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CHAPTER X.—(Continued.)
“Do oyvon think yen may safely
duoc demanded
Yoeno, with a smile of boasiful self-com
placence,

“Whp are Frost demnnded
*ow's it done? There ain't a feature.”
He stared hard at Zeno, losing for once
his own shrinking gaze.

“Would you like to ses it go a little
further?' asked Zeno, laughing. The slip-
ped Lis hand to his mouth, Frost heard
a =light elicking sonnd, and there was
his companion grinning at him with a
horrible gap-toothed laugh, which startled
him so that he recoiled a pace or two.
Peono laughed trinumphantly and noisily.
“And now,” he =aid, when hi= laugh was
ever, “will you introduce me to Daob-
roski?" His voice had undergone a great
ehange, and hissed and whistled through
the gaps in his teeth like that of an oid
man,

¥rost stared at him still, as if he were
fascinntisl, “This gets me down,” he
said.  “This gets me down, and kicks
me ahile I'm down, Wait a bit,” he snid,
somewhnt recovering from his sorprise;
“1I'll shaw you something.” He pullad
open a small drawer. and taking from it a
photoziaph of considerable size, threw it
on the mble. Zeno took it. and after the
merest glanee stared up at Frost with an
expression of amazement almost as ¢om
plete as Frost himsell had worn a few
moments earlier. The photograph was nn
enlarged copy of the one which Angela
had fonnd among the stercascopie views
In the little exhibition of Janenne,

“How did you eome by this?" he asked,
recovering himself,

“Dohroski gave it me. 1 wans going fo
show it to you to warn you off, Thers
fsn't a man in the neighborhood here that
hasn't seen it and studied it.  There
Isn't one of any note nmong them that
hasn't got a copy of it."

“Dobroski gave it you?™said Zeno, in
a new amazement, “My good Frost, 1
have heen ns cunning as a serpent. 1
have had down thers at Janenne a bung-
ling spy who did not know me, who was
set to watch Dobroski, such a bungler
that he was certain to find him out, and
did find him out, and I had him there
to draw attention from myself. T galked
with Dobroski sometimes, a hit of broken
Enzlish, a bit of brokeén French., T fool-
ed him completely to my own idiotic self-
satisfaciion, and he knew me all the time.
Oh, I tell you he is a master. Neover a
sign. A sign? Not the least, least, lit-
tle, little sign for weeks, and he knew
all the time! A master”

At that instant there eame a loud
knockinz at the front door, and Frost,
puttinz his head out of the window,
peered downwurd.

“Who's there?”
is all abed”

“It is I, Mr. Frost,"” said a quiet yolee

intro

me to Dobroski now "

yon?”

&

he eried. *“The house

e

Avnn arose slowly and as if unconscionsly
rom his seat,

“Thix," said Frost., who knew not
what to make of Zeno's airs, and was
newly frightensd by them—"this is Mr,
Dobroski.”  He was vainly casting about
- his mind for Zeno's alias, when Zeno
himself relieved him,

"I knew it,” cried the spy. in English,
and then with a sudden forward rush he
threw  himself at Dobroski's feet, and
seizing one of his ankles in both hands,
kissed his hoot again and again, with
wild, gurgling ejaculations which meant
nothing to Frost's ears, but stood in
Polish for “Angel! Preserver! Patriot!
Father!" nnd a variety of expressions of
worship and affection. Dobroski tried to
withdraw his foot from this nnexpected
worshiper's grasp, but Zeno held on tight-
Iy, and the old man submitted after a
while, but looked round on Frost with a
questioning air which set that traitorous
personage at his wits' ond.

“Come,” said Frost, stooping to seize
Zono, as the best way of hiding his em-
barrnssment, “Don't you think you've
done about onengh of that? It's no lux-
ury for Mr, Dobroski to have you licking
his hoots ke o dog.”

Zono went on kissing and gurgling for
a second or two, and then allowed Frost

o deag him o his feet. The old man
had walked by muddy ways, and his wor-
shiper's countenance bore signs of con-
tact with the hYhoot. To l“I'\}“t"‘i utter
amazement, tears wers coursing down the
spw's fut, white cheaks.

