«ditch connected with the estata,
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I so, at any pain or eost, oh

thin thy in

Tilt l.bou hul kept
} v wlaked
Lat no false pity lpll" uu blow, but in true mercy tell me so,

In theve within thy hasrt a need
at minge ean not ful
Onu clwul that ‘"f other hmd
wake or still?
st at aotm ful.unl day my wholas life wither and decay.

Bpeak now

Lives there within thy nature hid
ﬁ'o demonapint Change,
Blmlrlmlg o paming glor
things new n ge?
It may not hw thy fault slone—but ahisld my heart against thy own.

Couldst thon withdriw thy hand one day
And answer to my elaiem,
That Fate, and that io«'hyn miuhl{e—-
Not thou—had been to b
Some soothe their consclence thus; but thou wilt Iumlr warn and save mo now,

On al

Nay, answer not, T dare not henr,
T‘;m words would come too late;
re thee nll umune,

{ﬂ' 1 would ral: it all!

Yot I would
Bo comfort

iy -d to-night for me,
ter b?n&. nor feal
lhln

" Or is thy Frith an elear “‘OE. aa that wmll 1 can pledge to thee!

s ey dimmest drearon ]
\\@mln l.!g m?d
I me wnﬂ ul h ltll
hﬂg deeper '““.Ew’n' ll:olu canst feel

m‘v wtill
stran

hoe, m
Whatever on my heart may fall—romem

Past

nrth breathe,

jom pas
R e

fulfill?

Adeluide Anne Proctor,

’_l‘he_ Drowned Bedronm.

By RENE BACHE.

R AADAANOAARAGAAAD:

The fealings with which 1 accapted
Worthington's invitation were
strangoly mingled. He had declared
himself unalterably my enemy, for no
other reason than that I had won the
woman he wanted to marry. She wan
absont from my side, at the sick bed
of her father, and, being made pware
of the situation, ho asked me to come
and spend a woek at his house, He
suggested that the visit might make
the enforced absence of my wife more
endurable, and the tone of hia letter
in & general way seemed to indleate
that he desired {o renew the friend-
ghlp which had !ormurh oxlsted be-
tween us,

Considering the fact that not more
than six montha had elapsed since he
vawed toward me such bitter enmity,
I' was surprised at the cordiality of
the communication. My intlmney
with Worthington before my mar-
‘riaga had Dbeen close and I had
formed the notlon that he was o per-
son singularly tenaclous of an idea
aopco formed—in a word, that he
wonld ¢ling-ltke death to a decislon,
whether wrong or right. That he
wpuld ever forglve me for the *“in-
i::r" I had dope him in merrying

girl he wanted—he used that
torm at the time, I remember—1 did
oot lmagine. But I bad always liked
him exceedingly, up to the perlod of
aur rivalry, and It was a matter of
course that I should be glad to "make
it up" with him, Indeed, it was ow-
ing chiefly to this deslre on my part
that I decided to visit him at his
country house, which he called in hu-
mor the Moated Grange, perhaps be-
cause thers was nelther farm nor

The absurdity of the name was ne-
centuated by the extremely modern
aspect of the dwelllng, which was
equstructed  In accordance  with
Worthington's own pecullar notlons.
It was of very moderate size, but pro-
vided with gvery possible end-of-the-
century lmprovement. Domestic ar-
chitecure, indeod, was always a fad
of his, and I well remembor that as a
#choolboy he used to make plans on
his slute for the house he was golng
to buoild when he grew to be a man,
Another notlon of his was that he
would have two small sliver bars of
appropriate shape and size to cool his
ten—a beverage of which he was ln-
ordinately fond., That metal having
a property of absorbing heat, he
would use the bars alternately in his
cup at meals. 1 may mention that
the first thing 1 noticed on sitting
down at table with him, |Immediately
after my arrival at the Moated
Grange, was two such silver bars
which he used for his tea. He was a
man who seldom, if ever, relinquished
an idea,

