per yd. $1.50
ES, 3x4 yards,
$35.00
S, 334x4 yards,
$44.00
S, 334x5 yards,

$55.00

IATS, in several
at each $1.75 to

one in British Co-
is better fitted

ure. . We. buy the
dable . “sorts M-
quantities and of-
bu values which

be equalled else-

FURNITURE

FURNITURE
'RIGERATORS

AMMOCKS,

way we haven’t
e furniture.
versa. 'The as-

n Desk

2 in. deep, 56 in,
tains four index.
en  finish.  Price

$50.00
n.Desk

4 in. deep. Oak,
$50.00

t with low roll.

$45.00
n Desk

in. deep:  Quar-
eered with select
khed. Beautiful

$55.00

nd All Sorts of -
r the Camp
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‘®Bons, and in direct contrast to tha

“THE GOOD DIE YOuNGY

(N, de Bertrand Luxrln.)

“The good .die yqung _ {This old
caying Bas beén qh&ted wlth infinite
pathos -when God has taken' to' him-
celf unfinished lives that, began in
sweetest beauty. May we mot put &
little different interpretaﬂon upon the
words than tne one usually acéepted.
As long & the heart is young. we can
never g-row old. As long as we afe
happy there will be youth in the heart.
And as long as we are good we must
be happ¥. s There shau come ‘a time
when among us ‘there ‘shall not be one,
however great his ‘burden of years,
whose heart. is: not the heart of a caild.
‘When right living and right thinking
show us:the Way ta ‘a ‘happiness that
ever lncreaveﬁ, the ™ ESod  WIl dle
young becanqe they neVer can zrow
old. ¢ £ '
Some or s ean . Nmamber the
storiés ‘that used.to ‘e popular: r’.ﬁnﬁ?
or thirty years _ago. . Long ., stories
they were, most of them very long.
They began usually wita the hery or
heroine as little' more than children,
carried. them, through a brief but yivid:
period ; called . wyouth, -and - finally
brought them together at the énd of
the story amid the pealing of weddiag
bells and we closed the book quite
satisfied. There was nothing further
in our hero and heroine to interest us.
They were married and that was the
end of all romance. 'We can also re-
member, some of us, the old people of
twenty-five or thirty-five years ago.
Youth was over and done with very
early in those days. Men and women
married, most of them while still in
their teens, and marriage meant the
taking up of only serious things and
the settling down into a sdber, de-
corous manner of living., At forty
men and women alike weré middle-
aged and the spinster reconciled to a
life of single blessédness .lefore she
had reached thirty. Old age found
people very old indeed and feeble with
the feebleness of acquiescence, accept-

ing the ‘weight of years as a sort of

duty,. exerting themselves to ro ef-
fort to extract further joy. from  life,
and living half in a real world and|
half id a looked-for future. "
Today it 45 different. There has
come: about gradually a great change.
We notice this in our literatufe as
well as.in real life. The modern noveél
does not introduce us to any boy or
girl heroine. The story begins with
men and women who are mature
ermugh to have formed thelr " char-
rs.  Not- gnrrequenﬁy tge ‘prine
¢ipal actors In modetn drama  are
what forty or fifty years ago would
imve been férmed middle-aged per=

old fashioned love stories, our ro-
mances today very often begin with
the marriage of the leading characters.
As it' is in literature so it is in real
life. As civilization  advances -the
world is growing younger. We Kkeep
our youth with us longer, and the eye
is as bright, the step is as light and
the laugh is as ready at seventy as it
was at seventeen. - The last quarter
of a century we haveé seen men of ripe
years holding the highest and most
responsible positions. The last works
done by all modeérn statesmen, poets,
philosophers and scientists have been,
and are, invariaply their best works.
Men and women marry usually bes
tween the ages of twenty-five and
thirty, and a girl is a girl though she
remain single until forty, Those of
us who have children begin our lives
over again with them. In spirit we
are as young as they. Our. amuse-+
ments the same, our interests identi-

cdl, our sympathy with one another
never fajling. Men are at their best

after fifty and women at middle-age
seem . to lose none of the charm of
youth,. The most attractive women
today are among the grandmothers.
We are learning as time goes by that
years’ do mnot necessarily bring old age,
but rather the broadening of our hori~
zon, the Kkeener appreciation of -all
real values and the larger capacity
for enjoyment.

“Some of us,” says a modern writer,
“discover our real, selves, at , thirty,
some at forty, some ‘at fltty years' be-
fore that time we have been very busy
trying to be some one else.” Not un-
til we dd fin@ ourselves can we be
able to appreciate ‘what real happiness
is. A hundred years ago men were
considered to be at their best at thir-
ty, and fifty found their powers, men-
tal and physical, wanln‘g. The States-
men of centuries past were mere boys
in years. If a man has gained promi-
nence today by the time he is thirty
or thirty-five our criticism of him is
always kindly on account of his youth.
There are s0 many more ways of de-
veloping nowadays, and a so much
greater possibility of development
that it stands to reason that it will
take longer for a man or a woman to
find out what is really meant by’ life
itself.

