smile was forced and betrayed the anx
fety that lay beneath It. To his great
surprise, Old Mrs, Elkins was interest
ed at once.

“You don't mean that theah big one,
do you,"” she ecrled, “the one — well,
that theah one with the yellah halah?”
In her engerness Old Mrs, Elking' volee,
In spite of Its soft southwestern drawl,
became almost sharp.

“Yes, he's big,” replled her nephew,
“blg as me, blgger maybe. His hair's
sure kinder light too. IHe wouldn't he
none so slow
have them fool clo'es on. Don't see
what a man wants ter dress himself
up like a monkey fer, the way he
does."”

“He don't look no moah llke a mon
key'n you do,” sald Old Mrs, Elkins in-
dignantly, “not so much. He hasn't got
a brown hide like you. 1 don't sec
what you wantah run down a puhson
fol jus' because he happens to be bet
tah lookin® than you"

Tom looked at his aunt in blank as
tonishment. Never before had he heard
ber speak In thls way., He regarded It
as another proof that her health was
falling.

“Look here,” sald he anxlously after
a moment's pause. “I'm a-goin' ter ght
that there doctor from Gilla Bend ter
come over an' have a look at you.
There's somethin’ slipped a cog. 1 seen
it yea'day. I'm a-goln’ ter wire fer that
there doctor.” Tom half rose from his
chalr as he spoke,

“Het down,” sald 0ld Mrs. Elkins lm-
periously, “Now, tell me, did you see
that theah tendahfoot to speak to?"

“No, not partic’lar. Asked him ter
have a drink, an' he sald he wasn't
drinkin’; that's all,” replled Tom, re-
seating himself according to the In-
structions of his nunt and his lifelong
habit of obedience to her. “A lot of the
boys was kinder givin' him the laugh,”
he ndded,

“What'd bhe do?”

“Didn’t do nothin'; didn't say a word;

fer a man If he didn't |

flulshed speaking Tom smiled, but the |

looked kinder mad, though, long 'bout
the las’. You see, some of the boys
was a-gettin' kinder owly an' was what
you might ecall personal. Shouldn't
wonder If that there tenderfoot didn't
get hot under the collar an' go fer some
one bimeby. Then there'll be trouble
fer the tenderfoot, mos' like."

“Theah’ll be trouble foh the man that
runs ‘gainst him. I'll see to that my
eself. Have you got th'ough eatin'?’
Tom replied In the afrmative. “Then
You go. Wheah was that tendahfoot
hotel? Well, then, you go down to the |
hotel an' see that theah ain't no tron-
ble. You get to know that theah ten
dahfoot an' bring him back heah as
soon's you can an' make him stay to
suppah. Now go, Tawm. I know what
I want all right, an' [t

Tom depnrted, wondering greatly.
What his aunt wanted with this tender
foot more than with any one of the
others who now and then passed
through the town he could not Imagine
Btill, she 4id want him, and therefore
he must come. The Idea that the
young man himself might decline the
invitation never crossed Tom's mind.
He was not alone In his habit of obed!-
ence to Ol Mra. Elkina. The whole
town shared It. She was the one wo-
man to whom Boot Leg, masculine al-
most to a unit, could point with pride
Every one called her “OI' Mis' El
king,” and truly she looked older than
many women do at seventy, though her
age, she sald, was but ffty-four, and
Ol Mrs., Elkins was not one to lle
nbout her age or ghout anything else,
Little, steoped ‘and shrunken, dressed
always in neat call™, her white hair
strained back from Ler gentle face,
she did not seem at all Uke,a beroine
of the tales of famine and drought and
blosdshed that had become traflitions
In Boot Leg.

e 0 Goctah.

She had been born and bred on the | low e ter use $hut there expression.’

.

“Don't say you ain't had a falr charice
fer a firy' class lickin'."
strunger, ‘or some time Tom strolled
nlmlessly about, bringing up at last at
the primitive little bullding that ealled
Itself a hotel, with a resolutlon to speak

to the stranger and have It over with.