There was something about his
manner that stenek mo as odd, While
aordinl, it sapmoed to me a bit foreed,
though maybe the notlon was imag-
inary on my part, inpsmuch as I was
feoling out of sorts myself. Ho waw
decidedly gay st dinner, talked moro
than was his wont, while I contented
myself with letening, and he drank
u little more then was good for
bim. When he showed me to my
bedroom—I chose to retire early, be-
ing wearied by my rallway journey
—he had some joking remarks to
make aboul the peculinrities of the
apartment, which was entered odily
enough by n flght of mix steps lead-
ing down from the landing, That ia
to usuy, on crossing the threshold,
ong descended these slX steps to the
Aoor of the chamber. I thought It a
ftrange mode of architectural e¢on-
struction, but having had long exper-
fenge of Worthingten's eccentricitiens,
14 did not occur to me to wonder,
knowing that he had built the housa
on his own plans, He had only
floished It within a couple of months,
by the way, and he told me that I
was the first peraon to occupy it

"You will find 1t very comfort-
able,” he sald, chuckling to himaelf
as 12 over pome jocular ldea of hiw
own which he dld not see fit to com-
munleate.  “It I something gquite
original In the wny of a bedroom, I
fatter myselt—Dbullt after. & whim of
m own, You know, Sleop tight, old

1f you want to light up inth
mut Just m he button at the

be it was n certain peculiar sensation
of chlll in the alr that disturbed my

slumber. I pulled the heavy blan-
kets closer around me—It was late
In November — and tried to go to
sleop agnin. Buot it was of no use;
my eyelids would not stay closed, and
I began to think and thionk In an an-
noyingly perlatsent way, while gaz-
ing absently at a spot of flckering
light on the celling,

The spot had u ecurlous sort of
tremulousness, and presently it oe-
curred to me to wonder whers it
came from and what was the cause of
flickering. 1t looked Illke a patoh
made by n moonbeam, but I did not
gee where the Iatter entered, For
some time It amused me to speculate
on the nature of the phenomenon,
but my surmises did not lead me to
any satisfactory concluslon. 1 gave
It up at length and turned over, with
the intention of woolng reluctant re-
pose, when, being nearer to the edge
of the bed than I had supposed, my
right arm fell outside. It plunged
up to the clbow into ice cold water,

I was extremely startled and even
alarmed. Hastlly leaning over to-
ward the other slde of my couch, I
strotched out my arm again, It was
no Muslon. The bed was surround-
el by water up to the helght of the
mattress, or nearly so.

I lny back and tried to think. On
what concelvable theory could such a
condition of affalrs be accounted for?
Who ever heard of a bedroom in the
second story of a dwelllng house
flooded in such a manner? And the
water was unquestionably rising; al-
rendy 1 felt the mattress beneath me
growing wet.

Just then I remembered what Wor-
thington had sald about touching the
button at the head of the bed In case
I wanted Hght, 1 groped anxiously
for the kunob, pressed It and pressed
it again, but no Illumination fol-
lowed, Then I remembered having
noticed, when I retired, two Knobs,
one above the other. 1 groped again,
touched the upper one this time—the
lower ong wns for shutting off the
electrjelity—and Instantly the room
wns flooded with light from elght or
ten Edlson bulbs whichwere attached
to a palr of chandellers overhead.

The sight which met my gase was
by no menns reassuring. As 1 had
supposed, the entire room was flood-
ed with water, which was nlready
nearly high enough to overflow the
bed. It was up to the third drawer
of the dressing table, and three or
four chalrs were floating about. I
cunnot lmagine a more extraordinary
Acene,

Encournged to actlon now that my
surroundings were made visible, I
Jumped out of bed Into the loy water,
and vearly frozen by s chill waded
to the door, ascending the slx steps
to reach it. I found it locked, avl-
dently from the outside. Burely, it
was very strunge, 1 shook the door
with all my might, but it did not
budge. Standing on the threshold,
at the top of the fiight, | was some
dlstance above the level of the water,
but It was not a pelnt of yantuge
from which to foree the lock, |

By thls time I bad begun to be
really frightened. 1 called out re-
peatedly at the top of my lungs, but
my volee died away wlithout elleiting
any respunse, Something cold
seemiod to take a grip on my heart,
and looking down 1 saw that the
wator was over the bed. It was evi-
dently rising fast.

Bummoning my cournge i descend-
od the slx stops and waded across the
raogm to the windows, which, I then
noticed for the first time, were ut an
extraordinary Belght from the floor,
There were two of them, and I tried
them In m but'l gould hard-
ly reach them, having nothing to
stand wpon, and it was obylous that
the shutters were securely barred,
though the saehes were lowered from
the top as If for ventllition. SBome
micutes of frantle effort convinced
me that there was nothlug to be me-
complished.

