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CAPITULATION OF BARBARA

BY EDITH

Jack Merrihew was
piazza of the Howard. He had been
sitting there for an hour and more,
smoking innumerable cigarettes, keep-
ing a soliciteus watch on the lake and
8ky, and trying not to grow impa-
tient over the abominable length of
time she was making him wait.

Her tyranny grew more absolute
every day, vet he would not be freed—;
it was too sweet. The last day of his
vacation had come. Had his hopes
any :foundation? Would it be better
10 wait herx return to town before
burning his ships? He noped he had
courage enough to face a
but a refusal would end all
lightful companionship. 8till, in the
meantime, what if some of these other
fellows ! He sprang to his feet.
It was manifest destiny that she had
promised to sail with him this after-
nocon.

The

sitting on the

wind was freshening and the
surface of Fox Lake ruffling up
in crisp waves, with now gnd
then a flash of w spray of
sweet clover fell at his feet. He turn-
ed to find her standing in the door-
way, tantalizingly pretty in a green
linen gown, with a knot of sweet clo-
ver in her beit, and calmly uncon-
scious, apparently, that he had wait-
od for her.

“It may

was
every
hite. A

fresh. You don’t
he said, as ‘they
the Felitza. “Only you
to heip if the wind in-

be a bit
mind that, I know,”
rowed out te
In'ght have
Cr a8 ed.
S® cthing else”

“Nonsense! [
thing You ought to
time that I never turn

Barbara Whitney
ceedingly

wouldn’t go for any-
know
back.”
made herself
comfortable with
cushions and watched Jack’'s
ations. She hardly understood herself
the unrelenting tyranny which she had
exercised over this man for months.
She had put in that hour of his rest-
ive waiting in considering the
tion, upbraiding herself for
reasona exactions,
his devotion, foreseeing that the com-
ing tete-a-tete would almost certainly
bring their relations to the crisig of a
proposal, and admitting to herself that
she would rather say yes than no.

“But I cannot say yes unless he
makeg® me,” she remonstrated mental-
lv, her eyes fastened on the lithe grace
of his athletic
sail. “He the best bred,
somest man I know
if only he would not
Yuch abject confidence
perfection. In his eyes the
cannot do wrong It is terribly cx-
hausting to be constantly on a pedes-
tal. I'm just a human girl! Oh, Jack,
dear, why don't you see it, and
me do things instead of letting me
command you? You are too medieval,
my dear boy, that's what you
shall have to say no—I never
stand on a medieval pedestal,
should get te hate you if you
ed in thinking me a horrid
of myth and spirit.”

Jack sgettled down as the boat slip-
ped out with the wind, the sheet in one
hand, the helm tucked under an arm.
There was breeze enough to run
pleasantly and yet permit him to fill
his eyes with her, which he proceeded
to do. The curve of the cheek next
him, golden bronze with the summer’'s
tan, the round chin, the pretty, imper-
tinent little nose, the dark sweep eof
eyelash—he gave himself so intently to
the study of these that the dark lashes
lifted and let him have a ‘bewildering
glimpse of the gray blue etyes.

As they rounded a point the sail
flapped loose, the wind dmopped, and
the little waves flattened to smooth
water. The skipper's occupation was
gone for the moment. The stage was
free for the lover. He moved nearer.
A wave of warmer color ran under-
neath the geld brown across her cheek
and throat. The mysteripus blue eyes.
—were they gray or wese they blue?
—flagshed a sidewisge glance at him.

“I'm going dewn on the last train
tonight,”” he said, playimg with the end
of a coil of rope and pending forward
in an attempt to make the lashes lift
again. “I wish that might mean to
vou a hundredth pait of what it does
to me.”

She gave him
this time demure
inquiry.

“Barbara—Barbam,
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know how I love you. Your dear
feet have had my heart under
for weeks and weeks. No man
worthy of you. I wonder that 1 have
dared for a moment to hope. And vet,

little

stop.
you?”

He had slipped down, half kneeling
beside her, and his head was close 10
hers. He was handsome, beseeching,
and what she saw in his filne, dark,
good eyes was so compelling that she
looked away after the dangerous first
impression.

“No, Jack, no—you cannot have my
hands now. We must talk reasonably
about this. We've been such good
| friends. Why will you spoil it all?

