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Ily soul 5s voi.vless as the frozen moon. 
Yet in it slumbers music (lcop and sli cing 

As all tho spleudid fire of sunlit noon; 
Would that some hand might strike it into song. 

And yet perchance the touch that thus should 
•wake 

The silent chords of melody, • 
Might be the hand of one for whose dear sake 

The song would grow until too great to be. 

So sleep, my liearl, serene as yonder star; 
Silence shall be sweet like su til in u i rain; 

"T-i husli tho lips of song were better far 
Than bm-sting into symphonies of pam. 

—W. J. Henderson. 

LOST OX THE PLAINS. 
Only sixteen or seventeen miles n day. 

Alone, creeping, crealung line of white 
ox wa?'ir. ;;t retching away to the west 
across "th* vast and boundless brown 
plains. >i>t. a house l'or thousands of 
miles, not a uoe, not a shrub, not a singlo 
thing in s'.yht, except now and then, 
(lotted hero ..iiul t lu re, a lew black spots 
in the boundless sen of brown. 

This is the way it was when my parents 
took mo, then o'.'.ly a lad, across the plains 
move than thirty years ago. How differ
ent now with the engine tearing, 
smoking and screeching across at the^rate 
of 500 miles or more a day. 'lhth'c are 
many, many houses on the plains now. 
The pioneers have planted great forests of 
trees, and there are also vast cornfields, 
and the songs of happy harvesters are 
heard here. But the great black spots 
that dotted the sea of l>rown are gone for
ever. Those dark spots were herds of 
countless bison, or bullalo, as they were 
generally called. 

One sultry morning in July as the sun 
rose up and blazed with uncommon ardor, 
a herd of buffalo was seen grazing quietly 
close to our train, and some of the younger 
boys who had guns and pistols, and who 
were dying to Icill n buffflJOi begged their 
parents to let. them ride out and take a 
ihot. . 

it was only a natural desire and 
seenieTTrk^mpV' . liing to do, a small party 
of bovs w,-?'.'***n'i ready. JLhc men were 
obliged, to*"1* r 'th the train and drive 

rnycnJtfff'Vl'y' >nts liaA al«ady been 
.vi.iSSjfj,™; .. \v white line had begun 

to creep siv ^ v over tho level, brown 
sea toward the next water, a little blind 
stream that stole through the willows some 
lifteen mi' - away to the west. 

There wcix in our train two sous of a 
rich and rather important man. And 
they —.ow first in the s.^' ^e and 
ready to «...r.c the lead. But as were 
vain and ?•'. Tiish and hnd ' had a big 
opinion of themselves, their .-.ther knew 
they h.;d not learned much about anything 
else. 

There was also in the train a sad faced, 
silent boy, barefooted and all in rags, for 
his parents had died with cholera the day 
alter we had crossed the Missouri river, 
and he was left helpless and alone. He 
hardly spoke to any one,-and as for the 
rich man's sons, they would sooner have 
thought of speaking to their negro cook 
t han to him. 

As the boys ait.on their horses ready to 
go and the (rain of wagons rolled away, 
the rich man came up to the barefooted 
boy and said: 

"See litre. Tatters, go along with my 
boys and bring back the game.'' 

•'But I have no horse, sir," replied the 
sad faced boy. 

"Well, take mine; I will get in the 
wagon and ride there until you come 
back," urged the anxious father. 

'•But I have no gun, no pistols or knife," 
added the boy. 

'•Here, jump on my horse, and I will 
lit you or.!," cried the rich man. 

When the barefooted boy had mounted 
the horse the man buckled his own belt 
around the lad and twang his rifle over 
the bow. 

How the boy's face lit up! His young 
heart lieal like a drum with delight as (he 
parly bounded away after the buffalo. 

The wagons creaked and trawled away 
to the wesi of the great, grassy plain, the 
herd of buffalo sniffed the young hunters, 
and, lifting their shaggy heads, shook 
them angrily, and then turned away like 
a dark, retreating tide of the sea, with 
the boys bounding after them in hot-pur
suit. 
- It. was a long nr.A exciting chase. Tat
ters soon passed the rest o£ the Imys, and 
pressing hard on the herd, after neailj an 
hour of splendid riding, threw himself 
from the saddle and, takiug aim, fired. 

The brothers came up soon, and dis
mounting as fast as their less practiced 
limbs would let them, also fired at- the re
treating herd. 

When the dust and smoke cleared away 
•» line, fat buffalo lay rolling in the grass 
liefore them. Following the example of 
Tatters, they loaded Their guns where 
Vtaey stood, as all cautious hunters do. and 
then went up to the game. 

The barefooted boy at once laid his 
finger on a bullet bole near the region of 
the heart anil looked up at (he others. 