The most unllmlted of all possibil-
ities is .that of happiness. The older
we grow the more, we appreciate this.
We smile today at what we remem-
ber to have given-life its pleasure in
our younger days. We realize ‘what

narrow, selfish ldea.l we had: then of
what  constituted: havplness. The
wiser we grow, ‘and with miost people]
visdom comes with every year,. the

visdom of experience, which is, after|

all, the only true wisdom, the broader

. 1 } , >3 ‘«--l. G
ma m embodle& et gl :hy M ﬂﬁ&g
The long long thoughts of early youth
are invariably tinged wlth mélancholy
and pessimism. But_as tho‘ comlng
years -unfbld ‘theld lnﬂhke pb!sl'bllltled
our‘Senses a¥s awakensd to the uniits
ited yariety and .eveliness of a world
which heretofgre has.been almost as a
¢losed book to ug, so wrapped up hd.ve
we been in thoughts that were more
or less self-centred. We. begin  to
learn when early youth is past that
happiness does not bégin or end in
ourselves.” It is thé wide, glad world
about us that radiates joy, and the
broader our horizon* the greater our
capacity .for enjoyment.

What constitutes . happiness any-
 way? .Is it.-not -simnly an -instinctive
rejolc;lng in every that God has
made? . And what,makes such a ata.te
of mind posslble? )t not, “the. power,
unimpaired, to 'hea.r and see and touch |
and feel and sniell, combmed with' tlie
knowledge that We' ldre dkin fo every
Hiving> being [andp thjns. inthe! broad,
green world?

The world is growing younger as it
grows older, and the reason of this
is because it is growing happier, or
reverse the idea and sdy the world is
‘growing happier because it is grow-
ing younger. What can make such a
fact possible unless the world is
growing better? Many claim that it
is not, but the vast majority of us be-
lieve that it is, The foreces 6f good
are essentially silent forces and their
power for that reason is the more
deeply felt. Evil eries its crime aloud.
A man’'s sins show black against the
blamelessness.  But thé good deeds
we do are done quietly or in secret
and show only in their endless re«
sults. As Christianized eivilization
advances, it is making a purer, sim-
pler, broadér state of living possiple,
and as the world goes on we shall
come more and more tfo appréciate
that happiness is not an especial pos-
sesgion of youth,~But: finds there only
its small beginning, to' gl'ow aﬁd in-

E od.u'non or P!ACE

: mthe second- Peacs Confer-
- ence\ ass led at the Hague. - It -Has
faken many centuries to persuade anen
#hat there may be some time or ather
in era of universal’ peace, and ; the
»thought of the long ages during, wl;lch
war has seemed; to form the governing
tactor in natiofisl: etstence, suggeists
an inquiry ifito”thé ofigin of sugp a
condition of things. It must necesyar-
‘51 be a. speculative inguiry; becabe it

1 havé ‘to do with things of which
we: have only -very fragmentary} re-
cords, and some of these have “been
wrltten in characters that none of us
are able to read with certanity.: The
“testimony of the rocks” may be in-
fallfble, but we are not quite certdin as
to How it must be Interpreted; the
wealth of tradition and mythology,
which 1s thé universal legacy of man-
kind, is not always easy to be x'educed
to sober. fact.

The memory of men almost "every:
wheré is to the effect that there was
once.a Golden Age.  Geology fells us
that there may have been one. “What
is sometimes spoken of as the Tertiary
Period was an age, when apparantly
nature was at her best. It was béfore
the period of froast, when vegetatfon
was everywhere luxuriant and life
must have been a period of absolute
ease. The remains of the brute crea-
tion existent at the time show enor-
mous developmen nd such structur-
al characteristies a§ indicate that little
éffort was requisité for the procuring
of food. The evidence is all but abso-
lutely certain that man was contem-
porary with the vast greatures of this
era in the world's history. There is
abundant proof that man hunted the
mammoth, bacause & picture of such a
hunting scene wéas -s¢ratched, no one
knows how many -centuries ago, upon
the walls of a cave, and if men were
contemporary with the mammoth, they
almost certainly were 'with the crea-
tures preceding this animal, and if so
the world was peopled in the Tertiary
Period; that {8 men lived in an age
that might well have been called
“golden,” in view of the lavishness of
fhe /gifts of nature to be found on
every hand, and the dellghttul climate
of a never-énding sumimer, Updn. such
an age the Glacial Period descended.
We do not know how it came—whe-
théer men awoke one morning to find
the. flowers wilted a little, and, a few
days later, to notice a thin layer of
iice>upon the lakes and rivers or whe-
‘ther it came suddenly killing almost
.everything by its icy ‘toiuch.- There are
indications that it came slowly at first,
but suddenly in its last intensity, but
of these matters the evidence is not
conclusive, and for the purposes of this
article, it is hot necessary to examine
it in detail. We have some testimony
as to what occurred so far as the hab-
its of men were concerned. The Edda
tells of the rebellion of the Frost
Giants. The Edda in manuscript form
is not an exceedingly ancient work, but
it is a compilation of the stories of
the north, and was written in a day
when these had not been overlaid by
modern ideas and meén had not grown
so wise jn modern conceits as to re-
gard the memory. of the pést as foollsh}i
fable. The’ Edda, tells .us that, whe
this rebellion was successful
. “There' were storm-dges’

