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THE FADING LIGHT OF DAY.

“Jenny, gather up the scraps, and Hetty, bring the broom;
Sally, push the settle back and tidy up the room:

Now's the time, "twixt day and dark, to clear the work away;
For the morn make ready by the fading light of day.

“Come, my boys, bring in the wood and split the kindling nne,
Fetch some water from the spring and feed the wilting kine;

You'll not need the lantern, lads,
Haste and you will fiulsh by the

the twilight's clear and gray,
fading light of day.”

Thus the dear housemother spake, still busy all the while,
Helping girls and cheering boys with gentle word aud smlle,
Till the taske were ended and the sons and daughters gay
Gathered round the fireplace by the fading light of day.

Scattered, seattered, far and wide, in distant lands, and dead;

Long the grass has waved above

the gentle mother's head;

But at nightfall even yet 1 geem to hear her BAY,
“For the morn make ready by the fading light of day.'

Wiser now, methinks thereln that hidden meanings lurk,
Teaching ere that night shall come “whereln no man can work"
Every soul be girded rendy: God alone can Bay

If onr eyes ngaln behold the fading light of day.

=RBoston Transeript.

—-

: . %%
THE STRESS OF THE TRAIL ¥

_.-—-—_—:_: ——

A

bead cut from under the tarpau-
lin and peered through the murk,
For half a minute, perhaps, he lsten-
ed tentatively; then he brushed nway
the snowflakes that had aceumulated
ou hls tousled halr, and smugeled back
into the comfortable wurmth of the
blankets. He thrust a big fist, none
too gently, agninst the ribs of his purt-
ner,

“What's the wmnatter with yuh?’
growled the “Freak,” sleeplly. I ain't
no punchin’ bag."

“We'ne goln' ' get them steers t'
the post tU-morrow—I don't think!"
Big Jeff murmuored. *“The angels Is
plekin® geese for thelr Christmas din-
ver.,  From the way the feathers s
fiyin" there'll be abont two feet of 'em
in the mornin'.”

The Freak protruded his head, only
to withidraw It hastily,

"Holy smoker!” he muttered, “she's
sure comin’ thick, Wonder If theém
cattle’s all right.”

"Yes; 1 beard ‘em  s-woofin'  an’
ramplin® round fu the coreal o min-
ute ago Jeff assured him. “You bot-
ter go ' #leep, m' son; no use layin'
awnke worryin'"

Plils geemed (o the Freak the propsr
ecoutrse to pursue, He wriggled into a
coti “ortalue posture, and sooy the i
unor key of his snore mingled with (he
deep buss Big Jefl emitted.

lu the old round-up corral, beslde
which thelr bed was made, & bunch
of steers 8tood huddled together with
tulls w the storm, great muasses of
snow plling on thelr broad backs; out-
slde, tled securely o r post, two po-
nies alternutely pawed the ground and
slilvered under the olled slickers that
were spread across thelr lolns, « Bave
for the canvas bed-cover that sheltered
the two men, there was lttle comfort
for benst or human that night; noth.
biting wind, that whistled
keenly through the ralls of the corral,
and everywhere the sllent, virgin
anow, dropping swiftly eartbward In
buge, eddying tlikes,

It was gray dawn when Rig Jeff
awoke aguln, He ralsed a corner of
the tarpaulin, aud o mass of snow fell
on his fuce, The spluttering of him
aroussd  the Freak. rofanely  la-
wenting the necessity that drove them
forth on such s trip, they groped about
for their boots, dreew them on, and
cuerged, Ino ugly temper, for there
were two feet of snow on top of the
bl

To the top rall of the corenl the
Frenk elimbed and glancad  qiickly
over the eattle to the Mimitable reach.
es beyond,  loside the corral, the eut
tle still stood hump-backed; outside,
the horses still shivered under the pro-
tecting slickers: but the wind had died
to a falnt breath, and the sun glared
unwinkingly at them as it balonesd
on the lower eilge of a clond-free sky.
It wag a perfect morning, save for the
dramond frost that glinted In the rare-
fled ale, and the ugly mwentee of the
silent. white pall of snow that Iny,
billy-deep to u long-horn, on every foot
of the lnnd.

“Hee the horses?"  querled  Jef,
looking up from his task of kicking
away the snow that covered thelr cof-
fee pot and fryiog pan.