You know I like you—I—I—really I'm

fond of you, Jack. I am. Do let's go

un just as we were.”

“What do you think a man is made
of, Barbara It's been all I could man-
a2ge since I came up to keep things on
the friendship level. Friendship! Don’t
you understand?. I love you, dear!”

“No, you don’t, Jack. You love
| something you think ig I—but it isn’t—
it isn't! You think I am a condensa-

tion of the charms and perfections of
'all the women who have ever lived,
from Cleopatra to Florence Nightin-
gale. I should disappoint you every
hour in the day after you got used to
me. You're in love with an ideal, Jack,
not with Barbara Whitney.”She caught
her breath and stopped.

“I'll run the risk of disappeintment
| —that isn’t the question. Can you care
enough for me 8houldn’'t I disappoint
you?”’

She forced herself to meet the keen,
guestioning which for a moment, sub-
merged the adoration in his eyes.

“We would better end this, Jack, and
have it over. I do care for you—very
much—but not enough to marry you.”
' Here her heart gave a rebellious throb.
She savagely ignored it. “The man I
marry must rule, not worship blind-
ly. I cannot be a goddesss nor an an-
gel for any man on earth.”

The man at her side stood up hur-
riedly. “Here's the wind! I'm afraid I
must ask your help now. Do you un-
derstand managing a sail? No? Please
' sit here, hold this rope so; I'll tell you
how to werk it. If I call let go—drop
the rope immediately. The end is fas-
tened; it will not get away from you.”

The skipper came to the front—the
lover had not time now to probe the
depth of his hurt. Barbara kept her
eyes furtively on him, fellowed his di-
ractions, and the boat cut through
the water in a mist eof spray. She
was fond of sailing, but she knew no-
i thing whatever about boats, or skies,
or seas,

Dearest, may I keep on loving

in Jack’s face to ceoncern about
squall which was all but on them.

Suddenly Jack said, “Let go!” in a
strange hushed kind of voice. She
turned to look at him: her fingers
seemed riveted to the rope: she held it
tighter than ever.

“Let go!” It struck her
a blow. She had never
en to in her life—something between a
yvell and a roar, ag if he were training
a dog—a master commanding a slave.

She dropped the rope, frantically
shaking her handa free of it.
swung out just in time. The gust
passed. After that it was a straight,
if stiff, run in. Barbara sat trembling,
seeing only Jack's set face,
der all the tan. That

the

almost like

white face, be-

traying his terror for her safety—she
was not for himself—just at |
| the moment when he seemed to have |

knew it
thrown away all his usual chivalrous
courtesy toward her,
conviction to cluteh her heart.
had known heretofore.

When theyv reached the hotel
said with ceremonious politeness, ‘1
beg vour pardon for speaking so
you, but your life was in danger.”

Bhe flashed on him a look he had
never seen befora.

“Jack, don’t take it back;
know you could speak se.
ed me—but I loved it.”

“Did it make you love me more?”

Mute assent, but apparently satisfac-
ton to Jack.

‘And you will be my goddess and
my angel?”

A  smothered voice answered,

haps, if vou will promise net to take
that train.”

It frighten-
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WHAT GOOD 1S
SWEET CLOVER

The Question Is An Important One |

to All Farmers.

Experience Will Probably Show That
It Can Be Manufactured Into
Binder Twins.

Whether sweet clover will be con-
demned as a weed and exterminated or
cultivated as a useful crop is still a
disputed point. The fact that it is bi-
ennial in growth against its culti-
vation. If the seed would produce
ir one year a crop like at which is
filling vacant fields and spreading along
roadsides at the present time, it would
no doubt be profitably cultivated on
an extensive scale. it makes good
fodder, and cattle soon come to prefer
it in spite of its large, hard stems. But
the seed that has been spread abroad
so plentifully this year will produce
only small, leafy stems next year.
These wili die in the fall, leaving the
roots alive in the ground. In the fol-
lowing year thege roots will send up
the tall, strong, branching stems that
will bear blossoms and shed seed, both
stems and roots dying in the following
autumn. The tall, seed-bearing stems
of next year will be from the roots of
the clover that came up this spring
from last year's seed. The biennial
growth of the plant makes its eradica-
tion an easy matter if it proves in-
jurious, but it also imposes a serious
obstacle to its cultivation for any con-
tinuous use.

