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. and the sun, and a steange guist had fall-
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A MILLION

| By D. C. Murray

man, bearded and specta-
little ou the right side of
camp stool before & small
field esnel, and libeled the inndscape at
pausing at his work now and
drawing back hin head to wurvey
with an alr of churmed appreciation.
Near him, on the gnarled trunk of & tree
and in the shadow of & mossgrown rock,
sut & lady some ten or & dozen yoars
younger, lelsurely torturing thread into
lace with a hooked needle.

A little way down the dell a boy was
clambering among the rocks, shricking
every now and then with eestatic newn of
a beetle or & butterfly. He was a sturdy,
blue-eyed, golden haired little fellow of
five, the picture of health, and he was
risking his limbs and chattering to all ani-
mate and inanimate oature—a delightful
boy, and all alive from bis golden head
tio lis restless fest and tips of his brown
little fingers. The mother snatched him
to her arma and govered Lim with kimses,
Buddenly she lookeid up, fushod, half pite-
ous, with a flash of tears in ber eyes.

“Austin, | feel afraid. Have | a right
to be wo bhappy? s any one a right to
be so happy? Wil it last ¥

"Who knows?” he answered. “Human
affairs run In averages, but then the ave
eruges ave not indisidual, We bhave had
almost trouble snough In our time to have
rld for a little Joy, Let us take it grate-

ully,™

“Romotimen,” she sld, “a shadow sesins
to fall upon it all-—the shadow of a fear.”

“The shadow of the past—experionce,
The burned child dreads the fire. We are
burned children, both of us. Five yoars'
Humss and poverty out of seven years of
mareied life is a large allowance, And,
after all, our present happiness (sn't phe-
nomenal, my dear, though (1 looks so. We
have bealth, and we value it becuuse we
have ench missed It In turn. We have a
little money, und we think It & great deal
because we have beem so deadly poor,
And then” be langhed and hnlf bloghed,
“wo have a little fame, and that is all
the pleasanter because we wers so long
neglocted. Sweet la pleasure after pain.”

“1 wm dangerously bappy,” sbe auswer-

“Come, let us unpack the luncheon bhas-
ket Cold ehickow. Salnd. Bread.
CUhoese, Milk. Thers we are. Fall to.
Bit down by your mother, Cupid. Take
A pull at the milk, old man, and then
you'll have an appetite. What a sudden
shadow I

A cloud had floated between themselves

en with the shadow on the woods,

“Austin the wilfe whispered, “there s
that dreadful man agnin, 1t seems os if
he had brought the darkness with him."™

A brown sloping path, covered still
with the fir necdles whed in the foregoing
autumn, breke the wall of green which
bounded the dell, and down this footway,

betwoen the silver steps of the birches nnd
the reddish stemns of the firs, walked a
gray-bearded man, with his head drooped
forward and his hands clasped behind bim.

ther to left mor right, but

" of their pres-

ence, nnd in a little while was Jost be-

hind the thicker growth of trees. As he

went out of sight the sun broke through

the cloud, the leafage was lnundated with

life mgain and the birds renewed their
song.

“Look,” she whispered; “the shadow
follows him."

“What an odd mood this Is to-day!™
sald ber husband, smiling at her. “And
why Is the poor old geotleman wo dread
ful ¥

“Bot. Auatin, do you know? You can't
have heard. e s known to have hatch
ed plots against the Cuar."

"Well, yes, Tt I¢ known nlso that he
bas been wifelesa and childless this twen-
ty years. His wife and his two sons
died in Biberia. They went there without
trinl, and people who know him say that
the loss of them in that horrible way
turned hin brain. Suppose anybody stols
you and little Austin? Suppose he drove
you on feot threugh hundreds of miles of
fee and snow? Suppose that he made you
herd with the human of-scourings of the
world, and that yon died after three or
four long-drawn, hideous yearn? 1t might
be wicked, but surely it would not be
quite without provoeation if I blew that
man sky-high. 1 don't say that regicide
Is & thing to be commended. | don't de
fend the poor old geatleman's politicn!
opinions, But I do say that human na-
ture s human nature,”

Lnncheon over, he returned to  his
painting, to find the lights all changed.
e worked awny, howsver, with great
contentment for an hour or two, while the
wife and the boy windered beyond the
limite of the dell. When they enme back
they found that be had packed up his
trapa and was Iying at length on the
wosw. with his face turned to the sky.

“1 do this better thas | paint,”™ he sald,
cocking an Idle eye at his wife from be.
neath the soft white felt which rested on
bin nose, “Shall we gt back now?"

