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A MODERN LOVE SONG. 
In the state of Mass. 
There lives a lass 

I love to go N. C.; 
No other Miss. 
Can e'er, I Wis., 

Be half so dear to me. 

R. I. is blue 
And her cheeks the hue 

Of shells where waters swash 
On her pink-white phiz 
There Nev. Ariz. 

The least complexion Wash. 

La.! could I win 
The heart of Minn., 

I'd ask for nothing more. 
But I only dream 
Upon the theme, 

And Conn, it o’er and Ore. 

Why is it, pray, 
I can’t Ala. 

This love that makes me III 
N. Y., O Wy. 
Kan. Nev. Ver. 1 

Propose to her my will? 

I shun the task 
'Twould be to ask 

This gentle maid to wed- 
And so to press 
My suit, I guess 

Alaska Pa. instead. 
—Brooklyn Eagle. 

A Story Without I 
| a Climax <£ & § 

BY BETTIE L. REYNOLDS. | 
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IT was one of those rainy days in 
autumn, with all the suggestion 

of winter in it, except that feeling of 

snugness that makes it such a pleas- 
ure to curl up before a wood fire and 

bury yourself and your troubles in a 

book, but this element being missing, 
Beatrice llussell found it impossible 
to settle down to a book. There are 

moments when the most inveterate 
book-worm finds it hard to compose 
his thoughts into an appreciative au- 

dience for any one, moments when 
they go roaming instead into the fu- 
ture, or back into the past, where the 
ghost of one's dead self keeps ever 
at one’s side, and leads one on from 
tomb to tomb in that burial land of 
dead hopes and broken dreams. In- 
to some such valley of shadows the 

tiny ghost had led Beatrice while in 

reality she had been roaming from 
point to point of the room, now paus- 
ing to take up half a dozen books 
only to slide them back into the case 

with a half page read and take up 
her wandering which brought her to 
anchor at last near the hearth where 
glowed a bed of coals. Leaning her 
head against the mantel she stood 
staring down at them gloomily. 

What she saw there w.as the story 
of two lives as closely interwoven as 

I 

THEY STOOD FACE TO FACE. 

Tom ami Maggie Tulliver’s and more 

s-omberly set in a gray background of 

poverty and uncongenial surround- 

ings. But they had passed through 
the valley of shadows without grow- 
ing bitter “because we were com- 

rades,” and with all the sister's love 
there was mingled a kind of pity for 
the brother, who—“both brilliant and 
unstable”—had gone through life like 
many another poor genius before 
him, building air castles only to have 
them tumble with such a crash as 

to take all heart for resistance out 
of him. As for building air castles, 
she herself was not a novice. Her 
own modest story, which was woe- 

fully lacking in point of events, had 
more than one of these wonderful 
ruins. It had had its hero, too, 
though he had come and gone so 

quietly few knew there had been a 

hero. He had not the look of one, 

anyway; for he was young and—fat, 
had a wonderful pair of gray eyes 
that were always laughing down at 
one from the serene height of six feet 
two, and a voice, low and tender, that 
suggested the idea of caresses more 

than soft music does. Moreover, the 
chapter had been short. Finis had 
been written so abruptly that one 

lost all the vision of betrothal kisses, 
bridal veils and orange blossoms, and 
the music of the wedding bells, there 
was not even the agonizing pleasure 
of a lover’s quarrel or the zest that 
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tricate plots of fate that go to prove 
that much hackneyed observation— 
“The course of true love never did 
run smooth.” But so abruptly had 
it come one go' only the vision of a 

girl’s pale. st... °d face, then came 

the smiles with the tears lurking in 
the background, the laugh with a me- 

tallic ring, and finally a girl grown 
old at 20. 

Beatrice gave a start, had she real- 

ly grow old? She smiled faintly 
as she looked across at the mirror 

opposite, as if she half expected to 

THE AMERICAN LANGUAGE. 

Distinctive from the King's English 
in Many Respects as We 

Use It. 