••I aimed about there I"' shouted one. 
"Ami so did 1!" cried the other, eagerly. 
Without saying a word, but with a very 

significant look, the barefooted boy took 
out his knife, and unobserved pricked 
two holes with the point of it close by the 
bullet, hole. Then he put his linger there 
and again looked at the boys. 1 hey came 
down on their knees wild Ayih delight iu 
an instant. They had really helped kill a 
buffalo. In fact," they had killed it! 

"For arc not two bullets better than 
one?" they cried. 

"Tatters, cut me off the tail." said one. 
"And cut me off the mane; I want- it to 

make a coat collar for my father," shouted 
the other. 

Without a word the boy did as he was 
bid, and then securely fastened the trophies 
on behind their saddles. 

"Now let's overtake the train,"and tell 
father all jOkjuI killing our first buffalo," 
cried the elder of the two boys. 

"And won't he be delighted, though!' 
said the other, es he clambered up to the 
saddle and I iivued h:.r face in every direc
tion, looking for some trace of the v.agors. 

"Hut where a;v i hey?'* cried the brut her. 
Both the brothers laughed a little at 

first and then grew very sober. 
"That is the way they went," said one. 

pointing off. 
"Ye-yes, I think that is the way. But 

I wonder why we can't see the wagons!'" 
"We have galloped a long way, and 

then they hare been going in the other 
direction. If vou go that way you will 
l^e lost. When we started 1 noticed 
that flie tram was moving toward sunset, 
mid that the snnwas moving over our 
left shoulder as we looked after the train. 
We most go in this direction, or we shall 
be lost," mildly and firmly said the bare
footed boy. as i»e drew his belt tighter aud 
prepared for the work." 

The other boys only looked disdainfully 
at the speaker as he sat on his horse, and, 
shading his eyes with l»is hand, looked 
away in the direction ha wished to zo. 

i. -•* 

Then tliey talked a moment among 
themselves, and taking oat their pocket 
compasses looked at them wry know
ingly. 

Now, many people think that a com* 
pass will lead them out of almost any 
place where they are lost. This is a mis
take. A compass is only of use when you 
cannot see the sun. And even then you 
must have coolness and patience and good 
sense to get on with it at all. It can at 
best only guide you from one object to 
another, and so keep you in a straight 
line and prevent you from going around 
and around. But when the plain is one 
vast, level sea, without a single object 
arising up out of it as a guide, what is a 
boy to do? It takes a cool head, boy's or 
man's, to use ti compass on tho plains. 

"Come on! That is right," cried tho 
elder of the two hunters, and tlicy darted 
away, with Tatters far in the rear. 

Tiiev rode hard and and hot for a full 
hour, getting more frightened and going 
faster at every jump. The sun was high 
in the heavens. Their horses were all in 
a foam. 

"I see something at last," said one as 
he stood up in his stirrups, and then set
ting back in his seat he laid on whip and 
spur, and rode fast and furious straight 
for a dark object that lay there in the 
long brown grasses of the broad, unbroken 
plain. 

Soon they came, to it. It was a dead 
buffalo. They knew now that they had 
been riding in the fatal circle that means 
death if you do not break it and escape. 

Very meek und very penitent felt the 
boys as Tatters came riding up slowly 
after them. They were very tired and 
thirsty. They seemed to themselves to 
have shrunken up to about half their 
usual size. Meekly they lifted their eyes 
to the despised boy and pleaded silently 
and pitifully for help. Tears were in their 
eyes, their lips quivered, but they could 
not say a word. 

"We must ride with the sun on our left 
shoulder, as I said, and with our faces all 
tho timo to the west. If we do not do 
that we shall die. Now come with me," 
sold Tatters, firmly. 

He turned his horse and took the lead. 
Aud now meekly and patiently the others 
followed. 

But the horses were broken in strength 
and spirit. The sun in mid-heaven poured 
its full force of heat upon the heads of the 
thirsty hunters, and they could hardly 
keep their seats in the hot saddles. The 
horses began to stumble and stagger as 
they walked. And yet there was no sight 
or sound of anything at all—behind, be
fore, on the right or on the left. Nothing 
but the wenry, dreary, eternal and un
broken sea of brown. 

Away to the west the bright, hi no sky 
shut down sharp and tight upon the 
brown and blazing plain. The tops of 
the long, untrodden grass gleamed and 
shimmered in the heat. Yet not a sign 
of water could anywhere be discovered. 
Siler.ce, vaslness, voiceless as when the 
world came newly from the hand of God. 

No one spoke. Steadily and quietly tho 
leader of the party roiXi on. Now and 
then he would lift his eyes nndor his hat 
to the blazing sun over his left shoulder 
and that was all. 

There comes a time to us all, 1 believe, 
sooner or later, on the plains, in the val
ley or on the mountain, in the palace or 
cottage, when we, too, can only lift our 
eyes, silent and helpless, to something 
shining in heaven. 

