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after a year. 

V. a year or yesterday 
S( 

,P0 We were last together, love, 
e Irotn my side you turned away 

TrJ? some alien star above, 
j 

Iar for ken of mortal clay— 
tt a year or yesterday? 
** a year or yesterday 

olnee | was called upon to bear 
Prlef no balm can e'er allay, 

woe that none may see or share? 
oince you have vanished, say, oh say, 

s it a year or yesterday? 
*s ** a year or yesterday? 

Since laughter died upon my lips. 
And I .became too sad to pray, 

For all my stars went in eclipse. 
And hope's aurora paled to gray— 

► is it a year or yesterday? 

a year or yesterday? "A year!” cries Loneliness, ‘‘a year!" 
But Pain with pallid lips cries, "Nay! 

Too fierce the pang, too fresh the tear, 
Too present seems the soul's dismay." 
Is it a year or yesterday? 
—Susie M. Best, in The Century. 

IT had been a memorable clay in 
Itiverdale. Everybody bad said, 

as nsnal, that the graduating exer- 

cises were the best that the academy 
had ever known, and at the reunion 
in the evening Hamlin hall was 

crowded with students, old and new. 

But it was all over now, and the 
last to leave the hall were John Ar- 
mington and Alice llaymond. They 
were somewhat older than the rest 
of the class, and it was well-known 
mu* buejr witi* tJng-ag,eu. -Alice nau 

been tlie music teacher at the acad- 
emy during the last year of her 
course, and Riverdale was more than 
proud of her musical ability. John 

(had 
assisted in teaching some of 

the younger classes. 
The grace and beauty of youth 

rested upon them as they stood side 
by side. They were looking at the 
class motto above the stage. 

PER ASPERA AD ASTRA, 
k “Plenty of ‘aspeva’ aliead of us,” 
* said John, “but I guess we can go 

‘l>er’ them together.” 
“Oh, bnt we must remember all 

the time there are plenty of ‘astra,’ 
too,” said Alice, cheerfully. 

“No,” said John, looking straight 
down into her star-like eyes, “only 
two ‘astra’ in all the world for me.” 

Alice tried to look very grave, but 
only succeeded in blushing prettily as 

she said: “It doesn’t do a bit of good 
to preach to you, John, you always 
make some sort of game of it.” 

Then they ran down the stairs and 
out into the bright moonlight of the 
cool Way night, none the less happy 
because there was an undercurrent 
of anxiety in their thought of the 
future. 

The next morning John went to 
the station with Alice, and she took 
the early.train for Boston, where she 
was to study music, and as soon as 

possible to teach it. When the train 
had gone, John went immediately 
to Enoch Rice's general store in the 
lillage, hung up his coat, put on a 

linen duster, and began to “sweep 
out.” 

There were some who were much 
astonished at John’s action in going 

■ into the store as a clerk. 
"I hadn’t no idee that John was 

goin’ to stop here.” said old .Tosiah 
Green, the village “uncle.” “When I 
heerd him rattle ofE that Latin piece 

r to the graduatin’, I thought certain- 
ly he was goin’ right on to be a per- 
fessor or minister, or sunthin’. Of 
course, not havin’ no own folks, as 

you might say, he may be short on’t 
for money to go ahead, and so lie’s 
gone int’ the store to arn a little to 

help him out.” 
But it soon appeared that John 

was in the store to stay, and it also 
appeared that many changes were 

taking place there. Order succeeded 
chaos. With the reluctant consent 
of Mr. Rice, John arranged a sort of 
“rummage” sale, and marked old 
goods at such low prices that the 
accumulations of 21 years were 

cleared away, and the store looked as 
if it liml inct- lippn ctnnVo/1 u-itli rwn» 

goods. 
“I toll ye what,” said Uncle Josiali, 

“John’s a hustler, no mistake. 
Trade’s just about doubled since he 
went there. Enoch lias raised his 
pay twice, and he’s had to hire a 

new hand already. The way John 
handles all sorts of customers is a 

caution. Why, here the other day 
he actually sold Mis’ Pincher a new 

black alpacky afore she knew it, 
■which she hain’t bought a new dress 
this ten year, with all her money.” 
And the old man chuckled with si- 
lent laughter. 

“I happened into the store the 
other day,” he continued, “when 
Oliver Rush, that Boston drummer, 
come in. He liad’nt been in the store 
before since John had his sale and 
cleared off all the old goods. Rush, 
he looked all around the store afore 

| he said a word. 

’Cap’n Rice,’ he says, ’what you 
been doin’?’ 

‘Oh,’ says Enoch, ‘my clerk here 

haa been havin’ a kind of an auction 

sale of the old goods, and fixin’ up 
things a little.’ 

