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At the Top of the Road.
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“Bat, lord,” she said, ‘ my shoulders still are

strong—
1 have been used to bear the load so long;

“And see, the hill is passed, and smooth the

ond . .
“Yet,” said the Stranger, “yield me now thy

load.”

Gently he took it from her, and she stood

Btraight-limbed and lithe, in new-found maid-

enhood.

Amid long, sunlit fields; around them sprang
A tender breeze, and birds and rivers sang.

“My lord,” she said, “the andis very fair!"
Smiling, he answered: “Was it not so there?"

“There? In her voice a wondering question

lay:
“Was I not always here, then, as to-day?”

He turned to her with strange deep eyes aflame;
“Kpowest thou not this kingdom, ' nor my

name?’

“Nay,” she replied: “but this I understand—
That thou art Lord of Life in this dear land!"

“Yea, child,” he,murmured, scarce above his

breath

“Lord of the land! but men have named me

Death.”
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“And he has the smartest looking
trap you ever saw, Madge! It's cham-

pagne colored and a perfect love.
What do you bet I don't land him, trap
and all, before the summer's flown by?
Miss Irene Warden, a beauty (and

aware of it), was writing to her girl
chum concerning the bachelor who had

just taken the big colonial house with
the carriage road and Iron archway
which for several seasons now had
abandoned hope of usefulness.
She was writing by an open window

where the scent of the roses came up
from the front garden. Beyond lay
the pretty tree lined road over which
the bachelor and his champagne col-
ored trap had just flown by.
“Although I've told you his name is

Horace Matlock,” ran on Miss War
den’s pen, “I haven't told you what he
looks like. He's an old man, forty or
fifty, I should say. His nose is rather
too big, although people call him hand-
some, and he's a bit bald, but, then, I
suppose most men who live In big
houses and drive smart traps have big
noses. What?’ Miss Warden smiled
a little soft smile into the glass above
her dressing table and then bent over
her portfolio again:
“Of course I'd prefer dear old Tom.

He's young and stunning and sings
college songs so beautifully, but, as

you know, he hasn't a red! And I real

ly must do something this summer

Madge. My already meager allowance

will be cut considerably in the autumn,

for in September pa’'s going, to enter

the matrimonial game himself—a hor-

rid, designing widow too! So I must

‘step lively,’ In the parlance of street

car officials.
“In point of fact, though,” pursued

the voluble pen, “it'll be pretty easy.

plain sailing. I haven't a single good

lcoking rival up In this out of the way

place except old Professor Thornton's

daughter, and she's the quietest poke

of a girl—a regular stay at home. And

as for dressing—well, Madge, you and
1 spend as much on our gloves and
vells, I reckon, as she doss on her
whole outfit. That's what comes from
having a bookworm for a father.”
The next week In the little village

postoffice a friend presented Mr. Hor-
ace Matlock to Miss Irene Warden.
Apparently the meeting was by acci-

dent, but Miss Warden felt her smooth
cheeks flush, and her habitual com-

|Hhpicked up dear daddy?
days later Matlock drove up to
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him driving now and then. Perhaps
some day also he would take the pro-
fessor's daughter. He liked her. He
liked the natural, unabashed way in
which she had acknowledged her fa-
ther’'s presentation of him, with her
sleeves rolled up and her arms
sweet peas; he liked the width
her eyes, the breadth of her
lines of her mouth. She was
ty than many young girls,
was about her a freshness,
ness, that pleased him, and he
ticed that her figure in her
tle gown was well mold
One evening toward

out in the open lawn bats were whirl-
ing aimlessly and tirelessly, Matlock
dropped in upon the professor to make
him a little call. He had fetched him
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“Moonlight Sonata.”
“That's Cynthia,” said Professor

Thornton in answer to his guest's start

been, to play that sonata for me in the
evening. I love it above all other writ-
ten music, and she never forgets.”
Then while the tree toads dromed

their harmonies he told Matlock a lit-
tle about his daughter—how four years
ago he had suffered a paralytic stroke
and she had been obliged to leave
school in her graduating year and

nurse him night and day with untiring
sweetness; how, when their slender in-
come was exhausted a year back, she
had be~un to make use of her musical
skill and give lessons on the piano.
And when the professor told of Cyn-
thia's triweekly trips to Adams, the
nearest town, his silvered head went
down on his coat sleeve, and in the

