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do not know what I was playing,
Or what I was dreaming then,
But [ struck ote chord of musie
Like the sound of n grest Awen.

It Booded the crimson twillght,
Like the close of an angel's psalm,
And it Iny on my feversd spirit,
With & touch of Infinlte eaim.

It quleted paln and sorrow,
Like love overcoming strife;
1t seemed the harmonlous echo
From our discordant life.

It linked all perplexed meanings
Into one perfect peace,

And trembled away Into silence,
As If It were loath to cease.

1 have sought, but I seek It vainly,
That one lost chord divine,

That came from the soul of the orgas,

It may bo that Death’s bright aogel
Will apeak in that chord again; -
It may be that only In heaven
1 shall hear that grand Amen.
—Adelalde Anne Proetor,

Bong of the Blient Band.
Into the Silent Land!
Ah! who shall lead us thither?

Clouds It the eveulng aky more darkly

gather

And shattered wrecks lie thicker on the

strand.
Who leads us with a gentle hand
Thither, O, thither,
1nto the Bilent Land|

Inta the Blleat Lund!
To you, yo boundless regions
Ot all perfection.
visions

Of beauteons wouls;, the future's pledge

aod band;
Who in life's battle firm doth stand,
Shall bear Hope's tender blossoms
Into the Bllent Land?

0, Land! 0, Land!
For all the broken hearted
The mildest herald by our fate allotted
*  Petkons, and with inverted torch doth
stand
To lend us with a gentle hand
To the land of the great departed,
Into the Bilént Land,
—Henry W. Louglellow,

BOY SELLS MIS HEAD FOR $3,000.

Arthur Jennings, a 17-year-old peanut
vender of Florence has achieved na-
tlonal publicity because of a deal In'o
which he entered some
time ago witha well-
known Enstern medl-
enl college for the sule

of lis bhend after
denth,
The 1ad, through

young, was
with an enlargement
of the cranlum anl
hos long been an ol

A. JEXNINGS.
Y

be has, Arthor's head has nol grown
any for the past year, but it Is now
Jarge enough to"cnuse the boy n grent
deal of tneonvenlence and may rosul
in Wlg sudden death almost any day.
The hend measures thirty-two Inches

in clreamferences and |5 sald to be the

Inrgost eranium on a human belng In

the world. Local physicinns say the
enlorgement 18 due to water, The

head 14 wo large that the splual column

has been affected, and young Jennlugs
{8 compelled to use n cnne when he

walks to koop from losing his halance
His body 18 far below normal slee,

Jennings Lins a'ready received $1.000

on the deal. The remaining $2,000 witl
be pald to his helrs after his death.

Young Jennings laughingly refers to
the sale of liis hend and thinks he has
perpetrated a good Joke on the col
lege. “1 feel all right and do not be
Heve I am golng to dle very soon" he

says.
Musole Comes, Mustache Go'a

Tucked away 1o an uptown slde
gtreet under the shadow of a towerlng

hotel Is an athletic teainer who gets

from all his ellents the lberal sum of
§50 a weok to keep them In good phys.
leal conditlon, They are a credit to
bim and look ms If his services were

worth the money. They grow strong
a8 & matter of course, the fat are re-

duced In bulk and the thin made

plumper.  But there is one other pecu-
liarlty of thelr training which It not

s0 wuch n matter of course. This Is

the tendency of all the trainer's ell-

ents to dispense with thelr mustaches
after they have bad a course or two
He s the determined
He belleves
it Insanitary and a survival of those
primitive days In which men's faces Son

under hilm.
enemy of the mustache,

were coversed with balr,

Tender morning

glekness  wlhen  very
nffected

ject of study for local
physiclans, who are
surprised that he las lved as long as

try
Vanderbilt family, but by tha
the Astors, Messra, Poor,
Huntington,

patible with Amerlean life.

The Old-Fashioned Woman.
chilihood,
and dew;
wildw
them, too,
dwulling—
rom !
I'm telling,
It n home,
That love-fashloned woinan,
That sweet-fashloned woman,

the home.

und kultting,
dear?
flicting,
her sphere.
nor pleasure;
peath her own dome,
were her treasure,
the bhome.
That dearfashioned woman,

That soul-fashlopsd woman,

the home.

are falling,

blogsoms—the weods

hawks are ealling

recedes.

gather

seented loam

light as n feather
Tha:: :l:m'lmed woman,
That home-fashioned woman,

the home.
—{hicago Record-Herald.

