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THE ROSE
Very close to desth he Iny,
The keen eyes were waxing dim,
And he heard the whisporers say:

“Time prows vary short for him,
And the far-fumed healer koo,
No hand thet waaing light conld trim,

Thore wan nothing left to do;

Yot, a want was to his vyes ;
Love has inatinots guick and trae.

Une who loved him saw it rise,
That lant yearning —forth she went,
Cilm in solomn sympnthies

O'er the red rose bed ahe hent,
The rose that she loved the hest,
For their charm of hne aud acent,

Khe ohome the fairest from the rest,
Plucked it very tenderly,
Laid it on the sick meo's broaat,

The deft hand hung uselessly ;
The voice woul | never apeak again,
But she read the grateful oyes.

And knew her guess was not in vain;
For a moment patisfied
Wan the look; then slowly, pain,

Bafflod longing, human pride,
Thoughts of aweot loat hopeful yoirs,
Hent with power that struggling died;

Mocking donbts, and lurking fears,
In the laboring bowom wike,
And the sudden rush of tears

Ax the silent spirit spoke,
Drowning all the paling fase,
Io a pussionate torrent broke.

There was a silence in the place,

Quiet lay the unconscious Hower,

And (iod took him to his grace,

Our God who roads the dying hour.
—All the Year Round.

Dave's Wife.

“8a Dave has brought his wife home?”

Deacon Bomers cut a large chip from
the atick he hul been whittling down w
a vory fine point as he answered Deacon
Bradlaw's query by the one monosyluble,
“Ye-n-ns."”

“Giot home last night, | hear.”

“Yeans,” and the stick was coming
down to a vory fine point now, so nasidu-
vusly was the descon devoting all his
energics to it

Dencon Bradlaw  waited 8 moment
with an expectant air; then he clasped’
one knee with both hands, and leaned
forwurd toward his neighbor.

“Well, what do you think of your
buy's choioe?" he asked. “What sort of
a woman does she seam to be !

Dencon Bomers was stlent for nomo
ment.  Whirling  the whittled  stick
sronnd und wround, he squinted at it
with ane eyve elosed, to seoaf it was poer
footly symmetrien).  (Deaeon Somers
Bad & very mathemantionl eye, amd ho
Liked to huve everything “plumb™ as he
expressod it.  He had been known o
wine Trom bie knees ot woneighbor’ s honse
in prayer meeting time amd go aeross
b room und steaighten a picture which
offended his eye by hanging “askew.”)
Huoving convined liacdf that the stick
was  rownd,  the tilted buek
spgainst the side of the conntry store
where b wnd T comprinion were sitting
and beoun picking s weth with the

dencon

nuswersd  Deaeon
wid

aforesabl sbick, as I
Brudlaw's  question by
soemingly irrelovant one.

“Do you remoinber Dave's hoss trade

“No" answersd the deacon, surprised
at the sudden turn in the tonversation,
T ean't suy's 1o

“Wa'nl, just after he come home from
college, two yeurs ago, he got dreadinlly
sot against the old bay mare that 1
drove, T'd had her for yoars, and she
was & stemdy going wnimsl We had g
four-yoar-old colt, too, that 1 drove with
bhor. Winl, Duye he :hmlrht it wis o
shame and a disgraee to diive sueh an
tl-matehed span.  The young hoss wns
aght up and off, and the bay mare she
lagped belind about half alength. The
younyg hoss was w short stepper. Anld
the bay mare went with w long, eusy
Jope. They wasn't & nice-matehod span,
1 do confesa,

“Wa'sl, Dave he kept a-talkin' trade
toome T v, He siid he knew of
a mighty niee mateh for the young
hoss, sl if 1T would leave it o him h'd
muke # good trade. S0 1 left i to him,
and one day he come drivin' bome in
grand style.  The old mare was tradwd
off, wivi w ddappled gray fouryear old
was in b pliee. A pretty creature to
ook at, bt 1 knew, the minute 1 sot
wyen oo ner, that she'd never pull a

wnother

Plow tivangh the stubhde gronnd.

le 't she w besuty, father?' suid
) ¥ENS

b Y says I; bt handsome s as

Bandsome dots upplics to hosses as well
an e totka, 1 oreckone Whnt ean this
fare e do, Daye?