At last the silent little parly heard a 
faint, sound beyond them, a feeble, 
screeching cry that eacae out from the 
brown gra#s beneath them as tliey 
struggled on. Then suddenly they came 
out of the tall, brown grass into the open 
plain that looked like a plowed field, only 
all about the outer edge of the field were 
little hills or forts about as high as a 
man's knee. Oil every one of these little 
forts stood a soldier sentinel high on las 
hind legs and barking with all his might. 
The lost hunters had found a dogtown, the 
first they had ever seen. 

The parly rode through the town and 
looked beyond. Nothing! Behind, noth
ing! To the right, nothing! To (he left, 
nothing; nothing but the great, blue sky 
shut down tight against the bouudles'j :;ea 
of grass. 

"Water! I am dying for water," ga?: ed 
one of the boys. 

Tatters looked him in the face and ' aw 
that what he said was true. He reflected 
a moment and then said. 

"Wait here for me." 
Then leaving the others he rode slowly 

roimd the dog town closely scanning the 
ground. As lie again neared the boys he 
uttered a cry of delight and beckoned them 
to come. 

"Look there, do you see that little road 
winding along through the grass? That 
means everything to us." 

"Oh, what does it mean? I'm dying of 
thirst!" cried one of the brothers. 

"It means water! Do you think a great 
city like that can got on without water. 
C.'oine, let us follow their trail till wc find 
it." 

So saying Tatters led off a( a lively pace, 
for 1 he horses were somewhat rested, and 
it is saie to say that tlmt they understood 
the meaning of the little road under their 
feet. 

"Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!" 
Ta*.'vers turned in his saddle and shook 

his cap to cheer the boys behind, as he 
gaw a long line of fresh green willows 
starting up out of the gross before him. 

And didn't the horses dip their noses in 
the water. And didn't the boys slide 
down from their saddles and throw them
selves beside it. They all 1 wit lied their 
faces and their horses nibbled the grass as 
the riders sat oifShe bank and looked anx
iously at the si tting sun. 

"Stop here and hold the horses till I 
come back," saicfe Tatters. 

He went down to the edge of the water 
and looked long and anxiously at the swift 
little stream. At last he sprung up. rolled 
Ids ragged pants above his knees and 
cashed into the water, clutchcd a little 
white object and hurried back to the boys. 

"See that! A chip! Tliey are encamped 
on this Mream somewhere, and they can't 
be very far away from here." 

Eagerly the boys mounted their her;e3 
and rede c!o: e after Tatters. 

"And how do you know that they arc 
close by:-'' queried one. 

' The chip was wet only on one side. It 
had not been ten minutes in the water. 

As Tatters said this the boys exchanged 
glances. They were so glad to be Hearing 
their father once more. But it somehow 
began to dawn upon them very dearly 
that they did not know everything, even 
if their father was rich. 

Soon guns were heard firing for the loct 
party. Turning a corner iu the willowy 
little river, they saw the tents, tho wagons 
in corral, and the oxen feed in it peace
fully beyond.—San Francisco Cail. 

GAZING AT CORPSES. 
A QUINTET OF LADIES IN A SAN 

FRANCISCO MEDICAL COLLEGE. 

]3rave~ Schoolgirls in Search of Anutoiul-
cal Knowledge—Facing the Horrors of 
the Dlsacctlng Room—In Mi Hurry to 

Co Away. 

The sad eyed janitor of the Cooper 
Medical college was carefully pickling a 
handsome cadaver the other afternoon, 
when his work was interrupted by the 
appearance of four bright eyed, rosy 
cheeked damsels and a lady, who, though 
slightly out of her teens, has lost none of 
the charms of young womanhood. As the 
five approached, the. janitor threw a cloth 
over the pickle vat and in some surprise 
asked thu young ladies what they wanted. 
"We have come to see—we want to see, 
you know—well, we have come to look at 
the college," said the eldest of the four 
girls, blushing frightfully and contem
plating tho cracks in the lloor with great 
earnestness. "But, my dear young lady, 
this is er—dead bodies," said tho janitor, 
very much embarrassed. The young ladies 
looked at each other, and a painful silence 
ensued, until the first speaker produced a 
letter from a leading physician and a 
member of the college faculty, ordering 
the janitor to show the girls around the 
place. "This settles it," said the janitor, 
but. ho shook his head dubiously, as with 
slow, protesting steps and niggardliness 
of welcome, he introduced some show 
specimens to their notice. "They will be 
bringing a kindergarten here next, to give 
the infants object lessons in anatomy," 
grumbled the articulator of skeletons, as 
he carefully killed a~fly which was brows
ing on the occipital bone of a late deced
ent. "But it is all right; if the faculty-
can stand it, I can." 

ON KNOWLEDGE BENT. 
The young ladles meanwhile made the 

most of'their time and inspected carefully 
the anatomical wonders which the physi
cian ordered laid open to thein. Such an 
unusual thing as the visit of four young 
girls to such a place naturally attracted 
notice, and it was stated that the girls 
were part of a class in one of the public 
schools and their chaperoue was their class 
teacher. This was found to be correct, 
and the teacher admitted that she had in
troduced object lessons in anatomy as a 
course for girls after school hours. One 
of the studies laid down this year is fe
male physiology, and during the course oi 
one of the teacher's lectures she remarked 
that she had gazed upon the spinal col
umn of a man once, and it was as large as 
her thumb, which she would not have 
credited without actual sight. 

