A FIELD FLOWER’S COMPLAINT.

If I had been a snowdrop, the first one of the year,

Would you have thought me beautiful, belng the first, my dear?

If 1 had been a royal rose grown higher than your heart,

Would you have bent your fuce to mine, and drawn my leaves apart,

Untll they dropped about your feet, and all my heart lay bare?
A broken heart, a golden heart, for you to leave or wear—
Would you have gathered in your hand each fallen rosy leaf,
And sald a gentle word for life so beautiful and brief?

But I, thad faln would be a rose and wear her royal red,

A field flower among fleld flowers,

I Iift my loveless head;

Among the tall dead netties, white camplon who will heed?
White eamplon shrinking falntly mid dock and sllverweed?

—Black and White,

Cupid and Uray Hairs.
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HE pretty gray-halred lady|in arms are our most prominent expo-
i! sighed. “I never really had a | nents in these days. Why, that young
fair chance at partridge be-|cub out yon(r at tennls is barely a
fore,”” she sald, Indleating her well- | self-confessed twenty-four, and yet his

filled plate with a pathetic amlile.

“I have a fellow-feellng,” she con-
tinued, “for that old gentleman who
sald that the wing of the chicken was
doubtless the very nlcest portlon of
all, but that he had never tasted It
When he was young the old people
were supposed to monopollze It, and
now that he wad grown oid, he sald, It
had to be reserved for the young. ‘My
dear,’ he lamented, 'l have never tast-
ed the wing of the chicken! .Tragic,
wasn't 1t

“It was dastardly!” The fine-looking
white-mustached gentieman on her
right hand stided a snort of indigna-
tion.

“Nothing gets away from the young-
aters of to-dny,” he growled. “I'm only
a bare 59, you know—"

“Yes—I remember you wera always
Just five years ahead,” the sweet-faced
lttle lady smiled sympathetically.

“Fifty-nlne years, Mra. Merrydew!
and to judge from the attitude of the
young fledgelings In this hotel, one
would say I was a rellc of the stone
age—Dbelonged somewhere, unclassified,
with the pyramida and Rameses [1.""—
bis genlal face took on a sudden mul-
berry hue; “dastardly, I repeat! You
ean't plead the most trivial sensation
of Indigestion nowadays, even just a
plain ordinary Leadache, but It's put
down to Inciplent senllity—I meet It
on all sldes. 1 ean tell you!"

“l know—I know!" responded hia
falr listener, appreciat.vely. “And
that rosy-cheeked girl from the acad-
emy prefaces every other remark to
me with ‘In your day—! It does come
hard, certainly, when one Is satill In a
falr state of preservation, and can yet
malntaln ordinary conversation.”

“Conversation, humph! merely the
last expiring efforts of a once powerful
intellect, my dear madam,” gquoted the
elderly gentleman, savagely.

TLa precty little widow glggled out-
right at this—ahe could look very
char-ing when a smile dispelled her
naturally penslve expression. “Really,
it's a comfort to meet you dgain, after
80 many years,” ~he confided, “let's go
over to that window seat, where we
can saympathize. 1 feel quite as young
as I did twenty-five years back—and
younger; but there Is always such an
unreasoning prejudice regarding gray
halr—Iit's public opinlon concerning it
that harrows up your wul.”

“Giray balr ls most becoming over a
youthful face,” put In the gentleman,
with a gallant bow, while they both
withdrew to a friendly alcove. "“Oh,
thank you for not saying ‘still’ youth-
full That ‘still’ is such a paralyzing
word!™ the little lady shoddered. “They
might as well say: ‘Mra M. still re
tains her Intelligent expression.’ It is
all very unnerving.”

He chuckled, and movel his chalr a
trifle closer,

“] say, this judging of age by years
Is the most ountrageous procedure ever,
fsn't It now? [ malntain that It s
primitive and unworthy of our so-call-
od civillzation. One might as well
eige by rheumatism, of which babes

mamma (the stout, be-dlamond per-
son, with three chins) is sore put to it
to extricate him from his considerable
and flourishing crop of wlld oats (regu-
lar horse-chestnuts they are, too, I be-
lieve!). My dear young friend, you and
I might be styled mere babes In the
wood by comparison with this world-
weary youth! And yet"—the white
mustache went upward with a twist
of flerce exasperation—"he wanted to
know what colleges they had In my
day, and were telephones and horse
cars Invented.”