“Pave's T was nll uu:-m '
mays beo "Why she can trob w0 mile i
two muniites sl thies quartens, fathor,
widd 1 oonly give #7050 basit twix her
and the old ware’

“Wa-al, Fou  mw, I was st =truck
dumib at thut there bov's oliy, but 1
Roew "twa'nl no nse o sV o wond then
B just waitesd, and it eomp ont lox
preted The dapple-gray wpre took us
to church o to Wwwn 1o Hue
passed everything on the moud slick as s
pin. Bt she balked on the reaper, and

ive out entirely an the plow,  Awd )
W buy snothe s mate for the hoss
-d!,l-l M bt ey staed 1!
aalily, exomt v e we pat ber an b
earringy .
Do v Sonnes pllu!-nl_ nnd his gluneo

o1

A i
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SWell? interrogated Descon Brwdliow.
1 SWalal," vontinaed  Descon
L Dave’s marringe is off the same plees
ns his hoss tradie, Preily oresture, snd
can ontstrip all the girls round hero in
playin’ and singin’ wnd  painting and
dressin’, but when it eomes t, wishin’
Land bakin' and steady work— why, we'll
how to got somehody elseao o that, snd
et Lier «it in the parlor.  Mother 10 |
| Boths e that at a glanee " nnd the dea-
Foaon sighied
1“1 wee, T gpe” mnsed Dencon Brad
Inw, sympathetically.  “Too bad! 100
bad!  Duve knew her st oeolloge, 1 e
Lis :

l prazaeled foaee

ot her ellyention. Dave's hend was
completely turned, and he kept running
back and forth o see her il 1 thouaght
thie bwst thing for him to Jdo was to
marry her and be done with it Bt
Sarah Jane Graves would have snited
mother ‘0’ moe better, You know Duve
andd ghie was pretry thick bwfore he went
off to r'n[ln“u "

“She's n powerful  homely  girl,
though,” Deacon Bradlaw said, “and the
awkwardest eritter T ever see stand in o
church choir and sing.  meems to be all
elbows somehow.”

Y ieps—yeties; a good deal like the
bay mare Dave was =0 sot agrinst—
awkwurd, but steady-goin' and useful—
maore for use than show. Wa'sl, wa'al, |
must be goin' home; all the chores 1o
do, and Dave's billin® and eooin’.  Good
afternoon, deacon.  Come over and see
us,”

When Dave Somers and his bride
walked up the church sislo the next
Sunday worning, over Parson Elliott's
congregation there passed that indefin
able tintter which ean only be compared
W a breeze suddenly stirmng the leaves
of a poplar grove.  Every eye was turned
upon the handsome, strong-limbed yonng
man and the [air, delicate girl at his
side, who bore the eurions glances of all
these strungers with  gquiet, well-bred
compostre,

Aoy servico people lingered in the
wisle for un ilulrln‘lll'ti!-ll. i the manner
of vountry village ehurches, where Sun-
diy is the day for quiet sociability and
the interehange of civilities,  And afler
the respective friends of the fannly had
aeattored to their several homes, Duve's
wifee was the ane universal topie of dis-
cus<ion over the Sunday dinner.

“A mighty pretty girl,” “A face like a
rose,” “Too cute for anything,” “Stylish
ne on fushion plate,” “A regular litile
duisy.” wern a few of the comments
pussied by the young men of the con-
gregntion,  To these pemuarks the ladies
supplemonted their eritieal obwerviations
whtor the manner of women : = Hor nose
isn tpreotty ;0 fHer moudd 14 too lirge ;"
“Hor face was powdersd—1 saw it "
“Her hat was horrid ;" 21 don't like to
sen g0 mueh agony inon o =modl plaee”
But surah Jane Graves saud: *she
fovedv, 1 wanld give the world t be ns
protty as she is. No woader Dave laved
e And she choked down o lump o
her thront ns she sl i

