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 WHEN SHADOWS FELL.

I did not know nor understand
Until, when twilight shadows fall,
What meant the pressure of her hand.
Nor did 1 know how swest the spell
When 1, world-wearled, racked with pain,
Felt fngers weave above my brain
Her songs—I dare not dream them
hushed—
But yesterday I heard them sung.
Bleak the path where roses blushed,
And tender morning-glories hung.
I did not know her rainbow world
Ustil the shadows were unfuried.

‘I did not know the arching skles

Could be so dreary and defiled—
I did not know her tender eyes
Poured forth such sunlight when they
smiled

‘These things—her whims—so sweet to

tell,
All came too late, when shadows fell,

The Robbery on
The Valley Pike
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It was early on a summer morning,
Father and I, with Joel Plerce, the
bired man, were In the barn-yard, pre-
paring for the day's work, when old
Deacon Hamlilton drove up’ the lane.
Deacon Hamilton lived In Clayville,
elghit miles distant, and was the fa-
ther of Ben Hamilton, Clayville’s only
blacksmith,

The dencon stopped at the gate.
“Goold inuih:'u@;. oy, Not ""nnn‘" ho
sald, addressing my father. *“Im just

on my way up to Hocum's mlill, and I
promised son I'd stop here and glve
you & message from him, He says If
that offer you made him last Thurs-
day stil] holds good, he'll take the
roan colt, and pay spot eash for It.
He says he wants It right away, and
would llke you to send It +down this

morning. Good day!” Jerking the
lines, the deacon drove on,
Joel and 1, having olled all four

‘wheels of the large hay wagon, start-
«1 toward the barn; but just as I
reached the door, father called me
back.

“Tom,” sald he, “Joel and I will
more than have our hands full to-day
with the extra work, so nelther of us
can spare time to go down to Clay-
ville. But I nead that elghty dollars.
Now do you think you counld take the
<olt down to Clayville wlthni)u‘t brenk-
ing your neck, and bring ik  the
elghty dollars without losing It all on

the way "
“Oh, yes, father, yes!"™ 1 cried,
eagerly, “Let me do it! I can take

the colt down as safely a8 you or Joel

<ould. And you needn’t be afrald of
my losing the money. I'll look out for
that,"

After a moment's resitation, father
eald, “Well, put the saddle and bridle
on the colt, and bring K out.”

I had never been permitted to ride
the colt before, so 1 hailed this unex-
pected opportunity with dellght.

It was elght mlles to Clayville, Just
the right distance for a pleasant morn-
Ing's ride. And the walk home wuas as
nothing to me. Then, too, this prospec.
tlve misslon had In It an element of
Importance—the sum of money with
which I was to be entrusted,

In less than four minutes I had sad-
dled and bridled the colt, and had led
It down to the gate, where father was
awalting me.

“Now, Tom,"” sald father, after look-
ing the colt over, “you can leave the
saddle and bridle at Hamilton's, and
we'll get them the next time we drive
to town"

He pnused for a moment, and then
proceeded to glve me [nstructions about
the eighty dollars that I was to bring
home. 1 was to put this in father's
teather wallet, tie the wallet securely
at the top, and place it In the lnside
pocket of my roundabout, 4

Ten minutes lnter I rode the colt out
through the barn-yard gate, and down
the lane to the plke,

Qut on the broad, smooth pike, the
colt, with but little urging, started off

ot an easy, swinging gallop. The alr

was cool .and erlsp; the grass at the
roadside sparkled with dew, and up In
the treetops the birds were singing
thelr sweetest songs.

The clock on the court house was
styiking eight us I arrived In Clayville
and rode down Mnln street, upon
which, a block beyond the court house,
Is situated the viflage smithy.

When 1 rode Insthrough the door-
way of the smithy, and slipped down
from the unddlf ‘flushed and warm
from my ride, Hamilton was fitting n
shoe to one of the most magnificent
horses that I have ever seen, With
the single exception of a white star on
fts forehead, the horse was entirely
black, Its glossy coat resembling the
finest black satln, It contlnaally toss-
ed Its head, arching Its pretty neck,
and fluttering Its thick black mane:
and I could not but notice how plaln

‘and ugly our poor roan colt Iookod in

comparison,

Hamllton looked up and nodded as I
entered, but lmmediately gave his at-
tentlon to the black horse,

*How would you like to trade, bub?”

sald a volee behind me. Turning, 1
discovered a man whom I had not no-
ticed before, seated upon a nail-keg
near the door.