“l aant te carry something, papa,”
mid the bay, possess) himself of the
enmp =toal,  They sauntered on together
teanguitly through the twinkling lights
whieh darzled from between the leaves,
and their stepn were polseless on  the
donse onrswt of fir peedlen. The boy laid
down his vurden to chase a sulphur-eoi:
ored butterfly. They had goue a hundred
yards bofore they missed him, and when
they turned to look for him he was seen
at the far end of a wooded vista, sonted
on the eamp stool.

“look at the little figure, Lacy,”™ said
the father, “lsn’t there something lonely
and almost pathetie in It? He looks as
If he were waiting for somebody whoe
wonld never cvme—a fgure of deserted
childish patience.” e balled the child
wnd turned away agalo. “He knows the
rond 7 he asked. "There is no danger of
bis losing himself ¥

“f1» knows the way,” she answered
“We have bosn here twice a day for a
month past.”

So they marched on, well pleased, talk-
fng of Ind/ferent matters, and the little
fellow sat on the camp stool behind them
and held animated talk with Nature,
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widdeoly o look about him, Within =
yard or two sat the lost child on the
mmp stool, with bis back against & broad
fres trunk. The old man koelt om the
drnss and looked at the sleeping boy. His
straw hat had fallen of and lny beside
him, his golden bair was tumbled and
dinordered, bis long dark lashes were still
wet, and his rosy cheeks wore blurred and
soiled with the traces of his tears.

“ER! La, la, In?" said the old fellow,
In & pltying accent. “Lost! Did we
sleep In despdir. dear lrtle beart? In
tenrs? o terror? Aod God sendeth a
hand, ere yot it is night time. To the
fﬂlﬂ. rescue, and to the old man teach-

Then be took the child softly in his
arms, and gatbering up the bat and ihe
camp stool, entered the wood. Aw he did
%o, A& faint and distant cry reached his
o, and he stopped to llsten, Tt was re-
ponted once or twies, faintly and more
falutly, sud then died away. Ve started
anew almest at & run, but he was old,
and the lad was unusually solld and well
grown for his years, o that the burden
sooii told on him, and brought him to a
walk agnin, It was a full mile, from the
spot te which the child had wandersd to
the Cheval Hiane, and when the little
hostel was reached the bearer's back and
arms waere aching rarely. The landiady
met Lim in the passage with a ery.

“Oh, the little Anglnbs! You have
found him, Irur? Jeanwe, run to the
woods and tell them that the child is
found.”

“You know him?" asked Dobroskl,
“Who Is he? Where does be live?”

“He is the child of the English at
the hotel des Postes,” atswered the wom-
an, snding on tiptos to kiss the boy.
“He has been lost this five bours Do-
broskl turned into the street, and the
woman followed him talking all the way,
“He is the only child of his parenta, and
their cherished. Tmagine, 1hen, the de
spair of the mother, the inquetuds of his
father ! They are rich. See how the child
In dressed. There is nothing you might
not ask for.”

The old man smiled at this, but sald
nothing. He suresndered bis charge at
the hotel, where the boy was recelved
with such noiny demonstrations of plens-
ure that he awoke, Helog awnke, and
recognising his surroundings, be adapted
himaelf to them with an lmmedinte phil-
osophy, and demanded something to eat.
A wecond messenger wan dispatched to
the wood to bring back the party who had
gone in search of him.

His mother kissed him frantieally and
eried over him, but his father set out
far the Cheval Hlane to thank his res-
euer. He found Dobroskl seated in a bt
tle room with a sanded floor, and began
to stammer his gratitude in broken and
mutilnted French,

“It wna a plece of good fortune to find
him,” wald Dobroskl, speaking Fnglish,
to the other's great relief. 1 am de
lighted that the pleasure was mine. ™

“I don’t know how to thank you,"
sald the Euglishman, a little awkward-
ly, logging a purse from his trousers
pocket, For a moment Dobroskl faneied
the stranger meant to offer him money,
but he merely produced a eard, “That's
my name” sald the Englishman, blun-
deringly. “Austin  Farlay, Upon my
'DH-L I really dou't know how to thank
you."

“My good, good sir” returned Dobro-
ski, “what would you have had? What
wan | to do? He was sure to be found,
;nd It wan my good fortune te have found

im."