The barroom was crowded, as at thls
time of day it always was. In the even
Ing the gambling saloons and dance
halls took the people elsewhere, O
the veranda sat the tenderfoot, pre
tending not to hear the comments on
his appearance made by the men In the
barroom. There was no one with him
Rather at a loss how to open a conver
sation, Tom seated Llmself by the
stranger's slde, For a moment or two
he shifted uneasily, Then, to cover hls
embarrassment, he pulled from his
pocket a pi* » and tobacco bag. The bag
proved to empty.

“Try mb " sald the young man by
his side, h: nding over a pouch. Tomw
filed his | pe, lit it, took a couple of
pulls and then, nodding thanks, re
turned the ouch.

“I'hat there's good terbaccer,” sald
he,

“Glnd you llke 1t,” returned the oth-
er, Then *“ere was a long pause, dur
lng which ‘om smoked vigorously and
lovked at | « eowpanion out of the cor

ners of his eyes,
“Didn't come f'om roun’ yere no

wheres?' hazarded Tom at length,
“No,” replied the tenderfoot. Anoth
er pause, in which, as before, Tom ob
served the other man keenly. The re
marks from the saloon were becoming
more and more ofensive. Tom looked
at his companlon in a gentle amaze-
ment that he would allow them to pass

unnoticed. Then he got mildly In-
dignant on Lehalf of thls stranger.
“There's some fools in there what

.

want lickin',” sald he after awhlile.

“They'll get It In about filve minntes
more,” answered the vonne
more quickly than he had yet spoken
“l1 don't want any trouble, and 1
haven't sald anything, but I'm getting
pretty slck of it now."”

“I'd got sick some time back,” re
Jolued Tom sympathetically. “Kin you
shoot?" As he spoke he made a mo-
tlon as though drawing and firing a
pistol. The young fellow shook his
head.

“Not to speak of,"” sald he

“Some of them fallera kin." anld Tom
“an' there's some of them what
woulIn't min' shootle’ a man ke you,
what wasn't heeled, neither. Course |
could kill him afterward,” he added

oy, Byt that woskhia't e
much gomd. RHeckon I kin fix it, though
Look You willin® ter lick twe
or three of them fellers?”

“De most happy,” sali the tender
foot, rising from his seat. Tom also
rose and, followed by the other, made
two or three quick steps toward the
barroom door, but before he reached
It he suddenly stopped and faced
around,

“look yere,” sakl he. *I don't know
whether 1 oughter do this thing er not
I got ter take youy home with me ter
eat supper. My aunt, Ol' Mls' Elkins,
tol' we ter bring you, an’ if 1 got you
mnged 1 don't know what she'd say
But wmwaybe you'd better go th'ough
with It now yon started. Come on'
Entering the room, the two men stroll
ed toward the bar. Tom asked the
tend'erfoot hs name.

“Juyce Hobert Joyee,"” sald ke,

“Mine's Tom Caruthers,” said Tom
He leansd his back agninst the bar and
lookedharound the room. All eyes were
on bim and his companion.

“Look yere, gentlemen, 4f you'll al

fallow

roflangiy

yere,

ter of fact sllks are much better now
than they The ancestral
kliks, on hand
looms, were never of an even texture,
wherens with modern machinery the
last luech of a hundred yard plece
comes out exactly the same as the first
one, The art of dyelng, too, has been
brought to a state of perfection never
known before, and communleation be-
tween the silk workers of the world 1s |
so rapid that a discovery made by one
Is soon known to all the others. The
reason so many modern sllks do not
wear I8 because they are adulterated
to meet the demand for cheapness,
their wearing ability belng In exact
proportion to the amount of sllk they
contaln. Cheap sllks are largely made
up of dye and dressing. A good gquall-
ty of silk s defined by manufacturers
a8 one which has not more than four
ounces of welghting to the pound,
and none have less than two ounces.
Most of the welghting 1s put In during
the dyeing process, and when a man-
ufacturer sends a quantity of silk to
the dyer he says that he wants it to
come back welghlng so much, accord-
ing to the amount of adulteration re
quired.—New York Tribune,

were before.

which were woven

POINTED PARAGRAPHS,

Forgiveness [8 a very poor foundation
for friendship,
Golng visiting Is llke borrowing from
the ueighbors—youn have to pay back.
Which would be wiser for n man past
fifty to do—marry a tralned nurse or a
good cook 7
There |s need of a never-find-fault-
with-your-meais ciub. Digestion would
be better and the famlly happler.
If a secret {8 kept a secret this s one
slgn that It was not consldered im
portant enough to tell,
Oune thing about an Idle woman
she does not stand on the street and
bore people with her “views,” as an
Idle man does,
Bpeaking of superfluous words, is It
necessary to say in telling that a wom
an has gone visiting that she Is visit.
Ing “friends ¥"—Atchison Globe.