The lady laughed so heartlly that
the Irate speaker jolned In perforce
after a while,

“I'mi 8o glad you came,” she remark-
ed prettily; “1 am getting demorallzed
bere alone by myself. Of course my
daughter comes at tlmes, but then I
am more than ever gulitily consclous
of my shortcomings. If 1 as much as
mention wearlng my brooch or tortolse
shell comb down to dinner I feel that
It |ls almost a personal Insult to her,
and sometimes [ just long to take up
the baby and soothe and pet him when
he ls hungry or fretful, but [ am
promptly informed that the best grand-
mothers do not do It Of course It Is
all for my best good, for she says it
all in love, and It burts her more than
It does me (or she thinks it does). Aas
for an eardrop, an eardrop is an an-
achronlsm! 1 don't mind any of these
things 0 much, but in my little parlor
at home there are my pretty colored
wreaths, and that quaint shell work
father made, and the tidlea 1 worked
long ago when mother was allve—all
unhyglende, 1 suppose—"

“Unhyglenle!’ ejaculated her listen-
er hotly, “and I've an old red sllk
drensing gown, reeking with germas, no
doubt, that's been the chlef prop and
stay of my declining years; it's got to
50, of course, us soon as my folks strike
the place!”

“And the mottoes my lttle Emma
worked when she waa ill, before the
last!"—the sweet volee trembled a lit-
tle—"1 ean't let them go, even If for
thelr own sakes: The Lord WHI Pro-
vide," ‘'Welcome,” “No Cross, No Crown'
—1 eling to them all, even If they are
old-fashloned.” Her volee ended In a
little sob,

The elderly man cleared his throat
with a mighty nolse and patted the
plump little band In wordleas sympna-
thy. “Anyhow,” when it comes to the
old drama we're all right!™ he ventured
at last. “Think of those good old
names, and the old standard shows
they gavel Plays that hurt nobody,
and gave our Imaginations some small
chance for exercise.” (A tacit but vig-
orous opinion of the modern stage was
conveyed In the repreased growl with
which ‘he concluded.) Tt - pretty color
deepened a little In the Indy’s face; she
looked up, smiling brightly.

“l have a curtaln tassel from the old
musenm,” she sald softly; "I had to
bave something."”

“And 1 have a glit cherub from one
of the upper boxes” he chuckled
“Jove!™ he went on, his volce sinking
to a confidential wu.mr. “it's good to

meet some one who has things to re-
member! Mra, Merrydew—Anna!™ he
sald softly, “do you ever recall a plece
that answered to the name of the 'Car-
nival of Venlce' or the ‘Blue Danube
Whaltzes? "

“And the 'Last Hope,’ and “The
Malden's Prayer' and the ‘Battle of Be-
bastopol? Can I ever forget them, you
mean? And yet, If 1 want them now-
adays | have to steal away and lock
the doors llke a criminal. And—what's
the matter?'—she broke off suddenly
aa some memory of past wrongs dark-
ened his face for a moment.

“Matter?' he echoed; “perhaps you
noticed that at my parlor chat last
evening nobody listened or appeared to
care a straw for my modest reminis
cences of Holmes, Longfellow, Lowall

and Emerson? | was a doddering old

| lmbeclle to have undertaken It, of
| course, HEverybody simply yawned un
tll the lady mopologist came on—the
humorist.”

“Humorist!" ejaculated the: little
widow, warmly. “There was nothing
humorous about her except bher bonnet
—and our $20 doubtless went for that
‘ereation!” If that be creation, give me
chaos!"

“l was a little lower than the jani-
tor," he continued gloomily. "And the
worst Is yet to come. A sweet young
freshman from Yale, addressing me as
‘in your day' (why Is that Innocuous
observation so unfallingly exasperat-
Ing?) sald he supposed I was acqualnt-
ed with all thre leading lights of the
early nineteenth century? 1 effaced
myself before he. conld ask about
Washington and Lafayette, and did 1
slgn the Declaration of Independence.
It was blood-cuordling!” The speaker
mopped hls brown In fevered retro-
spect. “But the llmit was reached this
morning, when some youngster of-
fered to read me the war headllnes in
the morming papers. [ made up my
mina then that I was consldered In the
advanced stages of paresja™

“It's fearfully aging, I think, to meet
such things," sighed the lttle lady pa-
thetically. “And then—some of the
old ways [ simply cannot get over—I
don't want to try! The old hymns 1
lived by, and shall dle by—that bave
brought me through so much sorrow
and loss; thera have been crises I nev-
er could have survived without the help
of those old tunes”-—she was weeping
softly into a dellcate film of a handker-
chief.