“You must let his mother come and
thank you, wsir,” sald the Englishman,
"Upon my word [ really dou't know what
to say to tell you how gratefnl and ablig-
ed | am. His mother hns besn in the
greatest anxiety., You must let her come
and thank you.™

“Well, well, Mr. Farley,” the ¢lder man
answered, himself a little shy at the oth-
or's concenled smotion, “If you will think
so mere an accident worth thanks to any-
body—— But pray let us say bo wmore,”

CHAPTER I1.
There was a great crowd of people at
the rallway station at Namur, and the
Luxembourg tralu had no sooner stenmmed
into the station than It was besieged by
the mob, nod all the carringes were taken
hy storm, Omne tourist, who had furnish-
od himself with a first class ticket, and
to the buffet, was excesdingly wroth on
had ocoupied was filled by third clues
exeurstonists.  He spoke French with a
Huency, and an loaccuracy o combination
with it, which fairly took of his mental
feet the official to whom he appealed and
in & very passion and toreent of his ora
tory rippled audibly the neeent of Db
lin. He talked all over, arms and hands
finger tipa. head, shoulders, and body 1.
talked with all his features and with all
his muscles and with all ks might, and st
Innt the official seleed his meaning and
proceeded with inexorable polltencsa 1o
tiurn out all the third-class passengers
The triumphant tourist stoad by, sudiden
Iy smiling and oorufed e had o
round, smooth face, with a touch of apple
eolor on his checks, A nose inclining some
what apward, and an exprossion of self
mtiafaction so complete that |t aroused
the lrony of one of the ojectad
“He Is well introduesd to bimself, that
fellow,” maid he, but the tourist did not
hear, or did not care If he hoard  [le
stood tranguilly by, holding the handls of
the door, until the carriage was cleared,
and was just about to ascend when o
slow, quist voice spoke hebind |
“Got that through, old man, «h?™
The ‘tourist turned wsoddenly, and
stretched out & hand to the speaker. |
“What? Maskelyne, me boy. Deloyt. |
od. Where are you going? |
“1 am going to Janeune by ril” said
the other, accepting the proffered hand
with a hearty shake, once up and once
“From there 1 go on to & little
place ealled Houfoy, to see some old
friends of mine.”
“I'm going to Janenne meself,” mald
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“Yea,” said Maskelyne, with his soft
drawl a Httle exnggerated. “That ls my
man. Good-day, Frser. Tell O'Rourke
I'm down here and that I'll run over and
have & look at him."

A minute lnter he was shaking bands
with the young lady who had excited Mr.
Fraser's admiration.

' Weloome to the Ardennes, Mr. Maske-
Iyne,” sald Angela, with frank good hu-
mor. “How are all our friendz in New
York?

“Thank you, Miss Butler,” he answre:
od, looking into her gray eyes with a
smile which was all the brighter and the
sweeter because of the usual melancholy
of his countenance; “1 cannot undertake
to tell you how all your friends in New
York may be, but the few weores of whom
I have heard in oue way or another since
[ came to Europs are very well indeed.
Major Butler, | nm charmed to see yon
looking so robust, | had not hoped to see
you looking so well”

“Dyspopsin,” said the major. “When
I wrote you 1 was really UL [ am all
right now. But I've been a good deal
worrled, and when ['m worrled [ get
dyspepsin, and dyspepsia means despair.
That your baggage? Got the ticket for
(14 o

‘At this point Fraser came up with
perfect sang frold, mised his hat to the
girl and accosted Maskelyne,

“1 say, ould man, tell me what's the
best place to put up at here?”

“Hotel des Postes,” seid the major.
Mr. Fraser raised his bat to the major.

“Let me introduce you,” mid Maske-
Iyng. “Major Butler, this s Mr, Fraser,
n member of your British House of Com-

mons.
“Delighted to meet you!" sald the ma-
jor, but he did not look as If this state-
ment could be accepted.
(To be continued.)

WITHOUT FLOURISH OF TRUMPET

There Are Rewnrds for Charitable
Work Along Guiet Lines.

Miss Darrow paused in ber work and
looked for a moment out of the school
basement window, Across the street
flonting banners and flaring posters ou
the exhibition hall announced the open-
Ing of the lurgest buzaar of the seu-
son.  She sighed as she watched the
handsomely dressed women alighting
from thelr carriages and making their
wiy through the curious crowd about
the doors lnto the bullding.