It was now, for the first time, that

4 suggestion of foul play uto
my mind, The ldea struck u a
thunderbolt; it w lnﬂiﬂl m uli
conceivable esplanation of the

| was cha

mathod Uhﬁll! nm llﬂ

unthought of. | was to dio
drowning, snd as l’hﬂ# an pﬂllb
How well 1 utiderstood now the

nificance of that chockle of his

had left me n fow hours l
“Huilt after n whim of my own

had sald, speaking of ths dem
nsnigned to my oceipaney. Why, It
was Into n trap, consiructed express-
1y to eapture myself, that I had fall-
en. Hall mad with fear and rage, 1
made my way to the steps again, the
water up to my walst, and, trembling
with cold, climbed out upon the top
step. Then beating the panels with
my firgs, I yelled and screamed in my
despair, alternately cumning my
troncherous host and calling upon
him to have merey and apare my life,
1 suppose this must have continued
for five minutes or so, though It
seamed hours to me, when T thought
I hoard a nolse outside the door and
listened. It was o mon's footstep,
and as it appronched 1 recognized it
a8 Worthington's.

“What's the matter, old man?' he

by |
te.
slg-
ax ho
lar,
* he

sald. “Got a nightmare?"
“"Have mercy, Worthington,™ I
crled. “For God's sake, have merey!"

“It's a nightmare, sure cnough,"
I heard him mutter. “He's walking
in his sleep,”

“"Open the door!™ I walled.

“How onn T open It?" he replied,
“The catch Is on the Inslde, just
above the knob, Press it back with
your thumb,"

With trembling fingers I obayed
him; the door, released by the spring
catch—one of Worthington's freaks
of Ingenuity—Aflew open, and 1 fell
outward, half fainting. He caught
mo in his arms,

“Why, what's the mat——?" he
began, when, as he gazed down into
the brilllantly lighted room, an ex.
presslon of the utmost astonlshment
came over his face., Then he began
to swear with much elaborateness
and emphasis,

The situation begnn In some mens*
ure to dawn upon me, as he ran back
to his own room and, returning with
a pocket fMask, poured half of its con-
tents down my throant. The fery
stufl nearly choked me.

“You didn’t mean to murder me,
then?' I sald, as soon as I could re-
gain my breath,

“Murder you!"™ he echoed. '"Ha,
ha! Ha, ha, ha!" I thought he
would have a fit with laughing, Then
he began to apologlze with the ut-
most humbleness, saylng that he
ecould never make adeguate amends
for the unfortunate accldent that had
occurred. He still feared that [
might have pneumonia in consquence
of the exposure to which T had been
subjected, After wrapping me in
warm blankets, putting my feet in a
tub of hot water, and making me
sawallow the rest of the flask, he
erplained in a few words what had
happened,

“In putting up this house,” he
sald, “my notlon was to bulld it
around a bathroom. That was my
bathroom which you occéupled to-
night. I have two or three other
tubg for winter use, but for summer
1 wanted 4 tank that my guests and
I could swim In. In winter, according
to my idea, it was to be converted
into a bedroom, thus providing an
extra chamber for guests. To shut
off the water, curpet the floor and
put 4n the necessary furniture was
glmple enough., I confess that I
thought 1t rather a clever notlon,
You will have notleed the walls are
tiled, and you will now understand
the pecullur construction of the
apartment, the steps leading down
into it, and the helght of the win-
dows, The arrangements are such
that the water cannot rise higher
than five feel, so that you could not
have been drowned, though yon
would certainly have been frozen to
death bhad your eries for help not
awakened me, 1 can never forgive
myself for the misfortune that has
oconrred, In some way, which I will
find out about in the morning, the
valve shultlng off tho water must
have opened, flooding the wroom.
Thero s only ona thing 1 cannol un-
derstand, and that is why you should
have jumped to the conclusion that I
had deslgns upon your iife."

“You swore everlasting enmlity,
youn know, Dick,"” I sald, weakly.

He lnughed long and loud like his
old self, *“I meant it, too,"” he re-
plied, “'But changed clrcumstances
have eaused me to lorgive the out-
rage you committed in cutting me
out with s certaln young lady. Iam
now engiged to be married to Miss
Evelyn Goldthwalte, whom I belleve
you know,"

“1 do, Indeed, Dick,” I said. "Sheo
Is & charming glvl, and 1 wish you
oll the bappinses you deserve.”