“Naw!" the Freak snorted, disgust:
edly. "There's nothin® t' be seen but
this everlustin® snow, The chiances nre
them nugs ix hittin® the high plices
for the Clrele Four about this time,
Hobbles woulldli't stop 'em nfter they
pot started, an’ a storm ke thiy would
start most anything that wasn't fled
bard an’' fust”

“This here's sure hard Inek.,” Jeft
mourned, as he fanned an Inelplent
blaze with his hat.  “We're out of
grub If we don’t hit the post to-night
—an" we won't git there before the
pext chinook If we don't have them
Lorses t' break trall, An' we promised
t' eaf Christmas dinner with Bob Stew-
art an’ the girls, yuh know, Freak.”
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T know 4, Ne aunswered, shortly.
They brooded sllently over thelr cof-
fee und fried bacon, sitting uneasily
on thelir boot-hecls,  Fifteen miles of
uubroken snow luy between them and
the agency; o day's drive when the go-
g was good—now, flve miles of wal-
lowlng through the drifts would leave
their  cattle exhausted. A sudden
freshening of the wind meant n bliz-
zaridl—and the White Death plays a
whinlng ghme on  the open prairle
when there (s nelther food, nor fire, nor
shelter,

“We better go back s plece—eh,
Jefl?” pdvised the Freak, ns they un-
tled their horses. “There's a little
coulee, yub remember, back about
four miles, Maybe them cayuses lo-
cuted In that. There's little cut-banks
wlong e

“Sure,” the big man inswered, hope-
fully. “We got t' have ‘em t' break a
rond for these critters. Maybe we'll
rin onto a bunch o'  broom-talls—
though 1 guess the Injuns keep ‘em
pretty well chnsed out o' here,”

They turned the cattle out of the
corril to browse around as best they
could; theré was little dinger of thelr
struylug far. Not voluntarily would
they trumple their way through the
encompnssing snow,

On top of a little eminence, half a
mile from they coules of which the
FFreak had spoken, they halted, Back
at the corral they could see the bunch
of cattle—a black blot on the dazzling
white puge of the pralrie; before them
spread away a vast expanse of mo-
notonous level; for many miles the
brown breast of the earth was clothed
In the glittering robes of winter,

“Ugh!" Blg Jeff shiverad, “Not a
blasted horse In sight! I guess we
better go back an' try to shove them
cattle through the best we can.”

For answer, the Freak pointed down
the coulee which they overlooked.
“Aln’t that 4 smoke down there?' he
interroguted, anxiously,

It wus smoke, Big Joff averred. To-
ward it they headed thelr horses, plod-
ding patlently, As they came nenrer,
the nlmost invisible exhalation devel-
opid dnto n balf-dozen  well-defined
blue  spirals,  flonting  stealght  up
through the tranguil atmosphere, They
eyed them with disfuvor; and, when
rounding a bend of the coulee, they
enme upon a bunch of scrubby ponles,
orange bucksking and gayly murked
pintos predominating in oumber, the
Freak pulled up in disgust,

“A buneh of skulkin' Gros Ventres!"
he Inmented, Lot o' good they'll (o
s,

“Maybe we could ger 'm' U break
traldl for us" Jeff buzarded, hopefully.
“It's worth guite n bit to the outfit,
yult kuow, t' get them eattle through;
un' muybe some o these buekos
wouldn't mind makin® a few spondu-
Heks.'

“"Won't do no hurt t° try, 1 reckon,”
admitted the Freak, “but these here
Gros Ventres are lazler than a fat
cow o July, I know ‘em,”

So they rode to the teepes that, hy
its slze  and  ornamentation,  they
Judged to Le the abode of the ¢lijef.
In muny Indian  diplects  was  the
I'renk versed, and so he was able to
stute thelr wante with dignity and
much sonorous lnguage.

But the chief grunted disapproval,
His ponles were wenry, be said, and
the snow was deep,  Also bis young
men were wedry, and the smoke of
the teepee fires was strong In thelr
nostrils, Therefore the teadl could not
be broken for his white brothers, even
though he offered much flut silver,

This the Freak communieated to
Jeff us they rode away.  Around the
bend, past the Indian ponles, Jeff pull-
ed up his horse, He curled one chap-
encased leg around the saddle-horn,
and eyed the Frenk,

“How many ponles they got tled up
In enmp?* be asked, suddenly, “Did

yuh notice, m* son "

':'I'wo wag all I seen, Why?”

“An' if them two was loose, they'd
be afoot, wouldn't they ? Blg Jeff went
on, ignoring the guestion,

“Why, yes, I guess they would. But
what If they was?"