The girls were amazed and their curios
ity was aroused. If their teacher hao 
viewed the remains of a corpse why should 
not they? was their modest interrogation. 
Some of tliein have an ambition to be
come noted members of the medical fra
ternity, and as the books had not arrived 
from the east, and not & chart or anything 
that would give them authentic informa
tion was in their possession, they held a 
hasty consultation and decided to visittlit 
medical college. They asked the teachei 
to accompany them. She, anxious to as
sist them in their research for knowledge, 
willingly gave her consent. 

TOOK IT ALL IN. 
The instructions to the jauitor werf 

final, and told him what rooms to show 
them through. They passed from on« | 
room to another, expressing tlieir delighl 
aud satisfaction as they beheld objects 
which were of imcommon interest, and 
mysteries were raised. "I guess you will 
not want to go iu here," said the janitoi 
as they came to the dissecting i;oom. 
"Are they cut ting-up any one?" asked th( 
oldest girl niodestlj', while the teachei 
liehl back, repenting that she had left liei 
boarding house. The janitor mforme< 
them that oj>erations in that room wert 
suspended for the present, aud the younfe 
ladies said they would go in. 

"No," exclaimed tho teacher with ani
mation, "there might be a subject in then 
in a high state of decomposition." But 
the girls thought that not to visit this de 
part ment would spoil the feature of the 
trip, and they went in. On a marbleslai. 
was a magnificent specimen of femininity, 
and just opposite was an Adonis iu tut 
sleep of the blest, ready for the cruel carv
ing of the dissecting knife. The sight 
was one that would cast terror into tli€ 
hearts of the superstitious if viewed on a 
dark night, but the young ladies beheld 
the anatomical wonders with interested ; 
aud marked composure. On these ob
jects their eyes became entrawed, and it 
was with some physical effort thattheii 
teacher eneimragod them lo leave the dis
secting parlor and go into another room 
where a complete assortment of medical 
bric-a-brac could ha seen in glass jars. 
Since visiting tho museum of natural 
wonders the young ha lies feel much en
couraged aud have taken up the new study 
with fresh energy.—.lames iTarvie in 
l'ioneer Press. 

AT REST. 

When but a child I marreled much 
That oaoe I found above a tomb, 
Engraven on the marble's breaat. 
The* simple word*, and ffw, "At Scab" 
It told no place nor hour o( birth; 
No record kept ot how or irbera 
lie welcomed "Rest," -JJ 
And put aside life's feverish core. 

:<' V 
But now I marvel much the more 
Whene'er I read on carved stono 
Aught of inscription, date or line, 
Save that which talis of this alone, 
That lie-who lies beneath the mound, 
With eloRed oyes and pulseless breast, 
Iliis gained the ono great, boon of all, 
Ktermit, everlasting "Rest.1' * 

a  (mass i f s  rwm: 

T.Ii-.s yerk 
looked kiiov." 

•i didn't • 
'New!.-.'' ;:h(. 
lenee. •i irni;', 
turned tier face 

I : 

grn* a 
pan:- ,  
r i i  
hu t v-
i n r ; .  
ernabi ' . -

i-\s cleared her throat and 
li;;. 

you'd care so much, 
• J„ after a momeut of si-
wiiieh the yomnj girl had 

away. 
\.\vs one of tho born ag-

'.e.'innity iu general and iu 
'•!^i-'vva Woodford felt hor-
i-i u-11 her f-o. But Minerva 
;i s-.-lrcontrol for such smil-
>s and thick massed, ungov-

lubuni'huir. It was no light im-

jt lias Taken some men fifty years or 
liardt work to reUoh a position in which 
dey shall haf der abuse of der public for 
der remuimlcr of deir days.—Carl Bunder 
in Detroit Free Press. 

Kjercise Anion;? 'IVaclier*. 
Speakintc "f the newspaper in the school, 

tiic lion. W. A. Cobb said: "The news
paper molds present public opinion, while 
the teacher molds for the future. The 
newspaper and the teacher should go hand 
in hand. Why not introduce tho news
paper into tim schoolroom as a sort of text 
book? 1 know of a school where news
papers wero jilaeod on lile. All the news 
ami the editorial utterances came iu for 
their sliaro of reading, and examinations 

j were held once a week. The only draw-
j back to tho experiment was the discovery 
I of so much lamentable ignorance, when 

better things might reasonably have been 
expected. Au instructor has informed 
Ihem of a newspaper exereisc of this 
character among teachers in the district 
where he was commissioner which devel
oped a young man 2!5 years of age who 
actually did not know whether the con
gressman for whom he had just voted 
served his constituents at Washington or 
Albany. A young lady teacher, to the 
general question as t<j the use of the presi
dent's cabinet, after some liesitatiou and 
reluctance to impart her superior, but in 
this case delicate, knowledge, liuully re
plied that the principal use of the "presi
dent's cabinet was a place for his clothes. 
These are statements founded on fact, and 
occurred in this state. "—Exchange. 

liaising Sea Island Cotton. 