That Is all of the story, I suffered
pnothing from my extraordinary ade
ventureé beyond a bad ¢old in the
head.
but I may as well expiain that the
curlous fMlekering lght which I saw
on the oeiling “on that memorable
nlght was merely a moonbeam that
entered through the upper part of
one of the window shutters and wis
rieflected by the water,—Good Liter
ntvre.

White as Mourning Color,

The news that a European has been
notlped in Jamaica wearing white as
mourning for n relutive lost in the
recant cataustrophe recalls the fact
that that color was originally em-
ployed In many countries to indicate
reverence for the dend.

In fact, the custvm obtalned In
Burope us late as the relgu of Charles
VIl of France, and in ltaly, too, it
lingered, though for women anly, the
mon wearing brown, In Ethiopia the
white soon changed to griy ud In
Egypt to yollnw

Qhina, hoﬂuﬂr. eniploys it to thu
day, Other colors have had their
yogue—blue, for {nstance, which even
Bow s used ll.n mle!.nnru:;uh:‘nd
Syria. ‘The latter signifies ¥
enly region, wuh stands for purity,
aud b  typify our mother
and bla , most ¥ of

: uwloﬁ-wﬂd seem to Bug-
an etornity of night.—London

Ay

It 15 hardly worth mentioning, |

Over much of the Weptern country,
whare the buffalo weed to range, the
plow has turned over the soli and
buried the memorinl which he left
behind him. In the territory that
has been cultivated no signs of the
wild inhabltants remaln, Even where
the earth villages of the Indians used
to stand along the streams, forming
low mounds, ar the supports and
enrth walls and roofs sank to decay,
the plow, passing again and agaln
over the moll, has so leveled it that
the mounds are no longer seen. 8o
in much regions It fs with the buffalo
tralls and with the buffalo wallows.

But In the arid Northern country
all over the hills, the tralls of ihe
buffalo may still ba traced. Often
they are visible merely as green lines
showing brightly against the yellow
prairie over which they run, but
sometimes they nre deep worn, slx or
eight Inches, even a foot below the
surface of the surrounding noil, To-
diny many of these tralla are used by
the range cattle, which oeccasionally
Are 80 NmMerous ns Lo wear away the
Erass which bas sprung up in the old
path, but morea often the number
paseing over the trall Is so small os
only to keep the grass worn down,

In ancient days In the soft chalky
woll of Kansas, these trallsa were
sometimes so deoply worn that the
buffalo as they passed along rubbed

thelr sides against the walls of the
i trall,and over the herd, moving stead-
fly onward at a slow walk, hung
clouds of fine dust, a chalky powder
aa fine as plaater of parls but yellow,
or eream colored.

When undisturbed the buffalo us-
ually traveled in single file, often the
noso of each great brute elose to the
hindquarters of the one ahead of It.
Groups of buffalo followed estab-
lished paths, and sitting on a high
hill, overlooking some river or little
prairie lake, one often saw the buffalo
in long atrings stringing in from all
directions, For the most part the
tralls led to water, or perhaps to
some favorite crossing place on a
stream, If they led toward a river,
many of them would be parallel or
nearly 80, or they might converge
toward some polnt wheore the descent
of the bluffs was gradual and easy,
for the buffislo always chose for him-
self the easlest waya,

To-day, ag one observes these tealls
—memorials of anclent days—he
may wonder why they stand out so
brightly green upon o prairie that in
Inte summer {8 sero and yellow, The
reagon in obvious, Milllons of buffalo
traveling for uncounted years over
the same paths have fertilized them
by thelr droppings, so that the soll
there s now far richor than else-
where on the prairle, for the buffalo
chip deposalted in the trall never grew
dry and hard ns it did on the prairie,
but was at once trodden Into the soll
and reduced to powder, to nourish a
subscquent growth of grass.

It |8 not surprising that these tralls
aver the hilla are noticed by travel-
ers who are whirled along In the rall-
rogd traing of to-day, nor that they
Inquire what they mean, nor that
when thelr significance 18 explained
the thoughtful inquirer should con-
glder with Interest and wonder the
changes that have taken place over
the broad land of the West.