An Unfortunate Investment.

relates.

chinhge fo' dia?"

times ton, sometimes lesa

The tralner talks eloguently of the ly.
“Al tol' yo' dat ef 1t was all right, | were very foud of each ather, very sym-
entirely clean, especlully when a man | Ah'd glb yo' mo' money, didn't Ah?* | pathetic and caressing, yet neither men-

tmposaibility of keepilng a mustache

smokes,
dally exercise that his aystem requires
the tralner talks on many subjects
His conversation covers a wide range.
But one subject always reappears. Ho
never neglects the unhealthfulnesa of
the mustache. So his patlents, If they
are to be called that, come to have a
certaln distaste for the mustache,
even If they have worn ohe for years.
When he sees a slgn of weakness the
trulner sticks to the attack. 8o to
ward the end of their trainlng period
it generally happens that the mus-
tache disappears. Some patlents have
withstoed the tralner's arguments
But most of them emerge from thelr
course of treatment stronger and with
newly shaved upper lips that are con-
sclously stiff after years of seclusl n
under the sbheltering mustache.— New
York Sun.

When there are no men in the fam-
iy, a woman occaslonally gets a turn
at being sick without feellng that she
s stepplog on some other person'’s
privilege.

When some people do you a favor
they never allow you te Gerget L

During the féew minutes of

“You did"
“Well, pahson, as dla yere am

conts, an' Ah come ter git It."
The Novelty Had Worn OfT

| from the Chloago Neéws:

in years,' sald the city cousin
“Is his health good?

some time back.™

him T

*“1 dunno.
agree with him any more™

At High Altitndes,

low meTO.

CES

places erected not only by the
Whitney, | J
Bourne, Foster and others—a register
of the great opportunities that have|

been provided for the American archi-
teet by fhe nstonlshing Increase of

That old-fashionetl woman who lived In

The Ivy-grown walls of that homestead
The brambles have choked out the
Grow wild and unsightly—the night

The flowers that grew in the sweet-

sort of spec’lation, Ah reckon yo' owe
me about a dolinh an' elghty-five

“Yes; be's night on to elghty-nine"

Balloonlsts who sscended about 10,
000 feet In Europe, the other day, B
tauaanmmm-dznw::- erets. [ am walting In daily hope that he

No man ever finds fault with sanother
man If there Is & woman be cau lay it

NLY A FARMER'S
DAUGHTER.

—_————

MRS. FORRESTER.

By

CHAPTER XVII,
A week before the thentrieals the Prin-
cess  Zellkoff, Lady Dors's old-time

sttaloed to barely more than (ts be- | 50"
e S o 1 (S 02, U0 e
l;l ﬂu'*h:‘?ll: the 'ﬂu. writes H., with her again.
The bulidings it has produced (and In | [sdy Dors, Winitred saw, with the ter
the tuture will demand) are very decld- [riblo lostinet of Jenlousy, that the pale,
edly difterenced from the English coun- beautitul, Janguld French woman loved
house, thelr nearest contemporary
:;’;m They Qiffer even more from wil them narrowly, not seeming to see
the Amerléan homes that arose after
the war and when prosperity returned fan-
6o the v, Nelther,ate theg at all :;:w::;l; :&lm::‘il was not only fam
kindred to those old colonlal houses |\.y'hown for her was creeping into s
whlgh _lddd the chlef chartn to OuF | unner to the Princess Zelikoll, He was
early socll life, the remaining exam« ylways at her side vow—when she rode,
ples of which still retain an fudestruc- whum-:-- unng f’wm-m:t :[i::
atmosphere of The squire | trom the rest of the company. Some
peg? or, ‘bis Amerl- :'h!ml. % wll_l:d ju::mr. would 1r¥
counterpart In the Southern plant- pawer t o
:‘m the !lwhl?:luﬂl trader, has |Uim. She apoke to bim fn the low, soft

Coming every day to rehoarse with

the master of Hazell Conrt. She wateh-

pry word that prused between them. Bhe
Mr. Hastings

seipations upon
voice he would have given half he pow

been replaced by the merchant prince, | o i) nogr In the time that was past;
and the latter is now ereat | . \ooued with pleading eyes loto his
ing, especially along the eastern Wt |, yud sang the sougs he loved, and
toral, may best be ltkened to those |yut she could not keep him by her side.

The agitation and excitement of the

clan days erected In a munoer and |last few days before the Court ball were
with & purpose not entirely disstmilar |almost too much for Winifred. She had
to the manner and purpose of thelr un- |no gleop ot night, she conld senrcely be
dreamt-of American suceessors, These Indueed to touch food, and Mrs, Chame
bulldings are the registers, and, let us
hope, enduring chronlcles of our very
latest days, of our rapidly accumulat- | inpent, 1t had not been too long. The
ing wealth, of the prodiglous rewards |y plegus were lovely and as for the play,
of high finance, and the extraordioary | “(ross Purposes,” it was charming. Not
degree of luxury that has become com- | very much plod in It, perhaps, but so won-

plon really felt a little nuxious at Seeing
her w0 hollow-eyal.
Kvery one was charmed with the enter-

decfully acted. It was so rare to wee
gentlemen and ladles play thoroughly
well: and they had all been so handsoue,

Oh, well I remember the home of my |¥o graceful,

Miss Champion snd Lady Laura may

Phe hill that 1 climbed in the sunlight | have suflercd xome pangs ot jealousy at

the admiration Miss Eyre excited, bnt

The rabbits that hid at its base in the [ the Princess Zelikoll was lo a torment of

jenlous paln. Bhe, dhe nsusceptible, the

ood,
The hunters that often would trouble | pale, impassible Diana, as yhe had been

onlled, was at last In tove, and with Mr.

