a 
small farm in Texas, with a young 
lady whom I had courted for some 
time until one morning, soon after my 
return, I "plucked up courage" 
enough to pop the question, which 
ended in a very pleasant manner, or, 
in other words, we were married 
shortly after. After returning from 
my travels, I settled upon the farm 
with the determination that I had 
travelled enough. I resolved to make 
this my home. 

But, as the time passed away, I be
gan to grow restless, and found the 
old love of adventure gradually get
ting the better of inc. To make mat
ters worse a few men of my acquaint
ance were about starting for the west
ern plains on a grand hunt. For some 
time. I kept my resolution; but, after 
being invited several times to accom
pany them, I at last consented. I 
broke the news to my wife; but, to my 
surprise, she did not seem to shed so 
many tears as Iliad expected, but on 
the contrary, heard my story through 
without any interruption. The fact 
was she had noticed my restless feel
ings, and had steeled her heart against 
our separation, which she knew to be 
inevitable, for I had made several al
lusions about it. 

In a few days we were ready to start 
on the grand hunt; and bidding fare
well to my wife, I jumped into the 
train, and was soon whirling away 
from the spot, not knowing that I 
should ever see "it again. I watched 
the house until lost to view, and then 
turned to my four companions. At 
last, we arrived at the station where 
we were to procure our horses, our 
rifles and ammunition, and start off 
at once. I was surprised to see so 
many men making their way towards 
along building close by. Everyone 
that was stirring seemed to be going 
towards it; and we naturally con
cluded that it was the place we were 
looking for to obtain our supply of 
goods. Elbowing our way through the 
crowd, we reached the entrance, and 
were soon inside, surrounded by rifles, 
knives, and almost every article used 
in the "chase." In a short time we 
had got our rifles and other equip
ments. The next day we purchased a 
horse for each, and started out upon 
our journey. WTe were favored wllh a 
cool breeze, a pleasant morning, and 
fine spirits. We rode along conversing 
upon various subjects; discussing the 
mode of carrying on the hunt, admir
ing the beauty of nature, and speculat
ing upon the prospects of fair weather. 

The next day, as well as on the next 
few days, nothing occurred to mar 
our pleasure. But one night, as we 
camped upon a small river, we found 
that our provisions had been so di-
ininishedthat our supplyfor a meal was 
limited; but we made the best of it 
we could, trusting that on the mor
row we would be fortunate, and ob
tain a supply, although we had not 
yet seen any signs of either animals or 
Indians. 

The next morning I rose with the 
sun, and wandered off alone, with my 
rifle, into the woods. The drops of a 
recent rain were hanging upon the 
bushes and leaves, and under the rays 
of the sun were sparkling like so 
many diamonds. As I was traveling 
slowly along, unconscious of the dis
tance I was placing between myself 
and the "camp," I was somewhat 
startled by a bird flying from a bush 
at my side. The suddenness of the 
sound caused me to step back; but as 
I perceived the bird flying out of 
sight. I began to realize my position, 
and brought my rifle to my shoulder. 
As the report rang npon the air, the 
bird fell fluttering to the ground. I 
rushed forward to seize it, but found 
my arm grasped by a strong hand 
that forced me back. I thought, at 
first, it was some of my friends; but a 
glance showed to me that it was not 
a friend by my side, but in its place 
the dusky, grinning face of an Indian. 

With a quick movement I freed my
self, bringing my rifle to my shoulder 
with the intention of firing; when the 
truth flashed upon me, I had just fired 
it; but during the confusion, as well as 
fright, I had entirely forgotten it. 
The Indian smiled fiendishly as he 
brought his rifle to bear upon me; but 
I was too quick, and dodged behind a 
tree, whjle the bullet whizzed past me. 
Perceiving that the Indian had got be
tween me and the camp, I ran directly 
for the river, over the low underbush, 
around some trees in my path, or 
again leapingsomebush that obstruct
ed my passage. It is possible that the 
tomahawk in the Indian's belt induced 
me to run faster, but it is certain that 
I used my best speed to such an ex
tent that, catching my foot in some
thing upon the ground, I fell flat. It 
was lucky that I did so; for, at this 
moment, the tomahawk passed over 
my head, while the lndian, being close 
upon my heels, stumbled over me, 
sending him also sprawling upon the 
ground. 