“Is tuat your horse?” I Inquired, ns,
having made the colt's bridle fast to 4
post, 1 seated myself upon another
overturned keg near the stranger,

“Yes" he replied, smiling, “that ls
my horse."

The stranger seemed a very pleas-
ant man In his manner, and not un-
pleasant In appearance. He was about
fifty years of age, or perhaps a year or
two older; be was short and stout, and
had a round face, which was smooth-
shaven and very red. And his eyes,
very little and very round, twinkled
merrily, llke two little green beads,

“Have you come far this mornlng?”
he asked,

I replied that I had come from my
home, elght miles up the plke.

“You've brought your horse down to
be shod, have you?" was his npext
query,

“No, sir,”" T sald, “he doesu’t need
to be shod. I have brought him down
to sell. Mr. Hamilton Is going to buy
him."

During the pext few minutes the
stranger sat silent, blloking at the
back of the shop, where his horse was
occupying Hamllton's attention. Then
suddenly turning, he sald, “Are you In
a burry?"

On my replying that T was In a hur-
ry, belng needed at home, he told Ham-
ilton to attend to me and let his own
horse walt. I considered this very kind
and thanked him,

Hamllton thrust a half-finlshed
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bers, worked the bellows several times,
and then came over to where the colt
wans tled. He untled it, and led It
once or twice round the shop, care-
fully watching Its every movement,
and then tied It again,

"I know the critter well enough,”
he sald. *Now, sonny, did your pa
ray whether I was to give you the
money for the colt?"

“Yes, gir,” I replled. “He gsald you
were to give me the elgity dollars, and
he gave me this to put It in.” [ show-
ed him the wallet,

Hamilton reached Into his pocket,
under his blg leather apron, and
brought out seven ten dollar bills, and

ON AND ON WE GALLOPED,

two five dollar bills, which he had
smoothed oyt and carefully counted
into my hands. After I had stowed
them safely in the wallet, he handed
me a solled plece of paper and a pen-
cll, saying,~“Glve me a receipt, please.”
And I saw bim wink across my shoul-
der 'at the stranger, who was probably
an Interested spectator.

I had never written a recelpt, but 1
hiad an ldea of how It should be done;
so, Ignoring Hamllton's wink, I held
the paper up against the wall and
scrawled upon It with the pencil:

Mr. Hamilton gave me elghty dol-
lars for the rone colt. Yours truly,

Thomas Norcrosa,,

I have slnce learned that etiquette
does not require the use of the words
“yours truly” In signing a recelpt; also,
that a flourish under one's slgnature
adds nothing to its value. But I was
young then, and I wanted to be po-
lite.

After an affectlonate farewell to
the colt, 1 told Hamilton to keep the
saddle and bridle until we drove to
town the next time; and then, nodding
to him and the stranger, and with one
last look at the latter's beautiful horse,
1 departed,

In less than ten minutes [ had left
Clayville behind me, and wns walking
homeward along the dusty plke.

At first 1 grumbled conslderably to
myself at the unkind fate that com-
pelled me, on so warm a day, to wear
a roundabout; but by the exercise of
my ever-rendy philosophy, 1 consoled
myself ‘with thinking how much worse
it would have been had 1 been com-
pelled to wear Bhoes and stockings.
This cheered me to Some extent, so [
skipped along very merrlly, stopping
every few rods to assure myself that
the wallet was stlll safe In my pocket.

I was about balf-way home when I
heard behind me, far down the pike,
the sound of a galloping horse.

For n while I pald no nttentlon to
this; but finally, when It had almost
overtaken me, 1 turned, and discovered
my friend, the stranger. I balted In
order to have another look at the black
horse when It should pass

The stranger galloped past, and as
he did so, nodded pleasantly ; but just
as | was about to resume my way, he
suddenly wheeled round In front of me

and stopped. [ supposed that his pea-
son for stopping wis to invite me to
ride. But I was sadly mistaken.

“Buob," he sald, still smiling,
me that money! Qulck!"

For & moment 1 was dumb with as-
tonishment ; then recovering wy speech,
[ blurted out, “W-w-what?"