But better than these was the lyy-grown | Hastiugs. She did not know if he cored

for her: nay. when she saw hin passion

Ob, why did I ever away from It ate look st Winifred at the end of the
play, a terrible fear seleed her thut hin |
Where lived the dear woman whose story | affections were centered on (he gracefnl

English girl. Sho must love Iim, too;

That old-fashloned ‘woman who made | the most Gnished nctress conld not hiave

thrown such expression iute her eyes,
hud not some decp emotion been working
i hor heart.

Pwo weeks Inter the marriage of Flora
Ohampion to Mr. Maxwell took place
It was a grand and stately affair, yet it

Oh, where has she gone with ber aprons | wyy a velief to every one when the broak-

fast was over and the bridal pair had

Her calleo gown and her sunbonnet | giariod ou thelr Jonrney. As sho drove

off in the barouche, drawn by four mag-

She never was one that was given 9| ig.ent bay horses, Flora Maxwell lmn.l

od like n queen. Perhaps ehe relt ke

Her home was her temple, hor empire, | ;. g ghe bowed right and left o the

crowd of country people who stood ou

She eared tiot for riches, nor teavel | jyper gide of the Munor gates to nee her
pasa.
The wealth that she craved was be-| “'vro progtings and Winifred danced to-

gether at the ball in the evenlag; but

Hor husband, her children, her friends there was an unplessant kind of siilfness

and teserve between them. She fancled

That old-fashioned woman who lived (o he wished to avaid her; he thought the

same of her, and danced more thas usnal
with the Princess Zelikofl.
“How glad 1 shall be to get away fromn

That old-fasbloned woman that lived 13|\ oo o 0n Winifred sald to heraelt, with

exceiding bitterness. “1 think I shonld
dle [t 1 were forced to stop nud see him
tove dnother woman, Perhaps when 1
am back at Eudon Vale T shall forget
him."”

Shie was delighted when the day come
for her to leave Hurst Munor, Her only

When day Into darkness and silence | VeETet Was in purting with her grand.

tuthers who had been very kind to hen

Oh, never again shall 1 haste there teo and to whom she had really become ut-

tached.
Tady Grace was expocting a party of
guests at Budon Vale, nud fnvited Lady

When my heart and my steps were as [ Ada Fordyee to accumpauy Winifred

home, as Lady Valanton and ber eldent

To greet that loved woman who made dnughter were going to vixit i the north.

All the honsehold were glad to have
hor umong them agaln; nnd as for Bir
Cluyton, ho had such long arrdars of

That God-fashloned woman that lived 18 | copying and references for her to mnke

up, that Lady Grace was obliged to in-
terfere and rescie ber from her musty
Inbor. .

Lord Harold, whe was at the house

The story of the man who pald the | aguin, complained bitterly of her freqient
minister his marrlage fee In yearly | snd prolonged absence; but affer o time
dividends, according to the value of fie grew more tolerant, and seemed to fod
the matrimonlal goods, In matehed by [ *00¢ cotixolation in the company of Lady
one which the Phlladelphla Telegraph

Ads Fordyee, He was still very much
in Jove with Winifred, iut he bhegan now
to reflect gagely that It was folly for him

A Bouthern clergyman had marrled |, e piniog snd sighing after her if she
& palr of negroes, After the eeremony | hud really made up ber wind that she
the groom hsked, “How much ¥o' | would not marry him.

Some one gave out the iotelligonce at

wWell” sald the minister, “I usy. | dinoer at Endon Vale that Alr. Hastings
aily leave that to the groom. Bome
tmes I am pald five dollars, some-

had gone on a yachting expedition, sud
that Lady Dara and the Russian princess
accompaniad him. Mrs. Clayton looked
trom undernenth her lashes at Winifred,

“Dat's & lot ob money, pahson. Tell | yu1 yoted the sudden sickly whiteiiess
you' what Ob'll do. ALl gib yo' two | which come into hor face. “'Ah?

dollahs, an' den of T An' I ain't got | wish I conld belp her!™ she thonght, pitl-
cheated, I'll gib yo' mo’' in & monf.”
A month later the groom returned.
“Alb's yere, Ink Ah promised, pab regret.  If she would enly tell me!”

how |

fully, “A real friend might often be uble
to sate a girl years of nnhappiness and

Lady Grace had devoted a pretty, bay-
windowed sitting room to Mrs, Clayton's

“Yes," sald the minister, expectant- wwe, and there she and Winifred often

sat for hours together nodisturbed. They

tioned the subject that was noarest ber
a | beart.