“It used to be considered a witti- 

cism to ask a man whether he spoke 
United States,” said an English uni- 

versity man at the Lawyers’ club the 

other day, reports a New York ex- 

change, “but there is in fact an 

American language, distinctive from 

the king’s English, not only in id- 
ioms and in the use of particular 
words, but in the clipping of 

words to save timo and breath. On 

this side of the Atlaotiv one scarcely 

tee silver threads among the brown. 
VVliat she really saw was a mass of 
brown hair curling softly above the 
forehead, a pair of blue eyes, a deli- 
cately carved nose, and a wistful lit- 
tle mouth contrasting strangely 
enough with the firm square chin, 
but all in all an attractive if not a 

pretty face. But there was a look 
in the eyes not good to see in the 
eyes of one so young, a look half 
startled, half defiant, but withal a 

great sadness in them. She walked 
slowly across the room, and stood 
before the full-length mirror. There 
is a kind of fascination in this stand- 
ing face to face with one’s self, and 
it was not vanity that prolonged the 
gaze. They stood face to face, with 
eyes looking into eyes, the real and 
the shadow girl, and when Beatrice 
turned away she felt that she had 
been looking into her own soul. But 
her thoughts were not all of self. 
There had been another story in the 
coals, and out from them another 
face had looked into her own. The 
same as the pictured face on which 
her eyes rested as she turned away 
from the mirror. A face very like 
her own, though strikingly contrast- 
ed in every feature. It was thin and 
pale, furrowed and creased by lines 
of thought, and struggles of a keen 
inward life; lines that bespeak the 
soul and character of a face; the face 
of a student prematurely old, but 
with a pair of young, almost child- 
like, blue eyes looking out from un- 

der a mass of softly curling hair that 
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his forehead. 
It was a face that bespoke a great 

depth of nature—and a stirring of 
the depth—a soul finely strung, but 
quivering under the jarring touch of 
thwarted hopes and broken dreams. 

It was the face of a young man 

only five and twenty, but in those five 
and twenty years there had been 
crowded enough pure heart tragedy to 
enrich a volume were it only possible 
to portray it. There is often a great 
vein of pathos in lives seemingly the 
most commonplace and apathetic, if 
one can only read between the lines, 
and this was what Beatrice was do- 
ing, as she traced the life—“A con- 

test since the day, which gave him 
being—and that which marred the 
gift—a fate, a will that walked 
astray.” 

Fate, chance, circumstance, call it 
what you will; but some power the 
strength of wlych we all have felt in 
the shaping of our lives, had ever 

been a leading force with him, since 
the day, when he, a tiny dreamy- 
eyed lad, had run away from the 
voice that tempted defiance of the 
powers of nature, only to return and 
to be carried away from the great 
water wheel of a mill, limp and very 
near lifeless, until the day when, old- 
er grown, but not less dreamy-eyed 
nor susceptible to the voice of his 
guiding fate, he had had the old ties 
of the old life broken by a force, 
stronger than the force of the water 
wheel, in the form of another life 
joined to his own, a life as different 
from his own as night from day; one 

that would lead into new paths-—and 
new fields—fields more “of the earth 
earthy”—than the old opes wherein 
he and Beatrice had lived as kindred 
spirits and had grown nearer and 
dearer to each other every day. But 
now as she looked at the pale, sad 
face, another rose up between them 
—a dark, cold face, and over her 
heart there swept a great loneliness 
and heart hunger. 

“0 Harry.” she whispered, and a 

moment later lay full length on the 
lounge, her whole frame shaking 
with sobs. 

She almost fancied there came an 

answer from the pictured lips, so 

well she knew the answer would be 
that of poor Tom Tulliver, who told 
all the tenderness, the love, the 
pathos, aye, the tragedy, too, of 
years in that one cry—“Maggie!” 
when the little sister of his child- 
hood had been swept by the merci- 
ful flood of the old river Floss, back 
into his arms after years of estrange- 
ment. Who ever has read that path- 
etic little story (and I am sorry for 
one who has not) has felt some of 
the tragedy of the breaking of old 
ties. 

Beatrice’s sobs were full of it now 

as she gave herself up to a paroxysm 
of grief. At last when her sobs had 

spent themselves, she lay in that 
border land of dreams where the 

past and the present, the real and 
the dream life are so strangely 
mingled there is no tracing the boun- 

dary. She was living over those days 
of childhood queerly mixed with tha 
events of the past few months. She 
was a child again following in Harry's 
footsteps—but carrying with her this 
terrible fee.ling of restlessness, de- 
fiance. loneliness arid heart hunger 
she had felt since he went away—all 
because Harry was angry and would 
not kiss her. She held out her arms 

and whispered. “I love you, Bruver; 
I love you.” 

Then she smiled gladly, for the lips 
parted—and he was speaking, speak- 
ing to her in the beautiful words of 

Byron— 
“for thee, my own sweet sister. In thy 

heart 
I know myself secure as thou in mine; 

We were—we are—I am even as thou art— 

Beings who never each other can resign. 
It is the same together or apart. 