“Rush turned quicker’n lightnin’, 
and looked John all over, head to 

foot; but John, he never turned a 

hair, jest lcep’ right on measurin’ off 

a dress for one of the factory girls. 
I tell ye, sir, I see now what John’s 

game is. He’s set out to be a mil- 
fionaire, and he’ll be it, too. And 

that drummef, he’ll have his finger 
in the pie, now you mark my words.” 

And having once more settled 

John’s future to his own satisfaction, 
Uncle Josiah shuffled home. 

One morning Mr. Rice came into 

th« store in great excitement. 

“John,” he said, “I hear that two 

Aen from Rutland are going to start 

a grocery store in the lower village, 
right where so many of the mill 

people live. It will cut dee* into our 

grocery trade, sure ao you are born. 

'Sa. 

but I don’t see how we can do any- 
thing about it.” 

“Why don’t you make an offer tc 
these men to sell out your grocery 
department to them?” asked John, 
quietly. 

“Sell out!” exclaimed Mr. Rice, 
“You must be crazy, John!” 

“No, Mr. Rice, I think it is a greal 
opportunity to make a profitable 
change in the store. 1 believe the 
time has come when it will pay you 
to put in a larger and better stool; 
of dry goods and shoes and let the 
grocery department go. The new 

mill will soon be built, and that will 
double the mill trade. Then, too, 1 
believe that with a high-grade stool; 
of dry goods we can catch a good 
deal of the trade that goes to Rutland 
now. People won’t travel 25 miles 
to trade, if they can get goods 
of the same quality and price at 
home. And more than this, we can 

increase our trade from the smaller 
towns around lliverdale by a little 
judicious advertising in the Tribune.’ 

So John’s idea prevailed, and the 
store was entirely remodeled. The 
old windows, with wooden shutters 
that were put up every night, were 

taken away, and in their place was 

a fine show-window where John could 
make an attractive display of new 

goods. 
“I never see anythin’ like it,” said 

Uncle Josiah in great astonishment 
The women just flocked into the 
store after the fine things that John 
fixed up so scrumptious in the new 

winder. And what do you s'pose lie 
did w’hen he was like to run out oi 
the goods? Just rushed up to the 
depot and ordered a hull car-load by 
telegraph. Yes, sir, he did. I dun- 
no what he will do next.” 

But the noticeable thing that John 
did ne'xt, was not in connection with 
the store. It was nearly a .year la- 
ter when the Judge Oakburn place 
was offered for sale. 

The house stood back some dis- 
tance from the village street in a lit- 
tle grove of maples, and there were 

several acres of land connected with 
ii. ji was one or me oiuesi nouses 

in town, but it was a large house, 
solidly built, and it had a long por- 
tico in front with tall pillars to sup- 
port it. 

“Mr. Rice,” said John, “the Oak- 
burn place is offered for sale at what 
I call a very low* figure, and I should 
like to buy it. 1 have saved some 

money from my salary. Would you 
be willing to lend me $500 and take 
a mortgage on the place?” 

“Certainly, John,” said Mr. Rice. 
“That will be a good investment for 
you. I have no doubt that in a few 
years you can sell it to one of the 
summer people at a big advance.” 

John did not look as if that were 

what he had in view, but he said 
earnestly, “Thank you very much, 
Mr. Rice! Rut I fear you will not get 
very rich out of the interest I shall 
pay you, for I mean to make a pay- 
ment on the mortgage every month.” 

“That’s right, John, stick to it and 
I'll be satisfied.” 

Meanwhile, Mr. Oliver Rush and 
John had become good friends, and 
John had given him increasingly large 
orders for goods. 

One afternoon the salesman came 

into the store and asked for a pri- 
vate interview with the proprietor. 

“I haven’t come to sell goods to- 
day, Mr. Rice,” he began. “I have 
come to talk with you about 
John Arinington. You know what 
he has done in this store better than 
I do, but have you thought what Ills 
future is going to be? Of course he 
isn’t going to stay here in Riverdale 
always. He’s too smart and too am- 

bitious for that. 
“I’ve been around this country a 

good deal,” he continfled, “and I’ve 
seen a good many smart young men 

and honest young men that will sure- 

ly succeed in business, but I never 

saw one that had his eyes front quite 
so steadily as John Arinington. 
Now, Mr. Rice, John has already 
learned about all he can here, and 
he will soon strike out for a bigger 
place. I am in a position to give him 
a good start in the city, with a good 
salary at once, because I know he 
will more than give satisfaction. I 
Know tnat it win De nara lor you to 

give him up, but he has got these 
other clerks trained now so that they 
will do first-rate work, and when 
John is at the head of a tremendous 
business, and known all over the 
country, as he will be, you will be 
proud to remember that you gave 
him his first start here in Rivervale.” 