Al thee neighboring people ealled oo
Dve's wiie durina Sl mext moath, and
with gue or bwo exceptions, inrpodneal
the canversation by the goestion, “Well,
how do yon like Somervilhe? To the
monotony of  this guery Pave's wils
vieriead her replies as mneh os was pes
wibilo withont eontrpdieting herself,  ©1
i quite delighted with the fortility of
my b, she lnoghinedy venorked o
Pve ut the expirmtion of the tirst month
o ab deast fifteen people who lave
asked me that one unvaried e stion |
have tnvented  nt lenst ditferent
phrmses in which to express e satisfae
tion  with  Somerville. | “aid
Yery much, thank you " 00 b highly
plensod ° Far botter than | eipeted

I~

(MR

even s 1 find it very pl it has
made . very agreaable g ar upw
me ol o, ever so many o woelinnges
1 hnve vung on that one oo, Dave!™

wierrilv.
aned Lo
RrUw

and the young wife laagheo
But under the laugh Dave o
hoar 5 minor strwin, s faee
Krave

“1 fear 1 did wrong to bring you here”
he sl “1 foar you are homesick sl
resdy, Madge”

“Nin, uog andesd you are wiong, Dave
medoed T oam happy bere, and bke your
friemds.”
varnestness

But as the montis went by it wis pluin
to all eyes that Dave's wife was not
happy, that she did not assimilate with
her =urronndings  She made no inti
mate friendships ; she sat silent at ty
sewing society, and wonld not take an
intereat 1o the noighborhood gosap which
formwd the mun topie of comversution
at these mestings.  She wonld not take
W class b Sunday s B, ellming thut
she wis not fitusd to explain the gospel
to uny unfolding inguiving mind, ax =h
wis not at all sure that she understood
it hersell,

“Hhe's settin’ n bad exumple o el of
Somerville” Deacon Bradluw desclisssd
My pul, Arminda's gittin® just as fussy
and prooud as s young pese ok absoa e
clothes ; nothin suits hor o ayless i
looks stylish and citified. And 1 see
there's n deal more extmvesioum o
dreas wimong all the women folks st
Dave's wife came with hor high Lieels
wnd her bostles and her teimmin's. You
oughit to lnbor with her, Brother Somers

Brothor somers sighad =1 do Talwoy
with hew” he sond, “bat Proor thinge
don't know what o doo Her guardinn

she was an orpdui, you kpow give
bier the Dotde an ey she bd left afte

her sohoolin’, 1o iy b weaddin” fixin's
Ehes po adea wiut |,.| i fodks she was
c= omin' stong.  So she got hor i

wovording e the way shc'd boen broogie

up. Lond!  Bhe's got things onongh o

baet b ten vesrs and all trimmed 1o

kilb, sond ) hntie® boer bike a duek's foat

bk Al o wod what an <he do

W e w oshe's wb @ V=
| i el aedl v g

wial | "y new Fwomahohy

vir

Yos, they gradvnted an the some
elies =he earcied ofl all the homors
ardd the papers gave hor a long pafl

WILLAMETTE

y ]
I,w-_-.tl-‘] of Deacon Bradlaw's questioning, | Shi's heen with us nigh onto a venr now

e, |

land she's pover askod Dave for a eant's
worth of anvthing.'

But shes no worker: anvledy can
sies that Vil youve hod to keep o eirl |

I h!f the tn

Mudge protested, with wndor!

o e <he's been with vom,”

Deneon Bradiow addvd, somewhiat net-

clothes and guiet reserve had inspired
him with an angry resentment from (e
hrst.

Y, that's true,” Degeon
Samers “She's no waorker
Lord! the way she tried to make elusse
and the eookin' she did!  Mother had to
Pthrow the ehisese enrd into the piz's
swill, wnd the broad and eake followed it
More waste from thst experimont  of
hers thun we've hed in veans; amd <he
wits flour from hewd o foot, and all of o
prrspiration, and sick in bed from erv-
g over hoer fatluee into the bargain
The jeer thing ol tey her very best
But nowas Jike the dapple mare tryin”
toy i"'” the p}nt\'—alu- comldnt do it
wasn't built forit”

When Deaeon Somers reachod hoan
his brow was clonded. His good wifie
saw i oand questioned him s to the
canse,  Te shook his head.