Cattle raisers and beekeepers have
already testified to its value, and the
(anadian Journal of Fabrics has shown

is

!lv

that it can be turned to good account |

fn the manufacture of binder twine.
Some samples of the fiber made from
gweet clover stalks was sent to the
Journal office two or three years ago,
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a 2 were sent to M. B. Perine &

(\\me manufacturers, of Doon,
t., who reported that they could
lize any quantity of the fiber, pro-
\xued they could get it at a favorable
Il)dt}\Pl price. The Journal suggests

that as sweet clover may become a
i great pest if not turned to account, the
authorities at the Experimental Farm
at Ottawa and the departments of ag-
riculture of the Provincial Govern-
ments make experiments in curing a
quantity of the stalks to be manufac-
tured into twine at the binder twinz
factory «t Kingston Penitentiary and
at the factory in the Central Prison,
Toroato. This has been a favorable
year for the growth of sweet clover,
and it urged that enough of the
plant could be gathered this year to
supply binder twine for the whole Do-
minion if the industry were estab-
lished on a commercial basis. Experi-
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ence will probably show that if it can |

be manufactured on a commercial scale
into binder twine it can also be made
| into cheap twines for trade purposes,
such, for instance, as lath ties, bale
ties and parceling twines. A pl‘utiral
use for the plant already shown by ex-
peiience is the formation of soil on
naked sandy or clayey slopes and
fields. It roots deeply, draws and
accumulates moisture, and rapidly
spreads a coating of decayed vegeta-
tion that turns into leaf mold. It
a zood reclaimer of naked land. and its
other possible fields of usefulness should
be examined before it is classed with
the noxious weeds.—Toronto Globe

A Rare Parsi Manuscript.
About a yvear
was made cof a rich gift to Columbia
University eof manuscripts of the
Avesta, or Zorastrian Bible, presented
tc_) Columbia by several Parsis of In-
d'm. through their high priest, Dastur
Kaikhosru Jamaspji of Bombay.

The crowning gem of the collection,
says the New York Mail and express,
i has now arrived the form of a
{ sixth and most precious codex of the
Zorastrian ritual, sent through the
| same diqtinguiﬂhed high priest, Aur
Prof.
to thp erar,\

This

is

in

uf tho umver\n}
newest accession is a manu-
script that is remarkable is many
ways. It is nearly /00 years old, and
it contains the Yasna, or Liturgy, in-
cluding also Zorastrian hymns that are
still chanted by the white-rohed priests
of the Indian Parsis, as ther were more
than 25 centuries ago in the tableland
of ancient Iran

Asg described in the monumental edi-
tion of the Avestan texts, by Prof.
i Goldner. of Berlin, this manuseript is
! known by the signatures, and it wss
some time the property of the Magian
priest, M. Pauri. Begides its age and
it is especially

them
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I can’'t help hoping until you tell me (0 |

| waited for

or she might have attributed |
some of the strained anxiety she saw |

| said.
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. desperately.

The sail |

white un- |

forced a swift |
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ago an announcement’

valuable because it contains in excel- ’

lent form net only the original text of
the liturgy in the sacred Zorastrian
I Janguage,

i by an old Sanskrit version of each

! sentence eto aid in interpreting the or-

iginal.
The great codex itself now comprises

160 folios, but three leaves have disap- |

but it is accompanied also :

peared at the beginning, and they must
have been missing generations ago.
. The manuscript is not bound, but con-
sists literally of fugitive leaves, sim-
ply laid between sheets of thin paper,
and often damaged or patched. But
each of its pages is precious because
of the excellence, accuracy and inde-
pendence ot the reading.

WAITING FOR NIGHT TRAIN

BY LESLIE W. QUIRK.

e N N N

In the heart of Wiscon lies Lake Ke- |

gonsa, eone of the *“‘four Naiades” of
which the poet Longfellow has sung.
A railroad skirts one end of the lake,

and a little station has been bulilt to
accommodate the people who occupy
the scores of summer cottages or stay
at the hotel.

Thig little railrcad station is noth-
ing more than a platform, covered by
a roof that juts out over a rough
bench. All trains stop here during
the day, but at night, unless flagged,
they thunder through, with only a
sharp whistle to mark their passing.

John Endevan was walking slowly
toward this little station
Danvers. It was not the first even-
ing the two had chosen for their walk
the path through the woods, and
the final narrow plank that led up to
the bar gate. But it was to be the
last, for the man was to take the 10
o'clock train back to Chicago, back to
work—away from the lake.

