And I like my own glass, tooy
\But ber's is tall an’ hangd on the

3 1,
L mile mine is filled with dew.

| Har's can buti show her ohedks aglow
x;m;blush like the red, = red

| While mine can impart with a deli-
- cate art 55
A blush to my pale, pale nose.’” -
. Then a ruddy face appeared at
b top of the
[ blue eyes looked down at the girl.
E Mirenda, takin' it -
this warm day? i
Phew, it's a scorcher!?”’
The youth took off his ‘wide-brim-
med hat and fanned himeelf,
girl’s lips met in a straight line.
“Will ye come out om the
' this evenin’, Miranda ?
dy when the sun goes down.
. 'The girl made no
Jumped to the groun
f fore her, looking wistiully into her

he said slowly,
yer queer moods is om ye,
an' I suppose there's
#ay 'ud chase it awa;

He sighed and twirled his hat. The
€il’s gaze was fixed on a small ob-
j distant yacht which sped
y over the ‘ealm waters of

ye'd say somethin’, Miran-

young fellow. ‘I
ye with that far-

“Hello,

 dace.

Jot, a
b gracefull
. the lak

“I wish

o,

| don't like to see
b off, queer sort of look:,
3 feel kind of low-spirited,
what brings it ‘there. I'g
Get away . an’
bother . e, Tom
Yes, T would, for
| ke yer old self !
He stopped albrul
b tumed her eyes u
“Before
agair her lips
line,

| makes me

¢ for I know
dather ye'd

| don't

Well, Miranda,
#ay it; before tha:
tangin’ around—r’

oight,
- farm
i and of you!’’
i+ She flu
. and the

open door for
Ab, well,” he said, &
| Walking slowly aweay,
L Boin” after her ap’ aslkiin’

Or botherin’ her.
f fita on an

- | Mike.

not go. s
- Several minutes passed amd mmen_
she nose, calmly put om her cloek,

 again, but this time in song:
:".Oh, 1love a lase who loves her

- The city’'s thousands were pouring

the streets in never-ending
procession. The rushi and TOar were
bewildering to count

Ty-bred senses,
and Tom Grayson fel

It that he must
get lost. in the mad whirl. But this
was his fourth visit to the city, ail-
Weys on the same

itter, its glow and
whirl, its amuse-
ments—these are things which you
should have; ard last but not least,
the love that would surround you.”
the tempter ceased,
but only to mark the effect of i
pleading. The soft eyes were rais-
ed to his, and ' the light of delight
and excitement was in their depths.
““What can you expect here?’’ the
man -went on.
quietness; a daily grind of
work unsuited to these little hands:
and in-the end a country bumpkin,
with manners as rough as his boots,
for a husband. Miranda, can
this without a. shudder,-—
you, with your delicate taste,
mind, your beautiful
and your poet’s soul!”’
The night came and the
farm-hands trooped iv to supper. Lit-
tle Billy was in his usual frame
mind—in love with the world

fire, its vim and

quest—to see her;

becoming g littie used to

“I hope ixx God I'll find her.
time,’’ he said, glancing at a
r he held in his hand. A car

a stop, emd a girl

Grayson saw her, but for
@ while was like a wooden figure.
Then, with all the power of
lungs, he shouted:

lost in the Niagara of sound of the
city’s throbbing heart, and the car
P on he ran, jostling
reply. Grayson and being jostled. And the
d and stood be- fled.

“I see, Miranda,’ ‘“‘Mrs. Gemo;:me
#0re of nooms here. in.”
! @ pretty sofa, hat in hamd, and
the .carpet were tracks left by
muddy boots. . ‘He was in the
of wiping these with ey red handker-
chief ‘when Miranda came in.

‘“Tom:!’’ she cried, flinging out her
Her face was thin and pale,
and there were dark shadows

Yes, they have

‘“What makes your cheeks so red,
Mandy?’’ he asked, as he took his
place at the table. ‘“‘And look at her
oyes, daddy, ain’t they shinin’?
guess I know why."’
Caught the last five words.