“I say, give me that money! And
be quick about it!" The stranger loap-
ed to the ground, and leading his horse,
advanced toward me thireateningly.

That the man was a robber, and that
he was In earnest, 1 had now no doubt,
My first thonght was to run; but how
could I, fleet-footed as I was, hope to
outrun that magnificent black horse?
The next moment a brighter thonght
struck me. To my left, across the
road, were flelds of wheat; and to the
right, beginning at the roadside, not
more than three feet distant, was s
dense forest. [ thought very rapidly.

The stranger, now advancing a few
steps, repeated hils demand: “Glve me
that money!” And his little green,
beadllke eyes twinkled most unpleas-
antly,

Taking the wallet from my pocket,
I beld it out toward him, “Here it 18"
I sald, bltterly.

He stepped forward to take It when,
with a quick, outward jerk of my hand,
I flung the wallet far back among the
trees at the roadside.

“You little scamp!™ sald the robber,
the smile now gone from his face.
¥Why did you do that?

“I don't know," T replied, astonished
at my own audacity, “unless It was
becnuse I wanted to,”

He led his horse to the edge of the
woudd, sod Lied w e the pridie round
one of the trees. DBut the girth of the
tree was too great, as, Indeed was that
of every tree In sight. He glanced
about In & valn search for something
to which he might hiteh bis horse. But
although he was unsuccessful in this,
he had galned one point; he had placed
hlmself and his horse between me and
the thicket In which I bad flung the
wallet.

Bub, he sald, suddenly turning,
his features agaln' lighted by that
pleasanfest of smiles, “let's be reason-
able !"

1 made no reply, but walted to’hear
what he had to say,

“Now,"” he continued, “I ean't trust
you to go Into the woods to look for
the purse, becanse If you found It you
wouldn't come back. And I ean't go
myself, because there I8 no place here
to tle my horse, But I'll tell you
what 1 will do. 1If you wlill hold the
horse for me, and not let It go, nor at-
tempt to play any tricks on me, I'll go
and find the purse. and divide the
money with you. You know It will be
much better to go home with forty dol-
lars than with nothing.”

This seemed very reasonable, be-
cause for the moment [ saw before me
no cholce except that between losing
all the money and losing only half.

I preferred josing only haif. 8o 1
stepped over to where the robber stood,

“All right,” 1 sald, grasping the
bridle, *“I'll hold the horse.”

The robber, with the parting injunc.
tlon, “Now remember what I sald!”
plunged Into the thicket.

Looking up the plke now, 1 saw at
a glance the expianation of his hasty
terms; for there, not more than a quar-
ter of a wlile distant, came a farm wag-
on drawn by two gray horses. Evli-
dently having seen this only a moment
before, and belleving that he had but a
few brief minutes, In which to consum-
mate his robbery, he had resorted to
this daring scheme In sheer despera-
tion.

For a minute or two I could hear
the man thrashing around In the tan-
gled brush; and then, apparently sur-
mising that the wallet had fallen at a
point some distance back, he pushed
farther into the forest and I could hear
him no longer.

The farm wagon was rumbling along
toward me at a snall's pace. 1 knew
that It would be useless for me to cry
for belp while the farmer was at that
distance; for even If I could make my
volee heard, the robber In his wrath
might do me bodily .Injury—perbaps
kill me—and escape before the farmer
could possibly arrive. So I stood there,
my hands trembling, and prayed In an
incoherent way that the robber might
be delayed until the farmer was near
enough to render me some nssistance.

Nedarer and nearer the wagon came.
I could nlmost distinguish the features
of the farmer's face, and could hear
quite plainly his erles of “Ged dep!”
and “G’lang "

For one brief moment I Indulged In
the Illuslons of hope, and then my
beart sank within me deeper than ever
as 1 gaw the team turn Into a by-road
and disappear.