He had told the girl the day before
that he was going the next evening,
and he had watched her expression
while he was speaking. She had turn-
ed to him when he had finished and
had held out her hand with genuine
feeling.

“I am sorry you are going,”
simply.

That was all. She had been sorry
just as any good friend of his might
have been. She had learned to value
his friendship, he told himself, but he
had not taught her to love him. Even
now, had she asked him to do so, he
would have stayed a few days more.
But she had only said, *I am sorry
you are going.

They were walking along in silence
now. He was carrying an unlighted
lantern with which to signal the train.
He wished he dared say he had for-
gotten a match, or that the wind was
too high to light the lantern. Still, if
she did not wish him with her there
would be no pleasure in staying.

They reached the gate and he slid it
back for her. She passed through and
him till he had closed {t.
He could see her face in the moonlight,
with the lake breeze tossing her hair
chaotically. He teld himsclf softly
that it was the face of an anged.

At the station he held his walch
the moonlight to see the time. There
were only ten ininutes left—ten more
minutes and he would be rushing away
from her. He turned toward her with

she said,

in

| a little gesture of impatience.

“lI have had a pleasant vacation,” he
It struck him as an idiotic thing
to say.
“Have you?”
should think
go.”
“I am”

asked the girl. s |
vou would be sorry to
he said. Then he plunged
‘“Are you?”

The girl parried his ~uestion.
I am sorry alwayvs when it
time for me to leave the lake.”

A low whistle came with the lake
breeze. The train was almost at the
town four miles away. In a few min-
utes it would come into sight far down
the track.

The girl asked him for a match and

“Yes,
comes

with Ruth |

touched it to the wick of the lantern,
{ which blazed out merrily. The light
hurt the man’s eyes.

“Ruth,” he said in a sudden frenzy
of love, “when am I going to see you
again?”

The girl had been swinging the lan-
tern gently to and fro in front of her.

She stopped it now and held it mo-
tionless. .

“l don’t know.”

They could hear the train leaving
the town,
hot haste, as if it wished to reach them
in the least possible time.

“I don’'t suppose,” said the man
glowly, ‘“‘that I shall be able to find
time for another visit here at the
lake. I have had my vacation; it
might have lasted a few days longer it
—if

“Well?”" The girl spoke sharply. He
could see her great brown eyes look-
ing straight at him.

“If—if; hang it all, if you had only
gaid you wanted me to stay,’ he
blurted out.

The girl did not move.

“Get ready to wave the lantern,” he
said slowly and without emotion. “The
train will be in sight in a second. Can
3ou do 17’

he girl laughed, laughed gayly aad
kappily. It hurt the man.

“Yes,” she said. “I shall wave it
like this.”

She swung the lantern over her head
with an arm that has sent golf balls
whistling over the links and tennis
balls driving over the net. Then she
stepped back to where the posts of
the roof joined the platform and cir-
cled the lantern around her head.

Suddenly the man sprang forward
with a warning. But he was a second
too late. With a crash of breaking
glass the lantern hit one of the posts,
and with a last flare of light was blot-
ted into darkness.

“Oh!” said the girl, her voice trem-
bling. “I am 8o sorry.”

The man sprang to his feet and took
her two hands in his.

“Ruth,” he said accugingly, ‘“why
did you go to the back of the platform
to swing the lantern?”

“Because,” she said defiantly, al-
lowing her hands to rest in his firm
clasp, “‘because 1 wanted to.”

Down around the curve the
whistled for the sgtation.
minute it would be in sight.

“Rut you knew,' persisted the man,

“that there was a post there.”

i Down the track the headlight of the
engine whirled into view. The girl
turned to the man with a ®mile.

“Yes,” she admitted, “I knew it was
there, but I tried to knock it aside. I
am sorry I broke the lantern.”

“I am not,” said the man amid the
roar of the passing train; “I am glad,
ever so glad! Are you—now, truly?”

