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AN ATTAUK ON A FARMHOUSE IN THE OREL DISTRIOCT,

A correspondent in the Rossinn province of Orel, writ-| one of these incidents the Infuriated pensants returned,
Ing in the London Graphie, says: “The agrarian rising in | PrInging with them a number of syupathivers. They were

this provinee has assumed nlarming proportions, aml at
severnl places has already developed Into open revolution.

iarmed with clubs, stieks, choppers and pitehforks, and it
wius obvious that trouble was In the wind. The leaders
demanded an Immediate supply of brend and corn, and, in

Beenes of the wildest disorder are common, and robberies reply, the munpger of the estate, tlilnking he was strong
«Ve 4

are of almost dally vecuwrrenve. The counlry bBouses of the | cnou
well-to-do are beselged by crowds of peasants, who de-| npon

mand bread, and corn to sow In thelr

-

fields,

I to overpower the maoh ardersd his servants to fire
the crowd with rifles dnd revolvers. By foree of
For hours | numbers the defenders of the house were beaten, and the

they stand, and sometimes landlomds who are well disposed | peasants broke down the door of the granary, and helpad

towards them give them money and graln, But I have wit- | themselves to all the graln they counld find,

Later they

nesssd cases In which the estate agent or some other offi- | ransacked the house, and “othier houses In the nelghbor
elal has come out and denounced the people, and had many | hioad, and many of

of them beaten as If they were slaves.

The day following | killed,"

WHEN EVENING BRINGS US HOME

When twilight shadows softly fall
Across n fading light,

And vesper bells in musie call—
The heralds of the night—

0, hour that breathes of peace and rest
To those who sadly roam,

Hour that is dearest, sweetest, best,
When evening brings us home!

Forgot the trials of the day,
The toil, the grief, the care—
All seemed to fade at sunset ray,
The world grow bright and fair;
And yet the shadow deeper falls,
And weary wanderers roam;
But through the gloom a loved voice calls,
When evening brings us home,

And Ingging fect quick onwnard pres
To meet thuose at the door,
Where love in answering caress
Waits loynl evermore. "
Most blessed hour of all the day
To thoxe who toil and roam!
Love la the star that lights our way
When evening brings us home.

And, if it be that no one waits
In earthly home to greet,
There is a home beyond the gates
Whoere all who love shall meet;
8o we may say in truth alway
To those who sadly romm;
Each heart shall find its own some day,
When evening brings us home.
~—New York Tribune.

[HE HOLE N THE WAL

I8 nelghbors called old Sir Glles
H Travis a misanthrope and a

miser. Not that they knew him,
for he pever left the high walls which
surrounded hils estate, nnd on no ac-
count was anyone pllowed to enter his
domaln, save the pecessary servants
and tradesmen,

Une warm summer's afternoon Sir
Glles was being drawn In his  bath
chalr across the lawn, thence along a
narrow pathway until the wall was
reached. Under the tree there was 2
comfortuble lounge chalr, In which,
with the help of lls footman, Sir Glies
took his seat.

“Push me a little nearer the wall,”
he cried, irritably. “Now you can go.
Come back at 4 o'clock.”

The baronet gazed after the footman
nntil he disappeared among the trees.
He then procecded to displace a stone
near the pottom of the wall His
fngers groped around, and he gave a
sign of deep satisfaction.

“No letter. They wlll come, then"

A quarter of an hour passed, and he
tapped his fingera Impatlently on the
wagazine which lay on his lap.

“That’'s the boy.,” he muttered, as
there came a soft rustiing of dried
leaves,

“She is late”

The volce wins Impatient,

8ir Glles chuckled softly.

“The impatience of youth™

A glad ery was heard, the sound of
of a kiss, then another kiss.

“The girl now,” the old man sald
softly.

Twenty years of solitude had left
their marks on his face. As he listen-
¢d to the love chatter of the young
couple on the other slde of the wull
his face gradunlly softened,

Not always bad he been the reclnse
and misanthrope, There was no proud-

the lnndlords and their managers were

er and happier man than Sir Giles had
been some twenty years ago, His life
and hopes were centered In his son
Jack, a fine, manly young fellow, such
as wonld gladden any father's heart,

The quarel was a sudden one, [Ihe
reason—a woman, Hard words wers
exchanged, for they were both posses-
sors of the Aruvis temper. A parting
in anger and two months afterwand
news eame of Jack's death. Not a
line or message had been left for his
father,

The blow was a terrible one to Sir
CGilles, He closed his heart to all
human sympathy and retired to the sc-
cluslon of Travis towers.