“I'm tronbled about chureh matters,
mother” e said. “The debt for thiat
new steeple and altar, and all the rest of
the expenses we've boen to the last two
yenrs wenrs on me night an' day,  Aod
Deneon Bridlaw, he's gettin® mad  at
some of the trustees, and he says he'll
nover put another dollar into the ehareh
till they come forward and head a paper
with fifty dollars apiece subzeription. 1
know ‘em all oo well to think they'll
over do that, and Deacon Bradlaw, he's a
rog'lar mule. 8o the first we know onr
churel'll be in a stew that will send half
its members over to the rival church
that's started up at Jonesville, with one
o' them sensation prenchers that drawsa
erowd like acirrus,” gnd Deacon Somers
sigrhiod

“fan’t there something that can be
done to raise the money ¥ asked Motlier
Somers, anxiously, “Can’t we get up
entertainmentat”

o fossiod

son,” sighed the descon “We eonldn’t
ehurae wors'n fifteen or twenty conts at
the door, and that wouldn't bring in
mueh for one eutertainment, and no-

dou’t =eemn to be no ingenuity among
the voung folks here “bout gettin® up
anything entertginin’,  Our strawherrs
festival was joust a dewd fnilure —baraly
peened CX s

whiel L grown very thin and wan of
late, bent over g bit of sewing, suddenly
kel up
place fo ame of snimated intorest,

SFather Somers,” she began, timidly,
sdo yon suppose—ilo you think—I could |
ot up s ronding ¥ |

“A what? and Degenn Somers turned
wositepri=ed and puzzled face upon his|
danghter-in-law. It was so new for her
to betray any interest in anything. |

“A rewding. You know 1 took the!
prize for clocution when T gradoated, 1
Know ever =0 muny things 1 could reeite,
aned it miight draw n erowd just from its |
bz somethingnew.  We could charge |
twonty-tive conts almission, and it wonll
civie the ipression of something gpood
at lenst \iter they had heacd me onee
thiy dimld deeide for them=elves if T am
worth hearing ngain”

1Y seon Samers lioked upon the glox
b face and animaded mein of Dave's
wife with inereasing wonder. Was this
the listless el e had seen o fow oue
menits hefore?

“Pan my sl he ejaculntesd, <1 don’|
kpow bnt it might draw a crowd, just
frome curosity,  Eversbody would go to
see Dave's wife,  Not that I hev muneh of
a opinion of readin’s: never hoard any
bt omee, aind then 1 went to sleep. But
it might draw, scein’ iUs you. Yo ean
try it if you want o

Pave's wife did try it T owas an-
nounesd betore service Sunduy morning
that Mee David Somers wonld give a
reading in the charch edifice on Thars-
day  cvening.  Adwmission  twenty-five
etz Proveeds to be appliod towand the
churely Jdoit

Acain thore was o broczy stiv in the
|‘--|]_|:n'g'.|1ii‘m, aml seores of eves were
turnad npon Dave's wife, who <ot in her
stlont white compwsure, with hor dark
eves lifted to the ‘:I- v of the l‘]l'l].{\'l!lllll.

Hut Sarsh Jane Graves could not help
Tooticing, s she had not befory, the
Lmarked chunge in the vouny wifo's faee
sinee the lli.l.l" ."III.'("tl‘I'I d that « il‘il'i'b n
Liride

“Mow she s fading! T wonder if she
is unhappy *7 she thought

Mhinrsday night esme fair and clear
As Dvacon Somers had ]Il"ll"il tesl, the
snnouneenent that
give d reading had drawn o honse; the
chinrelr was diterally  packed.  Dave's
wifee rose before her aundionce with oo
worlds of apology or inteeduetion and
wian the recitation of the old, hack
neved, vet ever beantiful “Cuvlew shall
uot nng to-night” It was wew to most
of the andienee, sod cortainy the manner
of s delivery wis pow to thom. They
forgot themsalves | they forzot their sar
ronndings ; they forseot thnt it was Davee's
w e whoeostood efore thom “Ii"\ Wi
alone in the belfry tower, clinging with
bloeding hands to the brazen wngue of
the bell as i swang 1o and T shove the
deaf ol jonite's hewd. Whon the weeis
ttion wis hmsiesd iwo or three of the
| andience fonnd themselves on thear feet.
How they come therw they never knoew,

wid they st dowy w shogie-Taved
expression .