To
The late General
served with distinction in the elyll
war, and his wartime reminiscences
were amusing,
He was describing one day a time
when the soldiers’ pay had been in ar-
renrs
“A young westerner, full of bragga-
doclo,” he sald, “walked up to his eap-

the Polnt.
Russell Hastings

most of his life upon the generosity of
his friends and admirers for support.

On oune occasion a friend sald to
Whitman, “Well, Walt, how are things
going this year?"

“Fine,” exclaimed Whitman, “I'm at
work now. 1 am io the employ of
George Childs. Ile pays me $70 a

month,”
“What!” excluimed the friend. “You,
Walt, at work! May [ ask you what is
occupation?”
“Why," answered Whitman, “I ride
in the street cars. [ fall into conversa-
tion with the drivers amd conductors
and find out which of them have no
overcouts, Then 1 guess at thelr size
and notify Childs, who sends them the
It's not very hard
work,” the poet added pensively, “and,
you see, it helps Childs along."—Wo
man's Home Cowpanlon,

overcoats necded,

A Story of Genernl Lee,
After the final surrender of the Con
federate forces at Appomattox General

Lee and Genernl Meade, who before
the outbreak of hostilitles had been
comrades In the United States army,
met with mutual delight and lmme

dintely resumed the terms of Intimate
friendship which had been temporarily
Interrupted by the war. In the course
of the great conflict they bad several
times been pltted against each other,
Mende belng the vietor and Lee the
losing commander at Gettysburg, In
the course of thelr talk on the day of
the reconcillation Lee remarked play-
fully to his old friend that he was be-
glnning to feel the welght of years—
time was telling upon him. To this
Meade replied, “It isn't time, but Gen-
ernl Lee who has made me gray and
wrinkled.” o
Nolsy Speaker Cannon.
One day during the last session of
congress the house was In a turmoil,
and Speaker Cannon was wlelding the
gavel with all the strength of hls good
left arm. The members slowly ¢
to a realization of the fact that the
speaker meant to have order. All guit
talking except one member, who re
fused to pay any heed to Mr. Cannon's
repeated demands that he shiould sus-
pend.
“The gentleman might as well quit,”
the speaker remarked as he continued
to pound his desk. *I can make as
much noise as he can,"
The obstreperous member heard and
subsided.—Washington Post,

Joking With Royalty,
Ferdinand 11. was a man of very un

tain during the temporary trou's.. sa

Iuted and sald sternly:

““Three words with you, cap.'

**“Well,” sald the captain, ‘what are

they ¥
g

"oy = Mg ah g e
‘ r 1RTER.

“The captain smiled grimly,
“*Four with youn," he said.
“Well?
“‘Nelther one
York Tribune,

nor t'other. New

Old Time Controversies,

Old tlme controversies were often
vigorous In lnngunge. In a controversy |
with Mllton concerning the divine

right of kings Salmasius called hls op
ponent a puny plece of a man, a bo
munculus, a dwarf not having a hu-
man figure, a bloodless belng, a crea-
ture of skin and bones, a contemptible
pedagogue fit only to flog boys, a rid-
noceros, a hangdog looking fellow. The
great English poet not only answered |

In kind, but entered Into an extensive |
correspondence with people in Holland |
to obtain petty gossip and scandaloys
agecedotes concerning his opponent. [
The Ridlenlous Part,

“Do you see anything ridiculous in

my wig?" sald a judge to the famous

Irish barrister, John Curran,

“Nothing but the head,” ffdw back |
the retort.

| “Fellow, be sflent. 1 never stoop .t
falk to a fool” “Never mind that”
answered Jonas. “I do, so please

| folod the more ye hov to ate the more

certain moods and would allow his
Jester to take libertles with him one
hour while resenting hls famlillarity
the next. One day be turned around on
Jonas, his favorite fool, and thundered

listen to me In your turn.”