Experiments made in raising sea island 
or long staple cotton in southern Alabama 
have been very successful. Some believe 
that a lietter article can l>e raised at sonic 
distance from tho sea than on the islands 
off the coast. This year it will he planted 
in various places where only common cot
ton has liven raised before.—Chicago 
Times. 

Hope, folding her wings, looked back 
ward and Ini-came regret.—George Eliot. 

po-jiu.i'i. Cii* I hat she had borne through
out that glorious midsummer afternoon; 
the company of Miss Perkins "to tea," 
the 1 breads of gossip Miss i'erkiifU un
raveled (inch for inch with the yarn of the 
great gray balls from which she was al
ways knitting ugly stockings for heaven 
knew whom) and knit, up slowly with her 
own peculiar skill of narration into a sub
stance quite as ugly aud durable us the 
product of her hands. 

It was one of Miss Perkins' self enjoined 
duties to communicate disagreeable tid
ings. She felt a delightful sense of peace 
and contentment now that she had con
cluded her task of enlightening her young 
and motherless hostess. " 'Nervie was a 
good girl and hadn't ought to be deceived 
leastest," she said to herself, "more 
'specially by such a worthless critter as 
that Jason Hawkes." 

"I didn't s'pose you'd care so much," 
slio repeated, with an air of sympathy. 
Minerva was reaching through the win
dow to break oft some of the pink roses 
that hung there red-ripe and luscious. 
She did not obey her impulse to turn and 
speak sharply. She did not say out her 
thought. "'Nervie!" How she liated to 
be called "'Nervier' No one with any 
sense called her anything but Minuie. No 
ono bfit Miss Elvira Perkins. She wished 
Miss Perkins would never come to see 
her. 

She thought all this, but what slio said 
was milder, as she faced about carelessly 
and stood arranging the roses. 

"I am sure I hardly understand you, 
Miss Perkins. Why should you suppose 
I cared what was said about Jason 
Hawkes? Surely he has a right to marry 
whom he pleases." 

She might, have been a little paler than 
usual, but her voice was quite steady. 

Miss Perkins smiled discreetly. 
"There ain't much chance for the young 

girls," she observed, "when there's a de-
signin' widow conic to town. Mis' Bar
ren'a just got Jason Hawkes wound com
pletely round her finger. 'Tisn't that he's 
so much account, though if he'd married 
you, you could've lia$ a good influence. 
He's altogether too fond o' race horses 
and such like evfl doings. But for her to 
come and set herself up so mightily—why, 
she ain't once returned your call now, I'll 
be bound.'' 

Minerva's lovely face flushed painfully 
at the reminder. She stepped from sitting 
room to kitchen and put some water in a 
vase for the roses. Her heart throbbed 
with a great ache, but never should her 
caller know it. 

"It's almost timo for father to conic," 
she said, quietly. "I'm going to set the 
table now, Miss Perkins. Will you sit by 
the door? I'll bring your chair.'' 

"Oh, law! I can manage for myself," 
said the elderly maiden, rising in some 
haste to push the wooden rocker before 
her over the sill and down the length o? 
the shining kitchen. It was a wing of the 
house facing the road and the door was 
open. 

A sudden hoof bent and a rnii»ble of 
wheels on the soft and yellow dusty road. 
A carriage spun by after a certain well 
known pair of jet black horses. 

Miss Perkins sent up a shrill little cry 
of triumph. 

"I never! There they go; he's driving 
her out to the fairgrounds. What do 
you think of that, 'Nervie?" 

But Minerva made no reply. 
Miss Perkins turned only to see the girl 

slip quietly from the room. 
Miss Perkins sat thci-e alone for « con

siderable space. The teakettle bad begun 
to sing cheerily. The snowy table cloth 
and the shining glassware bad an inviting 
aspect. There was plenty of Miss Per
kins' favorite sauce and sweet pickle; 
there was just the kind of tea biscuit and 
cocnauu( cake that she doted on. She 
closed her eyes and clasped her hands with 
a sigh of thankfulness for duty performed 
and blessings about, to be enjoyed. 

Then Minerva's father arrived. 
"Ji.i\v-(ly, Miss Perkins':" he said. 

"Where's Minuie?" 
Minerva reappeared, just a little pale 

and shadowy around tho eyes. 
"Here I "ant, father," she said, gently; 

"tea is ready. I had something to do I'd 
most forgotten." 