Navabh Jane Giray = was i tears. nond
OB OF o otitars wips thotr wyes ar
tively, aml thew the ol el walls
rang w th clwers 8o mon as they suls

sidod Dave's wife wrose, aod, witly w an

den change of expression 2ul » e
began to give o reoital of “Ap ¥ REATEY
Al the Quniters It was in the e

dialvet, sl introduiesst on

i s o sng ol vi s "l Tertl
stonishmont of hor wodic e, Do
vife plelod up 4 violin st the apprope
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“That's old, and 'tain't strawberry sea- |

body wonld turn out to s second. There

Duve's wife, sittiug with her pale face, !

Her listless expresgion gave |

Davi's wife was to!

Tate timie and plaved the air through in
porfoet  trme and tune:s and then the
liopaes vosopidemd to poother mound  of
ehieers, sind the cutire andienee was con
videod with luughiter. Evervthing whieh

followed, grave or gav. pathetie or ab
surd, was met with nods of appos al.

tled that Lis neighbor made any exenses | the elapping of hands and the denm
for Dave’s wifo, wheeo fnir fnee and tine !

ming of feor,  Somerville hied  never
kuown such an entertainmpent hefor
The receipts for the evening pr wi] e
byer over f-:lt_\' dollars.

Puring the next theee months Dhive s
wife guve two mores readings, the pro.
loonds of which puid balf the ehureh
fdebe, aml this =0 eneouragad the me-
hers that old grudges and gnarrels wers

foreotten, snd Deacon Bradiaw and l|||';...
whiers maude up the remaining half, and |

| Bomerville ehareh was free from debie
Yot Ivacon Bradlaw was heard to suy
that while he was glad and grateful for
I[-||] that Dave's wife had done, 'Iu:-la'.l Nt
fin s heart approve of turning the
o of Giod Tnto a theater “Noe per
formed exactly like them women whose
pictiures are in the store winders in
town,” he suid. “aemakin® everyhody
Vangh or ery with their monkey-shines,
A dan’t think it s proper way to gn orin
the house of God, Never would have
[given my eonsent to it of TI'd known
what sort of an entertainment it was to
' he
! “Duvi's wife ever been a actress?" he
insked Deaecon Somers when they next
i,
LotAetress?  Noo What put that into
[yonr head?” answered Deacou Somers
i\\'ilh some spirit, ) .
i “Oh, nothin’, nothin®, only her readin’s
[seemed a powerful sight like a theater 1
lwent to onee, Didn't know but she'd
been on the stage: it's getiin® fushi'nable
nowsdsy.  Anyway, she's missed her

callin’.  Wait a minute, neighbor ; don't
buwrry off s, T want to talk ehoreh
mntters,"”

“Can't,” responded Deacon Somers,
| whipping up his horse. “Dave's wife is
| sick in bed, and I eame to the store to
git n few things for her—bitters, and
Iﬂ;bma nourishin® things to eat.  She's

sort o run down with the exertion she
made in them readin’s.  8he used o be
| just drippin’ with perspiration when she
got home.”

I Dave's wife was ailing for months, un-
"able 1o do more than sit in her room and
ipaint an hour or two each day. The
homse was filled with her paintings,
Thev ornnmented brackets, and stood in
feormers, and peeped from the folds of
| funs, and smiled from Dave's china
coffee cup.

! Ome duy Dave proposed to his wife
[that she should go o her old home—
the home of her gnardiin—and make a

visit.

“We've beon married fifteen months
now,”" he said. and you've never heen
away. 1 think a chonge will do yon
eond.  You seem to be ranning down

every day™

Poor ave! He had come to realize
thiat his marringe was a great mistake,
T be sure he loved Muadge yer, bat the
romuinen of his vounthinl  attac hment
B all passed away in the doll, common-
Dplies rontine of his domestie life, where
Madge had proved sach an inefficicot
helmmeal.