“1 declare ™ said the
in hewilderment, as He
the shouliders, “what's the matter
the man?"”

“Whar is the matter?”" demanded Zono,
tirning upon him with smeared and tear-
ful face and tragie gesture. “Behold the
preserver of my life, my father’s preserv-
er, my mother's, the patriot, the chief,
the idol, the god, of my unhappy coun-
try i

With this he fall into a chalr near the
table, and dropping both arms across the
table and his head upon his arma gawve
himsalf up to convulsive sabbing,

“I do not recall your friend,” said Dob-
roski, looking toward Frost,

*No," cried Zeno, raising his head to
his fellow =coundrel’s intense relisf, *1
am of Warsaw., My name is Wroblews-
koif. Mareo. It is thirty years ago.
1 was but a lnd.™

e spoke in Polish, and Dohroski's
look of inquiry gave way to one of pleas-
urs :1Il-i weleome,

“I remember.,” he sald—*"1 remember.”
Heo stretehed out a hand to Zeno and the
raseal took it amd kissed it.

*My mother blessed yon with her dy-
ing breath,” he said, “My father diad
in exile, hlessing yon. My sister’s chil-
dren cherish your memory and pray for
yvou nightly,”

Irish- American,
gliook Zeno hy
with

below. “Can I speak to you for an mo-
mment 7"

Mr. Frost drew in his head so sudden-
Iy and incautiously that he struck ir
resoundingly upon the woodwork of the
window, and then the spy and the traitor
faced oach other., The same word was
on the lips of each, and droppad in a
amere whisper: “Dobroski ™

“Bering him here,” said the spy, “Wa
can tell between as if he knows me. A
little courage. Take the bull by the
horn=. We ean save all if there is any-
thing to save—do all if there is anything
to be done. Go”

With all this hreathed in one rapid
whisper in Frost's ear, he pnshed him
from the room. While he blunderingly
descended Zeno advaneed stealthily like a
eat and restured the window and the blind
to their old position.

“Ido T wear anything he ecould know?"*
he nsked himself. He with
rapid fingers a single button of his waist-

relensed

cont, slid the bar of his watch chain
throngh tha huttonhole and transferred
watch and chain to his eoat pocket, Then |

he stripped his fingers of the rings lwI
wore and put them in his purse, and as
be did so he heard the jar with which
the froant door opencd. Ilis breatli came
hard and fast. and his fat cheeks were
blanched, but he seated himself in a |
ba'h-rw‘ armchair near the fire. |

“Are you alone, sir? asked Dohroski, |
when Frost bad opened the door. “Can [
I epeak with you¥”

“1 am not alone, Mr.
ewered Frost, "1 have a friend with
Will you come in? He would like 1o
meet vou, sir. He is a countryman of
yours."” '

“1 will come in for a moment," said
Daohroski e entersd from the rain,
which was driving down rapidly, and as
Frost closed the door he said, in tran
quil rnd ordinary “Mr., Zeno is
here, e arrived in London this even-
tog.”

obroski' an-
11

160, I

tones,

CHAPTER XI.

For a2 mement Frost felt hollow, and
had some ado to stand upright. He held
the handle of the door In one hand, and
with the other propped himself against
the wall,

“Zeno? he contrived to say, In a voiee
which le knew to be much unlike his
own, "Ah. The spy.”

He expected some wsort of instant con-
demnation, for to his startled mind the
statement that Zeno was there meant

that Zeno was actunlly within the house, |

and was of jself proclamation of the
dizgcovery of treason, [le had time enough
to be shot, stabbed, poisoned, abducted,
and tried for treason in his own wswift-
darting, frightened fancy before Dobroski
apoke again.

“Yen," sald Dobroski, “he is here. It
s well that everybody should be wn-ned
of him."