The work alie and the other members

the blush eame to his cheek aguin, and mmwm“ -
his hand trembled alightly sa it caressed OP'W""MQ..,‘,,T:“-
hils black mustache. versetion & ket gy 8 sprightly con-
“Well, it's good-by for a time, old fel- when #VeTTug 1 4% there a time
low,” he sald, shaking hands with Fra- ? OBest s T WS gifted ver
sor. “But | will see you again to-mor- | D411 TG S Chapters of the revised
row or nest day, most likely, If you ean L] edition % sud Social Usages” In
Bud time to turn from affairs of state” | [(UKEEEPOY devoted ' Teciaty'y 5001 it end con.
“Are those your friends ¥ asked Fraser, talns B0 Observyyin, o while thare are
looking through the window as the traln m,pplnlﬂmﬂ,hm'm‘ .
crawled slowly along the platform. A8 | Lo, pecause thes Ik Wpathetically uu:nr?u:-:?t:
Shaimaaly pestty grust! The ol Py whom they are - l"m'lllmmou At & dinner or

other soclal function

gift who can only S Reuly: o,

the writer affirms, “are mwu of 1t
But these people 40 DOt Saativg e o now species,
Edward Bulwer-LYtOU. b ong o 4\, essayn, more than
half 4 ceutury 4% Clslned 1), “Humming, hawing
and drawling wre 1he Une gegee 0000 conversation,”
tlkIng one 1001 begin thinklog. A
man or a woman W00 IV Bierstod 15 Luonite. in events or
In books, should BAYE U8 &ificqity 1n fnding subjects of
conversation of 10 BAKI obseryytiong likely to be well
received. The best talkm Baturally, are people of eul-
ture, but culture 88Y % doquired out of college as well
as o, The days of 1he Frnch wulong ure gone never to
return. The babiioes of the iony ore men and women
pleked for thelr bRy of 1114 ana speech, or for
some other tralt At Made then (nteresting In soctoty.
But not all of M were wqusily gitted, sowe of

To prepare for

them were betler than

s a refuge for e Idividus) sddicted to soclety,
but without hope of #keeding an u talker—Ilet him lls-
ten sympathetically 10 others who talk, and be will ot
lack appreciation—¥1¥%tkes Wikcansin,
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PLAIN SENSE FOR AUTOMOBILISTS.
HE automoblis iy not golng to be regulated

It han come to stay.
sed for pleasure just now,
but I8 practica) vulue Is manifest and In-

by persecution,
may be largely

sures U8 permanence.
AN AR oUver twenly to

of rallways or any other labor-saving
reasonable the law—asl by thut we

more lenlent, but the gater the liberty allowed conslst-
ent with the rights of the rest of the community—the
more satisfactory will be the results to the non-automeo-
An excessively high
apeed ought not to be tolsmated where It endangers any one
but the occupants of te automoblle; but what consti-
tutes a high speed ought pot to be mensured by the per.
formatce of some brokedown cart horse.

On the other hand wmy automobllist whe habitually
and unnecessarily putsln jeopardy the lives of others,
who runs at high spesd over narrow roads where the
shylng of a startled Mmse may cause an upset, who
dashes through crowdel thoroughifares or past cross
wireets where the apprach of another vehicle Is ob-
scnred, ought sot only o be dealt wity by the courts
much more severely thia |8 customary, but to be made
to feel that be I8 an etlaw among representative auto-
selfishiness dlctates such a
’ bla It may be; for the
lists who do offend Is so out-
hle that unless it s clearly dem-

billng portion of the mmmunity,

wobllists.  An enligh
course Do matter how
conduct of those atufo
rageous and so Ine

Ere others, deficiont in this

hour of tWo and do In that time work that
It would take him 8 €8y to do with a horse and buggy,
it is just as Idle to atlempt 10 suppress that advantage
by leglslation as to BUBERE to suppress the introduction

and ‘Oh' peaple,”
he dinner-giver.”

Lord | st $2.600 to kilL

talkers, There

When a business
thirty miles In an

device. The more
do not mean the

cheeriessness,

Examiner,

QUITE NATURAL !

and Secial Melatl
wingied In This Usse.
Bhe was the elegant and gracious
mistress of & fbe old mansion In »
litthe town, and ber caller was an an-
clent soclologist. His seat was Dear
the window, and as they talked he ob-
served an aged whitewasber, splashed
and shabhy, going by with his pail
Suddenly the man paused, retraced his
siepe, and enme up the parden nath. A
moment later the lady was summoned