Far less consplouous than any oth-
ér of the memorials that he has left
s the buffalo wallow, This was sim-
ply & place where in the heats of
summer, or when greatly pestered
by Insects, or when worrled by last
winter's tattered coat which he had

not yet gotten rid of, the buffalo
! threw himself down In some damp or
| wet place and rolled until coverad
with mud and water. Tha proocess
hag often been desoribed, and 1a well
understood, The practice I8 not pe-
cullar to the buffalo, since in the
hoats of summeor the elk, and boars,
and probably many other animals
bathe themgelves In  this fashlon,
Sometimes a hulfalo wallowing on n
soll which was white, or nearly so,
emerged from his bath a white buf-
falo instead of u black one, and more
than once people have been decilved
by this color, and imagining that
they saw before them an albino buf-
falo, have chased it and killed It,
only to find that the color came off
on thelr fingers In white powder,
Such an experience was had by Colo-
nel D, L. Bralnard, of Arvotle explora-
tion fame. In the sime way, many
yenras ago, I became highly oxcited
| ovar what I believed to be a black
ell, which a closer Inspection showed
to be merely an olk that had been
wallowing In a spring hole {n the
timber. Sometimes, too, the buffulo
coming from such a bath conted with
thick mud, dried offt quickly, and the
clots of dried mud clinging to the
long hair of bead and forelegs, rat-
tled curiously against each other an
the animils galloped away, to the
‘mystificatlon of any Inexperienced
pursuer.

Tubbing Stunes. R

The buffalo’'s practice of rolling on
the ground, which, when the ground
wan wet, made the wallows that have
been spoken of wags, no doubt, often
done for the same reason thut o horse
rolls; that s, In order to Irritate the
whole skin by a thorough rubblog or
soratching, In the timber country
where buffilo were abundant It wos
not uncommon in old times to s¢e
cottonwood trees browned and pol-
fshed to a helght of five feel or more
ty the rubbing agalnst them of the

uffalos’ bodles. A huondraed years
sgo Henry the younger speaks of
plages whers the bark had Dbeen
rubbed off the triees by Lthe scratching
of the buffalo, and a river not far
from the old forl he occupled for
years at Fembina wus pamed the
Beratobing River.
Olose to the mountalos, or along
btreams whors there {a much timber,
those seratohing places are scarcoly
notlceable, because

The Trail, the \Vlllw. the MMM Stnn.
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‘H‘hlo Memorials. .

o few feol above the level of the soll,
which In anclent times the buffalc
used as rubbing stones, If in travol-
ing over the prairie on foot or on
horseback, the traveler happens to
s00 such a lonely erratic, it Is worlh
his while to go to it and examine it
clogely, Heo will find It polished on
all sides by the friction of the tough
hidea of buffalo, and if he pasnes his
hands over its round smoothed sur-
faces he can still feel there the grease
which has accumulated from the uwe
to which the stone was put. All
around It, and close to It, he will find
worn & deep trench In which are
boulders, stones and gravel, but
where there Is no vegotation, for
there Is no soll to mourish it. This
trench has been made by the buffalo
ns they walked about the stone and
tomforiahly meratched fihelr nsildes
agninst {t, Thelr ponderous hoofs
have cut and torn wup the soll and
reduosd It to fine powder which the
winds have then carried away, leav-
ing only the heavy stones at the bot-
tom of the trench,

O1 all the memorials which tha
buffalo have left on the wide plains
where once they were so abundant,
the rubblng stona Is by far the most
permanent, These huge erratics,
brought thither by the lee of glacinl
times, and dropped seémingly hap-
hazard here and there on the prairie,
will endure for a4 long time, Thoey

will last untll a day shall come, If it
over does come, when the vandal
white man, having cultivated all the
rest of the earth, will use on them
some high exploslve, break them to
atoms and bury the fragments,

Beveral years ago there was print-
ed in the Forest and Stream o mens
tion of one of these rubbMmg stones,
which 1 quote here, It 1s as follows:

“From a high hill which givea a
wide outlook may be seen, far off,
on the verge of the horizon, where
tha sky bends down to meet the
earth, a tiny speck, At first It seems
a haystack, then a cabin, then n
wagon, at last n buffalo; but It is
none of these,

“Still riding on over the yellow
rolling plalng, where the short stems
of the pralrte grass quiver with a
constant motion, where little ground
squirrels flash acrosa the horse's path
and hide behind tufts of grass, and
shora Iarks with sweet, woft notes
rise nnd swing away with undulating
filght, whers dalnty antelope slowly
walk to the top of the hills, on elther
glde and look about with curious
eyed, the object draws nearer. Sonie-
times from the crest of a hill It neema
close at hand, agaln, descending into
a little valley, it is lost Lo view behind
i swell of the prairle. At length it (s
cloge by and its nature can be seen.