“Behave yourself, Billy,”’ she said,
then in a whisper:

exclaimed again,
that fishing-rod

then sat down amd burst into a fit
of 'weeping. Gnayson looked at her,
then at the ceiling, back at her and
Finally he found his

“You’'ll not get |  ““Ob, Tom!'’ she
if you dom’t mind

Remember what you pro-

was betweer us, an’ I just Lhave to |
put up with it. DBut I wouldn’t

smiled and nodded. He

! the lovers in the lane that

then ye'd be moré | afternoon, and had been bribed into

ptly ‘as:the  girl
him.

she asked, and
tightened in & hard
I may as well
t city fellow .came

The girl roso fnom the rustie bench,
angry blood tingling brow  aend
check
: "Don’t
k. ““Yéu're no
T'm tired listenirig 4o
1 and . everyone,
thing day after day and
I'm sick of this life, of this
rything amd -everyone.

ng herself into the  house,

“Miranda,”” he said, ‘‘for
sake don't cry like that!’’ He picked
up his handkerchief from the
in his pookiet. Miranda
looked across at him.
“Father—tell me of father,”’
said, im @ voice thiok with tears.
‘“Oh, he’s all right, Miranda: he’s
been in the oity lots of times look-

an’ happy as ye used to be before—
of the old farmer before Gardner came.
" “For these an’ all other blessing,

- Little Billy fidgetted during the
meal, and bis bright glances
cast in Miranda's direction many,
many times, but his promise to his
#ister was faithfully kept. The charm
of the fishing-rod was potent. Mi-
randa had several brothers and sis-
but' Little Billy was the best

at the pretty ohild and the dog.
His gnze remained fixed until a sob
caused  him to tum. Miranda’s
head was bowed on her crossed arms
on the table.

Eczema’s Itch
Is Never Ending

Except by Active and Per--
sistent Treatment With-
The Great Eczema Cure,

Dr. Chase’s
‘__Ointment

witse_lf eCZeme runs on
causing - keen distress

mention him!’" she cried.

“Bess’s harness got broke to-day,
Mr. Horner,’" said Jakp Smith, “‘an’
& new martingale is needed.’’

“I find that mew piece o’ lamd i
awiul . dbomey,”’  said qubgroll,ey,
reising a gemerous piece of to
his mouth.” Mirends: didn’t make. a

mer; “it'll come all nightt after
little work. Miramda, I want
a few things up to the
village to-morrow, an' ye'd best use
old Sally, for the pory’s lame,

She's got. q'nq! of

' . nothin'll do ;

e With careful treatment, ocze-
¥ % yieMing to cura-
but the regular and
. of  Dr, Chase's Oint-
is the most - certain means
known_ to overcoming this tortuning

ye kin talkke Little Billy with ye—eh,
Billy, how’d ye ¥ike to go?” : b
Billy couldn’t amswer at the = ‘mo-

ment, but his eyes danced  with

5174 the ‘sound of her father's ¥oioe
: swift wave of color dyed her
| round’ cheeks. Even Jake Smith
een an anviul hot day,” he
1" it ain’t cooled  down

use of medicines bo

Yo, : % to be
s e
| ily were ‘assembled for prayers.

it

again,
i Billy was sicld after ye
I6ft,"* he went om; “an’ Tessie was
‘dowm with the measles, But. they’re
all right now. This is a fine bouse

| ye Bave, Miranda,. '’

‘B-w\v that she needed a . hittle
time and was giving it. The g

' | cholced

back a sob.

_‘:nﬂow did—how did father—I mpan

“Oh, I know. Well, he was cut
up; but he's gettin’ over it. Look
here, Miranda, why didn’t ye write?’’
He waited, but no answer came.

“‘Ye might have. wrote to ease his
mind; but don’t fret—it’ll be all
right.” He thought she needed a
little more time, so he lodked across
the way where g pretty child was
playing with a dog. After & while
he went om:

“Miranda—or I suppose I should
say, Mrs. Gardner—there’s one thing
that's troubled him an’ me since ye
left home. I've kwown ye since ye
was & baby, so I hope ye won't be
offendéd. Kin I go on?”’

“Yes, Tom; say anything you
- “Well, it’s this: ‘does he—does he
treait ye well?”’

's pale face flushed and her
eyes fell. Grayson nose.

~ “By gosh!” |he cried. “I'Il meet

him, an’ as sure’s there's a sky above
I'll smash him!’”

‘“Hush, oh, hush, Tom! You'll be
heard,”” cried Miremda. The youn
farmer sat dowm and wiped his
heated face.

‘““Dom, asyou have said,’” she went
on, ‘‘we’'ve knowm each other since
childhood, and for that reason I'll
forngive you for having esked that
questtion, which, you must know,
shiould not have beery put. He is my
husband.’’

““Yes, Mirandea, I kmow; am’ per-
haps I wouldnt have adided it if ye'd
looked happy; but, by jingo—'’

“I have not been well,’” she inter-
rupted, and tried to smile as she
looked into Grayson's homest, indig-
nant blue eyes.

“I  understand, Miranda.. Ye're
tryin’ to take his part, but I kin see
that ye ain't as pretty as ye used to
fbe.”" She smiled again—a faint, wan
smile.