I would have stumbled a dozen 
times if that would have insured me 
of having the prize I now had, for to 
my joy I sawthat Iliad stumbled over 
a canoe. In the bottom of it was a 
paddle, ready for use. Dropping my 
rifle, which, being unloaded, was of no 
use, I clutched tne canoe with a hand 
on each side, leaving the paddle in the 
bottom and raising it in front ol me, 
I bounded toward the river. As I 
reached thebanks, Heaped with all my 
might, bringing the canoe d6wn under 
me upon the water. 

I planted myself in the bottom of 
the canoe, and grasping the paddle in 
the middle with both hands, dipped it 
into the water on my right hand, then 
dropping it into the left side. This 
sent the canoe ahead but very little; 
not much faster than the current. 
But after a little perseverance I got 
as the Yankee said "the hang of it," 
and headed bodily down the stream. 

The lndian had heaped into the river, 
and swam bodily toward me until he 
had aVnvejl within reach of my paddle, 
when be wfts about to dive under the 

a fbrce as to make hitt lie ution the 
water motionless; but sodh the water 
revived him, as he had only been 
stunned. He made another Attempt 
wish more tiuccess, but miscalculated 
the distance, for he rose two feet 
away. Now is the time, thought I, to 
despatch him. I could not use my 
paddle, as he was too near for that; 
but I could use my fist. 

I made a quick movement to obtain 
my adversary's knife; but he eluded 
me, and, diving under the water, clasp
ed me around the body, and then 
raised his knife to deal the fatal blow, 
when I grasped the uplifted arm, and 
tried to stay it, but my strength had 
been so exhausted in trying to rowthe 
canoe, that I found it impossible to do 
so. 

At that moment my adversary's 
hold on me loosened. I opened my eyes 
to perceive the cause of it, and saw 
him encircled by a large snake, whose 
folds were growing tighter and tighter. 
I saw the reptile bite him, but stopped 
to see no more, and swam rapidly to
ward the shore. As I climbed the 
bank, I turned in time to see both the 
Indian and snake disappear beneath 
the surface of the water. 

I soon found my rifle and returned 
to camp, where I related my awkard 
adventure to my friends, who con-, 
gratulated me . upon my escape and 
safe return. 

AS THOUGH PROM THE GRAVE. 

A Mother Finds Her Daughter, 
Whom She Last Saw as a Little 
Child. 
One day recently there was an affect

ing reunion of a mother and child after 
a long separation. Twenty years ago 
in Buffalo resided Mr. and Mrs White 
and their 5-year-old daughter. There 
was trouble, and husband and wife 
separated. White, retaining posses
sion of their child, removed to Bedford, 
Ohio. There the little one was 
brought up in the belief that her moth
er was dead. 

Years passed away, and both.White 
and his wife married again. White 
married a Bedford woman, and there 
was a large family of children. Mrs. 
White became the wife of a wealthy 
business man. The years brought no 
little ones, and the mother's heart 
yearned after her daughter Lillie. She 
once heard that White had moved to 
Bedford, and after that there were 
only vague and indefinite rumors. 
After a while she heard that her 
daughter was dead, and she gave up 
hope. Her husband started in busi
ness in Kansas City, Mo. His pros
pects were flattering and the pair 
moved there. 
-A short time ago, a lady artist, en

gaged in Kansas City, met the former 
Mrs. Wliite. Learning that the artist 
had resided in Bedford, the mother 
questioned her and tound that her 
former husband still lived there. Much 
to her joy she learned that her daugh
ter was not dead, but had grown to be 
a handsome young woman, had mar
ried, and lived in Cleveland. Her hus
band shortly afterward was called to 
the East on business, and before going, 
promised to look up the daughter. 

Arriving in this city he easily found 
her, and telegraphed to the anxiously 
waiting mother in Kansas City: Lilly 
is here." That same afternoon the 
mother started for Cleveland. She 
was driven straight to the residence of 
Joseph Co wen, an employee of the 
Champion Spring Bed Company. He 
is the husband of the long-lost daugh
ter, and they live at 1434Pearl Street, 
in Brooklyn village. A surprise here 
awaited the visitor in the shape of a 
chubby 2-weeks-old baby boy, who 
was held up to make the acquaintance 
of grandma.—Cleveland Leader. 

EAT A GOOD BREAKFAST, 

lit j t 

Everyone Should Be Hungry In the 
Morning. 