Enoch Rice did not answer at once 

when Oliver finished speaking. “Rice 
is really getting to be an old man,” 
thought Rush. “I never noticed it 
before.” 

Enoch drew his fingers along the 
desk a few times, and looked care- 

fully to see whether they gathered 
any dust. 

“Well,” he sighed, “I suppose this 
had to come some time. Have you 
spoken to John about it?” 

“No. I thought I ought to speak 
to you first. I am going- to invite him 
to come over to mv room at the ho- 
tel.” 

“I wish you w-ould be kind enough 
to ask John to step here to the desk 
before he goes,” But Enoch’s heart 
sank as he saw John coming briskly 
toward him. 

“John,” he began, “I understand 
that Mr. Rush has a very attractive 
offer to make to you to-day. I am 

not trying to forestall him or to 

compete with him, but I thought 
that I would just tell you what it 
was in my mind to do. I have been 
looking over the sales, and consider- 
ing the territory we have to work in. 
I think I am justified in offering you 
a salary of $1,500 a year. I did think 
of saying something to you about 
partnership, but somehow to-day I 
feel as if I was getting too old for 
that, but I could make it easy for 
you to take over the whole business 
in a few years.” 

There was a wistful look in the old 
man’s eyes as he laid his wrinkled 
hand ofig John’s shoulder, and his 
voice was broken as he continued: 

“You have been like an own son 

to me, John, and it Is hard to think 
of having you leave me, but I know 
there is a grand future before you, 
and I dont’ w-ant to stand in the way 
of your highest ambitions.” 

“Mr. Rice,” said John eagerly, 
“you cannot realize how grateful 1 
am to you for your generous offer! 
1—I—there is somethng else I want 

to say to you, but I will talk with 
Mr. Kush first.” 

In about an hour Mr. Rush and 
John came back from the hotel. For 
once in his life Mr. Rush looked de- 
jected, but John’s face was glowing. 

“Rice,” said Rush quickly, “this 
young man is either a fool or else 
he is very wise. In either case you 
have my hearty congratulations. fl’he 
mail-train is due now. I’ll be around 
again in six weeks.” 

As soon as Rush had gone, John 
turned to his employer and said very 
earnestly: 

“Mr. Rice, I am not going to leave 
you. I am going to stay here in 
Riverdale. You and Mr. Rush speak 
about my ambitions. I have had 
just one ambition since I entered this 
store, and that was to become so 

successful that I could begin my 
home life here in Riverdale with 
comfort and respect. Now, by your 
generous offer I can realize that 
ambition. As soon as the Oakburn 
place can be put in order, Alice and 
I intend to be married, and we shall 
make our home here among the 
scenes and the people that we love 
so well.” 

At that moment Uncle Josiah en- 

tered the store with a broad grin on 

bis face and a Boston paper in liis 
hand. 

“I just happened in to Sherman’s 
when the noon train came in,” he 
said, “and thinks I, I’ll take John’s 
daily to him, and I just happened to 
see this piece of news that I guess 
you’re interested in.” 

Marked by a grimy thumb-print 
John found this item: 

Bradfield, May 27th. Bast night the 
trustees and faculty of Bradfield Acad- 
emy voted to appoint Miss Alice Ray- 
mond as musical director of the seml- 

I nary. The position carries with it a 
large salary. Miss Raymond’s success 
as a musician and as a teacher is well 
known. 

John smiled as he said, “They will 
have to find a new director as soon 

as Alice gets my letter.” 
Mr. Kice had begun to look anx- 

ious again. “Will she—will she be 
willing to give up such a chance as 

that, John?” 
“O, Mr. Rice, don’t you understand? 

It was Alice who gave me this am- 

bition for a happy, useful home. She 
has kept my eyes fixed upon it when 
I was almost discouraged. You ought 
to see the plans she has made for 
beautifying the old Oakburn house, 
and she longs to get back to the 
church and take the organ again, 
and she has plafis, too, for doing 
something for musical culture here, 
and she has even gone so far as to 
pick out the place where she is going 
to set the tables in the—in our little 
maple grove when she invites her 

Sunday school class to tea. I don’t 
know,” he continued, musingly. “I 
think I will run up to the station 
and send her a message. It may 
save complications about that ap- 
pointment.” 

The old man’s loving gaze followed 
John as he sped along the street. 
“If there were more young people 
that had such ambitions,” he mused, 
“there wouldn’t be so much said 
about the decay of country vil- 
lages.”—Youth’s Companion. 

SAILING AROUND THE COW. 

How an Old Sea-Captain Was MIm- 
Icd by tlie Lowing of the 

Ship's Milk Producer. 