“0Mf rourse,” returned Frost, trem)'ing
in his limbs, and speaking with a slinke
In his voice. “He seems to be a dunger-
e oy

Dobroski mounted the staircase in si-
lence, and entered Frost's room o obedi-
ence to & wave of the hand from the regu-
lar orcupant. Frost followed in time to
see Zeno turn In his armchair and look
at the newcomer with a casual air. This
was vucceeded by a start of surprise, and

| the listenar wns

The bewildered TFrost asked himself
repeatedly whether the thing were true or
falsn,  Iwobroski released himself from
the spy's grasp and walked to the window,
and looked out on the rainy night. Then
Zeno, turning upon Frost, began in Eng-
lish a story of the utmest circumstance,
which he related with so natural an emo-
tion and so compléete an air of veracity
that it was hard to disbelieve him, thongh
certain he was lyving.
(mece or twice, at the mention of a name,
Iwobroski turned and asked after the his-
tory of its owner,

Frost was eager and yet afraid to be
alone with Dobroski. e had been horri-
bly frightened all along. When Zeno
had seemed to stand on the edge of a
fatnl biander in respect to his wife's na-
tionality, his blood had saddenly run eold,
and he had eyed Dobroski in an agony of
apprehension,

“Perhaps you don't know,” =aid Frost,
addressing his fellow raseal, “what sort
of a muss you've got your features into.
You'd better take one of them candles
into the next room and get a wash there.”

Zono glaneed at himself in the dis-
eolored glass ahove the mantelpiece, and
feigning to be surprised by what lie saw
there, took up a eandle and retired. As
he entered the Ledehamber he stumbled
arninst a chair, and in putting it ont of
the way pruli:u'tl the door open with it
F rost .|~‘:rrmi-h-‘lf Daobroski.

1 don't quite make out this news of
vours, sir,”' he said, half whispering,
“You say Zenwo is in London, Who has
seen him?"”

“J1e was seen and recognized at Char-
ing Cross stiuntion by two of the breth-
ren,” roturned Dobroski, “Unhappily he |
wing missed and lost in the crowd. They
saw him take a eab. but in the confusoin |
they followed the wrong vehicle,”

Frost, standing with his back to the
Heht, dared to look into Dobroski's PV es,

which were illuminaterd by the flame of
the solitary candle.  He could read there
no sign of suspicion, but he asked him-

solf what would have happened if Zeno
had been tracked to his residence—what
| wonuld happen if he really had been track-
| ad there, and if Dohroski were only play-

|ing with him. The faney turned him
cold.
“You have heen looking at this por-

trait?" said the old man, striding past
Frost, and taking up the photograph,
which still lay upon the table. “He will
be troublesome to us, most likely, but
we are forewarned against him, and fore-
warned is forearmed in the proverbs of
many nations."

“My candle has gone out,” said Mr.
Zono, presenting himself at the bedroom
door with the candlestick in one hand
and n towel in the other. Dobroski threw
a photograph on the table, and Zeno, as
he relit his candle at the other, glanced
at it. “Io you know this man, friend
Frost? he demanded, laying a finger on
his own portrait. “Ile is not a friend of
yours, [ hope?"

“Why not?" asked [riend Frost, husk-
ily.
“He is a seoundrel,” returned Zeno,
placidly, looking as if he noticed nothing,
but keeping the keenest lookout on [ob-
roski through the discolored mirror. “He
is a Nussian spy, that fellow.”

“How @0 you know?" Frost demanded.

Ha crouched over the fire and rubbed his

Lhands ahove the hlaze to nccount for
the teemor in his vedeo,

“"How do 1 know?®"
“Phere was in Milan o pational comniit
too, nnd 1 Thin fellow
tried to bribe me, his foee, )

pefhont ted

wis a moemher,
I know

<hould know it In a million, but T have |

forgotten what nume he went hy. That is
1 know the man, © 1f
face to fooe

af No conseqienee.
yvou  doupbt it, bring him
with me"

“What do you
Dobroski. *“Is he an able man’? .

“A fool, said Zeno. “He is a Greek
and he eame to me at Hest pretending 1o
be a Pole. 1 talked with him aund he
made fifty mistakes in o handeed words."™

“How lvng ago was this?" Dobroski
usked.

“Seven years next August,” responded
Zono, nfter an elaborate ealenlation upon
his fingers and much knitting of his sandy
brows in thought.