“In those ancient days when the

vast fce sheet was melting, a great
mngs of gtone wus flonted from the
distant mountains, Carried on some
huge berg, parted from the glacler
which gave It birth, this rock jour-
neyed from the west, and at length,
falling from ity long-time resting
place, sank to the sarth, and when
the waters disappenred, remalned
there, n lnndmark on the prairie,
. "Here for ages It has stood, steads
fust, Immovable. The winds of win-
ter buffet it; the heats of summer
seoreh and bake it, Behind it the
storm piles up a long white drift of
snow; spring floods collect about (t
in n Yttle Iake, soon dreied up. Under
its lee, perhaps, the chllled Tndian,
returning alone from his unsuecesstul
war Jjourney, has stopped to sesk
shelter from the bitter blasts which
sweep over the prairle, bearing death
on thelr ley wings; or in summer the
panting woll has stretched himself
for a moment In Its grateful shade,
The hirds have visited {t, Eagles
and hawks have perched here and
with watchful eye surveyved the
pralrie, alert to see the slightest
movement of grouse or hare or
ground squirrel. The little birds,
too, have rested here for o moment;
gparrows and the titlark with sedate
wallk and gravely turning head, A
mounntaln rat has mide It his home,
and in the ecravice of the rock has
bu.'t his nest.

“Ihough it has traveled far on
{eo the boulder showa little wear. Ils
knobs and rounghness are still sharp,
but each protuberance and angle Is
polighed with a bright brown glosa,
like the corners of fenee posts In n
barn yard, agalnst which cattle have
rubbed thelr eldes,

“Tor ages this great erratic has
bean the buffalo's scratehing phyac.
Here In passing, the dark herds have
turned aside and halted, and mighty
butl, sleck roung cow, and playful
yearliog have saldied up to this mas-
#ive rock, and with grunts of content.
ment, have pushed thelr rounded
bodles ngainst §t, and been jostled
and crowded und struck by the horns
of othars, eagor to take thelr turn.
About this stone they bave walkea to
and fro and cut up the soll with their
hoots and mnde It Nne dust, which
the uncensing wind has carcied away
and sortterod far over the pralrie,
8o, ufter the lapse of cconturies of
time and the pessing away of many
generations of buffalo, a deep trench
has been worn about the erratic, and
It stands on & plilar of #oll, tha top
of which is leval with the prairie.
“Néver again will the boulder wit-
ness the slghts th: % It has beheld in
the past, It stands In its old pisco
as firm and stendfast as of yore, but
the frienda that used to visit it have
pagsed and are passing away. In
these latter duys no Indian crouches
behind It for shelter from the storm,
nor do buffalo crowd about I, No
graceful antelope sweep by in rapld
flight, seldom does & woll approsch
it, or an eagle from lts top look with
unblenching oye toward the sun,
“The life gl the old pralrie has
papsed away."—G. B. G, in Fores
and Stream. : :

luumns the Poor,

By DOLTON MALL, ™

"1 hear you have joined the Slole
Bettloment, O BEupraxsillles, Is your
Bettloment another Sodloty for the
Buppression of Vieo—among the,
m?n

“No, Boontn. we have had such
n soclety ever since the fourth Olym-
piad, and we have more suppressed
vice than ever.'

“What, then, do you nccompllsh,
Enpraxailiiea?”

“No man knows what the Gode

‘accomplish through him, Hocrates,

but we try to save the poor from
the consequences of error and vice."”

“But if you sueceed, O Eupraxail-
lew, will they not commit more er-
rors and vicea?"

“Wall, perhaps I should rather
say, from the evils of poverty. We
have n Neighborhood House.™

“Bu* who made the House,
praxsillies?”

“Why, we indeed pald for It, but
necessnrily the poor people made It

“And do they make all the wanith
that you spend in relieving their pov-
erty, Boprassilliea?™

“Certainly they make It them-
selves, Bocrates, for we do not work.
In truth, we do not know how to
make such things ourselves.”