Miss I'erkins w::nt away ju: t after tea. 
She did not stop to "help'Nervie do the 
dishes," as usual. It. was getting dark 
anil she had a long walk she suddenly re
membered. 

Minerva went about her work quite un
assisted. Her father was due at .some 
village meeting, and so presently she was 
left alone iu the house. 

A terrible sense of depression fell upon 
her. She wondered if Jason Hawkes 
were coming. She was quite prepared. 
She had everything ready to return to 
him—his letters and the little pearl ring 
lie had given her. Everything was 
wrapped securely: the package was too 
heavy for her pockets—quite too heavy. 
She wondered if lie would come. And 
how should she feel when she had given 
all back to lain and said to him that tliey 
had better pari? She hardly knew. Oh. 
life was hard and bitter! Jason had loved 
h.-.f—she knew he had loved Iter—until 
thai woman had come to the village, the 
"designing widow," as Miss Perkins had 
said. Perhaps Miss Perkins was right. 

Minerva finished licr work and went to 
sit on the porch. The air was heavy with 
the scent of rose and honeysuckle. And 
she felt her heart within her as cold as a 
stone. 

She had sat there less than half an hour 
\rhen the gate opened and a form familiar 
came swiftly up the walk. Her cold 
heart seemed for a moment to stand still. 
Then it tlirobbed painfully. 

"(Jood evening," she answered very 
quietly to his "good evening." But she 
didn't give him her han^ 

The rest all came about very swiftly. 
O pride, for thy atom »*ke how many 

h«surts are wrung! 
He shonM never know that she had 

learned his treachery. He should simply 
believe she did not care for him. "Here 
are your letters and the ring," she said 
swiftly, gfrd that the darkness veUed her ' 
pallor, J;. .. .  
'Jason Hawkes received ""them' in bitter, 

silence. 
"A3 you choose, then, coquette,' he 

muttered, and, turning, strode away. 
Minerva Woodford tossed wakefully 

upon her bed that night. It was the first 
great trouble of her life. First troubles 
auc so bitter. 

.Everything recurred to her—everything 
that Miss Perkins'liad fold her concerning 
Mrs. Darrell. The widow was young and 
pretty. Why should Jason care for her?. 
She had come from the city and was bright 
with city ways and city talk. She seemed 
to have money in abundance. Oh, it was 
cruel! The whole thing was cruel! 

Minerva fell asleep only toward the 
dawn. She roso pale and heavy eyed for 
the morning, yet strong in the intention of 
concealing her grief. 

The summer day dragged heavily toward 
noon, more heavily after. Timo was so 
long, so long. It seemed a century since 
Miss Perkins had been there with the 
tale of Jason Hawkes' devotion to tho 
young widow. But the dream was over. 
It was Minerva's task to forget their 
plighted vows, to forget the handsome 
face that had been so dear to her. 

Probably he would leave the village— 
when he had married tho widow. 

Minerva's eyes grew dim; slio felt a 
choking sensation and stepped to the open 
door, hoping tho soft summer breeze 
would cool her hot forehead. 

As she stood there she suddenly heard a 
sharp cry of distress, then something tore 
past iu tho road, beating up tho yellow 
dust in blinding clouds. 

"A runaway," she said, and her heart 
seemed to cease beating for an instant. 

She ran down the path and out into the 
road. The horses had dashed on, but 
something of a wreck was perceptible a 
short distance off. 

Minerva thought she could see some one 
lying by the roadside. She ran on toward 
it at- her utmost speed. 

"Oh, Jason, Jason!" she moaned, bend
ing down over liim. 

Not dead, thank heaven! Only stunned, 
perhaps. She raised his head, loosened 
liis collar and asked liei'3elf what next. 

Turning for a moment she looked back 
clown tho road and saw some one going in 
at her own gale. It was a woman. She 
flew back toward home to ask help of 
whomever it may be. 

11 was Mrs. J Jarrell! She was very pale 
and addressed the girl anxiously. 

• "i'm ••fntid au accident has happened 
Mr. Ilawkes. His team ran away" 

"He is lying in the road unconscious," 
Minerva interrupted. "Will you help me 
some way to" 

"Let iu; go quickly," said the other. 
And so tliey had not lost an instant. 
Jason had come to himself. 
"Badly shaken up, that's all," he said 

with u:i unnerved laugh, and, leaning on 
their anus, limped back to Minerva's 
home. 

Minerva drew up the arm chair in the 
sitting room, and left him therewith Mrs. 
Dan-ell, going herself into the kitchen to 
make a cooling drink for her guests, per
force. 

Through the open door lietween the 
rooms she could hear Jason's voice gloomy 
aud disturbed. 

"Good thing, perhaps, if I had been 
killed. Wouldn't have cared much." 

"Oh, but yoft shouldn't say that," the 
soft voice of Mrs. Darrell replied. "'You 
ought to care. Things may come right, 
you know." 