And battle ages

‘Brother made®war on brother,

The world was full of anguish,
1,6t us assure that upon the human

is our conception. of what embodies

race, which had '-b!eg accustomed to

(limit"its horrors;” we are

Mivé -under conditions, which ares to
some extent now -existing in the most
favorsd islands of the Pnclﬂc Ogean.
there camé® more or~ 1éss suddenly a
period of mege 14/ The struggle’ for
meatt’ of sustal g life Would néces-
sarily have become severe in the ex-
|treme. What the Edda speaks of would
certalnly have oeccurred. Instead of
utifversal’ pedce and plenty, there
would be strifeiamong all llvlng crea-
tures. It is ea.sy to faney & perlod
when a ‘man cowerihg'in some cavern,
with his wife and €hildren,-would ‘seek
by every conceivable médny to procure
something to satisfy the pangs of hun-
ger.. Thus strife. was born into’thej
world, and from the ﬂerce ereatures of
the Glaclal Age, ‘half cls.d‘ln the Ekins
of ‘beasts, defending. ni§ Féruge amfong
the robks w'here‘ he haﬂ “bidden | his
‘wbmen #&nad’ chlmfe*n. and siich ar les
[ of fo0od a5 ‘Hevdr thmﬁ‘ beenwfible
"t ga ey, ‘g ﬂoﬂﬂmﬁl@'ﬂ th'
his million. m,n.m arms and hfs feets|
onevery. ség,-the. ‘is ing de=
‘gree mot in kind.. It is supposable;and |
we are very much of the opinion that
the idea is per(ectly tenable, that the
idea of war is a sufvival of the Glacial
Age, becauss as far back as we ‘can
go in history or authenticated tradi-
tion, we find war recognized as: the
ehief object of men. To be great wis
to be mighty in the game of killing
énemies, a logical outcone of an age
when animate and fnanimate nature
seemed combined to make life difficult,
and he lived best who fought best.

As we come down thyough history
we notice the efiduring eminencé of
the fighting man. He who could fight
best was chief among men. It was
the first duty of all men to be ready
to fight. Today when we speak of
having the fee simple of our land;we
preserve a memorial of the fact that
in all countries,” which we call elvi-
lized, the tenure of land was based
upon the readiness of its occupier to
tight for the common defense. The
man who tilled the soil, the man who
exercised Skilled hangdicraft, the man
who engaged in. trade, the' man who

confined himself- to study were: all
inferjots, to jthe man who fought and
even they, unlen they were ptou!cted
by their connection with religlotis mat-
ters, were compelled to go to battle
when called upon to do so. The bear-
thg of arms was, lndeed, the only hon~
orable eccupation—a very fitting evo-
lution from an &ge when to be able to
fight was the ons essential: requisite
to being ‘able to live at all, CTenturies
had to pass before socléty had so far
gdvanced that it reglized, the vam& ot
othex things baidn flthung. and &
Wwere hiréd to:perfect themnelve
that art, in order that others mlghabe
able to employ thémselves in wa_ys
more, conducive to happiness. True,
the fighting  man has always managed
to keep himself to the front, never-
theless, the. paid fighting mé&n Was
the first step toward the evolutiof of
peacé. 1In passing It may be men-
tioned that it is the men who are en-
camped at Macaulay Point, not those in
barracks at' Work Point, who are the
modern representatives of the heroes|
of Crecy, Poitiers and Agincourt.

We are no one knows how many
centuries removed from the Ice Age,
and it has taken all these centuries
to convince humanity that it may be
possible to get along without the fight-
ing man. He is still necéssary. ‘We
are told that he is as necessary now
4s he was in the days when the woms«
en and children hid in the cave and
the man stood at the entrance armed
with & chub to “defend them. But the
évolution of ‘pedce is going on just the
same, We are trying to humanize war,
which 18 ‘an odd way of describing a
process by whieh it is hoped that war
can be made something else than hu-
man, for war as it is Is only too human
too truthfully a survival of the days
when “the world was filled with
anguish.,” But we are endeavoring to
trying to
avoid it when possible, The dove of
peace is not yet the émblem of the na-
tions, but we are advaneing toward a
périod when. it will be. -Before that
time comes, doubtless there will’ be
much'blood shéd; Our ages of discord
have left behind them seeds of fu.ture
trouble, but we have reason to fake
heart as we contemplate the futmre