At last Mrs, Clayton resolved to dissl-
pate the reserve, She knew that to galu
confidence you must be prepared to give
it, and strengthened berself to the task,

They were sitting together as usuval,
one each side of the window, somelimes

A good Indirect comment on the k f ilent.
| American ldea that a llve man Is [Bveiitng, SEvEserEoe The doy had

llve workman is contalned In  this| throws wide open to let in the little alr

8 | poen sultry, sod the windows wore
that was stirding, Mra. Clayton had been

“Your father must be getting slong | watching her for some time. At last alie

spoke:

“My desr Winifred, yoo will go on
reading and dreaming sbout Oenone uuill
yon have completely identibed yourself

“No; be hasu't been right pert for | with that forlorn malen.”

Winifred torned her eyes dreamily to

“What seems to be the matter with | the spesker. “1 was not even thinking of

Oenone,” and then her hand closed the

1 guess farming don't | ook which bad been open at her favor

ite poem,
“Cotfess now—you are jealous of the
attention Lord Hareld pays your cousin¥"*
Winifred lnaghed gayly,
“0, Fea, you are & bad diviver of

wfll propose to her. [ could not fandy
two peaple better suited.”

“1 conld.™

“Whe, Fee?"

“Yourself and Errol Hastings.”

“0, Fee!” cried Winifred, ‘with lmpa

them, and yet painfully conscious of av- | ey

tient pain, “why de you speak of him?
You know all is ovesbetwern nal”

“1 should [ike to kpeak just this coce
dear; and if you will henr me, 1 will be
silent In foture. 1 koow that Erral loved
you very dearly; 1 eannot but belleve you
cared for him. Do not let some foolish
trifle, some false pride, war the happiness
of all your life!"

Mrs. Clayton spoke with intense earn
estness, and when she finished, tears of
passionate regret stopd o Winifred's
on

“It Is too late, Fee! You do not un
derstand, Your words only make me
more missrable,” *

“Why too late ¥

“Becuuse 1 behaved wickedly to him;
becuuse he must despise me, and because
he will go sud marry thet French woman,
who loves him nud [ofs him see IL"

“Did you refuse litm, then?"

“Daon't ask me, Fee. 1 think my pride
blinded me. If T could atons for it now
I think 1 would ask him on my kness to
marry me. I éan’t tell you the true story.
1 know you love me nod would rbt will-

ngly paln me. 1 have senled my fate
with my own folly. Do not ever sprak
about it again é

It was nearly the end of September
when Mr. Hastings called one afternoon
at Endon Vals, As he rode up the ave
pue he met Mrs, Clayton sauntering
down it

“y(r. Hustings! she cried, with renl
pleastre In ber voice; “1 have wanted to
gee yon such o long time,"

He dismotinted and walked along by
her side, leading his eplendid bay lorse.

“Phere 18 nobody nt bome but me—
they are all gone to a plenie, and T shopld
have been with them but for one of my
bad headaches”

*It is betver now, | trust. You do not
look HL"

“No: | am getting quite atrong here.
Lady Grace In #0 good to me, snd Wik
tred,” she added, looking sidelong at him
=T think | never kuew uny one $o kweel
and thoughtful."

Bhe noted the slightest quiver of his
lp, but he said vothing—merely bent his
hoad as though i polite acquiescence.

“WiIl you not come into the louse?”
. she asked.

“Not unless you are going.” And they
went together into what was called the
awn garden.

“Am 1/to congratninte you?" she sall
lopking op at hlm soddenly.

“Qongratulate we, Mra. Clayton?' be
ropenated after her. “Oa what?"

“1 heard you were golug to mirry the
Princess Zelikoff."

“hen some ono hns been tnking an un-
warrantable lberty with the Princess
| Zolikof's name.”

“Not altogether onwarrantable, Mr.
Mastings."

“Surely, yes. [ am quite eertaln that
| ghie never gave the slightest foundation
for such a report”

“Come, confess now thut it looks rather
suspicions when o gentlemnn tukes a ludy
o cruise in his yacht"

"My dear Mrs. Clagton, what do you
mean ¥

“Did not your cousin and the princess
accompany you on your yachring expodl-
tion?"

“Most certalnly nots No one went with
me but Le Marchant and Ashburton,”

Mg, Cluyton looked rather blank, but
falt seoretly pleased.

“hen we huve all been misinformed,”
she said, luughing.  “And, forgive my
gertinacity; but, serlonsly, you ate not
engaged to the pringiss?”

“] am not, 1 feel greatly vexed that
there ghonld have even been a disctission
ubout the matter.”