Minerva's heart seemed to twist up 
within licr in. a. sudden jealous frenzy. 
She could fancy just how the widow's 
dark, soft eyes wero gazing into his; just 
how her white and graceful hand lay on 
his arm. 

Yes. things might come right. But 
why should Jason speak gloomily? She 
had given hiin his freedom. 

The band with which she offered him 
the glass of lemonade shook perceptibly. 

Did Jason observe if? 
"I am going away to-morrow, Miss 

Woodford," he said rather stiffly. "Per
haps I may carry your good wishes with 
me. I greatly regret having made you 
this trouble." 

The widow had slipped out on the porch. 
"It is no trouble whatever, Mr. 

Ilawkes," replied Minerva. 
"Miss Woodford," said a soft, smooth 

voice from out among the roses, "won't 
you please come out here a moment?" 

Minerva obeyed. 
The widow came near the girl and laid 

her gentle hand upon her arm. 
"I have heard so much of you," she 

said, in a low tone. "I feel as if we 
might be friends. I have been trying to 
come and see you for so long; I was on my 
way this morning. I am afraid you feel 
unkindly toward poor Jason. Please, 
please don't feel sti. He has not been to 
blame" 

Minerva's heart was boiling within her. 
She answered with an effort: 

"I was not aware of any unkind feel
ings. It can interest vou very little lu\w 
I feci." 

"Oh. but pardon r.ie. It interests me 
exceedingly." 

"Oh!" said Minerva, with sudden sar-
To lie sure! I forgol. 

THE GREAT MYSTERY. 

The following Sanscrit literature is from 
one of the hymns of the Rig Veda, written 
more than 3,000 years before Christ: 
Nor aught nor naught existed; yon bright sky 
Was not, nor heaven s broad woof outg^retc-hed 

above. 
What covered all ? What sheltered? What, con-

' cealed? 
Was it the water's fathomless abysst 
Then was not death—hence, there was naught 

immortal; 
Then was no confine betwixt day and night— ' . 
The only One breathed breathless in itself; 
Other than it there nothing since has been. 
Darkness then was, but all at first was vailed 
Iu glocftu profound—an ocean without light. 
The germ that still lay covered in the huslc : 

Burst forth, oae nature, from the fervent heat, j. 
Then first caoio U>ve upon itfthe new spring 
Of mind. Yea, t»oets in their hearts discerned, 
Pondering, this bond between created things 
And uncreated. Comes this spark from earth, 
Piercing and all pervading, or l'rom lieavenl1 

Then seeds were sown, and mighty power arose— 
Nature below aud Tower and Will above. 
Who knows the secret? Who proclaimed it here? 
Whence, whence this manifold creation sprang? 
Tho gods themselves came later info being. 
Who knows from whence this-great creation 

spraus? 
He from whom all this great creation sprang? 
Whet :.er Ilis will created or was mute, 
The Most High Seer, that is in highest heaven. 
He knows it—or perchance e'ea He knows not. 

The Talent Man in Indiana. 
"It is not often that to be a cripple is a 

fortunate thing," said Deputy Customs 
Inspector Orson B. Curtis, "but if I had 
not lost my left liaud during the war I 
should have lost it two weeks ago. 

"The way of it was this," he went on. 
"For eight years I have been on duty at 
the ferry dock, much of the time at night. 
It is my custom to remain in the office up 
stairs until a boat touches the dock, and 
then go down to meet the passengers 
as they land. The custom house is 
built on piles, in fact, on a part of the 
dock, and when a boat touches it jars the 
building so that, even if I were taking a 
'cat nap,' it would awaken me. During 
all these eight years I have had no vaca-
iton until this month, when I went down 
into Indiana on a visit. I was ridiug at 
night in a day car, my shoes were off, and 
I was asleep, when the train started out 
of a little station near Peru. I do not 
know whether I was even x>artially awak
ened, but the jar impressed me with the 
idea that the boat had touched the dock, 
and, leaving my seat, I walked to the end i 
of the car, opened the door, went out upon 
the platform, turned to the left, descended 
the steps a nd stepped oif, in my stockinged 
feet, into tho snow. As I did so the car 
struck me and kuocked me down, and my 
arm was so close to the rail that a wheel 
touched my empty sleeve. I rolled ovei\ 
away from (he track, and got on to] my 
feet "so quickly (hat I caught the rear 
platform of the next car. 1 suppose I was 
the palest man in Indiana, when I got 
aboard." 

Ucgjjiii's Supported b,v Gamblers. 
Perhaps the gamblers are the best sup

port of beggars. If you knew where- a 
poker game or a faro bi:uk is located—of 
course you don't; you never saw anything 
of that kind, andlknow it will be quite 
a. surprise to you lo learn that they exist, 
if, indeed, you know what they are— 
you'll always find beggars and loafers 
around. Gamblers are superstitious, and 
they will not upon any consideration pass 
a beggar by without giving him a small 
contribution. It would be bad luck. Per
haps there's a trifle of conscience about it, 
and they have, after all, a sense of some 
power above, them to be appeased by their 
helping the needy; A gambler will borrow 
to give to a beggar. 1 have known actors 
imbued with the same, sentiment. I only 
knew ono dramatist who owned the super
stition. lie had a play coming out, tftid 
the night it was to be produced. Just before 
the curtain went up. a beggar tackled bun. 
He gave him a dime. 