“That ain’t exactly what I meant
to say, but it’s plain that some-

thin’s wrong or ye wouldn't look as

ye do. When we used to row on the
lake to home, yerself an’ me an’
little Billy, why, I often though
ye must look' Iike the girls the poets
write about. - D’ye remember one
day ye were readin’ out of @ booR
about a girl named Maud? Well, as

ye went on I said to meself: ‘WiLy,
if that poet kmew Miranda, Horner,
he could write twice as good a poem
as this about Maud, whoever she
is.” That's what I said, Miranda,’’
—his voice became huskly—"1I've of- |
ten said to meself as we walltpd hand
in hand by the lake, “‘if God's so
cruel as to.take Miranda away, or
if anything else happens to part us,
I won’t be able.to stand it.” But‘
now it's the same as if the wide sca

mind so much if‘ye were lodkfin’ rosy

He stopped, with a sharp indraw-
ing of the breath, and looked away

“Don’t, Miranda—don’t!’’ said the

young fellow. ‘I had no busiress |
callin® up old times, am’ wouldn’t
have done it if I thought it 'ud hurt !
yve. God kmows I wwouldn’t. Say
ve forgive me, Miranda. Stop cryin’, |
an’ say ye forgive me.”’

The girl raised her tear-stained

face.

‘“There’s nothing to forgive, my

dear, kind friend,” she said. ‘“The
picture of the old, happy days was |
too much for me in my present—’’

She stopped abruptly.- |
‘“Tihe - old, happy days, Miranda? |

That: meamns ye air’t happy mow!’’
The sgirl coloréd, and seemed to
strive for self-command. But words
would not come. Grayson went on: |

“I kmow I shouldn’t inberfere in'

yer affairs, but somehow I can’t help
it. It ain’t my business to say
this or that ebout yer husbend, but
I must gay this: Does he treat ye
real bad ?  —Wait a bit now, an’
hear what I have tio say. Yer father
told me that if he knew ye were hap-
py be'd try - to be.happy himself
withiout

ye, but he was afraid of

city men an’' was always sayin’ that
a country girl 'ud have a hard time
of it in the city.
—an" when ye see him he’ll tell e |
80 himeelf—that if evenything ain't
all ‘right ye're to come back, an’ Lo |
law in America’ll fkeep ye from doin’ |

f

INSIST ON RECEIVING IT.

“No, Tom, not & word.” The ans-
wer was given slowly and as thiough
the heart was weary. ‘“The city’s
been searched from end o end but
mut quy sight of her, Its a

Y Dbig place to look " fo; 2

po e r ome
“Yes, that it is, but where there's
& will there's g way, A
I've looked meself an’ failed, but 1'1]
htfym:ggun an’ again until she’s

“Tom, ’I‘om, to think of little Mj-
;‘ﬁndln alone in that big, wicked
v

ner's death, d'ye think/?
of it?”’

but I must say I'm glad—real glad!

knows that she’

ters of the lake.

she come home?’’

swept like lightning into his mind,
and for a moment his heant grew
cold with the dread of it. His agi-
tation was unnoticed by his com-

papion, who went on:

““Her room ain’t bin touched since
she—went away, That mornin’,
when 1 found she’d gone, I' went
into her room an’ saw she hadn’t
bin to bed; but there was a dint
where her arms seemed to have
pressed the quilt as she knelt down
Yo pray. Wel, that dint is there
yet, an’ every day 1 go up an’ look
at it. - It seems to make me feel
that she’ll come bawek. It's e fool-
ish thought, ain’t it, Tom? But it
oomes reg’lar, an’ is a kind of a
comfort: to me. Boy, it’s some-
timos a penamce to be a father!’”

The old mdn drew in his chin and
pursed his _lips, as sormowful recol-
lections overwhelmed him.

A distant bell rang out in the cool
air, and Presenitly the farm-hanis
came in one by ome. The table was
laid; supper dispoged of, and the
mightly round of smaill duties at-
tended rto.

Promptly at half-past: nire all were
assembled in the large kitchen, amd
the old man’s voice was heard as
of yore:

““Our Father who art in heaven .
thy will be dome . - . and

[lead us mnot into temptation, but

deliver us from ewil. Amnen.’’
The kneeling forms arose and' dis-
‘to_their several rooms. Soon
a profound quiet reigned over the

home which, to render happy, need-
|ed ome more Presence—the dearest,

now that she was gone: The lonely
father sat near the window and
looked intio the night—the dark blue
heavens where ‘the pole-star shone
with its steady, directing light.
For an hour he sat thus, then, with_
a sigh, went to bed. A figure ad-
vanced towards the house. — g flit-
ting, frightened figure which was
soon within the unlatched door. If
the old man’s ears had been more
acute he might have heard a choked
sob as Miranda paused at his door.
She went on, however, unseen and
unheard—entered a tiny room in the
attic—Little Billy’s. With her pale
cheek pressed to his, and her arms
around the Tittle body, she whisper-

Now, he’s willin’ ed:

“It's Mandy, Little Billy, and I've

. come home.