MARGARET OF ANJOU

Shortly atter the death ‘of Margaret
of Norway, to whom 'reference was
made on this page last Sunday, an-
other Margaret was born in Lorrdine,
who developed: thany 'of “the qual[tles
possessed by- herigreat namesak&: of
the North. In 1429 Margaret of An-
jou first saw 'light at the little vlllage
of Pont & Mousson. Her tather was a
Count of Guise, but he afterwards be-
came Duke of Lorraine and Anjou, and
subsequent.y King of Naples, Sicily
and Jerusalem, although his - titles
brought with them  no very great

ter of a previous Duké of Lorraine,
He has passed into history @s “the
good King Rene,” but does not seem
to have been c¢onspicuous for any
strong qualities. Margaret, - when
fourteen years of age, was betrothed to
the Count of Nevers; but disputes hav-
ing ariseri about mairiage’ settlements,
xthe nuptidls were postpoﬂed and la{er
she-wag wedded to Henry VI. of lqng-
Jand.. Thei pripie object-of -the match
‘was to bring- about peace betwéen
England and France, and Henry was
so greatly pleased with the idea,that
he not only accepted an undowéred

wlte, but nurrendered the prov}ncea bt

i~

fwas slain.

‘her husband and son

political power. His wife was daugh-

Anjou and Maine, ‘which the prowess
of Henry V. had won for the English
crown. The marriage took placs in
1445, when Margaret was sixteen years
of mge. ' The ‘uhion was exceedingly
unpopular among the Bnglish peopie,
who did@ not sympathize with the idea
of puirchasing & bride for their King
and peacé for their Kingdom by the
surrender of territory conquered only
atter heroic-fighting.. War broke out
with France four years later and, as
the result of a single campaign, Eng-
land lost the whole of Normandy.
Meanwhile Henry's mental powers
were showing:signsg of decay, but his
young wife whd develaping a faculty
of government. She was, in point of
f;act qugen reagnant,-for her husband
.spon bebame insane, Shé was guil
of the gredt érfor of glving her conf(v
Fdence to the “Biike of Somerset, whose
mlsmahasamen{, of.. the .war . with,
!“r&no&«mm.dvﬂu 1688 .of “Normandy.;
This “wi§ nibre’ than the peopls ‘Wers;
willing to Bear, »tul; the To7ds unfted:
‘to ‘make’ the_Dilke. of York protector
during the porlods of the King's ab-
soiute  incapaeity. “Party atrife be-
-came Intense, and in 1455 found ex-
pression. in .eivil war., For a time
things went badly with Margaret, and
she was compelled to fly with her son,
Edward, Prince 'of Wales, first to
Whales and dfterwards to Seotland, The
Supporters of the .Duke of - York
s¢ized the ‘King, and prevailed upon
him- to execute ‘& settlement of the
successioh, ‘whereby the Prince of
Whales was disinherited, and the crown
was declared to belong to the Duke. of
York after the King's death. These
things aroused “Margaret to action.
8he gathered her friends around hér
and set out. from Scotland for the re-
conquest of England: Her troops were
undisciplined, but with them she man.
aged to decfeat the Duke of York, who
fell upon . the, battlefield, Marching
southward, she- encountered. the fa-
mous Warwick, afterwards cailed “the
Ringmaket,” ‘whom she defeated - at
8t. Albans, and by this victory she
was able to secure the person of the
King. Everything looked favorable
for this courageous woman, but just as
she seemed about to win a tridmph
that would re-establish her husband
on the throng ‘and vestore -to. her son
his inheritance; thé Earl of March
caused himself to be declared Ring un=
der .the fitle of Edward IV, and set
out against her with.an army that
was able to overgower her. The
herole woman, who''wasé at this‘fime
only thirty-two, yeag‘s & age, fled to
Scotldnd, oa,rrylnx,wlth. her the young
prince.

Hetiry; Swho nﬂﬁm:' iR mls-
tort\me, toade .o hald. effort io. regain
his orewn, but defeat succesded defeat,

and he wad “acaln taken ‘prisonern. Ma.r- .

garet went to Fraﬁce for a.uslsumce.
which was glven her, but it was im-

possible -to 'stay the tide of misfor-|

tung. - She endeavored to find refuge in
France, but her ship was cast away,
and she lost everything she possessed
except her son. The story is told that
ghe and_ the young prince wandered
through the forest alone for several
days and were taken by robbers, who
‘were ‘ohiy restraineéd - from vlolence,
‘when she appealed to them to spare
the gson of their king.

- Margaret next-went to Flanders,
where'she remained dependent upon
the bounty of the Duke of Burgundy,
until the Barl of Warwick, who. had
fallen out Wwith Bdward IV, entered
into an alllance with her to restore
her -husband to the throne. The at-
tempt was successful, and for a short
time Henry again reigned, but Edward
raised a strong army and conducted
‘such a vigorous cammpaign that Mar-
garet was not only unable to rejoin her
husband, bit was tdken prisoner at the
batfle of Tewkesbury, when her son
Four-  years later, thak
{s in 1475, she was ransoméd by the
King of France and returned to her
netive ‘countty, where she died in 1482,
in the fifty-fourth year of her age.