From life's commencement to its slow 
decline 

We are entwined—let death come slow or 
fast— 

The tie which bound first shall endure 
last.” 

Her face lit up with a glad smile, 
then her eyelids epiivered as it she 
would awake and say: “I do but 
dream”—then lay still, and with the 
smile still upon her face she drifted 
softly into that land where— 
‘‘Sleep—knits up the raveled sleeve of 

care.” 
—Sunny South. 

ever hears ‘I have’ and ‘you are.’ 
You hurrying Americans say ‘I’ve' 
and ‘you’re.’ You shorten up ‘can- 
not’ into ‘can’t,’ and your purest 
speakers use ‘don’t’ and ‘won’t,’ and 
it is almost a universal habit among 
Americans to clip the ‘g’ off words 
ending in ‘ing.’ Even your profes- 
sors of English fail to sound the ‘e’ 
in ‘righteous’ and ‘courteous,’ and 
shorten ‘knowledge’ into ‘knoledge.’ 
I might recite scores of words that are 

practically shortened by a syllable in 
usage, and as usage makes language, 
you Americansaregradually construct- 

ing a speech that is quite distinct from 
that form of English which Oxford and 
Cambridge are preserving with such 
care.” 
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ifilN A WARM afternoon In August, 
■SI in the year 1776, a young girl 
stood watching a company of raw. 

militia drilling. She was the daugh- 
ter of Paul Hendricks, one of the 
most prominent tories on the Island 
of Manhattan, but although the girl 
knew little of the affairs of her 
country, her sympathies were with 
the colonial cause. 

Quite unmindful of the heat, she 
stayed on until the sun had sunk and 
it was fast growing dark. When 
Pauline reached home she was greet- 
ed by the sound of angry voices, and 
on coming nearer she saw her father 
shaking his fist in the face of a 

young colonial officer, and heard him 
cry: 

“No! No! I tell you, No!" 
At this the young officer bowed, 

and said: “I thank you, sir, for the 
courtesy with which you have re- 

ceived me, and will lose no time in 
conveying your answer to Gen. Wash- 
ington.” 

As the officer turned he caught 
sight of the girl, and, removing his 
hat, he bowed slightly. 

For the next few weeks Pauline 
had scarece a moment to herself. 
One hot afternoon soon after the de- 
feat of Washington’s troops on Long 
island, she took her hat and stole out 
for a walk. She had not walked far 
when she heard a strange sound, and, 
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a gasp of surprise, for there, with 
his head pillowed on a coat, lay the 
officer she had seen talking with her 
father some weeks before. 

She quickly knelt beside him, and 
when he spoke it was to say: “I 
know that 1 can trust you.” The girl 
nodded, and he went on: ‘T am 

Lieut. John Sperry, of the Fifth New 
Jersey, and am carrying very im- 
portant dispatches to his excellency, 
(jen. Washington, and in climbing 
yonder fence fell and broke my leg, 
1 fear me, and now what’s to be 
done?” The girl thought a moment, 
and then replied: “To-night 1 will 
ride with them to Washington’s 
camp.” “Why, it’s eight miles from 
here, and it will not be safe." “All 
the same I am going,” replied the 
dauntless girl. And then telling the 
officer she would be back soon, she 
ran to the house, and calling her 
faithful colored servant Jo, told him 
the particulars and asked his advice. 
“It sartanly is a hard case, missy, 
but I thinks we can manage some- 

how. Your pa out and the sarvents 
is all busy, and so if you can keep 
your ma out of sight of the back 
way, I will carry him up to the gar- 
ret right now.” 

This Pauline succeeded in doing 
without arousing her mother’s sus- 

picions, and then after going to the 
garret to see if the officer was com- 

fortable, she harnessed her favorite 
horse Tom and started. For the first 
.five miles she held the horse in, but 
after that they went at high speed. 
Once she was stopped by three men, 
but one of these recognizing her as 

the daughter of Paul Hendricks, al- 
lowed her to proceed. After an end- 
less time, as it seemed to her, she 
came in sight of the camp, and was 

challenged by the sentinel. On tell- 
ing her errand she was given in 
charge of an officer, who took her to 

Washington’s tent. When Washing- 
ton had finished reading the dis- 
patches he turned to the girl and 
said: “You’re a brave girl, and the 
cause has need of such as thee.” 
Then he went on: “To-morrow 1 
shall send some troops to your house 