Mra. Clayton sat down on a guvden
bench: she was silent for g monent, aod
then, looking vp In ber companion’s face.
sald, with some hesitation:

“We are old fricnds, Errol—are we
pot 1"

"We are, indeed,"” ho retorned, smiling.
with some surprise.

“May | take un old friend's liberty ¥
she msked sgaln, with still more hesita-
tion.

“You muay (o anything that you wish
or plense,” he answered,

“And you promise pot to be offended ¥

“1 promise sacredly.”

“Thank you. Then, Ereol, 1 am golng
to say something excesdingly distantelnl
to mysel! and pechaps painful to you, for
which some one else would, | think, never
torgive me. 1 am bold—am 1 not¥”

*“You are enigmatical,” Mr. Hastings
replivd, stlll smiling.

“1 like you very sincerely: | love her,”
Mrs. Clayton went on, bastlly, "aund 1
want you both to be happy: therefore |
am about to perform a Quisotie actiun,
which muay be the menns of losing me
your fricadship sod ber love, | see you
trown! perhaps you guess of whom | am
speaking.”

“1 would rather have a certalnty than
& surmitse,” he sald, gravely; “tell me, If
you plenne* -

“1 speak of Winitred Byre, My task
s all the more ditignit because [ do not,
T troth, kpow, por can I guess at the
clrenmstance which has caused yoour ow
trangemient, Do ool be angry with me,
Errol, 1 must ask you one guestion—do
you love her?”

“1 love her,” he said. seeming to force
the words from unwilting lips, “but 1 am
trying to forget her."

“Bat, Ervol, If you thonght she oared
for you, would you still try to forget
her 7"

*1 cannot naswer you,” be said, speak-
ing sbruptly, after a pagse. “Miss Eyre
is wot what 1 thooght ber. 1 believed ber
to be sweet, and gracions, and womanly:
and 1 lave fousd ber bard, and proud.
and cold!™
“Oh, Errol, you mistake—she is neith-

er.
“She 15 to me,” he sald, steruly.

Mrs. Clayton waited for sone momenis
“If | might only tell you,” she sald, in
great perplexity, *“She broke down onee
when we were speaking of you. She cotr
demned her own false pride bitterly: shie
sald you mmst hate her: that she—"

And Mre. Clayten stopped suddenly I8
her rapid utteranre, feellng a terrible
fear that she had commitied un unwar
rantable breach of trust.

A suddon theill of plessure eame luto
Errol's heart, but the expression of bis
face temained wachanged

“Mra. Clayton,” he sald, with soms pas-
sion, “1 asked Miss BEyre (wice, nary,
three times, to be my wife, | made my-
self ber slyve becanse—well the reassn
matters lttle—sufice it that 1 humbled
my pride inte the dust for ber suke. She
treated me with scorn, and yet | bore IL
for 1 in beart she loved me
When | aaked bor last time. Loy re

" fusal was courd ¥ In such terms that 1

felt the utter impossibility of & thought
of love coming between us again,"”

“She has forgiven you now from the
depths of her heart, And she suffers,
Errol—suffers; apd at aight, 'when she I8
alone, shé cries bitter tears. 1 went one
nlght to her room, and | beard her solr
bing as thongh her heart would break,
and went away ngain'

Mr. Hastings felt o sudden choking In
his throat, und turned awny. The groom
was just bringing his horse ronsd. He
ruse.

“Thatk you a thonsand times for your
kindness,” be said, in o low wvoice; "l
shall not forget . Good by:" and he
took Ber little white hand in bis and Kiss-
el it Theu he rode thoughtfolly away.

For days and days after his conversa-
tion with Mrs, Cloyton, NMr. Hastings
mused npoa ber wonls, 8o many doubts
divided his mind, and kept him from de-
ciding on what course he shonld pur-
sue, | “Could he In truth eely upon her
words2=dlid Winifred really love him,
and regret her harshoesa and pride to
him. or was it a kindly though mistaken
wttempt on Mrs, Clayton's part lo bring
them onee wore together™ 1f he songht
her agalt, and she gave him the samne
nnswer, his pride wonld never recover
such a terrible humilintlon.

A whaole month of restless uneaginess
poused nway before he conld make up his
wind to visit Endon Vale again. Then
one morning he plicked wp courage sud-
denly nnd weat.

At firat Mys. Clayton had anticipited
the happlest resalts from her talk with
Mr, Hastings; but-as day after day wore
on, and he did net return, she fell into
despalr, snd wishéd with kome bitterncss
of heart that she had forbome to inter
fore, One thing was fortnoste—she had
ot breathed o word to \Winifred of what
had passed hetween them.

{To be continued.)