He hiod boen blindly in love with his
i "I:l‘it.\' elated with the fa<t that he
bwd wein ber awav from two or thre

ohier st Mudge wasd o brilliant
scholar aud o belle, and with the hiind
faith of voung ove, Dave had believed

that she wonld oxeel in domestic dutivs
as in intelletunl pusuits. Her igno-
minfons fwilure, her ptter uselessness,
Landd his mother's constant and  indispe
able reforence to her inetlieiency abont
the Tarmework, had presented her to his
eves inoa new light. The beilliant girl
who was the pride of the eolloge, and
the helpless, thrinless wife, whose hue-
hand wis reganled with pity by a sympa
thetic neighborhiood, were two distinet
tindividuals as were ulso the young elo-
cutionist carrying off the honors of her
eluss, aud the tiecd, tearful woman wee -
cingr over her sogey bresd and melted
| buter.
| The sucess< in her readings had re
vived his old pride in her for a time,
I But ber consvquent illness and listless
| ness hid diseoursged hin
U Mrs. Somers saw the express package,
tand guired what it was. Dave told
her, vemarking at the same time that he
did not know what use she intended o
muke of them.
P Maybe shie's gotong to give ‘em away
to those who will appreciste 'vim.” sug
geatend hiiz mother. ' sure we've no
rocom for such robbish.  But her time's
oo tore'n i settin® hon's, and she might
s woll spend it in thst way as any other.,
She can’t do wothin’ that amounts w
|anything.’
Lotk her peadings smonnted o s
god Aol Dave responded, glad that
he conld onee speak anthoriwtively of
his wife's usefulness.

“Ob, ves, fur that emergeney, But
(it's stendy work that tells.  Lor pity vou
amd father of 1 ouldan't do Iur!}lill': Illul
give reidings! Wonder where your
menls would come v, Your marriage
and your horse trude were bout off e
preve. Dave. Your wilc's precty s the
parior or on L
mry looks wice and drives tice in the
buggy,  But they can't work.”

Davi's wife came home at the expine
il ol a month, ]u--kil-g fre<her awld
feeling strauger, sbie said,  Aud she did
uot bring b peintigs,

Degieon Somers onme into Dave's poom
the wght aiter her return to
o certon poeen of Land 1hat was for sale

It Scormered on™ o the deacon’s farm,
anud & strvam of W ALeT VAL oSS 1t
eowall b wowrch o Lol monay o
mey” De sandy, for 1 ean tarn that teld
it 5 pe=ture and ull my stock will

wiater sl But the man who's s2!lin’

NOVEMBER

Lwill let me oo this for yon ™

widv that'tl be likely o lend us thd

unt for thres montha, Dave??
Hut | Prive conld reply

wife sprili
“Iit iu"

0y
al "
fTY Davie's
Somers,” she sail, “Tean ot
vor lave the money=—not a4 lonn, but
;I" a gi'.'l, I Imve heen of =o little useto
you, knd bhave made you =0 much ex-
pense, 1 shall be very, very happy ai you

And rizing
up, she curie and luid g Tivtle silken
pirae in Degeon Somers” honds

But where dish v g
asked the wondering deaeon, looking
rom the plethorie hittle purse to hest

vt ehilade |

fiee, whieh had flushed a rosy el

0 sold my paintings” Duave's wife
A --llll
 Tittle thing T painted. ans D said
| he knew where T could dispose of any
guantity of such work.  And, =un
enough, 1 sold every one of thosething=
I opuintd when T owae sick for gomd

RN

flosor readin’, and vour|

talk nbawit

prices And 1 deeornts d some plates for |
a bd, who puid me well forit. Sol
have 175 in that purse, which you am

tr s than weleoame to,””
! Diedeon Somors fen wid his Bk l't&ll‘]l'-'
tand mopped them with his gilk hand
kerchief. I ean't do ity my ehild” he
suid ; it wonldn't be right. You must
keep your own money.”

“Put, T have nouse for it eved Davids
wiie, 0 intended to spend it all in
Christmas gifts for the family, but this
is better. 1 have everything T need
Al I as<k ordesire is to be of some nse—
and to have you all love me,” she added
lilf!l_\"

“A hundred and seveniy-five dollars
for that trash!  Well, the world is full of
fools!™ Mrs. Somers ejoculated when ghe
was told of what had ocenred,  But
she looked at Dave’s wife with an ex-
pression of surprised interest after that,
as it was just dawning upon her that
one might he of uwse in the world who
conld neither eook nor make cheese,

Deacon Somers' furm boasted of a
fine stone quarry, and he was very busily
at wurk every spare moment guarrying
stone for the foundation of a new barn
he was o build.  One day Dave drove
to town, ten miles distant, with a load of
grain for market. It was September,
and the market had risen during the last
few days.  All the neighhoring farmers
had turned our and harried their grain
away.  Dencon Somers remained home
quatrrying stone,  Mrs. Somers rang the
great bell ar noon time, but he did not
come,  Then she grew alarmed.