Buat Inters

onstrated that automobllists as a class will net protect
the offenders the demand for restrictive legislation will

to

heard her may,
for you till next week. 1 think there
must ‘e some mistake™

the door,
“Oh, !» It you, Henry? ths emller
“We sha'n't be ready

the expense of preparation.
tlons every year spand many hundreds of milllons of dol-
lars each, preparing for war,
n modern battleship. A bondred-ton ennnon costs $70.-
000—a single discharge of these mousters burns up
$1.500, and they can be discharged only a few hundred
times, then they are worn out,
Is this not an insane waste of both human lives and
money? Why do natlons go to war, anyway? HRecause
of jemlousy, mostly. The great commercinl nations, s
pecially, are mutually distrustful, always afrald that the
other will galn greater wealth and territory. Japan Is
looking with jealousy upon America, sloce we liave ter-
ritory (the Philippines) near its doors. England is jeal-
ous of Russia. Germany and Franoe are always ready to
fight shonld one or the other extend Its lufluence o
Afriea.—Illustrated Home Journal,

an the cause,

sums up the story

But all the despondency that triumphs in

this way over the weakness of the few I Infinitesimal
compared with that which Is dominated and beat down
by brave hearts every day of the year. Those who want
to tnke thelr own lives have no monopoly of this feellug.
Thousands and thousands of men feel it come over them
at times. The causes of It are Infinite,
yield to It because they canot afford to,
with a wife and children to provide for bravely puts it
aslde for thelr sake and his own.
Iife Is often & mere mechanlesl routine fghts It down
that those whom sbe loves may not be lnfected with her

THE COST OF WAR,
VERY century lives are wasied In war at
the rate of 20.000,000 {n Europe alone—an
average of 200000 every ysar. Two and a
half milllon men fell on European battie
flelds during the first half of last century
alone; and this sliughter cont Europe the
colossal sum of $4.850,000,000, Each vietim

become even more geteral than it has been, The wutist
needs (o exercise common sense as well as the authori-
ties.—8t Paul Plooesr Fresa

In the Boer war each Boer killed cost England $25.000,
The Aally sxpetise of the Ruwseo-Japaness war amounted
to more than §1,000,000 every day on the Japanese side;
while the Russians had to foot a bill for $2.500,000 every
day—and this for a perlod of elghteen months!
iry to figure out what this war cost Russia and Jepan,

To the actunl cost of carrylug on war must be added
The greater Buropean na-

Now

It costs $5.000.000 to bulld

THOUSANDS FIGHT AND TRIUMPH.
ARDLY a day passes that the newspapers
of this city do vot report one or more sul-
cldes or attempts at sulelde,
majority of cases “despondency” Is glven

That one word eloguently

In the vast

t they do not

The husband

The woman whose

Thess are the sllent wars of which we do not read in
the newspapers, but In which men and women reach the
supreme helghts of herolsm. The other kind of war
has more of noise and pageant and music
grandeur it cannot compare with the victory of a single
buman soul over the weakness that leads to despon.
dency or the despondency that ends in death.—Chlcago

But in real

“Thers aln't any mistake, and 1t aln't

the job [ enme about,” drawled Heury's
valoe, lelsurely, “but the skirt o' that
green dress you wear Bundays s fap-
pin' out a side winder up-stalrs, and

there's & storm comin' up—Ilike to be
a dowupour any minute mew—and 1
kind o 'thought maybe ‘twouldn’'t be
tmproved by a soakin’. 1 guess you'd
forgot 1"

“Certalnly T had!™ eried the Indy.
*I took a spot out with bensine, and
hung It over the sill to alr, and forgot
all about It. O, thank you, Henry!™
The door closed ; the guest heard his
hostess flying hastily upstairs, and
when, a few mioutea later, she reap-
pearsd, fushed and langhing, the storm
had already broken, and the aminble
Henry, with his coat-collar turned up,
with scudding away into the distance
before a pelting gale

“If the business relation everywhere
merged as naturally and slmply inte
friendlinesa as between your white
washer and you.” sald the visitor, with
a sigh and a smile, “how much easier
and fewer would the problems be we
soclologiata have to consider!™

“flenury |s a very nlee man, and I've
known him all my ife,” sald the Indy,
with & touch of surprise, settling agnin
eomfortably Into her easy chalr. "Of
ocurse he wouldn't let my dress be
spolled as long as he happened to nollce
it. I'm very glad he looked up"—
Youth's Companlon,
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i THE FAVOR IN RETURN. i
L e e

Becrotary Straus, of the Department
of Commerce and Labor, Is the most
punctilious of men. The mere sugges-
tlon that courtesy demands an act will
wring from bLim what no otber consid-
eratlons could extract. When the
strike on the New York subway oo
curred In 1000, It was reported that
the Clvle Federation would attempt
to settle the trouble by arblitration,
Mp. Straus was then vies president of
the Clvie Federatlon, and the news
papers tried to get from bim a sinte-
ment in regerd to the matter, but be
dodged all Interviewers
One paper sent a reporter to Mr.
Straun’ house at night. Desplie ihe
most lnsistent and varied appeals seot
up by the reporter, Mr. Btraus re-
fused to see him. After each appenl
the butler brought back a polite reply
to the effect that Mra. Straus was slck
and that Mr. Btraus could not leave
her.