A few months afterward he was
stricken with paralysig, and the long
years had been wearisome with suffer-
Ing and ennul,

For the Inst two or three months a
new Interest had come Into his life.
The whole pretty love comedy seemed
to have been played within earshot,

When first tuey met there was tho
difference of youth. Thelr volees at
first were londer, but as thelr love in-
crensed thelr seats on the fallen tree
without the wall grew closer together,
and thelr volces were lowered when
they began to exchange sweet loving
nothings.

A week ago the boy had declared his
passion, The old man's heart seemed
to unfreeze and grow human agaln as
he listened to the passionate pleading
of the lover, the shy, timid answer,
and the frenzled kises that were px-
changed.

Only twice since that day had they
met, and a cloud had appeared on
love's horlzon,

"What did he say? she asked
engerly.

“He refused absolutely,” he answer-
ed, mournfully.

“What reason did he give, Jack™"
she demanded, Indignantly.

“Your guardian told me that T wns
a penniless adventurer, and that |t
was your money I was after,” he re-
plled, moodily.

“The wretch! But it doesn’'t matter.
We can marry without him."

“1 did not know you had so much
money, dear one. You are rich and 1

"have nothing."

“But we have love."

“We can't live on that. It Is trus,
I have my profession, but [ have only
Just become a doctor, and It 18 an up-
hill game unless one has money to
buy a practice. I have none.

“Did he not hold out any hope?” she
asked, tremulously.

“Yes. He sald that If I could prove
to him that I had a practice which
would bring In five hundred a year he
would give bis consent. I must say
that he 1s reasonable, but—"

“Will it take you very long to gain
such a practice?’

“Years."

“Let us marry at once”™ she eried,
impulsively. “I don't mind being
poor.”

“If you marry without hls consent
you get none of the money, and 1
conldn’t let you do that, darling Joan."

There was a sllence and Sir Giles
looked irritably at the hole,

“1 have made up my mind, dear.”

-.Yﬂ-ﬂ

“l am golng away at once—to-mor-
row. You must forget me, It is not
fair to you."

There was a sound of sobbing.

“Don't cry, darling,” he sald, plead-
Ingly,

“Ihe fool!" the baronet muttered.

“I can’t let you go!” she cried, mis
crably.

“I will work bhard—and—in time
perhaps—""

The boy's volee broke.

“Don’t go to-morrow. Stay #l] Sat
urday, It Is only four days,” she
asked, pleading'y.

There was the sound of a passlonate
farewell, the rustle of leaves, and all
wis silence,

Saturday afternoon came and 8ir
Glles looked anxlously at the hale in
the wall. Ho took a large envelope
and placed It in the hole,

They came at last. Thelr words
were few and thelr volees tremulous.

“The last time, Jack, that we shall
meet here,” she sald, brokenly.

“In the future, perhaps——"

“And I ehall have no more use for
that dear llttle hole in the wall, where
I have found so many love messages
from my darling.”

Bhe leaned down as she spoke,

“Jack, there [s a letter here,” she
cried, exclitedly,

*To Jack and Joan, with a lonely
old man's love,” she read In wondoer
"Open It at once.”

With trembling fingers he broke the
senl.

From the other side of the wall
there came a hoarse but gleeful
chuckle,

Jack drew a legal-looking document
from the envelope, which he began to
read.

"Good heavenus!” he cried at last
“Am I mad?*

“What is it

"0ld  Dr. Rutherford has sold his
practice to me."

“To you?"

“Yes, and the money has been pald
~—£2,000,"

Jack, what does it mean?7"

Again they heard the hoarse chuekle
There waseven more glee In It
- L] - L] L] L] .

Two wyears have passad.

Jack's most valuable patient I8 8f
Glles Travis,and once or twlee a week
the old man sits In fs chalr near the
hole In the wall, while a fair and
happy girl plays with her baby on the
lawn beslde the old baronet.—E. Platt
In Mustrated Bits.

He, Too, Had Hnd Experience,

As a representative citizen, Mr.
Ames is often Invited to say a few
words to the students on the oceasion
of his visits to the public schools, As
he Is an entirely seif-made man, ana
has gained his experlence and Inde-
pendence within a few mlles of his
birthplace, he regards his own partie
ular road to success with great favor
Every boy who ha# listened to his sto-
ries 1s well aware that If It s nol
economy {t is Industry that eventually
lands one in a position of dignity and
power,

The boy who recently drew his con-
clusion from the depths of personal
experience and guessed wrong was a
neéewecomer to town.

Mr. Ames had been addressing the
moidel school on the subject of the bee
—Iits marvelons capaclty for labor and
accumulation, “And now," he sald, in
conclugion, “what does the busy, husy
bee teach us?"