“sSome one must go up to the guarry
and see if anything has hoppened,” she
suid, And Dave's wife was off like a
young deer bfore the words were out of
her wonth.

It dud not seem three minntes hefore
she stood at the door aguin, with white
Hpey her dark eyes large with frvight,
“rather is wedged in under a great
bouller,” she said.  *Yon and the girl

et goo ol Take the cpmphor
snd  wmmening it may  sastein bis
steength nntdl 1 ean bring relief. T am

going to ride the dupple mare to the vil-
lage and vouse the whole neighborhood.”
“We huve no saddle™ s d Mrs,
Soniers; “und the mare will bresk vour
neck.” 3

Loean ride anything” Dave's wiie
answercd, as she sped away. 1t was
taught mewith other useless complish-
T

A moment later she shot by the door
and down the road towand the village,
She had bridled the mare snd buekled
i ban ket nnd sweingle.  She sat like
avoung Indian princess, her face white,
her eves lirge and dark, looking straight
ahivad sud arging v mare to her high-
eat spee k. Faster, fastor she wont, until
the woods und fivlds scemed flying pie-
turcs shootitg theough the air.  Hulf-
way to the village, which was more than
two miles distunt, she met Tom Burgus,
the blackonsth, She reined up the mare
so stddeniy she almiost sat her down on
her bauncies,

*Descon Spmers has fullen noder g
boulder in his guarry,” she ervied.  “Go
to him—quick! Dave is away!” Then
she rinde on,

At the village sl ronsed half s dogen
met, and to the strongest and most
muscular she spid @ “Take this mare sand
put her to her highest speed.  Tom
Burgus is alredy there,  You two can
lift the boulder, porbaps, 1 will pide
back with Dr. Evans.”

The wsn mounted the mare and was
off like u ereat bind swooping close to
the earth. He swept awny and out of
Eight,

When Do Evin reined his reckin
horse a4t the quarry, Tom Burgus, anﬁ
Juck Smith, who had ridden the mare
from the village, were proping ap the
bonilider with iron bars, while Mre. Som-
ersann her Lielp were trying to remoye
the deacon's inanimate form.  The doe-
tor and Duve’s wile sprang to their assist-

anve, o another mowent e was froe
from his jperilons  situation, and Dy,

Evaus was applyiug restorntives,  “He
will live,” be said; “hut in tive minutes
more, if help bed ot come. he wonld
have been o dead nian, Tt is very dor-
tunate you bad w swift horse in (he
stabdis wnd o rider who eould ke i laeor
scat” and Le glaneed around 658 Dave's
wile just fn thne to seo ber fall in o Hinp

l|1-:|;'.
Dineron SBomers wis quites pestonsd 1o
his nsoal bealth in @ fow doys. “Diye's

wife sod the dappled mire savedd
[l b snid 1o Descon Bradbow, = b
|“a|1|t' | (V) .'ll' =0 1)
{80 poor i bargain elther e, petzhibor,

!Jl:' A onee thonghe”

my

The il"lu"lll recover af ..-l-:}\ n’lti
{Just as rvpidly Dave's wils lost stpoel
vitcd eoley She fudha? Tdogy: theis i

| Lix e frail i 1 nt wrul ar A
with o onrsd sigh, sho Jyif dast

| the Gincaie Unl il with bor w.
the bud of awother Lifes, ok siined ney. r

to bloassom on earth,

wwn

wants LW Jowin,  He's goin® west, sl A ltor they esne bomie from the clinsel
sl have g argount this woek, UL vaad, wh e the i il< v |.l. ..Il‘. 3
ot s thie sy @leor oopay i, for ex- | D ove fwnd the dipndod 1.'r- pt o o
it lpys = om gowdl b ol laie, | bier 500 Do bindtoy Fag .' : it ,
taken® ddoe o piika snd Linsd belp and | noose about ber siendir dip ¢ ‘ = ..

