THE CRY OF THE DIREAMER.
“I am tired of planuing and toiliag
In the crowde hives of men;
Heart-weary of butiding and spoiling,
And spolling and bullding again.
And I long for the dear old river,
Where I dreamed my youth away;
For a dreamer lives forover,
And a teller 4les in a day.

“I am alck of the showy seeming
Of a life that is half a lie;
Of the faces lined with scheming
In the throng that hurries by.
From the sleepless thoughts' endeavor
I would go where the children play;
For a dreamer lives forever,
And a toller dies in a day.

“I teel no pride, but pity,
For the burdens the rich endure:
There is nothing sweet in the city
But the patient lives of the poor.
O the little hands so skiliful,
And the child-mind choked
weeds:
The daughter's heart grown willful,
And the father’'s heart that bleeds.

with

“No, no! from the street's rude bustle,
From trophies of mart and stage,
I would fily to the wood's low rustle,
And the meadow’s kindly page
Let me dream as of old by the river,
And be loved for the dream, alway;
For a dreamer lives forever
And a toller dies in a day.”
JOHN BOYLE O'REILLY.

The Silver King.

There stood in Berkshire,
upon a quiet country road, a little
which the wood sign swinging at
door declared be known
Magpie's Nest.'”

It had been thus named
the number of magpies in the
borhood. (
door stood an oak-tree, ;
among whose uppermos
Year in and year out
magple’'s nest, to
people believed that
magple returned regularly

No very elegant entertainment was
offered at the ‘Magpie's Nest for
either man its
thought the fare good; and then it
served to them by the most charming
rosy-cheeked little maid, who wore
cap with bright
walst that
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with great pride on and
holidays; but though she loved John,
and looked forward to hes
day with jov, she would not
bright, coquettish manner which
always belonged her. She
with the farmers, flung them
repartee for mgartee, and
them those bright glances John,
the soidier, thought should be only
given to himself. So John grew jeal
ous, and, being a moody sort of man.
sald nothing about it

It never entered Betty's mind
the manner which
¢hanted John should now offend him:
and she herseif grew angry with her
lover for his scowls and sulkiness

Therefore, when a young French-
man from Marseilles black-eyed
black-haired, and polite in man
ners, as Frenchmen usually are,
chanced, in the course of a business
Journey, stop at the “Magpie's
Nest,” ghe felt that he really would be
a fine example for surly John Leaf
and was amiable to him to a degree
that might have made a less jealous
man angry. Then, indeed, John Leaf
#poke out, and Betty discovered the
secret of his ill-temper.

Her pride being flattered thereby,
she forgave him, and retired on Sat-
urday night with the firm intention of
winning back John's smiles on the
morrow, her holiday, when she would
g0 to church in her best attire and
charm his heart from him over again,
as he walked by her side. What wom-
an ever had any design on a man’'s
heart, ever desired to win from him
any favor or any gift, that she did not
bethink her of ail her finery? Before
Betty slept she took from her trunk
her Scotch plaid dress, her fringsd
shawl, her blue-ribboned cap, her Sun-
day shoes, and her silver ring, and
having given the latter an extra pol-
ish laid them where they would mest
her eyes the first thing next morning.
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John Leaf, sulking in his room on- |
snatched it from his hand,

der the garret eaves, had no thought
of this,
forget and forgive in a hurry
more than they do anything else.

The morning sun, shining aslant
against the inn's walls, aroused Batty
with his first rays. She rubbed her
eyes, opened them, put her little feet
out upon the floor, knelt down and
sald her simple prayer, and then flew
to ihe glass. It was only a crooked

any

Those slow natures do not |
| plighted his troth to Betty under the

;th!ng, with a flaw in it, and a rough

frame, but sufficient to make
her happy. She braided her hair, put
on her cap, buttoned her dress, tied
about her throat the gay neck-ribbon,
laced her shoes geometrically, and
then looked for her ring It was
gone!

She

| oaken

knew the very upon the
[ red hoart shaped pin-cushion {into
which she had thrust the needle over
which the silver ring had been hung.
There stuck the needle still, It was
| below the window-sill, on a lttle
table; it could not have rolled out; but
it wag not in the room. She shook out
her dress, her shawl, her bed-clothes
She swept the floor. It was gone, That
was the end of it,
Betty down and
All the country people of the day were
superstitious. The ring had disap
peared in a most mysterious way, for
her door was bolted, and her window
high from the ground, and she firmly
believed that the loss portended some

spot
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But John Leaf,
away all his superstition.