In despalr tha reporter left the house

of the Bchool Children's Ald Boclety
were dolng stemed ruther a prosale and
dull affalr In contrast to the gayety
wnd glitter of the bazaar, where fancy
costumes, elaborate decorations and
gny music made the sceng appear more
of a fashionable social event than a
Inbor of charity. I

“Oh! oh!" she cried.

waa tylng bundles pear her,

“1 thought for an lustant that a lt-
tle oy was golug to be run over by an
automoblle, but a pollceman snatehed
him away just in time. It gave me a
dreadful fright,” sald Miss Darrow,
tuning from the window and begiuning
ngaln to coumt out the comfortable lit-
tle dresses and suits with which the
soclety clothed the poor children of the
great city who otherwise would not
have been able to attensd school,

Thorougtly engrosssd, sbhe did pot
notice the entranee of & policeman and
a smill ragged boy wuntil sbhe beard

his return to find that the carringe hs |
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ROINE DUE SAY !
“Ask Miss Darrow ; she Is our presi

| dent.”
hnd shouldered himwelf throngh the crowd |

The officer touched his helmet re-
spectinlly as Miss Darrow stepped to-
ward hlm

“This little ehap eame pretty near
teing run down by an auto Just now,”

| he began

“Yes. | maw you rescue him" she
sl fneluding both the policenan and
the boy In Lor pleasant smile.

Well, when [ dragged him away
and took a good ook at im, 1 saw he
wanted a little more covering for this
kind of chilly weather, and I've brought
bl bere to see what you ean do. He

hnsn't nny folks to buy him clothes,
1 he's pretty young yet to make much
selling papers, although he manages to
pay his board st the newsboys’ home.
“1 sald to that woman who enine so
pear Asing bim by ber careless running
of her auto that he wouldn't ever need
clothes agnin, that 1 was golng to let

| you ladies have n chance to At hlm out.

HBhe told me that she was working for
charity In the bazanr, and she seemed
to think she was dolng somebody a
greit favor by selling gewgnws one day
In the year.

“I asked hor to come In here with me
and see where good people worked hard
one day In every week without any
dancing or flowers or brass hands, But
she wonldn't come. | guess ahe didn't
care to know what real charity 1o She
llkes the polsy kind better.™

“We must each help In our own
way.” sld Mise Darrow, sweetly,

“Yes, maybe 80, was the pollceman's
reply., “but I like your steady, qulet
way best myself. Here, bub, thank the
ladles for all these nice clothea ™

As be and the beaming child depart-
od Miss Darrow looked at her fellow
workers with shining eyes, and mald,
“How great are the rewards for our
service "—Youth's Companion.

Franklin—Why did you look towards
the opposite side of the wtreet when
you passed that saloon? Penn—1 was
trylng to keep my trals of thomght oo
the right track,

“What Is It? asked a friend wbo | manhood, should put
things and assume ber statlon as a
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2 INDIAN GIRL'S “COMING O‘II'r."S
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“In the early part of oue September,
announced among the Apaches that

my daughter, Eva, haring attalned wo-

away childish

young lady,” say» (ieronimo, the fu-
mous old war chlef of the Apaches, In
the story of his [ife. At & dance of the
tribe she would make ber debut, and
then, or thereafter, It Would be proper
for a warrior to seck ber hand In war-
rlage.

Accordingly Invitations were Insued
to all Apaches and many Comanches
and Klowas to assemble for g grand
diance on the green by the sonth bank
of Medicine Creek, wear the village of
Nalche, former chlef of the Chokonen
Apnches, on the Nest night of the full
moon In September. The festivities
were to continue for twWo days and
nights, Nothing was omitted |n the
preparations that woul! contribute to
the enjoyment of the gUests or the per-
fection of the observitc® of the rellg-
lous rites

To make ready for the dincing, the
grass ou & Inrge CIrtInT space was
closely cat, When the night came the
singing was lod by Chlef Nalche; and
Geronimo, assisted by Bls  medicine
men, directed the daney