LIVING IN IDYLLIC EASE,

Residents of Pitcairn Inland Have Lit
tle to Worry About,

Oue of the most delightful spots on
the halitable globe ts Plicalrn Islamd,
fn the South Seas, which Is chiefly in-
Lubited by the descendants of the
mutineers of the English shlp Bounty.
These people areentirely Igolnted from
the waorld, wihh the esception that they
live sutielently near one of the great
ocein routes to Induoce the eaptains of
vessels wishing fresb weat or feult to
mike a slight deflection from their
course, slght the island, land on It with
one of the ship's bonts and get their
nedded supplivs. The island hus no good
Barhor or roadstead, bence in stormy
wenther it s practically unapproach-
able.

According to the official report, the
Ilanders are under the goverument of
one of thelr pumber, who appears (o
b st man of abllity and determinntion,
and are 1o oo coutented, though bavdly
a progressive, state. 'The entire commu-
ulty nuwibers abont 15 wembers, with
1 somewbat disproportionate number
of femmles. There nre no disenses on the
Island, dnd alsolately  no  moedieal
weans of renting them IF they were,
The local anthorities when offered med.
lenl supplivs said that  they  neitbher
needed oot cured for them. There ap:
peati to Le an abundance of frult and
vegelables, and n sutlelent supply of
gouts to furnish the comparutively lit-
tle wnlmal food required In a tropleal
reglon,

The system of control Is evidently
lorgely socialistie. From 8 o, m. untll
¢ p.ooo all of the male grown populn-
tion are engaged ln public works of va-
plons Kinds,  Alfter 2 po m. they are at
Hberty to do what they eare to  for
temselves, or to enjoy thelr lelsure
They are all devout members of the
Suveuth Day Adventlst falth, and the
Amerienn misslonarles of this religious
orgnuization are vmdeavoring to do
whint theg can to Lulld up some slight
cumteree between Pltenlen I=land and
Tulitl, Lelieving thnt 1t wonld be of
adyantage 1o e people of the former
stund. ‘These luiter appear to be In
cerfally wars undergolng a specles of
dogetieration, In consequence, presum:
gUly, of too close Intermarrylug. One
evidence of this ts the very eavly loss
of thelr upper front teeth, although, on
(e other bond, it may be sald that
when thes are engaged In publie work
they appear 1o bave the strength amd
enduranee needed to do more than
aost workinguien would In this coun-
tyy or ln Europe, Another defect, due to
extrome lglontion, I8 the corruption of
lmnguage, There Las Lbeen n tendency
among them to adopt what may be
termed 4 language of thelr own, made
up by the careless and elipping use of
Buglish words, so that at the preseat
e 1t s somewhat difficult  for the
gounger memhers of the commuunity to
quickly understand English when they
are addressed lp that tongue.

True to Her Charge.

Every now and then we hear a story
of o man or o woman who has never
fldden on a rallrond train, though Hy-
ing for a generation within sound of
the locototive's whistle, Similarly, the
telephone I still an uncanny mystery
to numbers, even In our big citles. In
one of the reshilence sections of Phll
adelpliln a gentloman bad a telephone
installed in his house the same day on
which iz wife nd engoged 8 new ser-
vant. The frst thve tbe girl heard the
telephone bell ring she went to the
front door, found no ote there and re-
turped pusaled. Then she heard ber
mistress’ volee upstalrs.  Thinking
that stie wos belng cnlled ahe went up
to the room, Thete she saw the tele
phone o use for the firet time lo ber
life. Bhe could think of but one ex-
planation. “Oh, the poor thing gone
erazy, Don't worry, darlin’. 1Ml stand
by." she eried, and was Immedintely or-
dered out by her indignant mistress
“Nover,” was the reply. “Never will
It be sald of me that [ left my poor
fady taiking into a wall, and ber with
three ttle chifldren®

Fears a Fael Faming,

Dnless viast new stores of coal which
ean be mined and transported at a rea-
sonable cost ure discovered ere this
generdtion draws Its last breath the
expense of ¢rossing the Atlantic in the
fastest steamships I Ukely to sour 1o
lofty figures. The number of conl-con-
suming vessels, naval aml mercantile,
s Increasing rapidly every yesr, and
the demand for foel for such eraft s
steadily expunding. Conl ields which
cap be worked to advantage for the
supply of stenmships do not contain In
exbaustible treasurles of carbon. The
blggest and Seetest boats on the sea
burn 300 tons or more each day. Lon:
before thls centur; =nds the fuel prob
letn mdy become perplexing.—New
York Tribune

ever sinee,

Sure | have 12 or 14 in the last four
months.

& ball costome for wore costuwe,

—rTTTTTT

At a rehearsal at the Londoun Lycenm
Thester, before 8it Henry Irving hud
arrived, one of the metory In the cow-
pany, who was noted for his accom-
plishments as 8 mimle, proceeded 1o
give a lively and elaborate Imitation of
the actor-knight's Lighly characteristic
mannerisms, As e finished his dem-
onstratlon, Sir Henry's well-known
volee came from the depths of the
darkeved auditorium; “Very go d!
Very good, lndeed! Bo good, In fact,
thiat there s no need for both of us in
this company.”