Shaftesbary's Quick Wit

Charles I1, meeting Shaftesbury one
day, sald to him:

“1 believe thou art the wickedest fel-
low in my dominlons.” The witty earl
promptly answered:

“For a subject, sir, 1 really belleve 1
am.”

The Drawback,

011 Gentleman- 8ince your uncle left
you that legacy, Mrs. Casey, you must
find your path In life much smoother
Mrs. Casey—8hure O dunno, sor. O

dishes there is to wash —Brooklyn Life

VManddening,
Judge—Had yon any provoeation for
assaulting this man? Prisoner—Of hod
yver honor. He wudn't foight!--I'uck.

What an Inferlor man seeks Is in oth
ers. What a superior man seeks I8 In

ready falling to the rear, Stralghten
up, then! Stand erect! Be a man!
You are a child of the Infinite King.
You have royal blood In your velus.
Emphasize It by your bearing. A man
who Is consclous of his kinship with
Gond and of his power and who belleves
thoroughly in himself walks with a
firm, vigorous step, with his head erect,
his chin in, his shoulders thrown back
und down, and his chest well projected
In order to give a large lung capacity.
e is the man who does things.

You eannot asplre or accomplish great
or noble things so long as you assume
the attitude and bearlng of a coward
or wenkling, If you would be noble
and do noble things you must look up.
You were made to look upwurd and to
winlk upright, not to look down or to
shamble along In a semihorizontal posl-
tlon. Put character, dignity, nobllity,
Into your walk.—8uccess,

Natlve Dress In Tibet,
The natlve dress of Tibet conslsts
essentially of a very wide gown five
and n half feet long, with long sleeves,
tightened In at the walst and gathered
up so as not to fall below the ankles
of the men of gquality, or the towns-
men, nor below the kuees of the com-
mon people, who have much walking
and work to do. Thus gathered up,
the gown puffs out at the breast, form-
Ing a huge pocket. At night the wear-
er lets It fall and 1s thus wrapped up
from his ears to his feet, as In a bed.
Tibetun women wear the same gown—
It is ealled n “chuba”—letting 1t hang
down to the ankle, Thelr dress varles
according to the loeality to which they

belong.

A Definition,
“Diplomaey, Lester,” sald the hen-
pecked man, replying to the Inqulry of
his small son during, It may not be
necessary to explain, the temporary
absence of the majestie wife of the one
and mother of the other, “diplomacy 18
whnt makes a man carve a turkey and
unselfishly deal out to his family and
the visltors their favorite helps, Includ-
lng the only portions which he himself
really llkes and at the same time look
like a putty salnt."—Smart Set.

One View of Wedlock.

An Englishwoman had had a good
deal of trouble with her husband, who,
according to her account, was a mon-
gter of LiTigulty. Bome one asked why
ghe had married a person of such char-
acter. “Well, you see, he aln't my
first,” was the reply. “I was pertickler
about my first. This here's my second,
aid o bad un Al that. But tere” —with
a shrug of the shoulders—"he's a shade
better than the work'us!™

Hia Facial Furrow,
Mr. Blllson, between whose lower lip
and chin there was an unusually deep
wrinkle, spoke Impatiently to the bar-
ber.
“Haven't you got my face shaved
yet? he asked.
“Not quite, sir,” sald the barber apol-
ogetieally, “1 haven't dug your diteh
yet."—Chicago Tribune.

Eggs have thelr faults, but, at any
rate, they are never too fresh.—Phila-
delphia Hecord.

fShe Waa Joking.
“No,” she sald, “I—1 can only be a
alster to you."
“Very well,” sald he, “1 must be go
Ing. I had expected a different answer,
but-well, good night.”
“George,” she faltered,
leaving the room, *
“What 1s 1t?" he asked crossly,
“Aren't you going to kiss your sister
good night? He d4id not go.

"Ittﬂh. Love.