“1 will not tell a lie” said the girl,
with mock bravado., Then she chang-
ed her tone and whigpered:

“T am glad!™

Far up the shining track to the north
thélights of the last coach of the train
twinkled a moment uncertainly, and
then were swallowed up in the dark-
ness.

engine
In another

LIKES AND DISLIKES OF CZARINA

Russian society of the highest type

is not a little piqued over two inher- |

ently obstinate traits of character
which the charming Czarina has been
giving full sweep beth in and out of
the imperial palace. She has been fre-
quently charged with cherishing a cer-
tain number of decidedly English ideas
which were not strictly in accord with
Russian precedent, and at least two of
these have brought her into sharp dis-
favor among many of the stiff, unap-
preachable boyars.

In the first place, the Czarina has

| been courageous enough to admit that |
{ chil- |

ghe is inordinately fond of her

a confession that has created no

of the royal set.
was sgufficient to incite adverse com-
ment from the unbending women of
Russian nobility, and when the Czar-
ina supplemented her stand with re-
ference to the nursery with* another
even more obnoxious, her disfavor in-
creased at a surprisingly rapid rate.
The fact is the Empress is deubly un-
popular because she has put her royal
foot down with unswerving emphasis
and has declared positively that she
will not smoke.

There is not a single qualifying
clause in the Czarina's declaration on
the use of tobacco. She has set herself
up in absolute defiance of a custom
that has long prevailed in Russia, and
not only refuses to smoke herself, but
does not countenance smoking by wo-
men in the imperial palace. The Czar-
ideas on the question of tobac-
co- cmokmg are so decidedly ,)obitixe
that they can be well understood witlx
out lengthy consideration. She has
been so outspoken and so bitter against
vailing among Russian

ill-will of a member of her own fam-
ily. The Dowager me)te~=° scarcely
deigns to speak to the C zarina, and it
is generally conceded that the tobac-
co question has estranged them. Still,
this has not altered the opinion of tno
Czarina in the least, and the edict tha
women callers at the palace are not to
smoke Lontinuec to hola good.

The Dowager Empress is in inveter-
ate smoker in hex own apartments, and
the (Czarina has not been rash enough
reformation. But she
on the other hand, let it be well
understood that she will not counten-
ance the use of the weed in her pres-
ence,
for the Dowager Empress to make
known her exceptions. A few of the
younger women have taken issue with
the (Czarina on the question and have
resolutely decided that they will“swear
off.”’

It has not been enough for the Czar-
ina simply to declare that she js ex-
tremely fond of her children. If she has
stopped with the mere declaration it is
doubtful if the peers and peeresses of
Russia would have given voice to
their disapproval. But she has persist-
ed in putting her nursery charges
ahead of the most pompous affairs of
court and society, and in this way
has brought herself into considerable
disfavor. The Czarina insists in a
good motherly way that her first duty
fs to her children, and with this in
view, she gives them every possible
moment of her time. There is not a
detail of their education that escapas
her active mind, and she devotes con-
gsiderable time to the stud~ of questions
of hygiene and other natural details
which enter into the raising of a hap-
py. healthy family of children.

The extreme simplicity of the Czar-
ina’'s costumes is another cause for of-

and this has been suflicient cause ;

fense. On this point she has allowed
herself to be treated with and has
yielded somewhat to the arguments of
the Czar, who entertains more respect
for court prejudices. As a result of
the Czar's entreaties the Czarina had
| modified her favorite costume of white
or black velvet, modestly decollete
without jewelry. Had she persisted in
adhering to this rigid
court ladies would have
ther use for their jewel
this would have
sad blow to those accustomed to almost
barbaric display.

It is evident at the Russian court
that the democratic tendencies of both
the Czar and Czarina have given of-
fense to a great many who have be:n
accustomed to living in adherence to
the most strictly drawn and conscien-
tiously observed rules of caste. The
young Czar and his consort appear to
be playing tag with custom, and are
showing marked attention to the men
of vesterday. They seem to favor a
gradual demolition of caste barriers,
and the imperial leaven is beginning to
lork in the lower social strata. Court
barriers are more rigid in Russia than
clsewhere in Europe, but the Czar has
no love for this relic of orientalism, nor
does he care for pomp like his cousin
of Germany. He works hard at hu-
manitarian schemes which he can
never realize, and passes his time as
much as possible with his wife and
children.