“You will tell anybody you happen to
meet,” said Dobroski, taking up his felt
hat from the table and turning to Frost.
“It is well that all should know it. |
shall meet you again, Mr. Wroblewskoff,”
he added, shaking hands warmly with
Zeno, who took the extended hand in both
his and kissed it.

Frost lighted his guest downstairs and
saw lim into the rainy street. Then he
came blunderingly upstairs again,

“Well %" said Zeno, who was toweling
himself before the mirror. “Did he know
ma "

“T do not know,” sald Frost, with ex-
treme slowness, “whether he knew you
or whother he didn't. But if an opinion
is any use to you he was no more taken
in than I was."

“TPooh I eried Zeno,

“Anyway,” replied Frost, *T ain't fool
enongh to ask you to pitch your tent on
my premises just at present. The best
thing for you to do is to slide before
the old man has time to set a watch on
this particular tenement.”

“Give me his address,” sald Zeno, 1
will know whether he suspeets or not.
I shall call upon him to-amorrow."

('To be continued.)

know of him?" asked
S

NEW FAD OF KANSAS FARMERS.

Have Publie Sales 1o Disposxe ol
Stocek and Farming Implements,
Never was there such an epldemie of

public sales on the farms as this

spring,  Seven guctioneers have bheen
kept busy and others are In training
for auctloneers' schools, Some of the
auctloneers are “Colonels,” They claim

that title when they huave “cried” 100

snles,

But it is only the result of the farm-
ors getting rich—and of the land boo
which eanuses much change of location.

Central Kansas has reached a time
when the farmers who have made their
home here, writes an Abllene corre-
spondent of the Kansas City Star, have
acquired more material than they need
to run thelr farm, or are anxious to
chunge their residence, and so want 1o
have a “sale.” They go to the county
seat and make areangeiments with the
auctioneer, and have their bills print
od, The latter are put up In the post-
aflice or are seattered on the fence
posts of the vieinlty,

The attendance on the public sales
is usually good, nothing but bad weath-
er keeping the farmers of the vielnity
away., The women frequently accom-

| pany thelr hosbands and form an in-

terestd portion of the audiende when
the household goods and canved frait
ave sold,

The crowd that has lookel over the
possessions of the household curiously
and nodded at the various flaws in the
fmplements of the furtyard bas nlso
had a rude sort of entertalument. On
every sile Bill in large letters appears
“Free lunch at noon,” aml some of
them have the additional  legend.
“Bring your tin enps”  Phls Is Greek
to the e¢ity resldent, but the farmer
knows what It means, Tt is a proinise
that there will be great steaming cans
of coffee, with pleaty of sundwiches
and perliaps pickles. The task of pro-
viding cups for a hundred or two visit-
ora is a formidable one, awml the pru-
dent the comers
bring cups to use at this function, The
habitual auctlon attendant is fally
equipped with the cups to use on such

ousewile asks that

oecaslons,

During the winter all sales hegin at
10 o'clock, but as the days lengthen the
noon start 18 more common. It all de-
pends upon the amount of material to
Sometimes there is something
coffee to drink, but not

be 2old,
more than
often.

The amount of changing
hands in this growing method of dls-
posing of uzed farm muterial is enor-
mous.,  In this eounty alone prebably
seventy-five snles have heen tell since

property

the first of the present ye
have averaged more than 81,000 each,

or at least S1HIAN) worth of second- |

hand goods disposed of by farmers to
their netghbors,  The same condition
exists in nearly well  settled
county of the State, and so common is
the custom becoming that it s unlike-
ly that It will show any diminution
for some time to come

every

Not What He Asked.

In these days of |lodividuallam In
thoueht and action the balanes of ae-
clsion tips more and more toward the
personal. Even In the matter of spell-
Ing, the ego assertz it=elf in the face
of tradition sml history. “DBobby,” In
Tit-Bits. s not the only person who
constitutes himself the final court of
appeal In the realm of orthography.

“So you go to school, do you Bob-
by 7" asked the minigter.