Many a sea-captain has sailed 
around the world since the adven- 
turous voyage of Capt. Cook, but 
few navigators have tried what the 
captain of an East Indiaman used 
to relate as an experience ox his own, 
says the Youth’s Companion. 

lie was out one foggy night, and 
sounded his fog-horn, as every wise 
captain should. From the starboard 

f^de came the sound of a fog-horn, ap- 
parently from a vessel very close, 
and showing no lights, 

“Port your helm,” shouted the cap- 
tain, and the order was obeyed. Then 
he blew his horn tigain. Hack from 
the same relative position, although 
the ship had altered her course three 

points, came the sound of that an- 

swering fog-horn. 
“Hard aport!” roared the captain. 

That, too, was done, and the signal 
was tried again. Back from exactly 
the same position, although his ves- 

sel had now changed her course seven 

points, came the sound of that fog- 
horn. 

Tlio oouto!n olirmofl vcac met rrn_ 

ing to give the order to reverse the 

engines, when one of the officers dis 
covered that the supposed fog-horn 
was only the cow that was carried 
on the forward deck to supply fresh 
milk for the passengers. 

He Sent Him There. 

A joint committee of the recent 

session of the Louisiana legislature 
visited the state penal farms at An- 

gola and Hope for the purpose of re- 

porting on the work done by the 
board of control. The members of 
the committee spent some time talk- 

ing with the negro convicts, and 

presently one of the negroes recog- 
nized a member of the committee, 
who is a rising young lawyer not 

1,000 miles from New Iberia. 
“You know Mr. B-?” inquired 

one of the gentlemen. 
“Yaas, sah, I knows Mr. B-well. 

He’s de one dun sent me heah,” re- 

plied the darky, with a grin spread 
all over his face. 

The gentleman had not heard of 
Mr. B- officiating as a prosecut- 
ing attorney and wanted to know 
how he came to send the convict 
there. 

“He wuz mah lawyer, sah.” 
Mr. B- acknowledged that the 

treat was on him, provided the inci- 
dent did not get any further.—New 
Orleans Picayune. 

What Puzzled Him. 

In the midst of a battle a former 
marquis of Townsend saw a drummer 
killed by a cannon ball, which scat- 
tered his brains in every direction. 
A superior officer, observing the 
marqiiis standing as though horror- 
struck, supposed that he was intim- 
idated at the sight and addressed 
him in a manner to cheer his spirits, 
“Oh,” said the young marquis, with 
calmness, “I am not frightened. 1 
am puzzled to make out how any 
man with such a quantity of brain; 
wer came to be here I”—Londo? 
Chronicle. 

IN SCHOOL AND OUT. 

Oh, isn’t it harc'to go to school 
When the sun is' bright and the wind blow* 

eool? 
When It’s just the day for outdoor fun. 
And the lovely morning has scarce begun? 

And you long for fun. 
But school Tlas begun. 

Oh, isn’t it hard to sit and learn 
When you’re ’most too drowsy the leaves 

to turn? 
When all that you know slips out of your 

mind, 
And the teacher does not seem quite so 

klnd!? 
(Though you do not mir.d, 
For she's not unkind.) 

And isn't it easy when school is out, 
To hurry outdoors, and run, and shout? 
When the whole wide world stems full of 

glee. 
As you fly your kite, or climb a tree? 

Oh, life is al'l glee 
To a boy in a tree! 

But would it, I wonder, seem quite as good 
To hunt for nuts in the chestnut wood. 
To row or to fish, or to play at ball, 
If there wasn’t any school at ail? 
Isn’t It knowing the tasks are done 
That helps you enjoy the outdoor fun? 

Think it over and'see. 
And perhaps you’ll agree 

That lessons well done 
Add zest to the fun. 

—Annie Willis McCullough, in Youth’s 
Companion. 

A NEW INDOOR GAME 

It Is Highly Amusing and a Splendid 
Kxerrise or Acquiring Grace 

and Firmness. 

Here is a game that may be indulged 
in safely, pleasantly and quickly, in- 
doors or out. You will observe tliat 
the design for the butterfly follows 
the main characters of the pretty in- 
sect, without the details of antennae 

.. ..I.i ...• 
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of the butterfly. The object of the 
game is to put the butterfly to flight 
and safely catch it. which might not 
happen if the form of the butterfly 
was followed exactly. 

Cut the picture out and paste it on 

light cardboard, being careful to have 
both sides equal, so that it will balance 
evenly. 

Place the butterfly on a book or light 
tablet, at right angles to the edge, and 
the tip of one wing extending a little 
beyond the edge. Incline the tablet 

HOW THE BUTTERFLY IS MADE. 

slightly, and hold it up with your left 
hand, as high as you can reach comfort- 
ably. Then with a pencil or light stick 
in your left hand give a clean firm 
stroke to the tip of the wing, 
when the butterfly will soar. The ob- 
ject is to catch it on the tablet. If 
you succeed it counts ten to you, and 
your “go” next, and so on till it fails. 
If it falls to the ground on your side 
of a line agreed on it is still your “go,” 
but counts only five. If it falls on the 
side of your opponent the “go” and 
count are his. One hundred is the lim- 
it of the game. 