Few women in -history present a
more noble charactér than Margaret of
Anjou. Throtugh all her strenuous
life, and aithough : mated -to. a hus-
band who was greatly her.inferior, she
maintained an unblemished name. Un-
der more favorable circumstances she
 might have been.a great:queen, As.it
was, she was notable chiefly because of
the splendid manner in which she
fought ~against &adverse conditions,
which might well have overwhelmed a
man of strength. "Her devotion to
were
worthy of .all praise, and if she
had appreciated more fully the tem-
 per ‘af the English people, the Wars
ot the Rosés might Have been averted;
but not unnaturally -her Inclinations
were towards France, and in those
days royal princesses had not iearned
that after their marriage their patriot-
ism is due to the land of their hus-
bands.

Indirectly. . Margaret was an- ex-
ceedingly < fmiportant factor in the
making ‘of English history. But for
the fact that as a girl she was able to
influence her husband to consent to
the surrender of territory in France,
the Duke of York Wwould\never have'
been able to attr§ct to his .s{andard a
sufficient: humber of the noblljt.y to
make his rebellon at all formidable,
and in that event the Wars of the
Roses would never have been precip-
itated.  This flerce struggle, in  the
course of which Englishmeén met Eng-
lishmen at Wakefield, Towt n, Barnet,
Tewkesbury, twice at St. Albans, and
finally at Bosworth*¥Field, besides on
many ‘minor occasions, c¢ost BEngland

the bid nommy was practically exters]
minated; and ft is certain that the
fundtions: 6f parliament were teduced

some, dominant leader, who tolerated
no interference. When the wars end-
ed at Bosworth Field, where Richard

ed himseif king, England became the
dominion of an absolute monarch.
There was 1o powerful barohage to

liament to hold him in check.
was the way paved for the tyranny of
the Stuarts and the uprising which
cost Charles his head and mads Croms«
well ' protector. Because of . these
things. Margaret of Anjou -will -ever bés:
temerhbered as ohe: ‘of: the: ‘greatest
makéts ' of history in. Engls,nd forl

more ‘gonspicuoug than: she, we.: fing; it
m look ‘below ths surface of mlnu

!ew if any p,la.ga 80 lmpo?ant a,
pi.rt in: making England what it 1s E7 18 B
day than this giri of sixteen;, who came
over'from France to marry the son of
Henry V.

O
O

The Story Teller

A Child Post

The “child poet” Lewis Lewis, who
died last February in Kent on the eve
of his eleventh birthday, is the subject
of memorial verses in the Spectator,
and. some -of his own verses, written
at seven, are sent to the same periodi-
cal by a reader who fancies “a gleam
of precocious genius, in the foilowing
very faulty but spontaneous lines:

Far on the moorlands

Where the lark sings. freely,

There without danger, there without Ieat,
There is the sweet home,

There s thé green home,

Of the wild red deer. .

With his grand hlgh antlers

Skedding in the spring,

Qrowing in the auttmn

For &’ :ortltylng thing. "+ o o

There - where -the bank is yellow with
buttereups, . - :

There where .the bluebélls grow.

Jin llng ever. Jlnf;lhﬂx ever,

Hig! oW, qu k and slow.

R n.g évm‘ g'l'v

And the "birde he lms oF muslc,

And ‘the river for a - cup .

And . g dinnet grows all round hlm,

.And he can always sup...

‘He called it ‘*Twaddle on the Wild
‘Reéd Deer;” Another fragment is the
following which strangely he insisted
on. calling- “Th¢" Day.” The phrases|
‘glasdy, gayuzy stres,m" was criticised
in the nurséry, buf he 'insisted. He
had * seen’/ Tt so in “his bwn Severh
stréam:

It 18 mot-yet the tulips' tlme
Nor daf 1l- to bloom

.. But ncomte and; umwdtopl whlte ¥
Al g ;n &he mocup. .

’“‘Anf’

“attedm
plke ure sWeetly sudln:g

And water-bables” hide among
The cracks in every roek, 7
With seéa-weed hasging at thelr door 4
And sea-weéed for their frock... 4

This was coxnpbsed within & day. or
two of His ‘séventh ~birthday. Juat
four years aftérward, on the night be-
fore His eleventh birthday last Feb-
‘fuary, he died, far from. home, at a
‘preparatory school in Kent. His par-
énts, hastily summoned to, his death-
bed, returned with the sad burden;
and seeing no tulips or daffodils, bu:
yerily the “aconite and snowdrop:
white ali shining in. the room,” it
seemed to them that they knew why

lines - called . ay,” though they
had protested that the . title
nothing at all—New York Post.