“I'll tell yuh." Jeff swung his horse
closer to the Freak, and lowered his
volce—though fthere was none within
three hundred yards to hear. At in-
tervals, the Freak nodded' his head
aud ejaculated “Sure!” with much em-
pbasis, Then Blg Jeff resumed his
normal position In the saddle, and they
turned back to the Gros Ventre eamp,

“The white brothers of the chief of
the Gros Ventres," the Freak orated,
“have little grub wherewlth to face
the deep snows, and their stomachs
would be as the stomach of the gray
wolf ere they reach the wooden tee-
pees of the White Father at Snuake
Butte. Can the great chlef spare
few pounds of flour and a leg of deer
meat? His white brothers will give
many pleces of fat silver,"

Yes, the great chief conld—for flat
sliver,

The transfer accomplished, the
Freak reached the bundle up to Jeff,
who st on his horse, a silent spectu-
tor, As Jeff leaned to take it from
him, his horse snorted and lashed out
wickedly behind. A dun cayuse, meek
of mien and small of stature, stood di-
rectly In his rear, tled to the wheel of
a Red River cart; ngninst his ribs the
hoofs of Jeff’s horse whacked loudly.
Startled by the unexpected onslaught,
the pony jerked violently against the
tie-rope. It parted, and be scurried for
the bunch like a frightened rabibit,
Jelf glving chase,

“Let not the chief be alarmed.” the
Freak shouted. *Ilis pony shall be
brought back to his teepee.”

He mounted hastily, did the Freak,
not forgetting to keep tight hold of
the sack. Calllng assurances to the
chlef and to the bucks, who were
swarming out of the lodges, he started
after Jeff, But his horse was taken
with a sudden madness, and bucked
high and crookedly. At the next tee
pee a pinto was tied to an anclent
sleigh. Between the slelgh and the
pony’'s head the Freak's horse plunged,
rearing, kicking, lenping ligh.

Presently the pinto also scurrieq up
the coulee, with the Frenk in hot pur-
sult; and save for thelr own Indolent
legs, the Gros Ventres were without
means of locomotion.

“Crowd 'em, old hoy!" the Freak
yelled, ns be turned the bend, “Next
thing on the program is angry Injuns
burnin® powder!"

“Say,” he cried, breathlessly, to Joff
ns he reached the buncl, “yuh ought
to seen old ‘Rock’ do the Wild West
net. He sure did things to that pinto
when I throwed the hooks Into bim."

They fell upon the porfes with
awishing ropes and tempestuous pro-
fanity. Through the drifts that bar-
red thelr way they urged the herd to
u floundering gallop. Enveloped In a
cloud of snow-dust klcked up by the
fiying heels, they swept up out of the
coulee, and ahnost gained the knoll
from which they had spled the camp,
ere the first bullet whinged futilely
after them,

Big Jeff waved a gloved hand, and
his deep langh went bellowing ncross
the white wnste,

“Look at ‘em, Freak!” he chortled.
“The whole tribe is after us. Them
dark-complected boys wonll sure do
business with us If they was close
enough."

“You bet!” the Freak responded.
“And them brunette ladies would sure
love to wind thelr fingers in our hair."

“Say,”" the I'reak observed, us they
toppedd the little ridge, “some o' them
bucks s pretty good runners, 1 ho-
tice, Now 1 don't hunker t* have 'em
cateh up with ug after we start with
them cattle, 1 tell yul, Jeff, you plke

I
ed fast, stepping close up to the horses
that, perforce, broke trall.

“This here's a swell way o' spending
Christmas Eve,” the Freak yelled
ncross the backs of the plodding cattle
to Jeff, who drove the horses ahead.

“Never yuh mind, Freak—there's
good times comin’. Just cast your eye
abead.”

He did, and the sight gladdened hid.
For behlud them the sun was down
and the wind was rising: but the
brown mass of the agency upheaved
its bulk before them, In half an hour
they had swung down Wild Horse,
under the shadow of Snake Butte, and
Blg Jeff was howling lustily at the
agent's door,

A befurred receiving clerk counted
the eattle into a corral and handed Big
Jeff a recelpt for thelr delivery,

“We can make it t' old Bob's to-
morrow In time for dinner ensy,” Big
Jeff exulted, as he removed the bed
from the back of the dun pony aml
threw It into a shed beside the corral.
“I'm sure thankful, Freak, that we
aln’t out on the bald prairle t-night.”

“SBame here,” the Freak responded,
tersely, “But 1 reckon we hetter give
these runty cayuses n good shoot ulong
the back tridl—I guess them Injuns 'd
apprecinte a ride back t' camp—an'
then go up an’ squire ourselves with
the agent before we got pinched for
horse stealin’.—San Francigeo Argo-
naut,

A DAY OF REST.

Old-Fashioned, Quiet Routine for Sune
day Now Laid Aside.
Sunday, from being a day of rest
for man and beast, has become the
buslest day of the week. 80 many

For coughs, colds, bronchitis,
asthma, weak throats, weak
lungs, consumption, take
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral.