| i fovantbony, wan! 0 . i 0 ’ Wite alesgmed o ) :
T J Do & think of i the dow mmoand wle | ERT

YA gentleman happened o]

|

|
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wifa'” sleeps the merble mockery of g

tll monvument smiles in frony ot thoge
who panse to veud its fiattering inserip
tion. It is g0 casy Lo praise the dead)
And the memorinl window siersd to hey

[ memory in Somerville ehurch—a pro-

position of Deacon  Bradlaw's—flashes
i erimson shume while suns rise and set.
And a sturdy farm-horse pulls the
plow throvgh Dave's stubble field, and
=arabiJonedrives the work in his kitehen,
—E1ln Wheeler in Harper's Bazar.
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Temperance

Is not signing a pledge
or taking a solemn oath that
cannot be kept, because of
the non-removal of the cause
—liquor. Thewaytomake
a man temperate is to kill
the desire for those dreadful
artificial stimulants that car-
ry so many bright intellects
to premature ves, and
desolation, strife and un-
happiness into so many
families,

Ttisafact! Brown's [non
BitTERS, & true non-alcohol-
ic tonic, made in Baltimore,
M., by the Brown Chemical

(.:nmm. ;llo are old drug-
s evel -
e bt ol Ty er
n; e
lhcz: drunkard, and by curing
the nervoumiess, weaknessy,
and ral ill health result-
ing from intemperance, do
more to lem
i the srictest sete thes
any other means now known.

It is a well authenticated
fact that many medicines,
especia.!lKe‘;)itters,'mnoth-
ing butcheap whiskeyvilely
concocted for use in local
option countries. Such is
not the case with Brown's
IronBITTERS. Itisamedi-
cine, a cure for weakness
and decay in the nervous,
muscular, and digestive or-
gans of the body, produc-
ing good, rich blood, health
and strength. Try oncbot-
tle. Pricec $1.00.

DR. JAYNE'S

AGUE MIXTURE

A CERTAIN AND EFFECTUAL REMEDY

FoR
Fever and Aguwe, Intermittent
and Remittent Fevers, de.
— e

This elisis of dircuses so oommon in wll parts
of the World, and especislly prevalent in ma-
Inrious districts and violusge of wrter-dourses,
aro almost invariahly agcompanied by more or
lees dersngemont of the liver, nod frequently
hy a defective notion of the digestive orgnns.

The mere breaking of the Chill is but w step
towards compinting m radical oure; the variows
orgnns of the body, expecinlly the stomach wnd
liver, must be hrought to a Lealihy snd vigor-
ous cupdition oefore o permaoent ovre can be
established, and thic facl Las been specially
kept in vivw by Dir, Juyue In Lis teeatment of

these wowjanini. The use of Jagnn's Axue
Mixiose, v cosjunciion with Juyne's Snuative
Pilly, na prescribed in the Dicwsiops whisk

aompuay vack oolt's, w| T anly

BREAK UP THE CHILLS,

but restore the syatew, wore partioulasly the
liver and stomach, to w ~onau sandition, aod s

provest s relapee of Tevy I Asun by thor-
oughly

ERADICATING THE DISEASE,
aud the b il erldeges of thie is tho Tnvasiable
mmeocss which e Ganre followad the sdmin:
Istratien of ot s Lo, RF Witesiad by the
oertifionie s viidlilied anlly iy 1, Jayne's
Alwanae mpdd the vides ud popularity of the
Azne Mistere in thoee wicty of the United
Stated. whers tho discasve, fir which it i

Tipta i

FPoe wale by Holge, Davie & Cn., Ageats.

The distress-
Ing feeling of

TIRED QUT, ===

exhaustion without effort, which makes Wie
A burden to s0 many people, is due 1o the
facs that the blood Is poor, and the vitalisy
consequently feeble. If you are suffering
from such feellngs,

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla

Ia just what you need, and will do you inesl
calablo good, ; B
No other preparation so concentrates and
mbmmm“
Ing, and invigornting qualitics as AVES®
Bemsaramiina,
PREPARED DY

Dr..C.Ayer&Co. Lows®.  ».
Nold by o, Druggiots; §1, 6z bodies & *
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