; Failed in Small T-hlngs

There is & certain congressman who,
whatever authnﬂty he may hold in th
councils of state, 13 :nf comparatlve.;‘
minor impor‘anée in hi# own house-
hold. ' Indes&d, it has been unkindly in-
timated that his wife is. “the whole
thing” in thedr-estahlishment.

Representativée and Mrs. Blank ‘had
been to Baltimore one afternoon. When |
they left the train. at Washington, on
their return, -Mras, Blank discovered
that her umbrella which had been in-
trusted to he care of her husband, was
missing.

“Where’s my umbrella?” she de-
man ed.

“Pm 'afraid Tve forgotten lt my
dear,” meekly answered the.congress-
man.. “It must still be. in the train.”

“In the ‘train!” snorted the  ‘iady.
“And to think that the. affairs of the
nation are Intrusted to a.man who
doean’t know enough to take care of a
woman’s umbrella!”-—Success.

meart

Joseph’s Programme

tivated Bostonlan of Mmu musical
‘taste, and the whistling 6f the foot-
man, who bélieved himself alore in
the House, frettéd her artistic “sotil.
“Joseph,” she called at last, from the
head of the back stairs, “please don’t
whistle those vulgar rag-time thines.”
“Yes, mem,” retumed Joseph, meek-
ly. “I know, mem,” he,continued. with

pect a xhapsody of Lisat with ¢leaning
the Enives. That wili come later;"when
I'm pelishing - the gilver.”—Youth’s

Compahion.

Bilkins Was Hoépeless
yes” gajd the business man,” “I
have glven up trying to colléct that
Httle bili from Bilkins,” You see, he is
a big, muscular féllew,. and he used
to throw my collectors out.”

woman collector?” inquired a - fellow-
tradesman.
wonran.”

and sent her round, but 3he never
camé back.”
“Why?"”

WNerves” “ifi Londdn'

Londod 1 suffering /from am epidemic
of nerves dué to h plague ‘6f wornout
motor omnibuses, noisy steam lorries, and
traction street trains, which are making
life well nigh jdntolerable. in many iparts

press.: . On - four: days ‘every week .from
two hundred to three hundred people are

the hospital for paralysis and epileptics,
Rloomsbury, and thelir allments are mainly
the ~Tesult .of the  noisé gnd - bustle of
London streéts.

t:he flower of her nebility. The turf

clerks, governesse&,

even solicitors .gdd doctors,

blood of lt.s finest sons. It is said that|gin of motor omnlbuses Bave

fell ‘and’ Harry of Richmond proclaime1’

it was anproacnmg

‘{ahead..” He ]
,geant-—the man he had béen saving
.| through all the day for the time when |

he would so myst%lously- have those |hright-eyed,

“He marrled her"'-—-Sps,re Moments. | i an anchor

treated in the out patient department of engagement, dearest

of .the land was reddened  ‘with the|found the strain tos much for their dell-

“The ordinary raftle and
increased
tentold ‘since théy began to deteriorate
owing to usage, shut the worst offenders
are undoubtedly clumsy steam . lorries,
with thelr iron sho@ wheels. Sometimes

cate neryes.”

to the registration of the views: of thosé clattering . vehicles haul three or

four. groaning wagons. behind them,"” and
the noise they make is not only deafening,
but. unnerving to a degree.”

- He'Walked Right Out,
4 ~ Argonaut. 3
A “Battery Dan’”’ Finn story, and
a‘triue’one from New York, séts forth
the cireumstances of an - arraignment

curb his despotism, no aggressive pars |0 several sons of the sod after an es-
Thus pectally “hildrious

celébration. The
¢harges were the usual in such instan-
ces. Two prisonérs had been fiied and
the third came to the bar, The light
through the windows of the Tombs
Court“shone upon the prlsoner but not
upon the magistrate.

- “Well, what havie you got ‘to sm to,

tlﬂs cha:ge ‘against you 7’ asked
**WeéH, Mlels me sowl,” said’ the ar-
Taignetl, “i#-it@in’t’'Danny Finn on the

-while. thére .may. ba mady others: M Bifich. SBave, T didn't know who ‘tivuz

@htil T heard the voice: Whot have: I
got ’to suyﬂ*to he  old 2 fri'nd Finn?
What?" Why; T'm " goin’ straight home'
That's whet 1 have to shy?. -

He went,'tdo, without any Interrup-
tiont’ from the maglstrate 4

One on Bangs
Life.

The perénuial humorist, w'th
a Heavy yearly output of stor-
ies, rimes, and books can
hardly, be blamed for occasion-
ally repeating himself, such less can
he avoid the temptation of ringing
the changes on an old theme. Yeét even
the most hardened sinner does not
care to have the crime brought home
to him,.as happened to John Ken-
drick Bangs not long since. His pub-
lishers had .turned over to a young
artist his iatest book, that she might
design ‘a book-cover—a. dangerous ex-
periment, as the young lady, though
clever, was English.