‘TN magpies chattering
about my more,” he said. “Up
and leave tot a nest of them all. Some
of the noisy rascals will take posses-
sion of that old rag if it is left hang-
ing.”

the soldier, had cast
hlt\.r ?h-’s\“

fars no

80 the obeyed. He planted a
ladder against the and then
swung out upon the branches. There
was a grievous noise; and doubtless to
this day old magpies tell their children
of that massacre of the innocents at
the great ocak- tree. Jut there
no birds to chatter and scream in that
great rag of a nest which the boy’s
hands clutched at last, He came down
with the relic in his hand, and stood
before his master with a grin

boy
tree,

“Eh, master! may [ have all I found |

in the old nest?”’ he asked.
“If it is not a magpie's egg,” sald
John Leaf.

“Let me see 11" eried John Leaf, and
It was the ring with which he had

oak; and be knew that the magpiss
had stolen it, and that the Frenchman
wore oue that resembled it

The first thing that John did was to
call himself hard names: “A jealous
fool!” “A guspicious brute!” Heaven
knows what else. Then he n'ted, and

all by himself in the wood beyoad the
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house, shed tears, and vowed to find
Jetty If she suli liveda on earth
Where he went, of whom he inguired,
not But one day when the
he had
been directed, and saw at her knitting,
under a vine-covered porch, his Betty,
And she?
She looked at him and did not know
him with his thin, sallow face and his

| wo den leg

“What sir?”
she asked,
And he said
And ghe cried out
John Leaf!”
Then he sat
by her side
‘You know I never had many words
he said
I know
no cheat,
never gave my ring to
found {t—or my did,
for I'm not very good at ¢climbing now
in the old magple's nest in the oak-
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“So the magpie stole it, eh?” said
Betty., “Well, they are strange birds
I've heard they've taken spoons before
now."

*“And so, Betty,”
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sald John, “if you'll
past and let bygones be
I'Il be a happy man.”
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Mir both “Big Louis
has a dancing pavilion. modeled after
at an eastern resort. Every
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the of the experts in this line
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Coon and Muskrat Fight,

Mr. J. Hal Grimes caught a muskrat
in the freight office at the depot. Joe
Booth thought his pet coon could “do”’
the muskrat, and in order to see which
was entitled to the belt the two were
placed in a slatted box-car, the coon
being favorite They had hardly
touched the floor before they began
feinting and sizing each other wup.
Finally the coon lit on to his opponent,

| foreed him to the corner, and it looked
{ like he would be a sure victor, and the

! odds jumped to £5 to $1 in his favor.
“It's better than that,” said the lad. |

i “I's a silver ring.”

But in round number two the musk-
rat put on his fighting clothes, and no
coon before ever got such a walloping.
His ekiid-like screams led a number of
residents of the neighborhood who
didn’t know what was going on to
believe that some mother was whip-
ping her baby at the depot. At the
first pass In the third get-t5 the coon
ran up the slats to the top of the car
and refused to fight, while the musk-
rat walked adout the floor as if to say:
“Bring on two or three more just like
him."—Harrodsburg (Ky.) Democrse
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PONIES OF ICELAND.

PERFECT MARVELS OF ENDURANCE.

They Have a Peculiar Pacing Cait Which

Under Great Weight Conquers Space---
Can Swim Like a Fish and Climb Like
a Coat,

If the camel is the ship of the desert
the Iceland pony {8 the train
ymnibus and tramear of the wonderful
ountry to which he belongs., To be
zin with, he 18 a misnomer. He is not
+ pony, in the ordinary sense of ths
word; he 1is a horse; in bone
iinew, In strength and endurance,
nanners and deportment—a horse
verything, in fact, except in inches;
and  a sober, steady,
tiorge, He is
“"concentrated essence’’
He can swim like a
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THE DOC AS FOOD,