First Eva advanced [19m smong the
women and danced 0F€ Mund  the
campfire; then, accodiPAtied hy an-
other young woman, 9 again  ad.
vanced and danced ¢ tmes round
the camp-fire; the next Hie ahe gnd
three other young ladies divanced gnd
danced four tlmes PN the  oppn.
fire. This ceremony B9 ahoyy gn

hour,
Next, the modiciDEDe  anpaped,
stripped to the walst, et bogies

winted fantastienlly. 374 dinced the
sacred dances. They Were fllowed by
clown dancers, who s0/USed the gndf.
smee greatly.

mle‘:Ilw, membors of e trike join.
of hands and dancal 10 & vircle round
the camp-fire for a long e Al the
friends of the tribe wert dsked to pake
part In this dance, and When jr wan

ended many of the all Peaple retlred
: " otgan ™

and the “lovers' dance
The warriors atood In e oigqe of
the cirele, and the Wdies T ang tyq,
dnneed forwand and dSENIN wnme
warrior to dance with e, The grnpe
and forth 08 & line from
the center to the outer #12% of the olp-
warrior faced e two ladies,
noed MOTWILd ¢5 the

t
two or thM™® boury and
changd  Immediate
warriors .ﬂﬂbm ARt in the
of the circle, and T8 Umg oq

until daylight, the warrlor, !f dancing
with a malden, could propose mar-
ringe: and If the malden agreed, he
would consult her father soon after-
ward and make n bargain for her.

Upon &ll such occaslons as  this,
when a dance Is finlshed, each war-
rlor glves a present to the lady who
selected him for a partner and danced
with him, If she Is antisfled with the
present, he says good-hy, If not, the
matter is referred to some medicine
man or chief, who determines the ques-
tlon of what Is a proper gift. For a
married woman the value of the pres-
ent should be two or three dollars; for
a malden the present should have a
value of not less than five dollars,
Often, however, the malden receives a
very valuable present,

During this “lovers’ dance” the med.
lelne men mingle with the dancers and
keep off the “evil spirits”

WIVES WHO LIVE IN FEAR.

It Thelr Husbands Are Eagineers
They Are Always Uneasy.

When rallfoad wrecks occur the fire-
man may jump, but the engineer, If he
ts falthful to his trosi, must stay by
the throttle, To do this meuns death
Inmauy casos. No one knows this better
than the engineer's wife. The engine
men say that they become ind| Merent
to danger and lose all dread of nccl

dents and death Thelr wives, h
soems, are the ones who live most Is
fear.

Engineers’ wives are not happy—If
they love their husbands  Many of
them will admit that a shadow rests
on thelr lives if you nask them In con-
fdence. Thelr husbands, perbaps, do

w It

m:lkf;-: pot care to make my hushand
miserable, what little time he In at
home, complaining of his profession,”
sald an engineer’s wife. “1 pever knew
of an engineer quitting the business for
his wife or anyone else but once I
heard of & man who gnve up the road
at the solleitation of his sweelheart.
But after they had been married a few
years he went pack and was killed In
a wreck."”

“My husband has heen an engineer
on a fast mall traln for pearly thirty
years,” sald a woumasn with an .unbnp-
py face. »] have found that being an
englneer's wife |8 kind of sembow idow-
hood, The only time that I am abso-
Jutely sure that | &m pot a widow Is
the two or three days out of eich week

nd is at home.

‘h:;!::nh:?:m first martied be ran
a switch engine In the yards lnd.wu
at bome every day. There wasn't 8
much danger of accidents in that I
boped that he would always run one
these buxy little engines with s
Jight on both endn

“Put my bushand was ambitions llke
other engineers e was not mtisfied
with work in the yards. | shall never
the day that he came bome and
he had been promoted to the
very much plonssd.

!9.

feelings and made an effort
“mrlﬂ“ He

ran A freight engine for a few years
Then he was advanced to a fast pas-

senger englione”

The woman stopped talking for a mo-

ment and looked at the clock.

“It's & o'clock now ; let's see, Heo (s
nesar the town of L—— now.
miles this slde of the place 18 a bridge
fm niways afrald

across A river, |
of that bridge during b

She sald that she had learned ber

Igh waler™

A few

and telepboned his clty editor that he
could not get an interview.

“Go back and try agaln™ came to
him over the telephone.