‘Mr.: Bangs himself passes upon his
book-covers, and in this case, as usual
the design was submitted to him. The
motif was a green leaf many times re-
peated.” A grim smile Spread over Mr.
Bangs' ruddy countenance as the un-
vonscious” sigrificence o6f- the design
slowly dawned upon him. He - sent
for the artist.

“My dear Miss K—" he saidgra-
olously, “this is a véry effective cover
but ‘this—er—leaf——whédt kind of a
leat is it meant to be?”

“Qh, that!” she replied innocently,
“that is the chestnut!”

“Aht” gdaid Mr. Bangs. “I thought
s0!”. Then he painstakingly initiated
her intp the mysteries of American
slang and showed her why the ﬂeslgn
wouid, not do.*

X Thero ‘They ‘Were.

‘Not i a tHousand yedrs will blood
rorget blood even ln thig great na\tlon
of ours.

The column ~-hdd béen winding ‘all
mbrning through open country. Now
“close’ woodland
and Jf trlsg. 4 The captdin ‘of the

an;
khew lhat \tro blg: Was obably lying
called to.him_the pet ser-

a “best’” man was needed.
“Sergeant O'Hara” he said, “I want
you-to. pick out from the company any

‘}8ix- men you chooss and gp ahead as

‘s, point. You can have anybody you
want--only ¢hoose thé best you know.
I think we shall be fired on from those
low hilis.”

Sey:geant O’ Haras eyes searched the
com;

ulllvan"' she - called. “McCarty!

ODonnell' Moriarity! McGinnis!” He
hesitated. His glance wandered uneas-
ily up andfdown the line. Big, honest
Swedes, burly Teutons, lank Yankees,
there were in plenty, But where—oh,
ves, there on the left of the line—that
pug-nosed, réd-headed
little beggar, nodding and imploring
attention, with -his twiasted-up face.
The sergeant’s brow. cleared.

“Liynch,” he talled,  with a sigh of
relief.. This is thim, sorr,” he added,
turning to the captain,—Outing.

; Mnn and Wife

The snow was falling. The day was
still . grey and cold. - Dr. Parkhurst,
shaklng the white flakes from his
shoulders gaid:

“I have just witnessed an instructive
hapoening—a - happening that might
teach .us. why some marriages da not
suceeed.

“A:.man and his wife were waiking
down 2 back street. The man hdd his
hands-in his pockets, The“woman car-
ried a.basket filled with cabbage and
beets.

“A group of boys danced like imps
on-a corner. - They had snow balls in
their hands. As soon as the married
couple had passed them, they let drive.

“But -only the woman was struck.
She got:two heavy blows about the
head and face. Every snowball, some-
hHow, missed the man.

“He looked at his wife as she brush-
ed the snow:out of her ears and hair,

The mistress of the: hou, é? is a cul- fand then' shook her-fist at the boys

and shouted:

“1't a good thing for you, you young
rascals, that you didn’t hit me!’"—
Rady’s” Home Journal.

Stepping out'on the back porch one
day last summer ‘a friend of mine
found his son, afed five years, drink-
ing out of a ‘ban of water that was

unexpected spirit, “but you cam't ex- put on'the porch each day for the dog.

The father told him to-come away at
once, and that  he must never drink
out of ‘that pan again or’ hair- would
grow all aver -him just like Jack, the
dog. Two or three days later a friend
of the father came on a visit, and the
next morning father and son were in
the room while the man was shaving.
He had his shirt turned down and his
sleeves rolled up, and there was a
quantity of . hair on his breast and

“Then why didn’t you employ a|gpme; Little Frank stood it as long as

He could, and then in a serious man-

“He couldn’t do that to a | ner asked:

“Papa, did he drink out of the dog's

wPhat's what I thought, so I got one ipan when he®was a_little boy?”—Chi-

cago: Tribune.
- Patience-~That girl that goes about
embroidered on the
sleeve of her jacket, is she a yachts-
woman?

Patrice-—Not at all.

“Why the anchor, then?” .

“Oh, ‘'you know, an anchor is thé
symbol  of hope.’-—~Yonkers States-

of the metropolis, according -fo the Ex-jman. °

“I hope you won't lnslst upon a long
he sald, ten-
derly,

“No, sweetheart, I won’t. You

‘“Most: of the patients are haven’t money enough to make one en-
shop ' '‘Worker's, and |joyabls” she answered,
who have | Life

‘ practically.—

dmee’ guard, |

Current_ Verse ‘

June

A panoramic flowery sceéne, x
For Summer now is near her noon;
In sunlight glow or moonlight !heen
The world is in the month of June.

The shady trees that line the street,
Around on.every hand are seen;

Wide as the radiant morn to meet
1s June, the glory of the green,

There {8 a thoxg‘ht that is dlvine.
Seen in the product of the sod
That God’s good care is thine and mine—
‘Whence 'cometh June exce t from God?
John Campbell,

The Old Home.