It is evident that the young Em-
press, though she is something 01? a
reformer, will not succeed in removing
the Muscovite flavor from court eti-
quette. Besides, the rigorous laws of
caste extend far beyond court circles.
The Russian social world is divided in-
to no less than fourteen sharply dis-
tinguished classes, of which the Czar,
| his wife and children, form the first,
and his brothers, sisters and uncles
the second. At the theater the first tier
of boxes is occupied by the highest
nobles and the great dignitaries of the
court. It is not reserved for them by
law, but no inferior member of the no-
bility would ever dream of intruding.

had no fur-
caskets, and

USEFUL AT ALL TIMES.—In winter

will cope with and overcome any irregu-
larities of the digestive organs which
change of diet, change of residence, or
variation of temperature may bring
about. They should be always kept at
)_ hand. and once their beneficial action be-
comes known, no one will be without
them. There is nothing nauseating in
their structure, and the most delicate can
use them confidently.

lenuine Castoria always bears the Sigmature
of Chas. H. Fletcher,

When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria.
When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria.
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria.
Whenshe had Children,she gave them Castoria.
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“Yes,”” said the Browser—who by
the way, is a bit of an optimist—"itUs
true that the appetite for caramels in
this country is somewhat greater th:if:
the hunger ifor solid reading; and it
may be that the sex which chews the
one is the same which eschews the
other. Nevertheless, I sometimes think
that you pessimistic people are making

ably surprise you. 'l‘hct‘v
0,000,000 people in this
it takes a gooed many
around.

“A few noveis have iminense sules,
but by far the greater number pay
neither the publisners nor the authors.

are about
country, and
bouks (o go

. Frank Norris, author of ‘The Octepus,’

just a little too much fuss about the‘

quantities of fiction consumed by Am-
ericans. I wonder if it's guite as bad
as the critics make it out to be. To
listen to some of them, you would
think the whcole American nation sat
up late of nights reading novels.

“Now, 1 don't blame the reviewers
who are bombarded with books of this
sort for believing that the modern
mind has gone daft on story telling.
Almost any human being who has to
read a novel a day a&s a matter sof
business would come to the same con-
clusion after two weeks of such a
diet. How many men can you find
who are able to eat a quail a day for
SQ days? Yet a novel a day, indefi-
nitely,
often wondered how
ers Keep their assimilative
and their sweet tempers intact

“Yes, 1 seriously question the infer-
ence that American literary taste runs
almost altogether to pastry. ‘Speaking
for myself alone, 1 am a light-minded
person—almost frivolous at times—and
yet I average only three novels in a
year. If I crave something more in the
way of historical fiction I turn to
Froude. And when I'm hard up for
books I find more lite in the daily
newspaper than I'm likely to get out
of the average current
its pretense to being
than journalism.

“Speaking for others, I read not long

the book review-

processes

something better

! that a good proportion of
' cares for

is a more trying feat, and I've !

¢ 1s more scientifie
| writer.
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novel with all ;

ago in the Herald that in London there '

were literally
on the shelves of storage
drug in the market.
junk dealerg would
of our publishers,

N

miles of novels
rooms—a

It some of our
speak, and some
too. it would prob-

piled i
e
i consume

N e e T

has opened a good many eyes on thai

score. 1 notice, too, lately, that the
{ librarians have discovered that, while
there is a tremendous demand for cer-
tain novels, the applicants often re-
turn them unread in a few days.
“Another thing. If you don’'t believe
the public
serious subjects, just
at the success of the popular writers
on psychology alone. ¥or instance,
there is Thomson Jay Hudson, of
Washington. Since he wrote ‘The Law
of Psychic Phenomena, a few
ago, he has been able to.give up his
law practice and write other books
along similar lines. I wonder how
many novelists are equally assured of
a living from novel writing alone!
“Julian Hawthorne lately offered to
dine all the American novelists who
made $5,000 a year. That doesn’t 100K
if the deluge we hear about were
imminent. Then there's Dr. Osgood
Mason, of New York, who has done
almost as much as Mr. Hudscn to
popularize a recondite subject and who
than the Washington
1 see that Dr. Mason's ‘Tele-
pathy and the Subliminal Self’ is in
and that his
book, issued last spring, has gone into
its second edition in England. Why,
people are even learning that Prof.
William James’ ponderous tome

a8

i labeled ‘The Principles of Psychology’

is delightful reading,
ous in places.