| “acts That Kiondikers May Learn Through

Experience,

more we know of

like dogs,
iy that friend
Tous Perhaps it
s¢ the inhabitants of the Celestial
smpire not know men sufficientls
vell that they still regard the dog as ,ﬂ‘a
animal, and of the most
of morsels But it is to be
ioped, says La Nature, that in the pro-
gress of civillzation a day come
vyhen these animals-—"candi-
lates for humanity” according
Michelet's picturesque expression
¥ill no longer figure on the menus of
itate dinners at the Court of Peking
Darwin relates somewhere that when
he inhabitants of Tierra del Fuego are
wressed by famine they kill and eat
heir old women rather than their
logs, and that in Australia fathers will
sacrifice their children in order that
he mothers may be able to nourish
his useful servant of man The Chi.
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0 three weeks, condemned to almost
omplete immobllity, and are fed oa
tothing but a mixture of rice and far-
na. We do not know the edible dog
w the edible eat in France, and proba-
Iy since the siege they have been but
ittle served—openly at least—on the
sbles of Paris restaurants. At Peking
md throughout China, however thors
& s dainty repast without its fillet o=
eg of dog: the cat is rather a dish of
he poorer classes,
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among the people of classi antiquity.
History tells us that in early times the
dog was always regarded as an edible
animal, The Inhabitants of certain
nomes of Egypt plously embalmed
their dead dogs, but others considered
that it was more in conformity to the
doctrines of a wise economy to kill and
them. Plutarch tells us that the
| dwellers in Cynopolis, where dogs wers
honored us divine, made war the
| Oxyrinchis, who had committed the
| sacrilege of eating dogs, In his book
{ on diet, Hippocrates, speaking of com-
| mon articles of food, is of the opinion
that the flesh of the dog gives heat and
strength, but is difficult of digestion
fathers,” says Pliny, “regarded
{ 8mall dogs as 80 pure a food that they
used them for explatory vietims. Even
young dog's flesh I8 served at
feazts held in honor of the gods And
| fur “This meat was used
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It Plays Possum,
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owl is unexy
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remarkable
it is clever in a way
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Australia
the

notice
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one day as he saw drive by a
van filled with screeching, tumultuous
parrots and butcher birds
A pair of moreporke, mere fluff-bails,
with gleaming golden eyes, wereamong
thiz rabble and Mr. Saville-Kent ut
bought them and transferred
them to his domestic circle. The owlis
turned out to be such marvelous
“guick-change” artists that the amuse-
ment they afforded the family, which
a camera, was boundiess. The
peculiar specialty of the morepork is
that it can stiffen itself so that even
close at hand it is impossible to dis-
tinguish it from the dead branch of a
iree Again, it assumes a dignified
cast of countenance which is lndicrous.

cockatoos

once

| or is sentimental, sad or even gay, as

; ; i it chooses
4 Noir, in his “Travels in the Far |

The morepork has been grosslv slan-

| dered and called the Australian goat-
nany cities are to be seen dogs and |

sucker, but its friend. Mr. Saville-

| Kent, has at last freed it from that
o tall, and that on most farms these |

inimals are kept in little coops like |

stigma, and explains in this latest
work that it only keeps the goatsucker
company—another instance of the evil
resulte of choosing disreputable asso-
ciates,

Killed by An Apple.

George Hall and F. G. Leigh, of Bast
Bridgeport, Conn., were coasting dowe
a long, stesp hill at Danlel's Farms
when Hall's bicycle got away from his
control.

He was hurled headlong and struck
violently on hie left side upon a hard
apple which he had in his coat pocket.
He gasped a few times and dled
New York Herald

there |

morepork, which was called to his |

WESTERN FARM LABORERS.

“Birds of Passage” Who Work in the Big
Wheat Fields.

There is a season between May apa
July, during which the army of
“hands work these North
Dakota wheat-farms walt for the cCrops
to ripen. In fact, except the half score
of men who are regularly employed
upon each place
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during harvest,
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A Millionaire's Cenerosity.
Wilber Scott the
made millionaire king, came to the re-
lief of H. A. W. Tabor, a former United
States senator, and Colorado’s first
miilionaire miner, last week with a
purse of $15000, which he begged Ta-
bor to accept as a testimonial for what
he had done to develop the resources

of the state.

For many months Tabor has been
on the ragged edge of fortune, and has
tried to recoap himself by entering the
prospecting field. He staked a promis-
ing mining claim, but could not get
funds ‘or developing it Then he
thought of Stratton and applied to him
for a loan.

Stratton had never before seen Ta-
bor, but was familiar with his history.
He promised to take the matter under
advisement, and five minutes later sent
# package containing the currency,
with a letter requesting Tabor to ac-
cept the money as a gift.—New York
Herald,

Stratton, newly

e

“lible 350 Years Old.

Aprojos of the item grinted in “The
Reco 57 of the 224 inst., concerning a
Bible once owned by Martin ifather
sry sow in the possession of a Chica-
goan, =a Frankiinville, Penn., corres-
pondent writes: “I have a Martin
Luther Bible that was printed at Wit-
tenburg. Germany, in 1546 It is bound
with wood, has brass corners and
welghs 114 pounds.-~Puiladeiphia
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