Breakfast, remarks the Hospital, is 
rather a failure as a meal with town 
men. That ought not to be; there is 
something wrong when a man is not 
vigorously hungry in the morning. 
Where is the fault? It is the late 
dinner? Not in the dinner, probably, 
so much as in what is drunk at dinner 
in that and in the nervous strain of 
the times. It. does not matter 
whether we dine in the middle of the 
day or in the evening, so long as we 
dine judiciously. But the man who 
has had much work to do, and par
ticularly brain work, cannot dine in 
the middle of the day. If he does, he 
must make up his mind to lose at 
least an hour of his most valuable 
time. A light luncheon at midday, 
with no stimulant stronger than a 
cup of coffee or a bottle of ginger ale, 
is the suitable thing. But this must 
on no account be used as a substitute 
for dinner. He who lunches in this 
way at midday must dine in the even
ing, and dine well. The business man 
should dine at 6:30 or at least 7:30. 
The lazy man may dme when he likes. 

The man who has earned his dinner 
should have a good one—not heavy, 
but nutritious; not too elaborate, 
but well selected and well cooked. He 
should drink, if possible, only one 
kind of wine and that a light one, 
sparkling and still. Spirits and beer 
he should avoid. Dinner should be 
the last meal of the day, except for 
those who cannot sleep without a 
little food in their stomachs. These 
may take a cup of cocoa, with a little 
thin bread and butter, just at the 
moment of going to bed. If attention 
be paid to these suggestions very few 
people will fail to be hungry at break-
last. 

Attacking Ant Hills With Can non. 
In the forest of Guiana dwell some 

very large and exceedingly ferocious 
biack ants, which throw up hills fif
teen and even twenty feet in height. 
They will not hesitate to attack man, 
and their headquarters are usually 
given wide berth. The traveler 
Malouet speaks of having witnessed 
the destruction of one of these for
tresses and its inhabitants in a way 
that was certainly extraordinary. A 
trench was dug entirely around it ana 
filled with dry wood, which was set 
fire to simultaneously at all points. 
Then a train of artillery was brought 
to bear and the hill knocked to pieces 
with the cannon balls. The ants, 
seeking to escape, were all burned in 
their attempt to cross the fiery gut
ter.—Interview in Washington Star, 

a —— • • i - • 
Leave the top button of your boot 

open and you have the best kind of a 
watch pocket. To be sure a degree of 
sleight-of-hand is needed to get the 
time in a crowd. 

4" r* M < t 5 l  

Jjfiae Hilda Smith sat on the porch 
of her own neat cottage, screened 
from the sun and the observation of 
passersby. The luxuriant vine of 
American ivy that, showing here and 
there a scarlet leaf, or cluster of pur
ple berries, ran riot over both'porch 
andhouse. 

A sweet-faced, thrifty old maid of 
45 or 40 years of age, was Miss Hilda, 
with soft, gray hair that would have 
broken into light waves and crinkles 
above her brow, if it could have es
caped the clutches of comb and pins 
at the back of her shapely head, to 
which it was drawn so tightly as to 
suggest the denunded, odoriferous 
vegetable to which irreverent young
sters sometimes compared it. 

Miss Hilda's eyes were still bright, 
and her complexion soft and clear, 
and, as she sat busily plying her knit-
ing needless on this crisp September 
morning, there was a faint flush on 
her unusually pale cheek not unlike 
the first faint color on the leaves of 
the maple tree in the lane beside her 
cottage. 

Miss Hilda was alone in the world; 
nephews and nieces in a distant city 
called her aunt. She knew of their ex
istence and they of lier's, but that 
was all. 

She had been romantic in her youth 
—what woman has not?—she had en
tertained high notions then of court
ship, and love and marriage. She 
smiled grimly to herself over that girl
ish weakness now. 

She was thinking of it this morning 
•—thinking how but for those same ro
mantic notions she had entertained— 
those brief, bright guests of a happy 
season, she might have been a happy 
wife, perhaps a mother, instead of tlie 
lonely, desolate old maid that she 
was. For, twenty-five years ago, on 
just such a sunny September morning, 
she had been sitting in the same place 
on the porch, and John Fletcher—who 
had courted her in a slow, matter of 
fact way for half a year—came up the 
narrow path between the flower beds, 
and calmly asked her to be his wife. 
And Hilda had raised her eyes for a 
moment from her knitting and as 
calmly answered "No." 

It was not that she did not love 
him, but it was all so unromantic, so 
different from what she had expected. 
She had had other offers since then, 
all more or less calm and dignified and 
business-like, but she had loved John 
Fletcher. Perhaps the long years she 
had remained single proved how 
strongly she could love as a girl; but 
she was a middle-aged woman now. 

John had remained single, too. 
They lived in the same little village 
stilj, and had been good friends all 
their lives—sensible middle-aged peo
ple that they were. 