“Yes, sir,” anuswered Bobby.

“Let me hear how you spell ‘bread.” ™

“Rereede”

“The dictionary spells it with an ‘a,’
Bobhy.,”

“Yeg, sir; but you didn’t ask me how
the dictlonary spells It; you asked mae
how 1 spell 1t.”

Mexico Is beglnnlng to gru{r rice ow
a large scale

Zono. :

r, and they |

If you ever have the opportunity to
witness a balloon race, do so by all
means, says Willlamsport (FPa.) Grit.
A horse or automoblle race Is not In the
same class, and even the human race ls
(quite tame along side of (t. The excite
ment Is not contined to the competitors.
The spectators share (t, and they feel
ns the balloonist does that It Is a race
agalnst thme and space, with death as a
competitor with a possible ehance of
winning, The balloon racer Is ungques-
tionably above other racing men. He
X0es over a course In which ordinarily
no abstacles can be placed, and he usu-
ally has the track to himself,

Above Is a pleture of a recent balloon
rice showing the balloons ready to
start.  There are about a dozen of them,
anl each one {8 tugging at the ropes
which hold It captive, One almost fan-
cleg the great canvas spheres are anl-
mate belngs and are eager to be off at
the crack of the plstol, like a tralned
track horse. The spectators are stand-
Ing about, sizing up the racers and the
men who will race them. The balloons
are really the racers of the aerial track,
and the daring balloonists are the jock-
«¥s who will gulde them over the eourse,

When' all was In readiness, at a glv-
en slgnal the balloons were simultane
ously released, and shot up into the afr
with a loud swish. A mighty shout
arose from the assembled spectators.
For a few moments the racers seemed
to be about neck and neck in the race,
and then the racer floating the red
und white coiors forged a bit ahead. A
shout of frenzled delight aroze from
Its partlsans. Evldently the applause
reached the ears of the man guiding
it, for the balloon shot ahead another

firty feet as a result of some manlpu
lation, For some minutes the balloons’
appenred to hold the positions attalned
at the start, nnd then the red and
green notleeahly galned on the red and
white, The two by this time were far
ahead of the others, and It was evl-
dent to all that one of the two balloons
In the lead would win the race, and the
betting became wildly enthusiastle,
Farther and farther up Into space they
drose. Now they would appear to be
golng Inland, and agaln as they entered
a higher current of alr they would ap-
pear to be golng seaward at a fright-
ful pace, and one would hear a groan
of dlsmay from the spectatora Soon
the two became mere specks In the sky, |
and it was no lounger possible to learn
which was In the lead. The anxlous
spectators learned the result of the race
by telegraph two hours later, the red
and white having traveled the greatest
distance by far In the speclfied time,
There was not a hitch or accldent In
the race. In spite of the danger which
18 certalnly always present with such
sport, balloon racing ls rapidly growing |
in popularity.

from

JULIET V. STRAUSS,

galt.
there Isn't anything to manage on.

husband's money."

houge

creed.
women,
fistedd man.

of mind.
who travel

unlverse,
Chicago Journal,

WOMEN AND THEIR HUSBANDS' MONEY.

Waomen are always telllng a tale of woe about
the tragedy of not having any money they can
call thelr own and belng obliged to ask for It
husbands who
After reviewing the matter dispassionately, 1 con-
fess to a sneaklng sympathy with the men. Where
dues the money come from for the lncessant de-
mands of life
ing over In my mind various schemes by which
living expensges may be lightened.
me to state that I have not hit upon any, 1
know that I have conveyed to my
Idea that 1 am economlenl and thrirty,
it! 1 am oue of those plg-headed [dealists who
are always working themselves to death and hav-
ing nothing to show for It.
less to live on dress better and make more show
In the world,

Whenever [ hear a woman boast of belng a
good manager I always take [t with a graln of
Good management comes In
It consists In being quite cheerful and
smiling in a last-vear's gown and a madeover hat. The best management In
the world s In making life worth living to yourself and to your famlily. A
woman ean never do this by assuming a downtrodden alr about spending *‘her