“Then would it not he better to
teach them how to keep for thom-
selves what they make?"

“It would seom 80, Socrates, but
they are too lgnorant, so wa give
thom back n part of what we got.”

“You do well to call It a ‘Settle-
ment, although It 18 more llke a
Compromise with Creditors. But,
Eupraxaillles, you sald that they pro-
duce what you do not know how to
produce, except that you know how
to take what they mnake, Is It not
tather, then, you who are Ignorant?”

“Nay, Socrates, they know only
how to bulld houses and such things;
they know how to make (hings—wo
know how to get them, but only In
accordance with the laws, and we
do good with what we tunke.”

“But we make the laws, Euprax-
slllles; are we, then dolng any good
by relleving the poor of their woalth,

Eun-

| and then making them more comfort-
| fble,

and so more contented with
such lawa?"

“"Well—at least, Socrates, we hava
Improved the neighborhood. Slunce

we made our Setllement, that streot

| has become safe and respectable, O

Bocrates, and a better class live
thore.'
“Have the rents risen also Eu-

praxsillies?"

“It 18 true that the rents have
risen, so that the purchase price of
the lnnd next to us has more than
doubled.”

“Then It seems, Eupraxsilifes, that
it was not for the Lords of Heaven
you have been working, but for the

Lords of earth—not the good Lord
but the land lord. 1s that of any
use?"

“You say truth, Boerates, but (t
{8 of use—for I am the land lord;
and it Is natural that every improve-
ment in the condition of the earth

should benefit the owners of the
earth.””
“Do such fmprovements benefit

also those who, on aceount of them,
p# more for the use of the earth?™

“It certainly seoms that the beneft
to the one class must be at the ex-
pense of the other, Boorates.”

“Then It seems to me, O Euprax-
slllles, that yours la a Soclety for
' lmprmlng Conditions and Increasing
thu Number of the Foor''——From
Puck

WORDS OF WISDOM,
Character is a kind of worship; all
true life {8 worthy.—Roberison.

There la always o certain alr of
peacefulness pervading a clear con-
sclonaness of duty, A sense of duty
which does not bring with it a quiet
réstfulness of soul Is an imperfect
wense of duty.~Newman Smith,

In the meanest things of every day
po one llveth, no one dieth unto self
anlone, 80 Inwrapt and iaterfolded are
bumnn destinles in the continual ae-
tion and reactlon that goes on
through life.—~=Dora Greanwell,

'} For In heaven the stature Is meas-
ured by love, and not what by what
| men eall genius or skill or wit or
funcy; and, therefore, those that
love most and grieve most give thems-
selves most to the ecare of God, and
He will never dlsappolut the hope of

compassed round with pain, go much,
apparently, the sport of fanciful pas.
slons, so ourloualy framod, as it were,
for temptation, with high aspirationa
living In us, along with base desiros,
%0 hoverlng ever on the verge of
good or 1l, 80 weak to choose tho
good, 80 troubled by the necessity
of battle, when our heart is weary
with the passfonate longing for rest,
that God koows that we do want
gome sympathy higher than any one
on earth can glve us—some sympua-
thy which will not weaken, but
strengthen, some certalnty that the
eternnl love and righteousness can
feel with us and assist us.—F, W,
Robertaon.

How It Dmpressed Him,

Ex-Benator “Bllly" Mason tells of a
political campuign in South Dakota
wherein ha had been eslled upon by
the State Committes to take a part.
When Mason arvived at his first town,
where he wan to deliver u spesch the
next day, he found that the two so-
ealled hotels were crowded to the
doors.

Not having tal
modations, th:m
pred that he wi

could,
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a loving heart,—Henry ‘Wilder |
| Foote,
We adre so tried and tossed, so

A thlm Tihat smiles not wod that seves

resta,
Bunuhiunnd in llali o siator to the
uhrill this

Who b‘}wmd this marrowed chest h
of l'tar'lllh um: folks and thelr morning
fire?

In lhlll the thing you mady a bride and

sronght
;o have dominion over lisart and
o n«:]ur the staire and senveh the
T,
I'o bear the burden of mutm:ly?
In tl:u thn \nle they wove who framed

And Illm-d a bright land on smiling

annhali !hn stretch of street to the last
e ’

There i« no shape more angular than hers,
More tongued with gabble of her nﬁ.h

ot

hors” demin,

More filled with nerveache and rheumatic
Lwinge,

More frauvght with muonce of the frying
lldl!‘l.