Now John was going to leave the 
village. He was going to a far coun
try from which there is no return. 
Only yesterday she had metthe solemn, 
grim, gloomy man, who was hired to 
care for the sick man, and in answer 
to her friendly inquiries he had told 
her that John Fletcher could not live 
six weeks. 

John's life had been a success finan
cially, but when his health failed, 
knowing that he was almost alone in 
the world, and with the prospects of a 
long illness before him, he had given 
his all to a nephew and his family, 
stipulating only that they should 
care for him during his lifetime, and 
the usual fate of those who so dispose 
of their wealth had fallen upon nim. 
Ere he had been ill and helpless six 
weeks he was in the way, and that 
fact was not hidden from him. 

Miss Hilda was thinking of him as 
she sat there kniting, not with the 
love of a girl, but with the tender, dis
interested pity of a woman. 

The voices of passers broke in upon 
her meditations. 

"A peaceful looking home that," 
said one. 

"Yes," returned the other. "Old 
Maid Smith owns that. She has 
lived there all her life, and will prob
ably die there." 

"A quiet place in which to die," re
plied the first, as they passed on out 
of hearing. 

Now if there was a weak spot in 
Miss Hilda's otherwise strong char
acter, it was an unreasoning and al
most childish hatred of the epithet 
"Old Maid." 

Widow Smith would not sound half 
so badly, she thought, or Widow 
Fletcher, perhaps, and the color deep
ened in Hilda's cheeks. She wonder
ed why John's name had occurred to 
her just then; and then an idea pop
ped into her head with such sudden
ness that she dropped a whole needle-
full of stitches, and sat still, uncon
scious of the fact, with the knitting 
needle poised in her hand while she 
considered. 

" 'A quiet place to die in,' " she 
muttered to herself. "Yes, I'll do it, 
why shouldn't I?" 

To think, withMissHildawastoact. 
Half an hour later she stood by the 
bedside of John Fletcher. 

Hilda's heart was full of pity, but 
she might have faltered in her purpose, 
even then, but that the sight of the 
close, untidy room, the tumbled, com
fortless bed, and the wan face on the 
pillow that brightened at her ap
proach, nerved her to proceed. 

"John," she said, "lama woman 
of few words. Twenty-five years ago 
you asked me to marry you, and I re
fused. I give you now the opportunity 
to retaliate. I came here to-day to 
ask you to marry me!" 

John Fletcher looked his surprise. 
"Do yo'u know, MissHilda," lie said, 

"that I am a dying man?" 
"Yes," replied Hilda, bluntly, "I've 

been to the doctor. If you wasn't, I 
wouldn't be here on such an errand." 

She drew a chair to the bedside, and 
sat down facing him. 

"You have nothing to lose in this 
bargain," she said; "your property is 
already disposed of. If you consent, 
it will be but a change from.this home 
tomine, and there jrou can at least 
die in peace. You will be well cared 
for; during the little time yoli have to 
live, and will not be begrudged every 
mouthful you eat, as all the village 
knows you are here." 

"But"you?" he asked, as he paused, 
"why do you care to take all this 
trouble—" 

"When yon aredead," she interrupt 
ed, "I shall be a wfdow-. If you knew 
how Iliated to be spoken of always as 
Old Maid Smith'--and Miss" Hilda 
fairly hissed the pbnoxious title 
through her teeth—"you would not 
wonder that J^m, resort 

he Mia. ; ^vU+'-i 
"That isniy jown lookout,? «h» n-

plied; "hut Tab not think it will. You 
consent, then?" • ,'ffi 

"Yes," he answered, "I consent." ; 7: 
Miss Hilda arose at' once. "I. will 

make the necessary arrangements," 
she said, "and we can be married this 
afternoon." 

There was a quiet wedding in the 
invalid's room, with the doctor and his 
wife and one or two friends for wit
nesses, two or three hours later. 

The despondent, morose nurse that 
had cared for the sick man was dis
charged, and a genial, sunny-temper
ed man engaged to fill his place. With • 
his help the invalid was removed to his 
new home, where the two were install
ed in Hilda's best room,through whose 
wide windows the breeze bore,night and 
day, the odors of clove carnation-
nature's finest stimulant-mingled with 
sweetbriar and mignonette; and Hilda 
ransacked her wondrous store-room 
and garden to furnish dainty dishes 
to tempt tlie failing appetite ofthe 
sick man, and grew almost young 
again in the unaccustomed delight of 
having someone beside herself to think 
and work for. 