.to bring Lieut. Sperry away, but they 
w’ll be disguised as red coats, for it 
Will not be safe to let them go oth 
erwise. And to make sure that it is 

HALTED BY THE SENTRY. 

the right troop I will give this 
trinket to the captain, and he will 
show it to you.” When she arrived 
home she found the house in great 
excitement over her disappearance, 
but refusing to give any explanation 
of her conduct she was sent to bed 
with an added two hours of spinnet 
practice for the next week. While 
the family were at dinner next day 
a troop of red coats rode up to the 
door. When Pauline ran out the cap- 
tain showed her the trinket, and 
while she was gone to show the sol- 
diers where he was, the captain told 
her father the whole story. The 
squire was white with rage and 
vowed vengeance on them. A few 
weeks after this Lieut. Sperry rode up 
to the Hendricks mansion and asked 
for Mistress Pauline, and presented 
her with the trinket from Washing- 
ton. in memory of' her good service 
to the country.—Washington Star. 

A RACE BETWEEN DIMINUTIVE LOCOMOTIVES 

nHE smallest working railway in the 
world is said to be the Pitmaston 

Moor, in England. It was made on a 

scale in miniature of the Great Western 
broad-guage. It has several miles of 
rails, model locomotives, a perfect 
equipment of rolling stock,a signal sys- 
tem, bridges and a telegraph line, all 
complete. Its guage is only 10y2 inches, 

and one of its locomotives (made in the 
United States to 1%-incli scale) can 

draw a load of ten passengers when ne- 

cessity arises from a crush of traffic on 

the line. In the illustration is shown 
the start of a race between three en- 

gines, one American and the others 
British, in which the American locomo- 
tive caine'out victorious. 

A TALKATIVE CROW. 

Jim, Although Quite a Young Bird, 
Commands u Vocabulary That 

Is Astonishing. 

Samuel Seager, of Bolivar, N. J., 
has a tame crow named Jim, that 
can talk as plainly as some parrots. 
Jim is only 16 months old, but few 
children of that age can excel him in 
making remarks. Jim was caught in 
a hollow tree on top of a hill near 

Bolivar. 
With him was his sister, and both 

of them were sold into bondage, Mr. 
Seager buying Jim. Now he is so 

tame that he sits on the piano and 
criticises when Mr. Seager’s daugh- 
ter plays coon songs. Every one who 
knows him wishes he could meet 
Ernest Thompson Seton. 

The crow first began to talk last 
winter. He started in by calling 
“dad” and "boo-boob.” Later 
“papa” and “mamma" were distinct- 
ly made out. Now he has advanced 
so far that when Mr. Seager asks 
him if he wants his breakfast, Jim 
replies: “Well, I should smile.” 

He will fly straight to a person 
who asks him if he wants his head 
scratched, if the person has been 
formally introduced to him. Other- 
wise Jim will cut him dead. 

He is an impersonator, and can 

make any schoolboy answer his 
whistle.—N. Y. Tribune. 
_ 
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Unique Moment of Time. 

A German discovered that on Sat- 
urday, August 2, 1902, in the early morn- 

ing, at ope minute and one second past 
one o’clock, a most interesting mo- 

ment arrived. It was the second sec- 

ond of the second minute of the sec- 
ond hour of the second day of the 
second week of the second month of the 
second half of the second year of the 
Mcosd decade of centuries, A. D. 
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IDENTIFIED BY HIS DOG. 

Honey-Order Clerk In Post Offlcs 

Pays on Serins Owner’s Xanie 

on Dog'n Collar. 

Bank clerks naturally and neces- 

sarily require satisfactory identifica- 
tion of persons who ask to have 
checks cashed. The same rule is fol- 
lowed in the post office by clerks 
who cash money orders; but w’hat 
the nature of the identification shall 
be, and by whom, is a matter which 
rests to some extent in the discre- 
tion of the clerk. The Boston Her- 
ald tells a story in which a dog bore 
witness to his master’s identity. 

A Boston business man called at 
the postal order department the oth- 
er day to get an order cashed, but 
the clerk in attendance had only re- 

cently been appointed. He said the 
caller would have to be identified be- 
fore payment could be made. 

“Why, I have had hundreds of or- 

ders cashed here,” he replied, with a 

show of impatience. “Isn’t there 
some one here who knows me?” 

“I’m the only one on duty just now. 

The others are out to luncheon,” said 
the clerk. 

“Will you take the inscription on 

my dog’s collar as sufficient identifi- 
cation?” wras asked. 