An anonymous writer in To-Day tells
an Interesting anecdote of a visit paid
by Gladstone to n Hitle bookshop nsar
the Odeon, In Paris. As he entered,
Gladstome saw a strange-looklng min
In conversation with the Dboeokselsr
and currylng an old copy of Villon's
poems. “His dress was ragged nnl
dirty, hia face was matted with hair,
and be had the eyes of un archingel,
with the mouth and jaw of a babo u.
Nevertheless, the respectful attitude of
the bookseller ghowed that the man
was a personulity. Gladstone entered
Into conversation with him about Vil-
fon, nnd for an hour they talked about
early French pcetry. Then the stran-
ger shuffled out of the shop, "Who 18
that gentleman? asked Gladstone; ‘he
has an extraordivary Ikmowledge of
French poetry. ‘Monsieur, he imself
fs our greatest poet. ('est Paul Ver
lnlne! "

Artistle folk frequently have vague
notlons nbout business. Some of them,
says Colller's Weekly, are quite lg-
sorant of It, others utterly Indifferent
to It, and others yet bate the very
name of It. One of the last-nam:d ent
egory was Liszt, He lad returned
from a successful tour, and Princess
Metiernlch, the wife of the celebrnted
statesman and diplomatist, was ques-
tloning bim regarding the conceris he
bad been giving nbroad. 1 Dear," she
suid, “that you did good business in
Parls? To which Liszt gave the tart
reply: “1 ouly played some wunsic
there, Business—I1 leave 1o bhankers
and  diplomatiste”  To anothor lndy
the musteal clerle gave a stlll mote
garenstic  answer:  “Ahb, Abbe' she
#lghed, “what a great fortune  vou
could make If you eould be Inluced to
go to Ameriea to play!” “Madam,”
returned Lisst, “if you stcod [n noel
of that fortuns, belleve me 1 would go
hE onee™

Shortly after the appearance of s
first book, “Ten Months a CUaptive
Among the Fllipines,” an eatorprl g
manager Induced Albert Bonnlehsen to
go on # levture tour. The young au
thor msde his debut In a small New
Jersey town, in n  dbsmal, W Hghted
hall, before a handful of peap'o hud-
dlid In the front seats, and & wultitnde
of empty chalrs. The manager, ug e
jected as the lecturer, #at ln the rear
under the gloom of the baleony, Mr
Sonnlehsen ended his leeture In a #tate
of nervous collapee, and then, In order
to llve up to his progeam, sa'd: 1
shall be pleased to anEwer any (ques-
tHons you muy care to ask.” An oppres
sive silence followed, Mr. SBonnlchs n
tepeated Lis offer, with the same re
gult, Something bad to be done, In
desperation, the lecturer polnted to
“that gentleman over there Indleat
fng the manager, and sugegested that
lie looked “ms If he wanted to ask a
quesid 0 That dsgueted lndividual,
seeing an openlng to get back at (he
guthor, who bad attracted nttention
to bl so unexpeetedly, shonted back
“Yes, 1 do. Bonnlchsen, how do you
foel ™

How He Keeps Contented,

W, H. Troesdale, president of the
Delaware & Lackawanna rulirond, was
discussing the question of happiness
with a friend not long ago. Varlous
arguments were advanced ns to the
best way to find contentment. “1 was

greatly lmprossed,” sald Mr. Truesdaile,

*with a talk I recently bad with the
president of one of the largest bank-
ing Institutions In the country.

“l met this man about six o'clock
one night on an elevated truln In New
York clty, and expressed surprise that
he should have been working at his
office so late In the day. “Tuls is noth.
ing unusual for me, sald the bauk
president; ‘I am down town as late
pa this every day, and very often |
remnln until séven o'clock. I have tried

A good many ways to find contentment

fn my lfe, and have declded that the
only thing that brings it Is good, hard.
steady work, day In and day ount/
“These words hnve stayed with mo |
There aré many people
In this country whose alm In life
seems to be te get money by ‘hook
or crook,’ without workiug for it, aud
thers are many others who Inherlt
large fortunes, These porsons spend
thelr lives in dawdling In Lhis corner

and that corner of the world, trylng
to spend thelr tlme without dolng any-

thing In particolar, and they fall ut-
terly to find the peace and happiness

of which they are In search.

“Young men, and old men, too,

should learn the truth that the only

real, lasting pleasure In life comics

from bedng actoally busy nt some work
every day:

dolug something worth
while, and dolng It as well as yon

know how. The moré we appreciate

thia fact the more will we be able to |
make the most of our lves."—Suc-|

CCeui.

IAkely to Get Even. |
Ol Friend—What became of that

bemptiful full Jength portralt of your
self and your first buosband? [

Mre. Twotimes—It ls hldden away |

up In the garret, My second hunlmnd|
has never seen It yel. 1'm keeping I
for a surprise.