It takes considerable skill to catch 
the butterfly on the tablet, but it is 
worth the practice both in pleasure 
and profit, ns it is an excellent exercise 
for acquiring grace and firmness. It 

requires the gentlest possible stroke 
to lift the butterfly, and alertness to 
catch or guide it where you wish it to 
alight. 

Wheu once you master the knack, it 
is fascinating and so gentle that n 

child in bed or crippled may play it. 
The gentleness necessary adapts it 

1 iti _i f__• 1 
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the activity permitted and the pretty 
sight tempts the players afield, where 
the butterfly world goes, if alive, and 

everyone may not follow.—People’s 
Home Journal. 

HOW RABBITS FIGHT. 

IliK Yellow Cat That Intended to 

Have a Great Feast Put to Ig- 
nominious Flight. 

One day as I was quietly picking wild 
strawberries on a hill f heard a curious 

grunting down the side below me, then 
the quick thud! thud! of an angry 
rabbit. Among the bushes I caught a 

glimpse of rabbit ears. A fight was on. 

Crouching beside a bluish spot, which 
I knew to be a rabbit’s nest, was a big 
yellow' eat. He had discovered the 

young ones, and w-as making mouths at 
the thought of how they would taste, 
when the mother's thump startled him. 
He squatted flat with ears back, tail 
swelling and hair standing up along his 
back, as the rabbit leaped over him. It 
was a glimpse of Molly’s ears as she 
made the jump that 1 had caught. It 
was the beginning of the bout—only a 

feint by the rabbit, just to try the 
mettle of her antagonist. 

The cat was scared, and before he got 
himself together, Molly, with a mighty 
bound, was in the air again; and as 

she flashed over him she fetched him a 

stunning whack on the head that 
knocked him endwise. He was on his 
feet in an instant, but jus£ in time to 
receive a stunning blow on the ear that 
sent him sprawling several feeTdown 
the hill. The rabbit seemed constantly 
in the air. Back and forth, over and 
over the cat she flew, and with every 
bound landed a terrific kick with her 
powerful hind feet that was followed 
by a puff,of yellow fur. 

The cat could not stand/ up to this. 
Every particle of breath and fight was 
knocked out of him at about the third 
kick. The green light in his eyes was 
the light of terror. He got quickly to 
a bush and ran away, else I believe that 
the old rabbit would have beaten him 
to death.—From “Wild Life Near 
Home.” 
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CANINE EQUESTRIAN. 
Matt, a Pennsylvania Uuk, HI<le« a 

Horse or lllcyclc with Equal 
Skill and Grace. 

One who is long'in the town of West- 
chester, Pa., will become acquainted 
with Matt, a four-year-old cocker 
spaniel belonging to Mr. J. B. Fisher, 
because not to know Matt is to argue 
one’s self unknown, not to mention 
the fact that Matt is a very desirable 
acquaintance to have. 

Iiis full name is Matt Quay, and'he is 
as sharp in canine sagacity as is the 

other Matt in political sagacity. Matt 
knows all the ordinary tricks of dogs, 
and in addition he has accomplish- 
ments acquired and natural that are 

almost human. He loves boys and" 
boys’ sports, and there is nothing that 
he likes better than to mount a bicycle, 
with a small boy to do the work, and 
ride by the hour. 

Another divertisement of Matt is to 
mount a pony behind a boy, and, sit- 
ting astraddle, with his forefeet hug- 
ging the lad in the saddle, as any boy 
would do, stay on and ride as long as 

they will let him. In the winter it is 
his heart’s delight to join the boys at 

coasting and take a “belly vvopper” 
along with the rest of them. At this 
sport lie never tires, and there is al- 
ways a place for Matt on the boys’ 
sledt He is willing to do his part draw- 
ing the sled back again, too, and his 
eyes sparkle and he shouts in his own 

way just as the boys do in theirs.—De- 
troit Free Press. 

TOO MUCH PET BEAR. 

When Little Boy's Cute Cnl> Grew l'p 
It Became Just a Trifle Too 

Affectionnte. 