In a second I had determined upon
a wild dash, With dificulty getting my
left foot Into the stirrup, I swung my-
self across the snddle. Hardly had 1
seated myself when the horse started
off. And the next minates we were gal.
loplug madly up the pike,

Buddenly I beard far bebind me a
loud ery; and glancing hastlly over my
shoulder, 1 saw the robber come run-
ning out of the woods, wildly waving
his arma and shaking his fist at us,

I opald no attention to him: nor did

“glve

the bhoree heed his mte master’s vool

ferous “whous."
On we galloped. 1 did not sing now.
I have a faint recollection of pussing

severnl men and boys during that ride,
one or two of whom, I belleve, culled
after me. Dot who they were or what
they sald to wme, | do not kuow,

On and on we gallopsed. We passed
the old blasted ouk at the corner of
Watson's coro-field, and ascended the
slight rise In the plke known us Ben-
der's Knoll. And then wy heart gave
a great bound as [ saw, through a gap
in the hills before me, the end of our
big red barn, and a little farther off,
the brown, unpainted roof of the farm-
bouse,

A few moments later I rode In
through the barn-yard gate; and, after
tying the horse to the fence, 1 hasten-
ed over Into the flelds to convey to fa-
ther and Joel my mowmentous news.
Aguln and again 1 asked myself:
"What will father say "

Onee or twice 1 was on the point of
rushing back to the house to tell my
story to mother; for I kuew that she
would comfort me, and If necessary, In.
tercede on my bebalf, But I was near
to the place where father andJoel were
working; and a voice within me seem-

ed to whisper, “Don't be a cownrd,
Tom Noreross!" 8o | hurried on.
“Well, Tom," sald father, us 1 came

up, “did you bring the money with
you?"

“l started home with It, pa,” I sald,
“but, pa, I—Il—l—wus—1 was—
robbed !"

"What?” eald father, straightening
himself with a jerk.

oo said Joel, docredulousiy,
waut to know!"

*“Tom, do you mean to say that you
were robbed on your wuy up frow
Clayville?" said father,

For reply 1 told my story from be-
ginning to end. “Now, pa, It wasn't
my fault, was it?" 1 asked, (

“No, Tom,” sald father, "I don't
think it was your fault; but—let's go
and take a look at that horse”

I ran ahead of father and Joel, and
by the time they reached the barn-
yard gate I had led the horse down to
meet them,

Father carvefully looked the ' horse
over, searched in valu for spavin or
ringbone, and forced Its mouth open
o examine Its teeth,

“Here, Joel,” he sald, “lead him up
and down once or twlee."

Joel led the horse up and down the
yard severa]l tlmes, while (father,
standing at a little distonce, eyed It
critically.

Finnlly father turned to me.

“Tom," sald he, “this horse Is worth
o great denl more than elghty dollars.
It Is very doubtful If the scamp who
robbed you actually owus the anlmal.
If he does, he will never come to clilm
it. But it Is probable that It belongs
to some one else, and If that Is so we
mukt #eck the owner."

We sought the owner In valn. We
advertised the horse five sucoessive
weeks In the Exeter County BSBentinel
and tacked up a notice In the Clayville
postoffice, But we received no reply.
The robber himself wus never agaln
seen In this part of the country.

One day several weeks later, whila
passing the scene of the robbery, | was
impelled by curlosity to explore the
ground among the trees at the road-
side. 1 did so; and to my nastonish-
ment T found, lodged In the uncovered
ropts of a large onk, father's wallet.
The robber had not found It

There certainly was n robbery on the
Valley Plke; but who was robbed, and
by whom was the robbery committed?
Many yenrs have passed since then,
and I am no longer a boy of 15,
to this day my consclence Is decldedly
uneasy on the subject of the robbery
on the Valley Pike.—Youth's Com-
panion,

The Invention of Armor,

The ldea of the Invention of armor
for the protection of the body from
weapons came from the anclents, who,
noticing the natural armor of varlous
kinds of anlmals, particularly the ar-
madillo, lmitated It

In early times before metal was used
in armor making the warriors used
rough hides to several thicknesses, and
the first armor ever worn was made
from sllces taken from the hoofs of
horses and fastened together with pegs,
Figh scales and the scales of large

snukes were also gathered and fastened |

together until they formed o thick
layer and were used as apmor,

The armor of the Middle Ages was a
continuation of the angient kind, made
in the forin of scales of Iron or steel,
Certaln kinds of mall used In early
times in England were copled from the
ghells of crabs and lobsters.

Quickly Supplied.

There have been many strange things
in English history. One of the most
curlous was recently mentloned by a
little schoolgirl

“The hydra,” sald this much-Informed
young person, “was marrled to Ilenry
the Eigbth. When he cut her head off,
another‘one sprang right up.”