“Yes, that will be acceptable.” 
The man whistled for his terrier, 

and, taking him in his arms, “boost- 
ed” him up to the window. The 
clerk read the name »nd address on 

the collar and paid the order. 
--—- 

The Sew Hontimai. 

Dolly—And you’ve hunted big game, 
Mr. Deering? Gracious! It must be 
awfully dangerous sport. 

Cholly—It is, I assuah you! Why. 
once I photographed a beah tha* 
wasn’t moh than 50 yawds fwom me 
came wa! —P:»k- 

* 

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL. 

Lnuio.n In the International Series 
for March 8, 1008—Pant a* 

Ephna*. 

THE LESSON TEXT. 
(Acts 19:13-20.) 

13. Then certain of the vagabond Jews, 
exorcists, took upon them to call over 
them which had evil spirits the- name of 
the Lord Jesus-, saying, We adjure you 
by Jesus whom Paul preacheth. 

14. And there were seven sons of one 

Sceva, a Jew, and chief of the priests, which 
did so. 

15. And the evil spirit answered and said, 
Jesus 1 know, and Paul 1 know; but who 
are ye? 

16. And the man in whom the evil spirit 
was leaped on them, and overcame them, 
and prevailed against them, so that they 
fled out of that house naked, and wounded. 

17. And this was known to all the Jews 
and Greeks also dwelling at Ephesus; and 
fear fell on them all, and the name of the 
Lord Jesus was magniiied. 

18. And mar.y that believed came, and 
confessed, and shewed their deeds. 

19. Many of them also which used curious 
arts brought their books together, and 
burned them before all men; and they 
counted- the price of them, and. found It 
69,000 pieces of silver. 

20. So mightily grew the word of God and 
prevailed. 

OOliUEV TEXT.—The name of -the 
Lord Jesus was nut gn I tied. — Acita 
111:17. 
OUTLINE OF SCRIPTURE SECTION. 

Preaching in the name of Jesus-. Acts 19:8-12. 
Adjuring in the name-ot Jesus. Acts 19:13-16. 
Magnifying the name of Jc-sus.Acts 19:17-20. 

TIME.—A. D. 57. 
PLACE.—Ephesus. 

NOTES AND COMMENTS. 
As usual, Paul began bis work in 

Ephesus with the Jews and prose- 
lytes in tlie synagogue. Remember 
that it was here that the Jews had 
asked him to stay longer when he 
stopped on his way to Jerusalem after 
the second journey. He evidently 
impressed them favorably, and that 
may in part account for the fact that 
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than usual before the rupture oc- 

curred. He preached in the synagogue 
three months. In Ephesus, as on oth- 
er mission fields, Paul supported him- 
self by working at his trade. When 
Paul finally' left the synagogue he 
took a number who had become Chris- 
tians with him. Ephesus, like Athens, 
had its scholars and philosophers 
who taught sometimes in a public hall 
devoted to that use, and sometimes 
in their own private lecture rooms. It 
is not easy to decide which was the 
case here, for some of the ancient 
manuscripts read, the school of Ty- 
rannus, as in the revised version, fa- 
voring the view that the building was 

a public one, and called the “School 
of Tyrannus,” while others read with 
the common version, the school of one 

Tyrannus, meaning of a certain man 

named Tyrannus. One of the manu- 

scripts says that Paul used the build- 
ing from 11 o’clock till four, that is, 
after the regular lecturer was through 
for the day. The teaching day at that 
time began very early and closed an 

hour before noon. Uainsay mtlier 
favors the second view, as probably- 
representing what Luke aetually 
vvrote. Paul's work here continued 
for two years, and influenced ihe 
whole province of Asia, for Ephesus 
was a great commercial center, and 
no better place could be found from 
which to spread the Gospel. It is more 

than likely that the seven “Churches 
of Asia,” addressed in lievelation, were 

a result of this period of Paul's work. 
The work outside of the city was prob- 
ably pushed by his missionary com- 

panions and by many native helpers. 
“Strolling Jews, exorcists:” The 

practice of “n^agic,” socalled, was 

very common among the Jews in spite 
of the prohibitions in the Old Testa- 
ment. These exorcists went about 
from place to place, claiming the 
power to work miraculous cures, and 
particularly to cast out the demons 
which in those days were supposed to 
dwell in those whom to-day we should 
call insane. They used charms of 
various kinds and repeated magical 
sentences, and evidently believed, from 
what they' had seen of Paul’s work, 
that the name Jesus was a magic word 
of unusual power. The experience of 
two of the sons of Sceva, for only' two 
of them seem to have been connected 
with this incident, was a rebuke to 
such superstition not soon to be for- 
gotten. 