To return and plead for an (nterview
was both useless and stupld., The re-
porter sat down on & step and racked
his bralns for a means of forcing an
interview. BSuddenly an lospiration
came to him. He dashed scress the
street to a drug stone, where be could
write, and penned this note:

husband's schedule by heart.  Every
hour of the day she knows just whera
his traln should be at that time Nhe
has been over bis run many thmes ahd
knows the loeation of every bridge,
every high embankment and every dan-

“Dear Mr. Straus—Please pardon me
for disturblog you again, but It Is un-
avoldable. When the Russians were
massacring the Jows at Kishinef, the
undersigned, at your request, wrote an
gerous curve, article of protest that was glven wide

*I'he Hife of an engincer's wife g publicity. He would consider It a re
made up of many sad farewells. Each turn of courtesy and greatly appreciate
time that I see my husband leave It jy 1t If you would give him a short |nter
with the thought that this may be his view at lh!‘l time relative to the sub-
ast trip. 1 belleve that 1 owe my | Wy strike. ;
gray halrs to those hundreds of times In less than & minute after recelving
that I have had to say good-by."—Kay | this note Mr. Straus escorted the re-
sas Clty Star, porter loto his library, and there dle
tated an Interview,

Fa's Honsecleanin',
When the April sun's a-shinin' hot an'
things is niom and' fresh,
When the willer's ‘drnppln‘ tossels an’ | Haw Missa Weary Cunningly Gets RIA
the blackbird's In the hf"h', of Tireseme Vishior,
- wﬂu{;:-mT: ;:l 'l': n::i‘-:lnﬂu - “Oh, Mj. Boreley,” sald Miss Weary
Then il’o‘ “Laawsa-massy nn' us | when the clock In the drawing roowm
ma's a-cleanin’ house" pointed to 8, *1 wonder If 1 could get
you to do me s great faver?”

*] am yours to command, Miss
Wenry,” replisd Boreley, gallantly.

“You are very good, I'm sure. The
favor Is that you would post & letter
for me as you go home?'

“1 wil] do so with the gréatest plens-
ure,” sald he, as he settled himself
comfortably back In his chalr,

“I would not trouble you with Jt.”
she went on, “but It ls rather fnfort.
ant that it sbould be started toward
its destination to-night, as | am ex-
| tremely anzlous for It to reach my
friend without loss of time.™

TACT AND POLITENESS WIN.

the

Your

Then me an' Jim Is sure to find rag car-
pets in the wun

When we'd planned to go a-flahin’ fer
the suckers In the run;

Nat while pa takes his noonin' an' the
hosses et their snacks,

Us boys can beat them oarpeta while
we're restin’ up our backs.

An' then next day pa’s certain sure te
have to go to town;

But he always leaves us orders, “Help to
put tham carpets down.™

An' at night, when he gets home agaln,
you'd think, to hear him groan

About the hardship of it, that be'd done

the job alone, *You may dJdepend on me Mism
Weary. 1 alwiys remember letters
Poor ma! Sbe has it awful bard, she'll which are given me to post. 1 never

work ontil she drops,
An' pound ber thumb nalls half way off,
an' wet her feet with slops ; .
Rhe'll get »o hoarss that she can’t speak, |29 18 the manner of my sex.
an' sore al every bome “1 was sure | vould trust you, Mr
But pa, be says It It was him he'd let | Boreley, and you will pardon mae for
the houss alone. [saylng agaln that it is important that
the letter lonve hern fonight™ _ As
An' when that sight the kids s sick an'|ghe spoke she went to the little writing
has to hava & drink, table at the end of the room and re-
Ao’ ma she can't get Up bechuse ber |, .. with the letter. “Here It i,

back's in such & kink, 5 -
| d.  “The lant cul-
4 bang the furait Mr. Boreley,” she sal
- :f::m' I'cr‘a cup, o - joction &t the box on the pext coffier

You can feel him gottin' mad encugh to I8 made at 9:20 precisely”
fairly eat ber up. Mr. Boreley looked at hia wateh,
“Why,” be sald, *I have barely time
to get there before the plliar box Is
cleared. Goodulght, Miss Weary."
“You are so good, Mr. Boureley,
Good-night. Be nssured that [ ap-
preclate yoor kindness. You will eall
again goon, 1 hope™
A8 Miss Weary went upstiirs she
sald to berself: .
A girl nowadays has to bs a
lar schemer If she Is to get any
Ueop.'—Cassell’'s Journal

wad known to earry one about In an
inside pocket for two or three weeks,

So me an' Jim was sayin’, If the time
should ever come

When pa an' ma should change thelr
work an’ pa should stay to hum,

I wouldn't like to ba & boy, but jest a
little mouse

To bear what things pa would say if he
was cleanin’ houss.

—Woman's Home Companion,

Peing & Truoe Sport lsn't much of a
recommendatios (o any other liue

*
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