"There," said he, "that's good luck. 
My play will be a go." 

It was a terrific failure. 
"I wish I'd given him half a dollar!" ho 

said. The superstition was all riuht. Tho 
amount hadirt been enough to appeaso 
the goddess Fortune.—han Eranciscc* 
Chronicle. 

J iist in «tii£. 

A celebrated miniature painter who was 
usually hard up sometimes consented 
to lake a pupil to help inflate the cash 
account, though much atramsl his in
clination. A wealthy gentleman called at 
t he studio one day and besigeil I he artist 
to take his son. a young man ot 10. a» 
a pupil, promising lo pay handsomely for 
the instruction. The boy was admitted 
for 1 ho sake of the money it would bring, 
but, miK-h to the painter's disgust.]! wan 
discovered that he .knew absolutely noth
ing of the Jirst principles of drawing. 
The young man sat around tor halt aw 
hour" the first morning, watching tho 
master at work, much to the latter'a 
annoyance, and finally ventured t»> ask 
that, hi- be given something to do. 

"All right! all right!" (lie artist 
replied, going to a cUisM and retuvnim* 
with a pair til'muddy boots and a black
ing brush. "Here, black tlienc boots, 
young man; it will give you breadth."— 
Boston I'ecord. 

permit me to congratulate Mr. Hawkes?" 
Mrs. Darrell looked perplexed. 
"Congratulate? For what?" 
"Upon his engagement to you?" said 

Minerva, with a littlo gasp. 
"Vou—foolish—child! Who put such 

nonsense iu your head?" Mrs. Darrell 
was actually laughing. "Bid you fancy 
—why, child, I am six years older than 
he. Besides—I am to marry his cousin 
Frank, who is in Europe now. I thought 
he had told you. There, now, run iu to 
him and make it all up. I'm od" for the 
present. But I'll be back." 

Minerva turned into the house with 
cheeks aflame. 

"Jason," she said, <!J—I think I was 
too hasty last nijjhr. It-it was a mis
take." 

.Tason sprang to his feet and drew her 
into his arms. • 

"Who was it (hat came gossiping to 
yon? Wasn't it Miss Perkins?" 

"Yes," said Minerva, slowly, "it was 
Miss Perkins. But I don't believe her— 
now."—New York Journal. 

l.;i!i.li>iK l'rin isi<<ll> lit » Storm. 
While on his wav home at the usual 

early morning hour a reporter fell in with 
Will vou ! Capt. .John lliends. homeward bound also. 

It was blowing rattier fresh and raining, 
and the reporter reriiarked: "Rather 
rough, cap'n." "Nut so rough as it-wus 
where 1 was forty years ago to-dav," was 
the reply. "Where was that:-' ' "I was 
landing provisions at Vera I ruz for the 
American army. The soldiers wero suf
fering for food and we took a lot"' ot pro
visions to the mole in a life boat and threw 

| them ashore and the soldiers, with lifa 
j lines»nronnd them, waded out iu tho 
'water to catch the Hour, bacon, etc." 
| The Cnitcd States brig Mimner, com-
I manded by RaphaelSemmcs. was wrecked 
i In the same storm near Vera Cru?i.— 
1 I'or! laud Oregonian. 

KiirieliiiiB tlie T>:tngiiage. 
Tennyson has at last bequeathed to the 

English language a word* that will rhyme 
with "youngster." It is "tonfiuester." 
Now why is not an auctioneer a lungster 
and a barkeeper a bnngsler? Our language 
must be enriched.—Washington Post. 

If yon like to see how generous a man 
really vhas, elect him to some place where 
he can vote avhay odder people's money.— 
Carl Dander in Detroit Frw 1 iPrw*. 

Tin- Street Peddler'* New I>! vice. 
The street peddler, he who makes life a 

burden with his chamois skills. ln» cheap 
stationery, h's woolly doga and his lubber 
combs o;» every shoppiug thoroughfare in 
the city, has a. new device, out of which 
he is coining just now a small fortune. 
He calls it a muff warmer, and it consists 
of a tiny metal box, an inch or so in 
diameter and three or four inches long, 
which contains a fuse of some slow burn
ing material warranted to dispense a com
fortable glow of warmth during a shop
ping expedition of a couple of hours or 
more iu length. It looks uucommonly 
like a new patent infernal machine to the 
uninitiated, but takes among the bargain 
hunters on a chilly day.—Kansas City 

! Journal. 
I " 
j The savings banlc depositors of the city 
of New York number 069,433, or about 

' half the population. 
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