“Many also of them that had be- 
lieved:” Shoyving how general such 
superstition had been in Ephesus. 
“Fifty thousand pieces of silver:” 
These magic books, or rolls, made by 
hand, of course, have always been very 
costly. The pieces of silver were prob- 
ably denarii, and the denarius was the 
average price of a day’s work. By 
burning their books the Christians 
put temptation behind them, and pre- 
vented the possibility of returning to 
their demoralizing practices, showing 
their sincerity and their wisdom. 

PRACTICAL SUGGESTIONS. 
The more boldly one testifies for 

Christ the greater number of converts 
he will secure. 

People still need to be reasoned with 
and persuaded as to the things con- 

cerning the Kingdom of God. 

To invoke the name of Jesus insin- 
cerely is to arouse evil, not to drive 
it out. 

The Gospel arouses the consciences 
of men so that they confess their evil 
deeds and abandon them. 

The Gospel forces no one to give up 
anything but that which is false and 
hurtful. 

Christian Character. 
To reject correction is to refuse wis- 

dom. 
Great sorrows expand the heart to 

receive great joys. 
Humility is the secret of the steady 

head on the giddy heights. 
God will always set the picture of 

character in a worthy chamber. 
The salvation of this world waits for 

the surrender of our wills to God’s. 
Keep the Word in your heart and you 

can keep the world out of your life. 
It is better to send a good name be- 

fore us than to leave a large fortune 
behind.—Ram’s Horn. 

PULPIT AND PEW. 
_ 

Less than half the children in the 
public schools attend Sunday school. 

An agent of the British and For- 

eign Bible society at Monastir, Tur- 

key, is being prosecuted for selling 
Bibles in the Albanian language. 

In the victoria which bears him 

through his diocese the bishop of 
London keeps a little electric lamp, 
which he sets upon his knee; and so, 

swinging through the streets of Lon- 
don at night, he devotes his time to 
reading. 
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BILL ARP’S LETTER. 

Says North Is Worse Puzzled Than 
Ever Over Race Problem. 

-, 

The Fmalonlng of Segron-Bishop 
Turner** Proposal to Send Them 

Back to Africa—Praise* Recent 

Southe-rn Literature. 

“Timeo Danaos dora ferentes.” 
That’s what the Homans said when the 
Grecians brought them presents. “Be- 
ware of the Greeks when they come 

with gifts.” 1 suspected Mark Hanna 
when he introduced that bill. He is a 

Greek, and he is from Ohio. Beware! 
But he made a bad break. He was 

trying to get ahead of Teddy, and 
failed. Bring in another horse, Mark. 
We were willing for your folks to pen- 
sion our old darkies, but your bill would 
have salivated half the population, and 
included the 30,000 you stole from us 

before the war. Our old negroes are 

Ithe best we have got. They are still 
humble and trusty. My wife bought 
three shuck foot mats from one yester- 
day, and got another to put a split bot- 
tom in a chair. We would rejoice to 
see these old negroes handle some pen- 
sion money. An old woman got $24 
yesterday for her husband’s service, 
and 1 asked her what he done, and she 
said he kept the officers of his com- 

pany in chickens all the way from 
Chattanooga to Savannah. Our old 
cook, Auut Auu, said the colored peo- 
ple were powerfully fond of chicken, 
too, and if her old man could not get 
a chicken any other way. he would go 
to town and buy one. 

But it looks now like Teddy’s hand 
has busted on the race problem. He 
can't solve it. The north is worse 

puzzled over it than ever, and Score- 
tary Loot has spoken out in meeting, 
and says that social equality and oftice- 
holding has to be abaudoned. Bishop 
Turner declares that the whole prob- 
lem is in a more unsettled condition 
than it has been in 30 years, and they 
must be sent back to Africa. That is 
right, but we want those who brought 
them here to be made to take them 
back. Confiscate Farmed hall and sell 
it out for enough money to build one 