*To keep away from the hive sald
the new boy, simply but feelingly,

Judging from the doings of women's
clubs, the next great war will be be
tween the men and the women,

HOW INDIANS SPREAD NEWSA.

Crecks Have Speedy Communication
that Is & Marvel to Whites,

The rapldity with which the news
of orders given out from the union
Indian agency and the Dawes com-
mission spreads to the remotest cor-
ners of the Creek Natlon Is a continual
source of wonder to the Federal offi-
clals. When, In October, the regula-
tion compelling Indlans to accept the
pay for their land In installments ol
$10 & month was announced it seemed
that every Indian in the Creek coun-
try knew it at once, for the petitious
for sale dropped off immediately. A
few days ngo, when the order was re-
voked and the Indian was allowed to
puy for his land at the rate of £60 a
month, practically everybody knew It
the next day and buisenss In the Creek
land sales department suddenly be-
came lively again.

When It is remembered that there
are several thousand full-blood Indians
In the Creek Nation who edan not speak
or read a word of English and have no
way of learning the news of the day
except by word of mouth, the speed
with which intelligence Is communica-
ted to them 1s most remarkable. Most
of the full-bloods llve in the hilla and
mountains, far from railronds and in
sectlons where dally or even weekly
papers are seldom or never read.

General Pleasant Porter, chief of the
Creek Natlon and the hest Informed
man In his tribe, when asked to ex-
plain the phenomenon, sald slignificant-
Iy:

LTy I b I3 T el . ey b
il may be mental telepathy. Let

- Terrinle Temptation

An eminent English surgeon, whose
brusqueness with growo-ups recalls
that of the famous Abernethy, Is quite
another person when children are his
patients. ‘Then he Is as aminble as an
angel of a big St. Bernard dog.

A short time ago, accoruing to Bt
James' Budget, this gentle giant got up
out of a warm bed at 3 o'cloek in the
morning to attend a tiny boy in piteous
plight from dipltherin, He performed
the operation of tracheotomy and
saved the child's life.

Time went ou and his general condl-
tlon improved, but there was one dls-
quleting symptom. He refused to use
his volce. When he was questioned
he nooded or shook his head, but would
pnot speak. Finally the surgeon found
A way. One morming be talked at his
stubborn little patient.

“I'm sorry he can't spenk to me,
nurse,” the surgeon sald, “because I'm
going up to London to-morrow, and
sha'n't know whether to bring him a
horse or a gun."

There was a brief sllence. The sur-
geon and nurse walted breathlessly.
Then a tiny finger stole up to a wound-
ed thront, and the ghost of a baby
boy's voice sald:

“Please, doctor, bwing me a lickle
gun!”

“He" In a Girl.
A tired mother with two children, a
baby of 2 years that sat on her lap and
a bright-eyed boy of perhaps 4, who sat

beslde her, were trylng to enjoy a little
luncheon In a restaurant In the busi-

| ness section of the city. Two young
L 1

T m v N A .
poMluare Cuabuldd AL 3

1t ywan at tha

me ask you & question. How does the sume table, Seeing the difficulty the
buzzard, flying through the alr, learn| woman had In eating lunch and hold-

that an anlmal has been killed and why
are there hundreds of them on the
scene In less thme than it takes to tell

about it? You may call It instinet, or|

anything else you pleass, but the In-
dians keep as well posted on news that
Interests them as the newspaper-read-
Ing white people,

“My people have formed the habit of
communicating whatever |Interests
them to thelr nelghbors and asking
them to pass it on. Every traln that
leaves Muskogee Is loaded with In-
dians who know personally of an or-
der. They pass the word along and it
spreads llke wildfire. In the early days
the Creeks had regular courlers who
carried the news, One of these would
visit a town and at sundown the peo-
ple would gather around him and hear
the information he had to Impart. The
town king would then detall some one
to pass it on to the members of the
next town or tribe and the same meth-
od would be repeated.

“lI have known." sald the chief,
growing reminiscent, “of foot carriers
travellng 100 miles a day with lmport-
ant messages. One morning during the
Creek rebellion [ sent a messenger out
to get volunteers for my army and be-
fore the sun set 1,200 men came Into
my camp,

“Warriors had a way of announcing
the approach of an enemy by giving
warwhoops, If the yells followed close-
ly one after another the enemy was
near. One prolonged whoop indlcated
that the enemy was many miles dls-
tant, with no danger of Immedlate at-
tack."—Kansas Clty Journal.

TASTE TELLS ONE LITTLE.