‘““‘Americans, as I find them, are
really a serious-minded. people, and if
wasn't for the novels the women
the nation might lose (its
sense of humor in another generation
or so.’—New York Herald.
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and even humor-
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HOLIDAY FRIENDSHIPS NOT PROFITABLE

Now that the summer
most over, a
the question,
holiday friendships?
There are people
10 some new
to make, when
number of new

It may be

season is al-
rew minutes

it

devoted
pay to
may be imely.
who go away » !
place who ne

on holiday
friends.
that when at
in their old surroundings
guite a large number
wheo have known them
many years. Yet when away
these friends they cannct resist
temptation of tryilng to make
quaintances who will, so to
tickle their vanity by paying
attention to all their
tle actions. To

to
Does

a

home
they may
of friends
intimately for

and

the
ac-
speak,
marked
conventional lit-
such new acquaint-
ances all their thoughts are necessar-
ily new. They have learned from ex-
perience which of their
best worth repeating, and they
with which they
themselves thoroughly satisfied.
The new acquaintances, who may be
excused for not exercising their full
wits during their vacation, imagine
that the spoken words of the new
friend are habitually of the standard
then given, and one is tempted to think
that these newly-found .friends wcould,
if conditions permitted it. prove to be

only
are

| the nearest.and dearest ones that ene

{ has ever

"knowledge of life that an adult

l

or in summer Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills | 5
! imagine
' themselves and each other?
{ why so many farmers’

ia
| tried

| fully.

e e e it s

had.

It goes without

saying that the
ought
to have, together with a dozen long es-
tablished friendships, should be move
than enough to keep one’s eyes to the
fact that even the very best man or

woman is but human, and that the

| Merry
yone
i probably,
make | ,ya

are
¢ toil
DY |
fail |
;0old work

- home;
i to

and bright colors, under which
sees holiday friends, are, mosi
not flying when the holidays
and the weary round of daily
is again in full force

It is natural during
vacation to dress in
-a-day dress or suait
hanging up in a dark cupboard
there are no r’'s frowns
anticipate, tor 1 1

oVer

the

iiday

summer
garb; ti
is safely
at
employe
a

iittle tin

i least.

from !

: the
j panion will arouse more

our

thoughts are |
jare st
i form promiscucusly:

{ amount of
i actual
! But notwithstanding
| circumstances
i tribute in exchange,

{ finding out how far

j or

All these circu:
others of a simil ¢
heighten the | attraction and
sympathy, and, after all, sympathy is
root of all friendships. A small
action on the part of holiday com-
sympathy in
breast when are on holiday
than a much nobler action would
prompt were we full of work.

We may grant that no attachments
‘onger than those which we
this is especially

case where a certain
bashfulness has preceded
introduction and conversation.
this, there are
enough to put us On
our guard against giving away our
whole history, and seeking a similar
when we have, as
had an opportunity of
the new friend’s
holiday conduct is in keeping with his,

her., real Stay-at-home reputaticn.
It is true that in business men and

istances, and
acler,

many

we

true in the

it were, not

{ women have to think and act quick-
!ly, but in the making of friends this

| creed is scarcely sound.

|
i

Some of us
there are who can safely rely upon
ability to read character at the outset.
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RE-WON BY SIMPLE STRATEE

N NN

“I don’'t know what
desparingly.

“lmeagination,”
shortly.

Lot turned on her., ‘“Look here,
Maria Bemis,” he said almost fiercely.
“You pride yourself on your
for seeing things. You've been
three days, and haven’'t you seen that
there was something come between
us since you were here before and
that she has stopped caring anything
abcut me?’ His voice broke at the
last words, and he turned away from
her,

Maria iooked at his back, and there
was an expression on her face of min-
gled pity, contempt and amusement.

“I've been here three days, Lot/
she said quietly, *‘and I've seen
you are a pair of foolish children.
But before 1 go on 1 want to ask you
if you have got over caring for her.”

Lot looked at her with indignation
too strong for words.

“I didn't think you had,”
gister in a tone of relief. *If you had,
it would be a serious state of affairs;
but, as you haven't I don’t see any
difficulties.”

*“You must admit that
happy,” he said at length.

‘“Yes.”

“But, don’t you see,
because she don’t
hardly.”