The doctor's wife, who had but re
cently made her acquaintance, felt 
great interest in the bright, outspoken 
little woman, and very quietly began 
to lead her into more becoming attire. 

"Do not wear those somber colors 
in tlie sick-room, Mrs. Fletcher," said 
this pretty plotter on one occasion, 
••unrelieved black has such a depress
ing effect on an invalid. (Set some
thing soft, as to material and color; 
something that will fall in gracefnl 
folds. Stiff, harsh lines are so rasp
ing to nerves weakened by illness, you 
know." 

And Hilda promised to follow the 
suggestion, wondering innocently, 
meanwhile, why she had not thought 
of it herself. 

One day the doctor's wife claimed 
the privilege of massing Hilda's beau
tiful hair in little puffs and waves 
over her forehead, "just to see how it 
would look," she pleaded, and made 
her conversation so entertaining when 
it was done that Hilda forgot all 
about it until she went into the in
valid's room to take the place .of the 
nurse, as usual, while he took his 
daily airing. 

"How young you look, Hilda," said 
John; "it is your hair—" 

Hilda put her hand up with a 
flush of siiame, as if she had been de
tected in some fault. 

"Mrs. Wairen did it," she said. "I 
meant to take it down—" trying in 
vain to smooth out the puffs. 

John drew her hands down; she was 
sitting by his bedside. 

"Don't," he said "it is as pretty as 
it was in the old days; how I loved it! 
You promised to obey me, Hiida, and 
I forbid you to wear it any other 
way. Remember it is the first time I 
have tried to exert my authority." 

Hilda, remembering that, could not 
but obey. So, step by step, all uncon
sciously to herself, sne went back to
ward youth. 

Two months went by, and there had 
been no funeral irom the vine-covered 
cottage. Then one day John called 
Hilda to his bedside. There was a 
strange look on his face. The doctor 
had been with him. 

"Hilda," he said, his voice slightly 
tremulous in spite of evident effort to 
control it, "Hilda, my poor girl, the 
doctor says—" 

"What," she said in sudden fright, 
sinking on her knees by his bedside, 

"You arenotgoing, not going, soon?" 
"No," he replied, "but would yon 

care very much, dear, if I shouldn't,if 
I couldn't die?" 

"Would you?" asked Hilda. 
"I'd be happier than I ever was be

fore." he replied. "But you wanted to 
be a widow, Hilda, what would you do 
if I should get well?" 

"I will thank God," she replied, 
softly, looking at him with a sudden 
tenderness in ner eyes. 

John drew her face down to his and 
IflQQOil Unit 

"Then I will get well," he said. 
And he did.—Evening Wisconsin. 

Power of Will. 
The influence of a powerful will in 

arresting or retarding the progress of 
a disease apparently fatal is one of 
the most wonderful of all mental 
phenomena. A person of feeble frame, 
but of a determined and hopeful spirit, 
sometimes keeps death at bay for 
weeks, months—even years, and final 
ly, in defiance of the physicians who 
have sat in judgment on his case and 
pronounced it utterly hopeless, recov
ers and returns to his customary vo
cations. On the other hand, a man 
of strong physique not unfrequently 
wilts and dies under a comparatively 
controllable ailment siniply from a 
lack of the mental energy which en
ables the strong willed weakling to re
pel the Destroyer. 

Andrew Jackson, when physically 
a wreck and carrying lead enough in 
bim to kill a weak man, was able by 
the force of his will to triumph over 
disease and at the same-time hold a 
regiment of mutinous soldiers in check. 

With a cheerful disposition, indom
itable resolution ana courage and a 
firm trust in the being who help those 
who help themselves, it is astonishing 
to what extent the gravest physical 
evils may he ameliorated and how 
often they may be overcome.—New 
York Ledger. 
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She Walks By His Side. 
The Atchison man who had the 

strange experience with his deceased 
wife's empty chair, which rocked in a 
strange manner is having another ex
perience that is still more remarkable. 

Wherever he goes of late he hears a 
soft footfall keeping step beside him" 
Every step he takes, wherever hegpes, 
he hears tnat mysterious s,tep joining 
in with his own. 

In crossing in the snow the other 
morning, side by side with his own 
footprints, there appeared the prints 
of woman's feet. 