There is a sort of indescribable 
facination in the thought of having a 

real wild animal as a pet. A dog is 
well enough in his way, and so is a eat, 
or a pony, or a squirrel; but where is 
the boy that would not thrill clear 
down to his boots wfth the idea of 

having a pet bear, or a pet catamount? 
Well, such things have been, but it 
never turned out one-half so nice as 

it seemed at first. 
Thereby hangs a little tale. A cer- 

tain ardent sportsman, a friend of the 
writer, went to the Adirondaeks last 
summer on a hunting excursion. 
While there he and his party killed an 

old she-bear und captured her cub, a 

little roly-poly of a beast about the 
size of a young Newfoundland puppy. 
Now, the sportsman had a boy at home, 
about four years old, whom he had 

promised that he would “bring him 

something” when he returned from his 
trip. So he concluded that this cub 
was just the thing. It was so young, 
and so very little, that he thought there 
would be not the slightest trouble in 

taming and training it. 
Of course the boy was delighted with 

his pet, just as he would have been 
with a puppy, for he was too young 
to know or think anything about the 
“wild animal” part of it. It seems that 
the father took real pride in the fact 
that his boy had a sure enough live 
bear for a pet. 

Everything went along very nicely 
for awhile. The boy and the cub had 
a mighty good time of it romping in the 
yard. In fact, the cub acted pretty 
much as a puppy would have done un- 

der the circumstances. But as the 
months passed the cub grew very fast, 
and it was not long until it was as big 
as two or three puppies, and it got to be 
pretty rough, too; not maliciously so, 
but in play, for it could not be expect- 
ed to know just how far it might go in 
its romp with a boy. 

One day when the boy and the bear 
were having an unusually good time on 

the lawn, and there was nobody in par- 
ticular about, the family were alarmed 
by a series of shrill screams from the 
boy, and it was noticed, even in the 
excitement of the moment, that the 
screams were irrowimr fainter nnrl 

fanter. 
It seems that the “hired man” was 

the first to reach the scene, anti lie was 

just in time to rescue the hoy from be- 
ing hugged to death! Perhaps the bear 
did not know exactly what he was do- 
ing; he might even have thought that 
he was giving his little playmate a par- 
ticularly strong evidence of his affec- 
tion; but if nobody had heard the boy’s 
screams there would certainly have 
been a funeral at that house, and the 
little fellow’s epitaph might have been: 
“Died of Too Much Pet Bear.” — St. 
Louis Globe-Democrat. 

Three Cents Seemed Gunngh. 
On the New Jersey side of the North 

river there is a parish of New York 
suburbanites who own a valuable 
church property. Upon their plot 
stands what is perhaps the smallest 
church buildiing known to the denom- 
ination. One of the women members 
declared to the minister in charge 
that- the building ought to have a slit 
in the roof, so that she might deposit 
her offerings in accordance with the 
traditions of childhood. A little girl, 
on her first visit to the service, re- 

ceived five pennies to put on the plate. 
When she returned her mother found 
that she still retained two of the five 
pennies. “Why did you not give it all?” 
the mother asked. “Oh, mamma,” was 

the ingenious answer, “it was such a 

little church I thought three cents was 

enough for it!” 

Carried Off by an Eagle. 
An infant left asleep in its cradle in 

a field near Trieste in charge of an 

older child, while the mother went on 

with her work elsewhere, was carried 
off by an eagle. A search party discov- 
ered the eagle’s nest, with the child’s 
body already half devoured. 

Majority In Mnasta. 
A Bussian is not considered of age 

until he i» 26. 

*.J ...... -. ".Vi-.. 

DON’T FRET AND WORRY SO. 

Dear restless heart, be still! Don't fret and 
worry so; 

Cod hath a thousand) ways His love nnd'help 
to show; 

Just trust and' trust and) trust until His w ill 
you know. 

Dear, restless heart, be still; for peace la 
God's own smile. 

Ills love can every w rung and sorrow recon- 
cile. 

Just love nr.d love and love and calmly wait 
aw hile. 

Dear, restless heart, be brave! Don't moan 
and sorrow so. 

He hath a meaning kind in the chilly winds 
that biow. 

Just hope and hope and hope until you 
braver grow. 

Dear, restless heart, repose upon His heart 
an hour. 

His heart is strength and'life, Ills heart is 
bloum and) flower. 

Just rest and rest areiirest within His ten- 
der power. 

Dear, restless heart, be still: Don’t toitand 
hurry so; 

God is the Silent One, forever calm and 
ElOW. 

Just wait and wait and wait and work with 
Him below. 

Dear, restless heart, be still! Don't strug- gle to be free. 
God's life is in your life; from Him you 

may not flee. 
Just pray and pray and pray till you have 

lJiilh to see. 
—Edith Willis Einn. In N. Y. Observer. 

THE ART OF KEEPING SWEET. 
World Care* Little for Man Whose 

Creed Ik Straight, lint Whose 
liife 1m Crooked. 