Unnassisted by Bense of Bmell, Onions
and Potatoes Are Alike,

“Do yon really think that you can
distingulsh the taste of potatoes and
onlons? was the unusual question that
FProfessor Burtls Burr Breese asked
his psychology class at the Unliversity
of Cincinnatl the other morning,

“I have yet to see the Individual who
could tell them apart when they were
reduced to the same consistency and
when the sense of taste only was
used."

At this point Miss Luella Latta, a
member of the eclass, showed some
evidences of doubting, and the profes-
sor nsked her If she would not exhibit
to the class exactly how discriminating
her sense of taste was

He explalned that he did not have
the potatoes and onlons on hand, but
that he had something far more de-

clded In Its taste and quite as famllar |

to most people.

Then Miss Latta was asked to step
up to the rostrum, and when she was
seated Professor Breese told her that
she must not breathe throngh her nose
—that |ls, she must rely altogether on
the taste and that he was certain she
wonld be unable to distinguish the
thres things that he then proceeded to
give her separately.

She falled, quite as the professor
predicted, and he then told the class
that Miss Latta had not been able to
tell wintergreen from peppermint or
peppermint from cloves.

“In fact,’ he sald, “none of you cap
tell the difference simply by the sense
of taste, The taste Is alded greatly by
the sense of smell. All you really taste
is sweet and sour, salt and bitter —
Cineinnat] Commercial Tribune,

Every wowman wonders how a man
can have so much patience watching
2 cork bob on the water, and so little
patience with his chiidren.

A slgn palnter doesn't think much
of a portrait painter's abllity as an
artist.

A woman doean‘'t love a man if she

wonders why she does.

Ing her younger child at the same time,
one of the young ladies lenned over
and sald In a propitiating tone: “What
a sweet little boy! Won't you let me
hold him until you finish Innch?”’ The
mother gladly granted the request and
was transferring her charge into the
armg of the younger woman, when the
little boy, with never a smile, ralsed
his volee and exqlaimed: “He ain't a
boy: he's a little girl!"—Philadelphia
Press,

The Curiouns Limpets.

The lHmpets are a curlons kind of
shellfish. They resemble the abalones
in thelr babits. The interior Is made
of the most Dbrilllant colors, bronze
and Iridescent hues predominating.
They are found on the west coast of
Mexico and are so large that the peo-
ple use them for wash basina.

They are ferocions anlmals and prey
with great feroclty on clams. The
process seems slow, but the llmpet al-
ways gets there. He gets his cover
over the unsuspecting clam and puts
his blg foot on his shell. generally on
a weak spot. Then he whips out a long,
wiry tongue and proceecds to bore a
hole in his captive. When this Is done
the shell flles open, and the limpet is
free to feast on the poor clam's car-
cass. He eats but a part and leaves
the rest for the fishes of the sea.

_Marriage In Spain,

In Spain a bride has no girl attend-
Ants to stand at the altar with bher,
but {nstead a “madrina,” or godmoth-
er. Neither does she have a wedding
cake or any festive departure after
the ceremony. The wedded pair go
quletly to thelr new home, where they
remain untll the following day, when
they start on their honeymoon. Be-
fore leaving they pay a formal visit
to their respective relatives,

In the great wave of popular feeling
for Norweglan independence which s
ngitating Norway the hero of the nour is
Dr. Fridtiof Nansen, the explorer, and
it is freely prophesied that he will be
his country’'s next prime minister, if not
her president, should the union with Swe-
den be broken.

MALLEABLE IRON STUMP PULLERS

Fantent, lightest and strongest Btamp Poller
o the warket. 119 Hore power on the swesp
With 1wo horses.  Write for desariptive catalog
and prices. —
REIERSON MACHINERY CO,
Foot of Morrison Street Portland, Oregen

1905 LEWIS & CLARK EXPOSITION

For First Class Hotel and Room Accom-
modations IN PORTLAND during the
EXPOSITION apply st onee sand send
your reservation fee of §.00, to appl
on rent of your room, Rooms in all
B"“ of the city. 500 to 5200 per d
ESERVE YOUR ROOMS W UT DE-
I.Al\' AND GET YOUR CHOICE. Write for
full information to Department 1,

EXPOSITION ACCOMMODATION BUREAU
The Ooly Official Buteau of the Lewis & Clark Falr

Goodnough Building, Portland, Oregon

THE HIGHEST AWARD AT
THE ST.LOUIS WORLD'S FAIR
4OWERy WATERPROOP
e Slickeus. nars|

POMMEL_ SLICKERS
0. B3

A.J TOWER CO. ESTABLISHED 1036
TowEh A CO. Linfed. TORONTO, CAN