Delighted!” she ly
Si bo lations with outside
“While you two have been gossipin
I've been remembering your weakness
for tea and have drawn you a cup.
Will you come in, or shall we have it
out here?’

likeness everything
had been a stranger to that sort of
thing for so long that it sent a kind of
thrill shivering through him.
to have a cozy tea table and a
white hand to inclose in yours—Cyn-
thia’s bands were slim and white
enough as they moved among the china
in the half light. He pulled a chair
close for the professor, and then sat
down himself.
Before Mr. Horace Matlock went to

bed that night he remembered that on
the morrow Cynthia Thornton was to
drive with him in his champagne col-
ored trap. How it would harmonize
with her soft hair before the ambitious
sun touched it to gold! What a dear.

little treasure of girlish

drive and was, consequently, a bit
She was not one to make con-

tion, and the quiet and beauty
scenes stretched out before her
her very silent. Matlock, as he

andled the reins, watched both her
the landscape. There was a ofr-

tain peace about them both. And
peace was, above all things, what he
wanted.
The next day Miss Warden wrote to
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Madge, dear, 1 wrote you that a cer-
taln matrimonial venture would be
‘easy, plain sailing.’ Alas! I'm afraid
1 shall never find port—not, at least,
with my bachelor up on the hill. And
in the name of wonders, who of all
people do you suppcse has taken the
wind out of my sails? Cynthia Thorn-
ton, the old bookworm’s daughter! He
had her out driving in that little
beauty of a trap three times during the
last week to my knowledge! I'm
afraid Cupid isn't very kind to me.
You'll find I'll die an old maid after all,
unless Tom"—
At this point Miss Warden's pretty

teeth absently caught the top of her
she i |i ? : i
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Bevaral physicians were relatingi fi gf 18
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in saving them from doing umnnegqes-
sary night work. One doctor gawean
jostance demonstrating the best
laid plans of men oft mis
carry
“When 1 got home this morning at 3

o'clock, dead tired from attesdding to
a trying case,” he remarked, “I almost
dreaded to look at the hall table, upon
which my wife always leaves a note
when there is an urgent call. I was
naturally delighted to find that I did
not have another call t6 make and at
onee hurried to my bedroom and, with-
‘out lighting the gas, undressed in the
dark and tumbled into bed.
“My head touched something on the

pillow. 1 lighted the gas to Investi-
gate and found that my thoughtful
wife had ed there a note, so that 

 
 

| FOOLING
BENSON

By CharlesFreeman

  
“No one has been in your compart-

ment since the money came in, has
there?’ demanded Robert Cable.
“No one,” admitted Jack Niblo, “but,

on the other band, I have handled no
money from that drawer.”
“Therefore it must have been a mis-

take in your addition. I am sorry,
Jack, but we shall have to look to you
to repay the loss.”
“But this Is the third time this week

that this has happened,” pleaded Niblo.
“All the more reason why you should

be more careful,” sald the president
shortly. “It Is inexcusable that a re-
ceiving teller should make three mis-
takes In a single week. If there is a
repetition of this trouble I am afraid
that I shall have to replace you.”
Niblo bowed and left the private of-

fice. It seemed pretty hard to him that
he should be required to make good a
$200 shortage in a single week, but
three times when he had come to bal-
ance his accounts he had found that he
was short. Once it had been a bun-
dred dollar bill that was missing, and
twice his sheet showed a fifty dollar

He had the money with which to
make up fie loss, for he had been sav-
ing up ever since Nettie Cable prom-
ised to marry him. At this rate the
savings would soon vanish, yet if he
wasitotond to give up is pusition be

sa

   

 
  
“PORTY FPIPTIES,” HE LAUGHED. ‘DO YOU

MAKE IT THE SAME?"

relieve Benson the money is right to a
penny. The loss or mistake or what-
ever it is comes after that.”
“But you can't be making mistakes

all the time,” she insisted.
possible that some one comes into your

“Isn't it

cage for a moment?’
“Not a soul was in there all the aft-

ernoon,” he said positively.
“And Mr. Fells cannot reach over

from his cage?”
“The money is all In the drawer. He

would have to open that first.”
“Have you looked behind the draw-

er?” she asked hopefully. “Perhaps it
just fell down behind.”
“1 had the drawer out,” he explained,

“and looked behind it.”
“Who is that in there?’ she asked

suddenly as they passed the bank time.
building.

son.” she announced, “and I'm going
to foo! him, see if I don't.”

turned into the comeert hall,
next the bank. and in the music Jack
forgot the threat.
He did not even recall it a few days

later when Nettie came into the bank
and, after a chat with her father, made
her way to Niblo’s compartment. He
sprung the latch on the lattice door for
her and returned to counting the pile
of bills in front of him. :
She leaned on the counter beside him. | don Answers.