If you mre not & pugllist, or a mol
dier, about all a reputation as a Oghter
wlll get you Is trouble.
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Marvelous, A &
Quaint and Curious,
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Anclent Scottish Chieftain.
Here Is a Scottish costume of the
elghth or ninth century, after a draw-
Ing on purchmont, extracted from an
old book, which,
according to the
characters on the
back, appears to
have been written
In Gaelle or Erse,
According to the
assertion of the
postessor, this Cal-
edonian document
was brought to
Germany In the
year 1506, during
the devastating
Reformation In
Secotland, when all
clolsters and re.
liglous endow-
ments were destroyed, and a perfect
victory obtalned over the eplscopacy,
8o that many persons took refuge with
thelr treasures, on the Continent, where
the Scottish monks possessed many re-
liglous houses; some belng at Nurem-
berg. The figure represents a Highland
chlef, whose dress Is pleturesque and
extremely beautiful, The Scottish tunle
or blouse, checkered or striped In light
and dark green, with violet Intermixed,
Rud bordered with violel sicipes, s
covered with a steel breastplate, ac-
companled by a back-plece, Judging
from the lron brassarts—opositively a
bequest of the Romans, by whom the
Scots were once subjugated; this, In-
deed, Is also attested by the offensive
waapon the javelln; the sword, how-
ever, must be excepted, for It Is na-
tlonal and llke that of the present
tima. The strong shleld may also have
descended from the Romans, as waell
a8 the helmet, which ls decornted with
an eagle's wing; these, together with
the hunting-born, glve to the figure a
very Imposing appearance. The na-
tlonal plaid Is wanting, this wns bornae
by attendants or squires, We are In-
voluntarily reminded of the heroes of
Fiogal and Ossian, and we might al-
most think that this figure belonged 'to
the time of the Scottish king, Kenneth
the Becond, grandson of Klng Achalas,
and the slster of the Pletish king, Hang.

First of “Twenty Questions.'

Secretary Root 18 one of the hardest
men In Washington to get news from
when he {8 not ready to talk, says the
Brooklyn Eagle, No amount of quiz-
zing can draw from him Information
which he thinks the publle should not
have. During the uncertalnty regard-
ing the successorshlp to Ambassador
Durand he was constantly besieged for
news on this polnt,

One day he cautloously admitted that
the British government had asked If a
certaln Engllshman would be nccept-
able to the American government ns
suceessor to 8Sir Henry,

“Can't you tell us his name?" asked
the reporters.

“No," replled Mr. Root. “The Britlsh
forelgn office wants nothing sald about
It at present”

“"Can’t you at least tell us whether
he Is now In the British diplomatie
service 7

“No," sald Secretary Root, gravely,
“but I will tell you this, I will tell
you, If you wlish, whether he belongs

BCOTTIBH CHIEFY,

(to the animal,
But |

the vegetable or the
mineral kingdom."

The Harllest Telegraphs,

The telegraph s only a natural evo-
lution. Long before Morse was born,
the American Indlans telegraphed mes-
sages by means of the smoke from a
fire, which ywas caused to rise at cer-
taln Intervals by means of flapping a
blanket.

The nntives of Central Africa llke-
wlise have n telegraph system of thelr
own deslgn. This conslsts of a number
of large drums which are beaten with
& heavy stick, and can be heard for
surprisingly long distances, These drum
slgnals are also used by the Bakubas,
and In New Gulnea. The Inhabltants
thump away at thelr code of messages
on these drums, and the natlves often
spend hours In conversing with nelgh-
boring tribes through the drum signals,

Coat and Vest for Him,
A man accompanled by his wife vis-
Ited a merchant tallor to order a sult
of clothes. The couple differed as to
the materin] and manner of making,
and the wife lost her temper, “Oh,
well,” she mald, turning away, “please
yourself; I suppose you are the one
who will wenr the clothes" “we,”
observed the husband, meekly, "1 don't
suppose you'd want to wear the coat

When & woman begins talking about
a Kindred Boul, It means trouble Is In
gight for her, and that she llkes the
looks of It

Many & man takes a better half In

m & half-hearted manner,

and walstcoat,"—Phlladelphln Inquire,
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