The old man’'s voice broke and the
back of his hand brushed away g

““Thene’s mo mistalke about Gard-
Ye're sure

‘““Yes, he’s dead. God forgive me,

If I ecould only rmnnda her! She
s forgiven long ago,
an’ why she doesn’t come home, now
that she’s free, I can’t make out.’’

He was silent for & wihile, musing,
as he looked out over the placid wa-

“Tom, it's awful to think of what
she must have suffered. She would-
't admit it, but to be the wife of
a gembler and drunkard was a ter-
rible punishment for her. But she’s
free now, she’s free; an’ why doesn’t

Su.ddunly Grayson clutched the arm
of his chair,. An awful thought had

Chatswith Young Men.

WHAT CONTRIBUTES TO SuycC-
CESS,

Opportunity!  Are you meaking the
‘belct. of yours? Remembenr, it :nathe
priccipal factor in life's successes,
er they be in their
Miatertial  or  spiritual, Looking
anound, we can see this readily
enough so far as material things are
concerned,

It is not always -the ten-talent
men who fill the chief positions, nor
1s it always fthe one-talent men who
are in obscure places, In church
and state men very slenderly equip-
ped by naturel gifts are oftentimes
Seen standing higher than their fel-
lows. And it is Sometimes & source
of wonder to us how they attained
pre-eminence, So, too, we think it
Stramgeé  that - posseéssors of many
gifts are among those who all their
lives remain unknown and unappre-
ciated.

But explanation of the Seeming ip~
justice is not far to seek. Opportu-
nity came to this mam, and he head
sense o use it. The other man
never kmew when it came. I know
we claim opportunity comes to every
mam. Aye, truly, but surely, in
different ways. Coming to one man
he is gome before he is recogmized ;
to another this stranger insists upon
talking him by the hand, whether he
will or no, and leading hind to ho-
nor, Being nothing in these days
unless lcarned, we must. needs talk
about the psychological moment in
men's lives. DBut that is only our
old friend, opportunity, in a - new
garment; the same and not amother;
that which Shakespeare called, ‘“The
tide im the affairs of men, which,
taken at its flood, leads on to for-
ture."’

Well, truly, in spiritual affairs
there is a tide, which, taken at the
flood, leads on to fortune, and see-
ing it, never need we be ignorant
that it is the tide om which God
wills we shall launch ourselves for
nobler work and purer lives than
heretiofore we have either done or

Known. In our life an opportune
day will come—a day which will be
to you more than any day you }ave
ever known, and apart from It you
can do but little, Be it your wis-
dom to wateh for it, and, if need be,
tor wait for it till it comes. Then
God give you space and power. to
make the fullest use of it.

CHEERFULNESS,
We compare our circumstances with

‘tbiose of others who. are more '(or-
tunate, and brood owver “‘the olmgs
and arrows of outrageous fortune.

The tendency to dwell upon our

ills grows with time: In tha be-
ginning it cam be chedked easily, but
in time it becomes like & torrent
gainirg impetus withi its descent, un-
til it is beyomd comtrol. Now and
then we receive the sad mews that
one whom we esteemed a8 apright
and godly has allowed this morbid
tendercy to obtain such headway .
that it unseats the reasom a.nd:with
it the semse of moral responsibility.
Then we léam  of the self-destruc-
tion of such a one and we are sur-
prised. It was almost the inevit-
able consequence of a false, one-sid-
ed view of life that is supported by ;
reither common sense mow meligion.

With reference to the character of

the mind, men may be divided into
the matter-of-fact and the exaggera-
tive. While the former are liableto
be unsetitled and discombented oc-
casionally, the latter are apt o be
s0 as a rule, because their 'mdnh_.
being imaginative, create for them-
selves ideals which they seldom it
ever attain. Nevertheless, the mnor-
mal condition of life is one of cheer-
fulness. God teaches us this in na~
ture, which, as a rule, is bright

it df-ye wamti to. An’ he told me,
that he'd . get a plano, am’ that!
things ‘ud be ‘mmade lively so's ye,
wouldn’t miss the city an’'—'’

¥ &

Tom, for God’s sake,

SUFFERED FAOM HEART
and NERVE TROUBLES FOR

with sunshine, gay with color . and
filled with joyous sounds.
; harmony and

5 ) {sbowing. , oursel