He is sure that the ghost of his wife 
is 'shadowing him, and that for some 
reason it distrusts him, He is feeling 
very much worried about it.—Atchison 
Globe. V ' ^ ' 

An Editor's Advioe.; V 
Pompous Author, to veteran editor; 

What would . you advise a man to do 
whose ideas are iii advance Of jthe 
times?" . • ' 1 

Veteran Editor,'promptly—I woiil 
advise hint to sit uown and wait f6r 
the times to catch up.̂ Drake's 

Itanium wwths 
introcUromghls nameAlte, Williaal 
Barnum,!to'pubfic life., The two, i 
were ho relation to each other, we 
lieve. Phineas T. Barnum wasno 
nated to' congress in the Bridgeport; 
district. It was strongly republican  ̂
and his election would have been 
natural. But there was some opposi-
tion to P. T. Barnum as a showman. 
William H. Barnum a wealthy manu
facturer was brought out against him 
by the democrats, and there first dis
played the election tactics from which 
ne afterward became famous. He not 
only won the election, but he revolu
tionized the district, which, went from 
the republican side over to the demo
cratic party permanently.—Boston 
Herald.* 

In a small country town in Illinois 
a doctor who had oeen practicing 
there for more than a year was pelted 
with eggs by a delegation of indignant 
lady patients who had discovered 
that he was a mere ignorant quack. 
He deserves no sympathy. A country 
doctor so indiscreet as to let his lady 
patients discover a fact of that kind 
about him ought to be pelted. 

There are two stuffs that make the 
average woman splinter the com
mandments: Crepe de Chine and 
Priestly silk. With these two frocks 
any one can be happy, good and 
beautiful. 

Catarrahal deafness is relieved bv usine 
Johnson's Anodyne Liniment as directed. 
Try it. 

Is it because salvation's free that the Sal
vation army are so free in their manners. 

Very 
Important 

Thelmportanceof taking a good Spring Bled-
Jclne cannot be overestimated. The changing 
weather affects the human system In such a way 
that it Is now in great need of and especially sus
ceptible to the benefit to be derived from a reliable 
preparation like Hood*s Sarsaparilla. To make 
your blood pure, give you a good appetite, and 
make you strong, this spring you should take 

Hood's 
Sarsaparilla 

Sold by all druggists, $1; aix for 95. Prepared 
only by C. I. HOOD ACO., Lowell, Moss. 

IOO Doses One Dollar 

Evef*Motheb 
Should Have It In The House-

Dropped on Sugar, Children Love 

i > 

magic. Sold everywhere. Price SSc. by mall; 6 bottles 
Sxpraaipaldt̂ L I. 8. JOHNSON & CO., Boeros, lUsa. 

"August 
Flower" 

" I have been afflict-
Biliousness, "ed with biliousness. 

"  a n d  const ipat ion Constipation,.. for fifteen years; 

Stomach ,"first°ne and then 
" another prepara-. 

Pains. "tion was suggested 
" tome and tried but 

"to no purpose. At last a friend 
" recommended August Flower. I 
" took it accordingto directions and 
" its effects were wonderful, reliev-
" ing me of those disagreeable 
" stomach pains which« I had beeq 
"troubled with so long. Words 
" cannot describe the admiration 
"in which I hold your August 
" Flower—it has given me a new 
" lease of life, which before was a 
" burden. Such a medicine is a ben
efaction to humanity, and its good 
"qualities and 
"wonderful mer- Jesse Barker, 
" i ts  should  be  
"made known to Printer, 
"everyone suffer- Humboldt, 

ing with dyspep-
"sia or biliousness Kansas. $ 
G. G. GREEN, Sole Man'fr,Woodbury,NJ. 

The Cod 
That Helps to Cure 

The Cold. 
The disagreeable 

taste ofthe 
COD LIVER OIL 

is dissipated in scom 
EMULSION 
Or Pure Cod Uver Oil with 

HYPOPHO8PHITE8 
OF LTMB AND BODA. 

The patient suffering from 
C O N S U M P T I O N ,  '  ;  

BRONCHITIS. COUCH, COLD, OR 
WASTING U1SEA8KS, timy take tl" 
remedy with as much satisfaction as toe 
would tafco milk. Physicians are prescrlb-
Ins It everywhere. It if a perfectcmnlMom. 
anil t HOnderful ne»h producer. Take no other 

CONSUMPTION. 
I hl,m > miall !•» ' - * • Al.> - • Mt t . 
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Art, 

lUwtpoM**imMdy fortheabomdiMMe; bylto 
tua tbouind* of oun of the wont kind and of long 
•tending ban boon eund. Indodao Wrong to ny faith 

(aror who will MudmstlMirEzpnM and P.O. intdno. 
A. Blow, M. C.'. 181 BU N. y. 
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