I'm as clever as Mr. Ben- 

and as he turned over the’ bills he
glanced at her.
“Forty fifties,” he laughed. “Do you

make it the same?” Nettie nodded, and
he turned to the rest of the money. 8i-
leutly she checked the other items on
the deposit slip, and as the boy turned
away from the window she picked up
one of the bills.
“What is that?’ she demanded, point-

ing to some glistening particles.
Niblo laughed.
“That's from the foundry,” ke ex-

plained. “Gregson has been buying
some steel.”
“How do you know?” she asked.
“Gregson is peculiar, He pays cash

for everything he gets. The foundry
tends him stuff for the houses he is
buikling in the new section, and as the
last load is dumped he sends over to
pay for it. He will not use a bank, but
pays in cash, and he never lets a bill
run overnight.”

“Does he buy much?’ she asked as

she fingered a bill

“They deposit cash about three times
a week.”

“And always with this thing on?’
“It's steel filings,” expla Niblo.

“They are everywhere ov: t the foun-
dry.” Heslipped the bills in the drawer

and stuck the slip on the spindle.
“Jack,” she said suddenly, “count the

money again.”

“1 just did,” he said, in surprise, as
he opened the drawer. The other bills
had been banded, and it was an easy
matter to get only the foundry deposit.
He ran the bills over rapidly, then
turned to her with a puzzled expres-

sion.
“What do you make it?” he asked.
“Thirty-nine,” she declared as she

picked up the pile of bills and laid
“hem back in the drawer, * 't find
the other even if you can. Just walt.
As soon as you are out of the bank
come over to George Castle's.”
All through the rest of the afternoon

he wondered as he went about his
work. There was trouble over the
shortage, and Niblo left the bank with
a warning that the next mistake would
be his last.
He went straight across the street

to the dental office in the postoffice
building, where Nettie had told him to
meet her, and in the darkness they
watched the interior of the bank.
At last Benson came into the recelv-

ing teller's pen and fumbled there a
moment, With a little cry Nettie ceased
her vigil and went to the telephone.
Half an hour later Nettie, her father
and Niblo confronted Benson, still por-
ing over his books.
In his pocket was a bill to which the

steel filings still clung, and Nettie led
the way to Niblo's compartment. Pull-
ing out the drawer, she fumbled be-
neath for a second and drew out a
heavy magnet.
“I noticed that the filings were pasted

on the bills,” she explained. “The
treasurer at the foundry is Mr. Ben-
son's cousin, They arranged that de-
posits should be made in the afternoon,
when the drawer was already full and
the bills would reach high. One bill
would stick to the magnet on account
of the filings. The drawer is not locked
after the money is taken out, and it
was easy when the watchman x in
another part of the bank to slip iAand
take it off. If I had not tried to pick
a speck off the bill Jack showed me no
one would ever have guessed it. He
gained his end and the money as well.”
A little later Jack left Nettie at the

gate, “With the salary that goes with
the cashier's job I guess I can afford

to get married now,” he said.
“For what else did I fool Benson?’

asked Nettie as she raised her lips for

a kiss. “I told you I'd do it, and I

did.”

 

of life before reaching their fiftieth
year than men, but a less favorable
one after that period. The proportion

There are at present 3,000 languages
spoken by the inhabitants of our globe,
whose religions convictions are divided
between 1.000 different confessions of
faith,
The avemage duration of life is thirty-

One-fourth of the popule-
tion of the earth dies before attaining
the thousand
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The Clearness of Water.

culture gives some interesting facts with

i EeSolosa? hae nown that pure
water appears blue ce light is transmit-
ted through a sufficient thickness of it, and
that when ue particles are suspend
in it the hoe the water i= greenish. But
while pure water looks blue when light
passes freely throngh it, yet wheu it is con-
tained in a deep, opaque receptacie, like
the basin of a lake or the ocean, it ought
to absorb all light and look black. Expe-
rience shows, however, that the deepest
parts of the mediterranean, for instance,
appear not black hot inten=cly blue. This
has been supposed to he caused hy minute
particles held in suspension, hut the recent
experience of the scientist gunored suguests
a different explanation.
He bas found that warmer currents pas-

sing through pure water interrupt its trans-
parency, even wheu the difference of tem-
peratare is very slight. Sach cursen's way
can<e deep water to appes: bine bh. 1efl-ot-
ing light back fromit~ depth« tiiiough the
transparent layers above. This. is i= sug-
gested, explains the fact that fresh-water
lakes are more transparent in winter than
in summer, because 1n winter currents of
heated water are not traversing them.
Even the shadow of a mountain failing on
a lake may iverease the traveparency of
the water hy cooling the surface.
 