Many # woman thinks her husband stingy when he 13 only reasonable,
and many a man glves in to hls wife's pleading for money to furnish the
or send the children away to school when all his better Judgment tells
him the money should be laid by for a ralny day.
menn in money matters and men who have llved narrow, pitiful lives because
thelr wives were of the skintlint dlsposition.
pear dwarfing a life as any other thing, except a narrow mind and a narrow
But we need not be hopelessly bound In shallows, even though we be
custom shackled and seemingly at the mercy of some selfish, close-

Let me say agaln, though I paraphrase Wagner, that liberty Is a state
1 know women who have private Incomes to apply as they llke,
and see and hear all that ls to be seen and heard, and who are
not happler or brighter or much better Informed than the writer of these
lines, who has never In her life bgen free from poverty, who has seldom been
ont of her native State, who has never seen the ocean or the capital of the
United States, but who Is nevertheless a denlzen of the world—a child of the
wwhose lanterns are the moon and Mars."—Jullet V. Strauss, In

treat themm ke beggars,
Just now I am desperately turn-
Truth compels
renders the

Far from

Plenty of people with

malnly when

I know women who are

Lack of money cian come nas

Conld Not Fool Her.

Suspleion, once planted In the human
breast, 18 quick and flourishing of
growth, The countrymat, proverhlal
bait for the wicked, |8 more often taken
In by the Innocent things than by con-
lhlnr-e«-e- men and tnleves. Of such n
type was the old farmer's wife whose
story Is told In the AMinneapolis Jour-
1inl. The ways of the clty were A mys-
tery to the good lady, and she resolved
1o -ln" armed for every emorgency.

The farmer and his wife were set-
tinz off for an event In thelr lives, a
visit to St, Paul, They had been cau-
tioned repeatedly by thelr friends to
| beware of sharpers. They replled that
they would keep their eyes open, and
started with a nervous determination
1o Jook out for confldence tricks.
| ©On the way the old farmer got off
at a junctlon to buy some lunch, and
the train went on wlithout him. It
was a terrible mishap. The last he
enw of his wife she was craning out
of the ear window, shouting something
reproachful at him, which be could
not hear on account of the nolse of the
traln,

It happened that an express came
nlong a few minutes later. The farmer
ronrded 1t and got to St. Paul nearly
an hour earller than his wife.

He was walting for her at the sta-
tlon when she arrived. He ran up to
her pud selzed her vallse.
| “Well, 8arah,” he eald, “I'm glad to
gee ye agaln, 1 didn’'t know but we
was separated forever.”

“No, ye don't. Mr. Bharper!"” she
cried. 1 left my husband at the junc-

tion. Don't be comling any of yer con-
fidence games on me, or I'll call a
polleeman.”

Hobson's Chaolce.

The phrase “Hobson's chofee” orlg
inated In an English livery stable, To-
blas Hobson was the first man In En-
gland to rent out hackney horses. It
may have been through an unshakahble
sense. of  Justlee, It may have been
through laziness, but at all events this
eccentrie stable keeper obliged all who
applied to him to rent a horse to take
the one which bappenesd to be standing
nearest the stable door. And so the
phrase Hobson's cholee came to mean
no cholee at all,

But No One Launghed.

At an old-fashloned revival down In
the Ozarks a woman was telling her
experlence,

“1 used to eare a lot for the vanitles
of this world,” she exclalmed. *“But
when [ was saved I saw that all my
finery and Jewelry and trinkets were
dragging my soul down Into perdition,
and I took 'em all off and gnve 'em to
my slster.”"—Kansas Clty Tlmes.

All Unlon Members,

Hix—1 see President Roosevelt advo-
eates an elght-hour day for wivea Do/
you suppose they'll get It? !