Patlence—How do you know her love

Ll
ns he was

bhimself.—Bulwer Lytton.

for ilm was strong? Patrice—Because

your life.
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soclety 7'

ty If he wants to.”
er,

gone forever!”

I gave up the letters he had written to
me."—Chleago Réeord-Herald

agk me to dine,

Miss Footllght—Yes, I've got a lovely
new play for this season,

Miss SBoubrette - What is it?

Miss Footllght - A soclety drama
four acts and five new gowns.

In

Muoch Worne,
“l can't Imagine anything harder than
to tell a girl that you love her, 1 tell
you, that takes courage.”
“Yes, but think of the courage It
takes to tell a girl that you don't love
her after you've once told her you did.”
I'hlladelphin Press.

Just the Thing For Her,

“Why Is your daughter taking les
sons on the violin? Has she a particu
lar tulent for that Instrument ?
“No, not that we know of, but It
helps to show off her neck and arms
to such good advantage.”—Chicago
Record: Herald,

Counldn't Remember All

Mrs. Crimsonbeak—I'o you remem
ber what 1 told you lust night when
you came home?

Mr, Crimsonbeak — Good gracious,
denr! What sort of a mind do you
suppose I've got?—Yonkers Stetesman,

Other Side of It.

Him-1 think a man should marry a
girl he has known from his childhood.
Her—Yes, but If a girl knew a man
from childhood she would probably
know better than to marry him.—DBos
ton Herald,

The Difference of a Prefix,
“Some people lnsist on referring to
flats as ‘apartments.” "

“It's wroug,” answered the discon
tented man. “They are compartments,.”
—Washington Star.

Liternlly So.
Editor — Was Longwynde's sermon
exhaustive?
Reporter — Exbhaustive? You never
saw an nudlence so nearly worn out in
Los Angeles Herald,

Misunderstood.
Inquisitive Sultor-Hes your auntle
any helr, Johnnle?

Johnnle—Bhe's got a1 whole lot, but
nearly all of It comes out of the burean

tan® Dlgt
MIDG STl £

r.-—Cleve f1er

Very Rich.
“Has he enough money to get Into
“He has enough to stay out of socle

Philadelphia Ledg

To Improve Her Chance,
“The fortune teller says I shall mar
ry a rich man."
“DId she say whether he would be
blind or not?'—Illinols State Journal.

A Difference,
“All his stories have morals.”
“But his characters haven't”—New
York Press.

Fatal Blunder,
“He 18 gone!” she walled

“He Is

her friend

“Don’'t he downcast,”
irged. “ITe may come back
*“No, no; I shall never see him again

Hal Mer Appotive,
Harry—Moly, you look good enough
o eat. Moliy—All you have to do #s
I'dl do the eating all
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° . " . what has Jus' struck the town. He's Husklin and His Servanis, The lligh Art That Floarished Oves Little Harold's Viethus, bcms ln Vcrse

- . b el f you w-talkin' o & way| Ap wtimate feietM of Ruskin relates Forty (enturies Age. There Is a four-year-old v in
* - ® - " that's kKinder personal "bout them there | on incldent IHustrating that s mplicity, Lhe glassblowers of anclent Thebes city whose pare . w they will nes 2 .