Farmer ‘Destroys Famous Stone,

Indiguation has been aroused in Wash.
ington county, this State, hy the destruc-
tion of the *‘Painted Rocks’ wvear Mills-
boro. Oo the top of a hill rising ahove the
Monougahela river stood an immense altar
stone carved by Indians with figures of
men, hears, wolves, snakes, and, strangest
of all, a kangaroo. The rock was visited
by thousands from all sections of the coun-
sry. Itsood on the ground owned by
Joseph Horner, who became angered by
the conduct of visitors and blew the histor-
ic altar into fragments with dynamite. a
short time ago. Horner says hedid it in
self-protection, as his farm was being over-
ran.

This remarkable rock has attracted at-
tention since the earliest discoveries made
in Western Pennsylvania. It bas formed
the subject for numerous fegores hy parties
sens out at different times by the United
States government, and is spoken of and il-
lustrated in many of the histories of the
country. Hundreds of learned men in the
United States, England avd France have
examined it and written about it in works
designed to solve the origin of the North
American Indiavs. For more than 100
years it has heen considered one of the most
important remains of the written charac-

 

tions have been made of the hieroglyphics.
The news of the destruction of the rock
will be learned with regret by many of the
present-day students of the life and man-
pers of the North American Indians.
 

—“You say you never gossip?’
““‘Never,”” answered Miss Cayenne.
“When I feel disposed to hear my neigh-

hors discussed, I merely mention a name
ond proceed to listen.”

 

The Floor of the Pacific.

The red clay which covers the deep
floors of the Pacific and the Indian
oceans is made up of refuse and residue
—that which can withstand the strong
chemical action of the gases. In It
may be found decomposed volcanic
rock, pumice, zeolitic crystals, man-

ganese oxides, meteoric iron, teeth of
sharks and ear bones of whales. Few
if any shore deposits are apparent in it.
The rock is vitreous refuse, belched
forth by subterranean or insular vol
canoes. The minerals are supposed to
be of cosmic origin—planetary dust and
meteoric fragments that have fallen
into the sea and have become disinte-
grated. The great quantity of sharks’
teeth remains quite unaccounted for—
at least their apparent gathering to-
gether in these ocean basins is consid-
ered very strange.—J. C. Van Dyke In
“The Opal Seal.”

 

A Missing Five Franc Plece.

leon Bonaparte put a check for 100,000
francs in a silver five franc piece and
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~—Cityman.
lars sinceyou lost your d
Sabbubs—Not at all. 

| What Visitors Think of the Belle

A scientist in the Department of Agri- |,
tfonte Fish Hatchery.

Sometime ago Mrs. M. F. Levan, of
Muncy, was in Bellefonte and took oeca-
sion to visit the Bellefonte fish hatchery.
On her return home she wrote her impres-

ed |sions of the place for the Muncy Luminary,
which we republish as follows:
During a recent visit to Bellefonte we

were taken by carriage over a delightful
part of the country, and moss of the drive
was over a tarnpike road with the old
fashioned toll gate Josming up, and the
toll house pleasantly waiting for
his toll. After a drive of ahoat five miles
we reached the hatchery, consisting of a
pamber of plain buildings surrounded by
ponds and water courses, in the midst of
twenty acres of land which is rapidly be-
ing converted into a park. Hundreds of
shade trees of various kinds are
planted, and the place bids fair to be a
ureat resort for visitors. We were request-
ed to register our nawes, and found many
visitors bad preceded us bus onrs were the
only pame« with Muncy attached, hence
this article is written to induce our friends
when in the vicinity of the batchery to
visit it for both knowledge and pleasure.
We were shown many things of interes,
with regard to the propagation of trout for
planting purposes, a willion of which bave
been sent out this season to the eastern
and central counties of Pennsylvania. The
large fish did not appear t0 me to be as
pretty as the brook trout I have often seen
littering iv the water of Bear Creek, but
it was a fine Sigh to see such a great num-
ber. One gentleman of our party remark-
ed they might not be quite as pretty as
wild ones, but would taste just as good if
we could only have some for our sap-

Auotber great attraction is th
where frogs are ted, :i pond,
which will be ha this season. They
were queer looking little black things,

aTeywha they would bswing,iklSusvier’20
gles tite whit od caught sight of a
SyShy endlan_outVey
flannel for bait.
S—

‘ie TasteZfor Chocolate Grows.