Cherry
Pectoral

Always keep a bottle of it in
the house. We have been
saying this for 60 years, and
so have the doctors,

iy Tor 48 yesre: T3 18 1o hest medicine
1 Ir yours, W heat m
S:T:Il!m’ﬂ:::d. I akau. for all throat sud lung
troubles.*
Mus, J. K. Nonocross, Waltham, Mass.
., 80e., §11.00. 4. €. ATEN 00,
?!'I alrur:'-u. Toawall, Masa,
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The Lungs|

Daily action of the bowels |s neces-
lary! Ald nature with Ayer’'s Pilla,

Latter-Day Luxuries.
Fashionable Physiciun—You will have

to give up city life, Mr. Million.
Wealthy Patient—I will travel in Eo-

rope a few years, if you say so.
Physician—I1t would be better for yon
te stay here and conduct a model farm.

Wealthy Patient—Ob, 1 can't afford
that

How's This?

We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward fos
any case of Catarrh that cannot be cured by
Hall's Untarrh Cure.

soclety people live In the suburbs that |
the English week-end partles have he-
come an established enstom in this
conntry, and the guests must be
nmused. Dinners, at homes, and musi-
cules, not only In town, but out of
town, have become the regulation
mode of entertainment for that day,
Sunday, too, I8 the day now selected
for repairing streets and altering car
tracks In the business sections, which
It Is impossible to do durlng the rush
and crowding of the week.

The old-fashioned Sunday has dis-
appeared—that slow, easy-going day
of rest and famlly wreunion, when
church and a good, solld dinner were
the only distractions, and Sunday pa-
pers were of small import.  Simple
pleasures, and yet how restful!

The clty’s growth and the opening
of new and convenlent routes by the
trolleys are in a great mensure respon-
#ible for the change, and the truthful
excuse Is given that Sunday s the
only day that one Is free to visit, But
have the mujority this excuse, or s
the feverish rush nfter exeltement and
novelty?

What would the Pligrim fathers huvoe
to say If they saw the very vanities
they had turned from in the old world
becoming dally more established in
the new? Think of the nusterity of
the Purltan Sunday—the long journey
to chiurch, the long, tedious service—
and It cannot be wondered at that a re-
actlon should ensuwe. Then came the
Sundays of the last century—the Sun-
days when breakfast was deferred to
an hour later than on week days, Oh,
the luxury of that extra hour's sleep!
The regulation Sundny breakfast of
hot bread or griddle cakes, and the
hnste to be ready In time for churceh,
for to chureh or meeting one must go,
unless able to give some plangible ex-
cnse,  The children all wont to chureh,
too, In those days, and if the sermon
seemed endless and far beyond the
comprehension of sueli youthful Ila-l
teners there was always the compen- |
sition of dropping the bright penny
on the collection plire, or watehing
poor old Mr. Plank nodding gently

for the corral nn' get the bed on one o' |

these cayuses. 'l stay on this pinua-
cle here an' suup a few eaps at ‘em.
That'll hold ‘e il you gel ready
start—an' then 1"l come a-runnin’.”

"I hte 17 jeave yuh, Freak,” Jeff |

gruwmblisd, “bor 1 guess it's o good
seliene,”

“Don't yul stay too long,” he warn-
&l over his shoulder, ns he crowded
forward on the heels of the herd,

A seore of young bucks were trot-
ting swiftly ulong in the beaten track
of the horses. At intervals o rifle
would pop, like the breaking of n frost-

ed willow, bt the distance was too |

great for their gung to carry. Back
ob the bank of the conlee, the squaws
and pappooses  were massed, mutely
witnesging.  The yelping clamor of
the mongrel (ogs enme indistinetly to
the ears of the Freuk.

He drew his pifle from the scabbard
and pumped a eartridge Into the cham-
ber. Droppiug on one knee In the
powdery snow, he sent a steel-jncket-
ed missile nimming sinisterly anlong
the back trall. The pursning Indians
dropped on their faces with a celerity
that made the Freak smile. It was n
close shot—very close, as he had
meant it to be,

It was nearly sn hour before the
Freak swung stiffty upon his borse and
loped awny, Like bloodhounds the In-
Mans struck the trall agaln, tramping
doggedly, mile after mile, But Big
Jeff and the Freak had a fiveanile
start, and they held thelr own. The
long-horns, gaunt and bungry, travel

nwnd waking with o start ot reculnr
intervals.  Saerilegions  amasements
without doubt It compensiting in a
measure for the penance of xirtingl
still, whieh is so irksome (o the young. |
How much the chilidren enjoyed being
allowed to keep on their hest clothes in |
honor of the day! Light literature was |
tnhooed, ouly to make It more eljoy
uble during the week and there was
the solace of knowing that if story
hooks were  forbidden, lessons, too,
‘were laid aside.  Ohlldish and simple
this sounds now. yet how restful that
Nunday routine In modern ears! —
Washington Star,

A Worm's Skin.