ship, and name it the “Jolly Bachelor,” 
which was the first slave ship that 
brought them here. Load it down 
with a cargo of bucks and buekesses 
under 30 years of age. When Turner 
begins to ship ’em from this part of 
the country we want to pick ’em. There 
are about 50 trifling vagabonds hang- 
ing around this town, and we can't 
kill ’em off with smallpox or anything 
else. Two of our doctors went to the 
nigger school to vaccinate ’em and took 
the police and locked the doors, but the 
coons all jumped out of the 
windows and some ran under the 
house and some ran home and 
some hid in a hollow log or behind 
fences, and the doctor did not get half 
of them. But we are getting along 
fairly well with our negroes, our house- 
hold servants, the cook and washer 
woman and their children. They were 

all brought up here and vaccinated. 
Negroes in daily contact with their 
white employes give no trouble. They 
are respectful and industrious. They 
do uot want to'go to Africa, and they 
are not going. It is this restless float- 
ing population that we want to get 
rid of. There are young white men not 

THOUSANDS OF WILD GEESE. 

Great Flight of llijt III! rils \V i t nr nxed 

liy a Hunter on the Coant 
of Teian, 

A citizen of St. Joe, Mich., lately 
returned from a shooting trip to the 
southwestern coast of Texas with an 

idea that the wild goose is not so 

smart a bird as it lias been written. 
His party had little trouble in killing 
all of the geese they wanted—many 
more than they could eat—and they 
killed them sometimes under circum- 
stances which indicated that the birds 
had been feeding upon loco weed, 
reports a St. Joe paper. 

The hunter says that a man on 

a horse carrying a shotgun across 

liis saddle could nearly always ride 
within gunshot of them when grazing 
upon the prairie and knock down two 

or more as they rose heavily and 
so thickly that missing them was 

impossible. He tells of one instance 
in particular which shows either 
that the Canada goose sometimes 
does not know much, or else does not 

care for anything when it is in a 

hurry to get home. 
He found himself one afternoon, 

when the sun was not more than half 
an hour high, on the edge of a long 
arm that ran up from the sea and on 

this sea arm the geese were in the 
habit of roosting. He had a dog with 
him and had been walking along the 
swampy edge of the salt water kick- 
ing up an occasional snipe. 

Hearing honking. l:e looked out 
over the prairie and saw the first 
flock of the geese coming in to roost. 
There was no shelter anywhere near, 
so he lay down flat on his back. The 
dun grass matched fairly well with 
his clothing and the dog, which was 

liver-colored, lay at his feet. 
The first flight of geese passed too 

high for shooting, but he could hear 
others coming and in a little while 
all the air was vocal with the cries. 
Fifteen minutes after the passage1 of 
the first flock, the geese were going 
over in a steady stream and the rush- 
ing of their wings was continuous. 
Some of them were high and some 
lower, but as the sun sank they came 

nearer to the ground and his shooting 
began. 

He had no means of seeing them 
nntil they were directly over him, but 
he waited until they had passed and 
took them going from him. Lying on 
his back, with his shoulders on the 
ground, the shooting was difficult, 
but he managed to do fairly well. 

When his gun was discharged all 
the geese near him would veer to 
the right or to the left, but the 
noise and, when it got darker, the 
fireflashes had no effect on those 
further to the rear. These came on 
as if no gun had been fired. 

There were so many of them that 
all could not escape. Those which 
went by him unhurt pitched upon 
the salt water half a mile out, and 
there rested. 

much better, and the Philippines just 
suits them exactly. 

But I am easy now, getting better— 
except on rainy days when the east 
wind prevails—the same old east wind 
that one of Job's friends complained 
about when he said: ‘‘Should a wise 
man till his belly with the east wind?" 
I am getting stronger in my under- 
pins. Not long ago they were swollen 
so badly that away in the dead hours 
of the night, while 1 was nodding in 

my chair, I got up to see what time 
it was, I lost my perpendicular and my 
legs gav^ way and I fell in the fire with 
the chair on top of me. My wife heard 
the racket aud jumped from hei bed, 
and pulled me out. I did not get 
burned, but bruised up my shoulder 
where 1 struck the grate. Aud last 

night while I was suffering in the ab- 
dominal regions she got a hot water 

bag and placed it where it could do 
most good, and I went off to sleep and 

slept the sleep of the just until break- 
fast time, when all of a sudden the 

bag burst and the hot water scalded me 

amazingly before I could wake up. 
1 halloed for help, and broke up the 
breakfast, for they all came running, 
and had to strip off my garments aud 

change the sheets and everything, and 
had liked to have skinned me as clean 
as a hog, for the water was still as hot 
as fire. And so between fire and hot 
water i consider myself an injured per- 
son, but my wife thinks the scalding 
did me good and increased the alacrity 
of my movements. 