An old home, &n old gate, an old house
by a treeé, :

A wild wood, .a wild  brook-they will
not let me. be;

In , boyhood I knew them and they still
call to me. 7

Dee¢p down in my heart’: core I hear

< them, and
Through tean-mists behold them beneath
the old-time skies,

Mid bee-boom and roge-bloom l.td orch-
Ard’ lands drise.

1 ‘hear them, ahd heartsick with longlnx

: is ‘my soul.

To walk there, to dream ‘there, Deneath
the sky's: blue bow

Around me, within me, the weary world
made whole. |

To talk with the wild brook »f all the
long ago;

To whisper the wood wind of things we
used to,

When  we ere old compaunions, before
my heart knew: woe,

To walk with the morning 4nd watch ifs
roge unfold;
To drowse with the tioontide; Inlled on its
' ‘heart of go
To le with the nlght time aad dream the
dreams of old.

To tell to the old trees and each listening
ea

The lon'glng], the yearning, as in my doy-
ood grief, :

The old, hope, the old love, would eage
my heart of grief. . 2

The old lane, the old. gate, the old honde
by the tree,

The wild wood, the wild brook-~they

In 'boi/hood I knew them and gtill they

will " not let me be;
to me.
—Madison Cawein,
B

Polly.

Polly went, with airs and graces;
Tripping through the grass; ’

Morning glories raised their faces
Just to see her pass.

PDainty blossoms, pink and pearly,
Reached mp for her han:

And nlghta curtain -rolled qnlte early
.From .o’er all the land. /

The red sun rosé to kiss her, %
On a shinipne tress, 2

Zephyrs came, lest they should miss ﬁet,
Whispering ‘a caress.

Heaven dropped down dlamonds xlul-

fair and cool,
All the ifllea woke from dreamlng
e quiet pool.

'l.‘he wﬂ& birds ‘4-started slhclng
At her laughter sweet.
p rments set a-ringing
Blue beélls at her feet.

Morning glorles: raised their fnee&
Just to see her pass,
As. shé went, with dirs and  graces °
Tripping through the grass,
~Katherine A. Chyrke,

“Wood-Wind.”

Blther, ‘Woedswind, lend thy lips

Where' this mountain brook et lllpl
Under alder, R:uck-e{

QOaken bou h and - wi llow spmy,

Lend thy lips, and let the tone

Be like fairy bugles blowu,

Fairy bugles byown ... m mb mb md
In the land of Evenlng f1ar,

Hither, Woodwind, open thy tongue

To the flutes with garlands“liung;

There are notes that only thou

Canst awake form the branch and bough,
Notes thatPan with pipin swon
Charms Terpsichore’s ligh

Or the softer notes that dwell

Deep in Orpheus’ golden shell.

Hither Wood-wind horns are here
Eifin Borns to woodmen dear,
Hanging at the ivory door
Of each spreading Sycamore;
Breathe upon' these alder boughs
And thy geéntle strains shall rouse
Dreams that in Hushed valleys dwell
Crowned with wreaths of asphodel.

Hither, Wood:wind, thou dost know
Haunt of pebbly plccolo.

Add the caves of clarionet

In the rteeds with ripples wet;

They are diapason stops

In the sky-tipped redwood togs
Blow thereon and we shall heéar
Music of a primal year!

Welcorte, Wood-wind, at our cal"
Or was it the waterfall
Or a falling leaf’s low cdy
That didst bid thee wander by?
Breathe and blow and drive away
All the care and fret of day,
While the pine trees’ soft vasoon
Muormurs magic to the wmoon.
—Clarence Urmy, in Atlantic Monthly.

The Motor Driver.

Under a crimson touring car
The motor driver sprawls,

A very mighty man ig he,
Yet like a worm he crawls;

And first at this he takes a tug
And then at that he hauls.

He's covered o'er with dust and dirt
His face i{s like che tan

His brow is wét with oll and sweat,
He does whate’er he can,

And tinkers with most ev ry place—
A very desperate man!

And the children goidg home from school
Look at him on the ground;

They love to see him lying there,
They love to hear him pound;

And then at last they see him rise,
Aud then the wheels go round.

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,
For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus, at the wotor cars >f life
Qur forutnes must be wrought

We have to do much tinkering—
Though of a different sort.

"Twas Ever Thus,

The youth made eyes at the farmer mald,
She blushed with glance cast down,
He thought that her cheek was plomp
and full—
She thought that he came from town.
And all the way, as he rode along,
When he left the farm house door,
He thought of her smile and her yellow

cu
And lauxed to return once more.
She sat and sewed in the shady porch,
When the yduth had left the gate,
And thought how broad his shoulders
were
And mused on Love and Fate
But memories fade in Timels strong light,
Fresh scenes the o}d ones dim,
The youth has forgotten the country maid
Aund she has forgotten him,
. e=Leaftie Helen Clarke,
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