“A surprise?”
“Yea. If he ever again givin me a

ten cent bottle of perfumery for o | Yoes, 10
COnristmas present, 'l give him that
paluting for a New Year's present.”

Recommendations tn Durn,
Mistress—1 hope you bave some roc
ommendntions.
Bridget — Ricommendations, s It?

Theére I siways room at the 10p o

OED. P. CROWELL,

Suesesror to K. L smith,
Oldest Estabiliashet Hotuse in tae valiey]

DEALER IN

Dry Goods, Groceries,
Boots and Shoes,
Hardware,

Flour and Feed, etc.

Thin old-estaldighed house wi'l cons
tinue to pay cash lor all its goole; it
pays no rent: It employs & cierk, but
Joes not have to divide with o partner,
ANl dividends are maile with customers
in the way of rensonable prices,

Lumber

Wood,
Posts, Etc.

Davenport Bros.
Lumber Co. .

Have opened an office in Hood River.
Qull and get prices and leave orders,
which will be promptly filled,

THE GLACIER

Published Every Thursday
$1.60 A YEAR.

Advertiging, B cents per inch, gingle
solumn, per montl; one-hall inclior
less, 26 cants,  Rewding notices, b centy
a line each insertion.

THE GLACIER prints il the local
news fit to print. -

When you st¢ it in THE GLACIER
you may kuow that others see it

REGULATOR LINE

PORTLAND AND THE DALLES ROUTE
All Way Landings.
STEAMERS
YHAILEY GATZERT" ALLES o1y
SREGTLATOR" CMETLAROY
Connveling nt Lyle, Wash,, with

Colembia River & Northern Railway Co.

FUR

Watkeaenn, Daly, Centareilln, Goldendule snd
all Kilekital Valley poluts,

Ateamer lenves Portland dally (exceapt Bun.
day) 7 m., connecting with COR, & N trajne
ot Lyle 500 p. mi jor doldendaele, arrives The
Dallos 6080 p, o1

Kteampr lenves The Dullos daily (except Jun-
day) 700 m.

GO &N uaine Jeaving Goldendale 6:156

m. oonueots with this pleamer for Portlasd, pre
eiving Partland 6, ul,

Htonmer Metlako piying tetween Cusende
Lotks and The Dallod, ldnves Castade Lodkn
dally (exeept Buwday) 6 a m., arrivea The
Dudles 1080w Tenves The Dalles 8 pom., ar
rives Cascndo Locka 6. m,

The staumer Bulloy Gutzert leaves Pordland
dally (excopt Monday) B:00 n. m., Sundays i,
m., for Casende Looks anid retyrn, aflomting an

exeellpnt opporttnity to view the magnificont
soenery of the Colimiin river
Exeelbent menls sy Pl stenmors.  Fluo

aoconimodations for 1omns and Wwago e

For ditalled information of rates, Lerth res.
rvationy, copuections, ete., write or eall on
nearest agent, 1. C, Camphell,

Gen, ofMoe, Portland, O Munngor.
Hovlo & Morse Agents, Hood ftiver, Ur.

EGON
Sugm LINE

ano UNION pACIFIE_

DEFART |T|IE SCHEDULES | iy

Porliand, Or. |
Chicago |Balt Lake, Denver,' 4180 p.m
Portland Fi, Warth,Omahia, |
tglwlnl Kanwas City, St |
§ia, 0, Lasis ks, Chlego and |
vis | Esst |
Huntington. |
At'antia Bt Paul Fant Mall 10190 & m.
Expross
815 pm. |
vin
llumlugmn—|
£1, Faul Atluuile Expross, | 7:308, o
Fust Mall
6% p m. \
vin
Epokane l
-

70 HOURS
PORTLAND TO CHICAGO
No Change of Cars.

Lowest Ratos Quickest Time

OCEAN AND RIVER SCHEDULE

FROM PFPORTLAND.

b0 o, ALl sailing dates 000 p. @
sulbjeel to changs
For Ean Franolseo -
Ball every & dayn
|
. l:.alt!‘ I:ln;:'llml Wiver ‘mmp. m.
3. Fandey eamers. .
B vome "
taturday | To Astoris nid Way
W p.om, Landings
4t m Willymette Kiver. % i
Mon., Wed. Tuss., The,
snd Fri.  Salem, Indepen- e

nes, Corvallis
and way landings.

|
Tibe m.

Yambhill Mivpr,

Thar M g
' . on., Wad
and St Ovegon Uy, Dayion

| mnd way hndn’nn S

Lv. Riparia Saake River. Ly . Lawiston
Liba.m ! .00 m.
Daily exonpt Riparis to Lewiston Dally exespt
Esturday Friday.

.

A. L. CRAIG,

General Passenger Agent, Portland, Or,
A N. NOAR, »gent, Hood Riyge-

e