Hax—Sure, If they demand It. When
a woman marries she joins a unlon,
you know.—Kansas Clty Tlmes.

|

A lot of trouble would be averted

If women feared men as much as they
do mlce

OId
Favorites

All Quiet Along the Potomnac,
“All quiet along the Potomae,” they say,
“Kxcept now and then a stray picket
Is shot, as he walks on hig beat to and

fro,

By a rifleman hid in the thicket";
"Tis nothing—a private or two now and
then

not count in the news of the
battle ;

Not an officer lost—only one of the men,

Moaning out, all alone, his death rattle.

will

All quiet along the Potomae to-night,
Where the soldiers lle peacefnlly
dreaming ;
Their tents in the rays of the clear au-
tumn moon,
Or the light of the watch fires are
gleaming.
A tremulous sigh, as the gentle night
wind
Through the forest
ereeping
While stars up above, with their glitter-
ing eyes,
Keep guard—for the army is slecping.

leaves softly ia

There's only the sound of the lone sen-
try's tread,
As he tramps from the rock to the
fountain,
And he thinks of the two in the low
trundle bed
Far away in the cot on the mountain,
His musket falls slack—his face, dark
and grim,
Grows gentle with memories tender,
As he mutters a prayer for the children
asleep,
For their mother—may heaven defend
her!

The moon seems to shine just as brightly
as then,
That night, when the love yet unspoken
Leaped up to his lips—when low-mur-
mured vows
Were pledged to be ever unbroken
Then drayging his sleeve roughly over his
e |
I1e dashes off tears that are welling.
And gathers his gun eloser up to its place,
As if to keep down the heart-swelling.

He passes the fountain, the blasted pine
tree——

The footstep is lagging and weary
Yet onward he goes through the broad
helt of light,
Toward the shades of

dreary.

Hark ! was it the night wind that rustled
the leaves?

Was it moonlight so suddenly flashing?

It looked like a ritle * * * “Ha; Mary,
glmll'[\_\' >

And the life-blood is ebbing and plash-

ing.

the forest so

All quiet along the Potomac to-night:
N sound save the rush of the rlver;
While soft falls the dew on the face of
the dend—
The picket is off duty forever!
—FEthel Lynn Beers,

The Merry Henrt Goes All the Way,
When you come to a wearisome bit of the
ru:u].
Where the stones are
path is steep,
And the back is bowed with the heft of
the load,
As the narrowing way ls hard to keep,
Don't stop just then for n wasteful sigh,
But chnllenge the worst with steadfast
cheer ;
1f nowhere else, there is help on high—
God's angels will hasten, your pionmeer.

thick and the

When you reach the lonesome bit of the
road,
Curtailed about with mist and murk,
And you hear faint sounds from the dread
nhove,
Where shivering, grim hohgobling lurk,
Just laugh to scorn their doleful erics—
This ix the place to whistle and sing;
Brush the foz fromi your fearless eyes,
And close to the faith of your fathers
cling.

When you stand at the sorrowful bit of

the road,
Anid a hand yvon loved his loosed its

clasp.
When streams are dry that in sweelness
flowed,
And flowers drop from your listless
grasp ;

F'en now tuke heart, for farther on
There nre hope and joy and the dawn

of day:
You shall find again what you thought

was gone,
*Pis the merry heart goes all the way.

—Murgaret E. Sangster.

Mnitress from Hoosevell,

John Baylor, formerly a pinmber
who has been in Panmma  for  some
time, has good reason to  remember
Prestilent toosevelt,  When the Presl-
dent vigited the eanal zone Baylor
stood In llne with others waiting to
shake hands with him. Mrs. Roose-
velt, struck by the fine appearance of
the young American, calld her hus-
band's attention to him. The Presi-
dent then turned to Raylor and asked
him If he suffered any hardships,

“1 would be happy but for one
thing,” answered the plumber,

“What 18 that?” inquired the Presl-
dent,

“1'd glve anything for a mattress to
sleep on.”

“You will have one, my boy,” re-
sponded the President, with a warm
grip of Baylor's hand. That nlght
there was a fine mattresa awalting
Baylor at the house where he lived
with other workmen. — New York
World.

Nothing to !H:-ul._-
Minister's Wife—Wake up!
are burglars in the house, John.
Minlster—Well, what of it? Let them
find out their mistake themselves.—
Christlan Register.

Thera

Entirely too much attention Is pald
to the affairs of the heart and not
enough to the affalrs of the liver.