! socks what b kot on.  Now, he al | gontleness and sympathy were charae- | 4r¢ Kuown to bave Leen equally a8 pro-| or aeain take him out unless In Satiilied,
' o lows that It aln't none of yer business | jeristios of his relations with the sery- | ficlent in that partieular art as Is the private closed cab, where his remarks Fish in de rives
. " . - what Kims socks he wears, an' U] gnts of his housebhold ‘I was dinlng | wost sclentifiec cruftsman of the sag@e | will not be overheard An’ me out on de sh
anybody thinks he'd like to make ] with Mr, Ruskin one evenng when | trade of the present day, after & la It was mamma's turn frst to recelve 1‘1.-1.--."(“ -fll ..".”” r;
. be..... bhis business ull he's got ter do 18 ter| quring the meal, a8 wWe were enjoylng of over forty centurles of so called| , <nock Sbhe und her dearest gir i"ls}lullr';. ullmb;- i :-(e-
step right up an’ interview Mr. Bol |, rhubarb tarct, I bappened to say that [ “progress.” They were well acqualnt: | rriend were returning fron o matinee An' fish worms in de can—
’ wotco“ Joyce on the subject.”  He paused, and | j¢ was the test 1 bad tasted that ses- el with the art of stalning glass and Harold walking demurely enough be l‘l;l: t-.::l-u...lc‘hI;:._‘.ﬂ‘n..::.l
' LE CLEAR aguin Le looked around the roow. N gon and remarked hm:dlh-:. lous It was ::'t' ;t“-";" 1;;!1::::; x-rrl;::u;u:ntllu:‘:}uu tween them, when be suddenly lifted : "1 SRR
ole spoke Mr. Ruskin wmanifested delight at m a1 gfes st 4 PErtec| his eyes, his chubby fist and his cle on't need no palace
' Copyright, _l:-nl.. e ‘EA n_D '& “*ol Tom went on “We can'l appreciation of his r]mhu:h,knml r]m: tion. Rossellinl glves an 1lustration \---i.-vv and ;..._.I,|I_I,.L}|.I.“" glddy ‘m_“:: Nor no scrumpticus clothes;
Weleal Lo Cour Buwd ’ wait Lere all night jus' fer your con | ing for one of the servants, he sald, | Of & plece of stained glass known t0 ghey were passing, sald : [‘“’T ‘._‘;.‘r\‘l;',; l, = PR -
’ ’ ’ ’ Q Q # venlence step lively an’ come along | ‘Please tell Jackson I want him." When be 4,000 years old which displayed ar | “That's where my papa gets his Mammas In Sa ¢ b
’ ’ . ’ Q ’ ’ : one at a time. Now's the time ter sub | Jackson came into the room his mas- [ tistic taste of bigh order, both In tnt) geinks. 1 know, 'cuz he give me & An’ de chillun round de do'-
S . frontier. Nearly all her life had been | soribe. Nobody comin'? Where's yei | ter said, ‘1 am very pleased to tell you, and deslgn swallow not to never tell.” H;:',I,'m‘\,:i::, de sho'
. 1 CHAPTER L ’ spent far from even the smallest set- | gportin’ blood?  Iere's $30, all or any | Juckson, that your first pulling of rhu- In this case the color Is struck Next time papa did not take Harold Washington Star
00T LEG was approximately | tlement in the desert country of theé| napt of It, ou Mr. Bob Joyce ‘galnst any | barb 1s qufte a success, and my friend | througl the vitrified structure, and he| for 4 friendly stroll, but the yvoungster

gquiet, for It was a lttle afte: | southwest. Boot Leg to her was & ¢en- | pan yere at evens, guns un” knlves h"“‘_“”‘\.” that it s delicious.’ mential designs  struck  entlrely 10| was along when some wen friends uj The Autumn Bloom.

noon amd most of Boot lA'g} ter of clvillzation, yet even now al paered.” e -paused pguln and theo “When we had finlshed dining a serv- | Pleces from a balf to three-quarters of | from the country for a week end visll| After the verdure and bloom of spring,

was at dinner. ‘ small lump that always -uppmtrﬁl ob | went on: “Five ter r'-'”'". then. .\.. ant brought lighted eandles into the u.!s Jrjn'll thick, illl? t'l}‘llbll' ln'll.u..' pcrf;_\‘:ll’y to Harold's family were seelng the An;llmn.. bloasoming and the frulting
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she was 80f cating. Tom, her nephew, ! gown was generally known to be eaus- | wo ter one .'\"“' then, that's my las | dows being shade ¥ the dense, over [.‘_. \ ..J.Il ©) .u. \ It ;.Ilm on bol M| a certain drug store lhf- boy with the After the ripened fruits have passed
uoted this fact, and from time to time ed by a weapon that rested there, a| offer. You fellers is a kinder jin.h o .-\ Crse ll.lnl I'j! Verse ':1 des memory tugged at papn's coat. thelr prime,
he would suspend his own energetic | Weapon which she wou!d as soon have| pabbity crowd. So long. We can'l I'be priests of P'tah at Memphis “Look,” he sald delightedly—*look e e R