But I am still calm and serene again 
and enjoying the good reading sent me 

by my good friends, Or. J. Win Jones 
and T. K. Oglesby. Both books are 

masterly vindications of the south, 
and between these two men I feel like 
I am poised between the pil- 
lars of Hercules. Every truth 
is double plated, and every rivet 
clinched. Then there is my good 
old friend, I)r. Ward, of Winona, Miss., 
who stands in the breach and defends 
US 11 (Jill iiii (Wsuuust. uc nave iiui nuu 

since the war so much good southern 
literature as we have now. There are 

George C. Smith and Dr. Massey and 
Jim Calloway and Wallace Putnam 
lleid, who are full of memories of the 

good old times and the good old people. 
How sweet lydid Dr. Massey’s sketch of 

Judge William C. Dawson/ carry me 

back to my college days when his boys, 
Oscar and Edgar, were my college 
mates and the good old men used to 
come to Athens to see them and fon- 
dle over them and used to talk to us in 
our Phi Kappa society and gave us af- 
fectionate counsel. These biograph- 
ical sketches of our noble men are 

most delightful reading. Especially to 

those who, like myself, were the con- 

temporaries «f many of them. 
But I must stop now and rest. It 

will not do for an old man to strain 
his mind. Every little while my wife 
says: “Sow, get up and walk about 
some,” and I do it. She wants me to 
dance the Elephantiosis or the Buzzard 
Lope, and says I am getting better and 
better every day.i But some of these 
old poems keep running in my mind: 

"When he was in his prime 
Ere the pruning knife of time 

Cut him down. 
Not a better man was found 
By the watchman on his round 

Through the town. 

But now his nose is thin 
And is pointing to his chin 

Like a staff. 
And a crook is in his back 
And a melancholy crack 

In his laugh." 
—Bill Arp, in Atlanta Cnstitution. 

As the geese were going from hint 
when shot, the pellets penetrated 
well. Several of the birds fell in 
the water, and when this happened 
the dog cotdd not be restrained, but 
bulged in, making a splash and lug- 
ging to land a goose almost as big 
as itself. This further worked to 

alarm those in the air, but the rear- 

ward ranks kept on. 

The geese were flying long after it 

got too dark to see them. He and 
the dog together retrieved eleven as 

the result of not more than three- 

quarters of an hour of shooting. He 
missed a good many of them through 
taking birds that were too high. He 
is sure that not less than 3,000 went 

over and rested on the narrow bay. 

Two Hirnve Irish I.adN. 

Devlin and Conway, of Tralee, stand 
forward and let us all have a good look 
at you; for, though your gallantry was 

vain, that was not your fault, and you 
are both heroic Irish lads! So writes 
a contributor to an English magazine. 
A fire broke out at night in their na- 

tive town. It did its work quickly and 
cruelly. By and by it was whispered 
in the crowd that two children were in 
the burning house. That was enough 
for Devlin and Conway. Forcing their 
way through the front windows, in 
spite of the flame and smoke, they 
searched for the poor bairns, and at 
last brought them out. The pity of it 
was that these two plucky fellows 
were too late, for the children were so 

badly burned that they died of their 
hurts. But God bless these two Irish 
boys for doing what they could to save 

the children. 

By Special Arrangement. 
Prior to the last solar eclipse the 

colonel of a German regiment of in- 
fantry sent for his sergeants and ob- 
served: “There will be an eclipse of 
the sun to-morrow. The regiment will 
meet on the parade grounds in un- 

dress. I will come and explain the 
eclipse before drill. If the day is 
cloudy the men will meet in the drill 
shed as usual.” Whereupon the ser- 

geants drew up the following order of 
the day: “To-morrow morning, by 
order of the colonel, there will be an 

eclipse of the sun. The regiment will 
assemble on parade ground where the 
colonel will come and superintend the 
eclipse in person. If the sky is cloudy 
the eclipse will take place in the drill 
shed.” 

The Secret of Happy Lire. 
Come to. think of it, life is made up 

of but one day at a time. Neither to- 
morrow nor yesterday is ours. To 
make the best of every day is the 
secret of a happy life. In making 
the best of every day business and 
pleasure are equally cared for, and 
perfection is made of the well doing 
of trifles. So each morning plan 
well, and each day endeavor to live 
out the plan. The world is full of 
good things and beautiful things, if 
one sets out to look for them. In 
this may be found the secret of a 

successful and happy life.—Chieagut 
Post. 
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