The Annelld Podynee cirratn 18 n
mean-looking worm about an Inch and
a half in length, of flittencd rhape,
hlunt at hoth ends, appurently covered
by n smooth skin of a dull bhrown col-
or, On being touched it throws itself
Into elegant serpentine  eurves, and
then what appeirs to be the upper skin
is geen to he composed of a great num-
ber of round, flat, membranous plates
or shields, arranged In two rows, over-
lapping ench other. These, though of
lnrger size, are attached to the hody
only by a small point in the center of
thelr sldes, so that when the anlmal
moves the edges of these shields nre
lifted and reveal their llve structure,
sliding upon each other In a singular
mANner.

A country woman will so far un-
bend as to eat chicken in a restaurant,
but she Is doubtful about the milk and
nover orders a glass,

F. J. CHENEY & CO., Propa, Toledo, 0.

We, the undersigned, have known F. J,
Cheney for the lastliyears, and belleve him
perfectly honorable in all business transse
tlons and financially able to carry out say ab-
lgations made by their nrm.
WEsT & TruAx, Wholesale Drogyists, Toledo, O,
WaLDING, KINNAN & ManviN, Wholesale Drug-
gists, Toledo, O.

lidl’l('n.urhf?urc is taken internally, met-
Ing direcily upon the blood and mutous sur
faces of the system. Frice Toc. por bo
Bold by all Druggiats. Testimonials free,

Hall's Family Pills are the best.

Hard luck has been the fate of the
Ewperor of Austrin from the beginning
of his reign. In every battle he has
fought he haw been defeated, his wife
was assassinated, and his eldest son clos
ed his career with suicide.

Piso's Cure 1« a good cough medicine
It has cured coushs and colds for forty
years. At druggists, 25 cents.

Stiil Able to Attend to Business.

“I told Unele Simon that he was get
ting too old and feeble to attend to busi
ness,"

“I¥d he take it kindly ?

“He threw me out of his office.”—~Van-
ity Fair.

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY

Take Laxstive Bromo Quinine Tablots, AH drug
NS refund the money if 16 mils W cure. K W,
Grove's signature I8 on each boxr. 25

A Yaoht for Sala,

“What kind of sail are you going te
use on your yacht next year?' asked the
enthusiast.

“Sheriff’s, I guess,” replied the owner,
who had just looked over the steward's

accounts.—Cincinnati  Commercial-Trib-
une,

Mothers will find Mrs, Winslow's Boothing

Byrup the best remedy touse for their ehildren
duﬂt‘u’l the teething period.

Disqualified,
New Arrival—Phy do not th' Indians
be nllowed t' vote, Patrick?
Citizen—S8ure, it's little they'd know
nhout polvticks. Ther waz horn here.

INDIAN ARROWS, SPEARS AND
PIPES wanted 1 will pay eanh
fur all goodrelics of stone. Fond
ontlines of what yon have and et
my prices.  Address

H. P, HAMI N, Two Rivers, Wisconsin,

LAND SCRIP FOR SALE

Forest reserve seript for seouring title
In any quantity to {arming, grazing,
desert or tinber land withont residence
ur !Il'lipru!emr"l}t ln.ru’l;‘%}rugglu-
ot privos A Ti
The Portiand, Portiand, dr.

Fieldsa' SRR P,
n {+] L

201, In Mo. 235, and in N, Dakock
810 bus, per acre,
You can beat that record in 1908,

For 10c and this notice
we mall you free lota of farm seed
Samples and oar biy eatalog, tell.
Ing all about this out wonder and
thousands of other seeds,
JOMN A, ﬂusn SEED o,
rop, &4 Crosse,

Positive, Comparative, Super|lative
Bilckers 3':?%3.'.'}1’.'4“.‘.‘.’.’::.':-‘5‘.1.1

& naw one, also one 1
would not' be ul|l|oul°ern: ;;':“li'l :

the cost. Theyare Just s far ahead

(WaME oM APPLICATION)

Be sure you don't Eot one of the com.

mon kind— this s th
mark of om-:l.nu-. m
:
A J. TOWER ©O., : n "
BOSTON, U, B 4, 'hl ”
TOWER CANADIAN CO.,, LIMITED

TORONTO, CANADA

Makors of Wet IﬁlthrM!n'“M
o