Over the desk of a friend there 
hangs a beautiful card with this 
striking inscription; “Keep sweet, 
no matter what happens.” It has a 
peculiar effect, on all those who come 
into that room. Perhaps there is a 
man who is in a tit of anger; some 
one has wronged him; and he comes 
to have it out. Put he cannot re- 
main angry in that room—if lie lifts 
his eyes and reads the motto. The 
occupant of that office, says the Ilap- 
tist Union, is on the side of his mot- 

you cannot disturb his equanim- 
iij, ne is Kino, noble-hearted, hon- 
est; he has lived to the years of 
discretion, experience has taught him 
wisdom; he knows that it takes two 
to have a quarrel—and he never has 
a quarrel. He is not soft, or senti- 
mental, nor “goody-goody;” he is a 
wholesome man, never loses his tem- 
per, and is the embodiment of his 
motto. So the man who came in 
to have a storm goes out with a sweet 
calm in his heart, if such a thing is 
possible. 

No one rubs up against this work- 
aday world, in the rush and push of 
business and social life, one who 
might be called a lover of his kind, 
who is not often astounded and 
grieved at the lack of sweetness 
among men. Here is a man set over 
his fellows; perhaps he is a proprie- 
tor. He has an idea that the dignity 
of his position or the general good 
of liis establishment demands that he 
be somewhat austere, severe, with 
now and then a general tearing out 
of things, in order to have his work 
done properly. He lives up to his 
ideas, and becomes the most hear- 
tily hated man in the establishment. 
People, work for him because they 
can find nothing else to do; when 
they can secure another position they 
will take it. leaving their employer 
in much confusion because they leave 
at a time when lie can ill afford to 
have them go. Or. it may be some 

underling, a foreman, or superin- 
tendent. What a tyrant he is! He 
thinks that in order to keep on good 
terms with the concern he must be 
as mean as he can be; and no one 

loves him. Neither the employer nor 

the foreman have learned the secret 
of getting on with people; no mat- 
ter how good they are, how much 
they give to the poor, or to the king- 
dom—they are heartily hated for the 
one reason that they have not learned 
the art of keeping sweet. 

On one occasion an old man took 
me through his establishment. As 
we passed along he said: “Most of 
these people have been with me for 
many years.” He approached a wom- 

an near by and said: “How long have 
you been with me, Mary?” She 
blushed a little; the old man did not 
think he was ungallant in half ex- 

posing the woman's age; but she 
replied with a smile: “Twenty-four 
years.” He asked another, and her 
reply was: “Twenty-six years.” 
Throughout the establishment were 

men and women who had worked 
with that old man for 20 and 30 
years. He seemed as happy as a boy. 
He said: “Everv effort has been 

made to get these folks from me; 
big concerns have offered them fine 
positions if they would leave me and 
give away the secrets of our busi- 
ness; but they will not go;” and 
his eyes were full of tears as he 
thought of their loyalty to him. The 
secret of his success was disclosed 
one day in another place. A number 
of team drivers were talking at 

noontime about “Christians.” The„V 
were about to declare that there were 

no such folks on the earth, when one 

colored man said: “Well, I drove a 

wagon for Blank & Co. for over eight 
years; if there is such a thing as a 

Christian in this world, Blank is 
one!” He was the man who had 
kept sweet through all the years and 
so kept his help loyal and true! 

It is related of the Tomb’s angel, 
Mrs. Foster, who perished in a ho- 
tel fire in New York last winter, that 
she had a habit of greeting the rather 
brusque, and somewhat hard, Irish 
sheriff in this way: “Good-morning, 
Mr. Sheriff; are you good-natured 
this morning?” And he would fall 
from his stilts, his heart would open, 
and his best manhood shine out in 
the glad reply. She had the art of 
keeping sweet. 

There are some folks who have suf- 
fered injury, perhaps unintentional 
injury, but it was an injury for all 
that. At no time ia the memory of 
that injury absent. On regular occa- 

sions it comes out, the uncanny skele- 
ton is rattled in the face of others, 
and life is made miserable for a 

whole circle. Why not learn the art 
of keeping sweet? There are some 

folks who take hold of your hand- in 
such a way as to suggest a cold flsli, 
dead, slipping through your hand; 
it is the glad warmth of an iceberg! 
There is no reason for it, save that 
the owner of that hand has not 
learned the art of keeping sweet. 

It is when these things are ap- 
plied to the realm where Christiana 
live and work that the subject be- 
comes serious. A Christian estab- 
lishment should be the best place to 
work in in all the world. It should 
be a winsome place for those who 
are not Christians, and u place of 
joy to those who are followers of ihe 
King. When employes lose confidence 
in their employer, it is usually his 
fault; when he has reason to lose 
confidence in them, it is quite gener- 
ally their fault. Every establishment 
controlled by Christian men or wom- 

en should be a model establishment; 
they should pay the best wages tho 
business can stand; the workings 
of the business should never violate 
the conscience of a single employe; 
while the employes should look upon 
the business as their own, and so 

work for it. It is sometimes said 
that establishments controlled by 
Christian people generally pay the 
poorest wages, and are the hardes. 
places in which to work. Of course, 
it is not true, as a general rule; 
where it is true, the harm done to 
the Kingdom of God is immeasurable. 