“Never mind, dear little woman—
these things are ours for keeps, and
nobody can take them away.” His
volee was full of sturdy optimism and
sympathy, but it was very gentle, and
a bit unsteady, too,

“l have some almost priceless old
laces and some china such as those
rosy maldens have never even dreamed
of In their phllosophy,” she afirmed,
“and a highboy and sideboard that are
worth thele welght In gold, and some
andirons—you remember those and-
irons of mother’s, don't you, Stephen "
8he blushed slightly as she spoke—it
had been a quarter of a century since
she had ealled him Stephen,

“And possibly you forget the waflles
I made you one day—"

“Waflles! say no more! I may be a
past, a pluperfect, but there are some
memories that tell me I have not lived
in vain!™

“That soup to-night,” he Interrupted,
breathlessly, “Mra. Merrydew—Anna!
didn’t It seem to you that It lacked a
faint touch of something—something
impalpable, Inexpressible, soul-matiafy-
Ing—almost psychological—"

“It did, Indeed; also the steak and
the croquettes! As you say, A some-
thing—"

“Ontons!™

“Onlona!™

The word burst from both simulta-
neounsly—they gazed at one another in
speechless ecstacy.

“] just love them Iin everything,” ahe
faltered In sweet confusion.

“Everything—everything! Mra. Mer-
rydew—Anna! Dearest!™

The Yale “fledgeling” who was just
entering the door closed It softly again,
and reflected that there are some things
that youth does not monopolise, after
all.—Boston Transcript.
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FURIOUS FOREST FIRES,

Man and Beast Are Helpleas Against
Thelr Oncoming.

| The furyof a forest fire 1s indescrib-
|uble, especlally in soft-wood or comifer-
'ous forests. Here the flames sweep
|through, making a roaring wall of
|blaze that reaches from the ground,
|carpeted with Inflammable material,
to the topmost branches where resin-
ons sap snaps and crackles fercely,
|throwing blazing particles to Ignite
other trees at a considerable distance.
|In addition a high wind blows, In
many cases generated by the fire itself,
|the heated alr rising causing an in-
rush of colder alr from adjacent areas
that acts like a draft of a furnace. Be-
fore this combination of ground and
crown fire nothing can prevail, Ani
mals flee before It or are roasted to
death. During the tires In Washing-
on and Oregon in 1902 lakes were
found packed solld with putrefying
and partly roasted bodles of bear, deer,
panther, and other anlmals, fearless of
ench other In the frenzy that broughd
them together to perish through
drowning, heat, or suffocation. In
these same fires a plenie party of nine
persons, with team and wagon, was
cut off by flames near Mt. St. Helen,
and all that was found later to prove
the tragedy were the lrons of the wag-
on, the carcasses of two horses, ves
tiges of the remalns of human belngs,
the buttons of the clothing the only
evidence left to show how they fell
| The horses had been cut loose In a
valn mercy that sought to give them
|a chance to shift for themselves. Near
|the tires of the wagon were the re-
| mains of the women of the party and
the position of the men at varfous
points from the central group of the
tragedy showed that they had tried to
make some sort of a fight. Whe task
was ns hopeless as making a llving
space In the midst of a blast furnace.
—The Chautanquan,

Lost Her Whole Fortuus,

After having tolled for many years
without belng able to lay aslde more
than a few dollars for a ralny day,
Mrs. Mary Slavin, a middle-aged wo-
man, of 57 South BSixth street, Wil
llamsburg, by the recent death of a
relative Inherited a plece of property.
Bhe sold It for $8,7050, and deposited
the money In the Nassau Trust Com-
pany, near her home. As the banking
Institution pays but 2 per cent on de-
posits she declded to withdraw the
money and deposit it In institutions
paying 4 per cent.

Bhe took out all the money, and aftes
placing it In the bosom of her dress
she set out for the IMme Savings Bank,
at Broadway and Wythe avenue, two
blocks distant.

There were elght §1,000 billa, a §500-
blll, two §100 bills, and one $5O-bIlL
When she reached the Dime Bavings
Bank she withdrew $100 she had on
deposit there, and then set out for her
home, Intending to arrange the money
in lots, and deposit each lot In a sep-
arate savings bank.

On reaching her home she dlscovered
that all her money was gone. BShe
became hysterieal, and while in that
condition she went over the ground
she had traversed from the two banks,
but falled to find the money, A crowd
gathered around her and jolned 1in
the search. Policemen lent their ald,
but the money was not found On
reaching her home she collapsed com-
pletely and a doctor was called In.—
| Washington Post.

Where Lics the East?
“Yes, I've Just returned from a tws
months’ visit In the East,” the Port
land young lady was saying, “and, oh

1 bad such a lovely time! Those East
erners are 8o diferent from na
though.”

“What points did you visit?™ In
quired the new comer In Oregon. “T de¢
hope you saw dear old Boston,”

“Boston!” the Portland girl ejacn
lated. “I should say not. [ was In
Montana.”—Portiand Oregonlan.

On & rminy, wisdy night, when you
are unable to sleep, ever look yourself
over candidly, and admit your faults)
And wasu't the resuit pretty tough?