: : : [ 'ing off ns she would| walt no louger. Only don't say you were adepts In the glassmaker's art,| g.there! That's where mamma buye .
attack upon the food long enough to | thought of leaving o wait n ) ¢ M- aiadt iy 4id they bave factort . gt o
glance uneasily at his aunt. Her con- the gown itself and which no woman| gin't bad a falr chance fer o tirs' class and not only did they have factorled| the bedbug polson yest'dy.” — New Under the burning heat of August's
could use with more quickness and a¢ | Hekin': that's all” As bhe finlshed for manufacturing the common erystal| York Press. sun,
duct was unusual, and It troubled him. : . S e s variety. but they had learned the vitrh Cid After the corn hangs ripened In the ear,
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griefs and fears,

tender buds of love and hope may

bloom

To glivlden eyes that once
with tears.

And

were blind

Blest earnest of our denthless heritage!
When slopes Nfe's pathway gently to-
ward the tomb
Under the softly falllng snows of age
We thank thee, Father, for the autumn
bloom
Helen Ekin Btarrett In Interlor.

THE PANTHEON.

It Has Withstood Vicissltades of
Over Twenty Centurles,
The Pantheon 18 the most interesting
of all the Interesting places of Home,
It was used for Its present purpose as
i place of religions worship before the
foundations of the Coliseum weee lald,
Its huge doors have opened to admit
the great ones of the earth, from Au-
gustus Cuaesar to Napoleon, an assers
tion that will scarcely be disputed,
It In the very heart of old
Itome, and the vieclssitudes which have
befullen the BEternal Clty during the
2,004} years of Its existence have left
it practically upchanged. The gllded
bronze that lined Its roof has been ear
ried off to “decornte” 8t P'eter's, where,
In the form of clouds and Cuplds, cords
und curtains, It fills the beholder with
displeased amazement.
Its tlles of bronze and gold were re-
to Constantinople 1,0 years
ago, and the statues which adorned it
have long perished, But the
mighty walls yet stand, flrm as ever,
sweeping up to the majestie dome, the
largest, though not the highest, In the
world.
One hundred feet across, a hundred
fect nnd perfectly ecircular, no
architect could design a bullding more
perfect In Its proportions, more harmo-
nlous as n whole, It 1s lighted solely
by an aperture In the dome, a elrele
thirty feet ncross. Standlng on its mar-
ble floor one looks up to the grentest
dome man ever ralsed and through
thut- to the blue dome which bends
nbove it, sending summer sun or win-
ter rain through those bare yards of
Bpace,

stands

moved

sinee

high

The effect 18 so lnpressive, so entire-
Iy unmatehed and unrivaled, that the
dullest of hearts and most untaught of
minds must perforce acknowledge it
Influence, A man think Bt. Pe
ter's

may

‘disappolnting,” may condemn
the Coliseum as barbarle or declile
that he does not care for the cata

combs, but every man who has viewed
It has been impressed, even to the
pitch of respectful sllence, by the Pan-
theon,
The huge haves of the Lronze door
revolve on thelr mighty hinges as they
have done since the days of the Cae
sars, and perfectly balunced are
they that a woman’s wrist can unclose
them, ‘T'hrough those doors they car-
ried Julln, Coesar's daughter, with all
the pomp of her lmperial power anbount
her. And after the lapse of twenty
centuries King [Iumbert was brought

fcross the selfsnme threshold to sleep

L1V ]

his last sleep In the anclent place
Chieago Journal

——

Overconfidence,

The two strangers who were stand-
fng at a downtown corner crossed the
street and accosted a young man on
the opposite corner.

“Will you please tell me,” sald one
of them, “which Is the best way to go
from here to Seventy-second street?’
“Well,” replied the young man, “the
hest way, of course, Is to take an au
tomobile. If you can't do that I sux
gest a street car as the next beat.”
“Thank you,” sald the stranger., *I
wns 80 certaln from your appearfnce
that you would give a elvil answer to
a civil guestion that 1 bet a two dol
lar bill on that proposition with my
friend hewe, [ See I have lost. One
ean't always jedge from appearances

It broke him

right.

Boston Transcript.

Gond wmorning, Mir.,"—-Chleago Trib®ne