The art of keeping swept, in plain 
language, is a heart filled with the 
grace of Jesus Christ; grace in tho 
sense of having the spirit of Jesus 
Christ. It is the crowning fruit of 
the Spirit—self-control. It is a hard 
thing to achieve when the years lie 
behind you. It is an imitation of 
Christ that should begin when the 

| heyday of youth is here. Learn to 

‘‘Keep sweet, no matter what hap- 
pens.” 

It need only'tie said that this is en- 

tirely in the spirit of the ‘‘new 
Christianity,” about which men are 

! speaking. There is a demand to-day 
for high living on the part of those 

sistent than now. The world cares 

little for the man whose creed is as 

straight as a plummet whose life is 
as crooked as a knarled oak! And 
the chiefest virtue or grace is the 
fine art of keeping sweet. Should 
you like a splendid photograph of one 

who has learned the art, read the 
thirteenth chapter of first Corin- 
thians. 

TO BE POPULAR. 

Means Influence with Other*, tint! 
Hence Re*i>on*ibility—>o Room 

for Self-Coinylnceney. 

There are few persons so independ- 
ent of the good opinion of others as 

not to be pleased at receiving praise 
for their work. If we are in any de- 
gree “popular,” the discovery yields 
a satisfaction that is by no means 

unwholesome. The social instincts 
are so deeply rooted in us that we 

are often encouraged by learning 
that some little section of the world 
outside thinks well of what we have 
done. 

But we do not make the most of 
our opportunities if we treat this pop- 
ularity as an excuse for self-com- 
placency, says Wellspring. The high- 
est value of any success is as a stim- 
ulus to attempt to raise our work 
to a still higher level. A notable ex- 

ample of the right interpretation of 
such an experience is afforded by a 

letter of Robert Louis Stevenson’s on 

reading a eulogistic comment on his 
“Inland Voyage.” “The effect it has 

produced in me,” he said, “is one of 
shame. If they liked that so much, 
I ought to have given them some- 

thing better, that’s all.” 
In other words, Stevenson felt that 

his popularity was not so much a 

personal gain as a responsibility. 
The fact that people were eager to 
read his books put a compulsion 
upon him to be at his best. For to 

say that a man is popular is always 
equivalent to saying that he has an 

influence, and influence is always a 

trust. 
It is net eminent writers or public 

speakers alone to whom this law ap- 
plies. The popular boy in a school 
or the popular clerk in an office has 
become by that very fact a leader of 
his fellows, and has an even greater 
need than before to be careful of his 
own path. If what he is and does 

pleases them, the stronger is the rea- 

son why he should make himself, in 
all points, fit to be their example. 

WORD$ OF WISDOM. 

It is best to have knowledge with 
our zeal.—Rev. L. Moore. 

In God’s light we learn what we 

are. and whither going.—Rev. W. S. 
Fulton, Presbyterian, Pittsburg, Pa. 

The person who cannot find in 

every day an opportunity to be help- 
ful, is either tliickwitted of self-cen- 

tered—generally the latter.—Well- 

spring. 
Experience teaches that you can 

have educated villains; that educa- 
tion without sanctities of religion or 

restraints of morality increases the 
power for evil.—Rev. Dr. Dana. 

Whatsoever—draw this word as a 

circumference around all the activi- 
ties of your life, and see how much 
it means. It is all-inclusive. Every- 
thing—business, politics, society, re- 

ligion—must be brought under the 
high rule of pleasing the Lord rather 
than men.—Rev. L. E. Sellers. 

We shall never be the “light of the 
world” except on condition of being 
the “salt of the earth.” You have 
to do the humble, inconspicuous, 
silent work of checking corruption 
by a pure example before you can 

aspire to do the other work of rav- 
ing out light into the darkness, and 
so drawing men to Christ Himself.— 
Alexander Maclaren. 

Xot Culture, Bat Service. 
Are there, not scores of men and wom- 

en living lives of discontentment which 
are always tending to become livesof 
self-reproach because the culture 
which is within the reach of others is 
not within their reach? Some hard, 
absorbing work consumes their 
time. Will it be nothing, will 
it not be- everything, for them to know 
that the greatest of all human beings 
lived not for culture, but for service? 
What He lived for is perfectly within 
our grasp—nay, it is crowding itself 
upon them all the time—the oppor- 
tunity of unselfishly glorifying God, 
of unselfishly serving man.—Phillip* 
Brooks, 