) lords and masters of onr happy land!

How with this woman will you meke so
oount ;

Haow ;m“ur her sheill question in that
our

When whirlwinds of such womuen shake
tha polls,

Heedlesa of every precedent and erood,

Stradght in hysteric haste to right the
\l:‘ll”“

How will it be with cant of polities,

With king of trade and legislutive

With cobwele of hypoerisy and greed,

Whin she shall take the ballot for bee
broom ¥

-\u-l n\\«r']\r nyny the dust of conturien?

Edwin W, Baborn, in New York Sun,

Blm—"He's golng south for the
grip.” Tim—"1I"s cheaper to get it
here " —Cleveland Plain Dealer.

"You are benenrth my ocontempt,
glr!" 8o are you beneath mine, and
I'm plling on more every minute,"—
Phlladelphla Ledger.

"When opportunity arrived at my
door," sald the Harlem pessimist, Y
suppose the electric bell, ns usual,
was out of ordar."—Puck,

The Truant,.—Father—"Why do
you loaf around here all day?'" Son
~—Well, T wouldu't if they didn't
make the school hours 80 long,''—
Jlallm

Lives of spime great men remind us
That we w llr il we nre wise,
Leave owr modesty behind us,
And get out and advertise, "

—Ju

“May 1 ask your father for your
hand to-night, Miss Ketchom?*
“"Can't you walt until to-morrow
night, CGeorge? 1 think Charlie
Chumpley in golng to ask him to-
night."—Clevaland Plain Dealer.

“Very few people read my poems,”
sald the discouraged youlh. *In
that case,"” answered Miss Cayenne,
“you should have less hesitancy
about writing tlwtn."—\'b'nahlnmon
Btar,

Caller—"80 sorry to hear of rour
motor accldent."” Enthusiastic Mo-
torist—""0h, thanks, It's Dnpothing,
Expect to live through many more.'
Caller—""0Oh, but I trust not!' e
Punch.

Day by duy the blessod trolley

||umim flat-wheeled, along the sireet;
Day by day the people murmur,

Using words we can’t repeat.

What the need of all this protest?

Why the endless round of talk?
There s such a plain solution—

I you're in & bhurry—walk,

—Public Ledger.

Behoolmaster—"Why did you stay
away from school, Frankle?" Boy—
“Me muther brawke ‘eér arm."
Bchoolmaster—"But why did you
stay two days?" Boy-——"8he brawke
it I' two pla-aces!'—Punch.

Plrst Magnate—"This problem of
taking care of the poor I8 a hard
one'” Second” Magnate—"Most difi-

cult. It's easy enough to get money
for them, but It ruins them to give
it back."—Llife.

Hole in the Watch Key.

“The queerest patent!™ sald the
atlorney. *“Well, thy queereat patent
I know of was the patent of & hole.

“An old farmer out 8t. Louls way
patented a hole, and what Is more, he
maode a lot of money on it, Now,
though, It lan't worth the paper It is
wiltten on.

“This farmer ons morning in the
dim past went to wind his big sliver
turnip and found the kRey stuck full
of dirt, Heé tried to dig the dirt out
with a pin, No go,

‘ ‘Consarn ye,' he sald, ‘1'1) fix ye."

“And he drilled a hoio In the key,
and with a wingle breath blew out
every bit of the airt,

“Heo patented that hole.
a factory, hought milllons of keys and
made bholes for them ills plant
turned out 27,600 holea & day,

“In fact, all the world used the
farmer's wateh keys, which were the
only kind that would keegp cloan, and
the old fallow got rich,

“That, of course, was In the dim
past. The hole factory {8 ouly run-
ning on halt time now, for few pars
sons  to-day use any save the stem
winding or keyless wuwb."--llluu-
apolis Journul,

He built

The Waorth of Nurses,

Contrasting his Indian experiences
with those of Bouth Africa, Field
Marshal Lord Roberts sald that for
the first two or three months of the
ulege of Delhl not n single case of
amputation survived, und at’ Luck=
now the desth statistics were very
similar, In ftact, it would hardly b
pomiible to describe what the
ed wund sick suffered dur :
dlan campalgn from the over
heat, the swarm of Inged!
the lack of surgic
trontment and
War » totally g
prevalied,