Judging from the statistics that are be-
ing compiled by the Department of Com-
merce and Labor the taste for chocolate in
the United States is increasing each year.
In twenty years the importation of cacao
(the chocolate bean) has grown from pine
million pounds to sixty-three million

one
would be

ters of the Indians, and many interpreta. pound8.
In this connection a word may be said ae

to the difference between ‘‘cocoa,’’ ‘‘cacac’’
and “coca.” Cocoa is the pame of the
pel tree that produces the cocoanut, a
ruit too well known to need description.
Cacao is the fruit of another tree, which
grows in Central America and in some parts
of Asia and Africa. It is from this tree
we obtain chocolate. Coes is the pame
given to a shrub of South Africa, the leaves
of which are used by the natives to allay
bunger and thirst and to deaden pain.
From these we get cocaine.
Having once tasted the thick, delicious

grown, made and brewed in Cen-
tral America, one ceases to wonder as the
early enthusiasts who named the plant
““Theodromo’’ (the nectar of the gods.)
One reason why our chocolate is inferior to
that of other countries is that ours is adul-
terated with pipe clay. Pipe clay is cheap
and heavy, weighing five times as much as
cacao, and it isa regretable fact that the
enterprising Yankee is not above using tre-
mendous quantities of it.
The finest cacao bean in the world grows

in Luzon, Philippine Islands. These beans
grow in a Jory odd fashion, in large, pear-
shaped pods from five to ten inches in
length. They are attached to the trunk of
the tree by short stems. Ripeness is indi-
cated by a delicious aroma of chocolate
that pervades the orchard. . The pods are
out off with sharp shears, or with a keen-
edged hooked knife, fastened on the end of
a bamboo pole. They are thrown into
heaps and, within twenty-four hours, are
opened. Each fruit is cut in balf to re-
move the mass of pulp and seed. The
beans are separated according to size, the
largest, of course, bringing the wighen
iuices in the chocolate markets the
world.
Monkeys, rate and parrots are the pat-

ural enemies the cacao farmer has to fear.

 

—Irving Grinneli, treasurer of the
Church Temperance Society of New York,
told at a temperance meeting a dramatic

an 8

‘‘A woman entered the barroom,” he
said, ‘‘and advanced quietly to ber hus-
band, who sat drinking with three other
men,
——Placeda covered dish on the table

** ‘Thinkin’ ye'd be too busy to come
home to supper, Jack, I've fetched it to
you here.’

‘*And she departed.
‘The mar langhed awkwardly. He in-

vited his friends to share the meal with
Bim. Then he removed the cover from the

“The dish was empty. It contained a
slip of paper that saidy

“I hope you will enjoy your suppe:. It
is the sameas your wife and children have
at home.’

- E——
—=""There is no doubt,” eaid the stu-

imprisoned, although innocent ofany

“I know that by sad experience.”
"You don't say so! Lets have the

story.
‘There’s no story to it. I merely bad

the had luck to be drawn on several juries
that were locked up over night.”

E——
——‘Mother, if I should die, would I

go to heaven?'’
“Yes dear; I think so.”
“It you should die, would you go to

beaven?"
“Why, my dear, I hope so.”
“Well, I hope so, too. It would be aw-

ful for me up there to he pointed out as
the little gir] whose mother was in hell.”
E—

—Uncle Josh—It seems the minister
bas had rhenmatism for the last three
ears, hut he hasn't said anything ahon
+.
Aunt Hetty—Why, I coanld have told

him just what to do for ir. ;
Uncle Josh—Mehhe that’s one of the

reasons why he kept it quiet.
————————

——‘Poor Bickers has a very bard heart-
ed wile,” said Trivvet.

“What's the trouble now?” asked

“She not only hroke the broomstick over
his head, but made him go to the store and

—Are you afraid of burg- Dicer buy another.’

dent of law, ‘‘that many people have been_

    