She settled herself more comfortably

it is,”’said Lot

returned his sister,

she

it must be me,
see anybody else,

i twWo
{ seat.

faculty !
here |
| natural,”

i with a

seat. Very carefully,
the thread in the cloth, slit
inches long in the back of the
He picked at the cotton batting
stuffing with the point of the knife.
Then he let the flap go back in place,
the cotton batting showing a little all
along the cut. ‘“That looks very
he muttered.
next morning Lot
gister when KEunice was
rcom. ‘‘Just as soon as the dew gets
off some,” he said, and she nodded
look of comprehension. Soon

and following
he cut a

The

spoke to his
in another

i after breakfast she carried to the barn

. cold tea, a shawl
{ law’s sunbonnet.

that |
| while,”
| tear

gaid his

isn’t |

Ny
| with feverish haste.
{ should get through

a large covered basket, a demijohn of

and her sister-in-
These Lot helped hevr
stow away under the back seat.

At 9 o'clock Lot came into
house. “I'm going to start off
the old covered wagon in a Iittle
he said, “and I find there's a
or a cut in the back of the seat.
Do you suppose you could mend it?”

Kunice went to get her workbasket.
She found a piece of green cloth and
pulled some ravelings from it; then
she went out and set quietly and pa-
tiently to work.

Lot watched her furtively from the
barn. When he thought she was near-
half through he began harnessing

What if she
too soon? She
looked around as he backed the horse

the
with

jinto the shafts.

on the grain chest and began to speak !

deliberately. “Don't you know
when two people, 1 don't care Wwho
they are, live on a lonely farm and
don’t see anybody but each other for
weeks at a time—don’t you know that
they are bound to sget
all sorts of about
That is
wives go in-

things

sane.”

“But, what can I do?’ Lot asked,
look of terror in his face. *“I've
to get her to go to places with
me, but I can’'t.”

“I’1l tell you,” said Maria decisively.
“The first nice day take her out over
the farm and spend the day. I'll see
to things while
put up a lunch for you. Show
all you are doing and plan to do.
her to the pretty places and,
all, make love~ io her as though your
life depended on it.”

“I don’t believe she’'d go.
persuade her.
she is.”

Take

I couldn’'t
You've no idea how setl

you are gone, and I'll! stopped
her |

that !

morbid and '

i gently on her

“I'm not quite
she sald mildly.

“Don’t hurry,” he answered. He
waited with the reing in his hand until
she had taken the last stitch; then
he jumped in, sat down beside her and
spoke to the horse. Eunice half start-
ed to her feet, but he laid his hand
arm and she sank back

through yet, Lot/

| again.

“We are going to ride over the farm,”

' he said quietly.

 his plans,
rin

. hig lively chatter

most of |

. His face was quiet,

He drove on, talking rapidly about
recalling incidents of the
haymaking and speaking of the getting
of the ensilage.
Eunice was silent, and in spite of
Lot was anxious.
In the middle of the pasture Lot
the horse and glanced about.
Some of the cowg were feeding near,
and they lifted their heads to look
with big, inquiring eyes.

“Pretty good-looking cattle, I
them,” he said proudly.

white

call
He paused.
and agi-

i tated, and he did not dare to look at

' his

Maria looked at her brother scorn- |

“Perhaps you never
such a thing as strategy.”

She turned away and walked eut ef
the barn.

heard of

For a long time he stood looking at

hiz Grandfather Stetson's c¢ld
wagon. It had been considered
elegant affair in its day. but now it
was seldom taken out except when
some of the children came home at
Thanksgiving eor for short visits.

He took out his jack Kknife
i opened it, felt of the edge, then
into the wagon and knelt dewn on the |

covered

and

, Buttercup,”

!
i
|

l

an '

i ““Get up,

i

got | their

| well that I learned her to

wife.

“I always thought an awful let of
gaid Eunice, in her sweet,
gentle voice. ‘I liked her looks so

took alil the care of her myseif.”
“Yes,” he said, I remember; and it
was a good thing that you did taka
charge of her. She’s made a fire cow,
i His voice grew curiously husky, and
; he spoke al‘no-L sharply to the horse,
\vll
As they went slowly through the
pasture the cows one by one dropped
noses to their feeding again.
Eunice laughed like a child and now

‘and then gave an involuntary

ln> free

{ e

look |

vears |

| past,

”
by

| ten
| his

peare

| Blackmore's
at |

tend to |

| we would re

{ medicine

drink and |

iitiie
scream.

Lot laughed, toeo.
put my arm arcund
And he drew her close,

hand.
this laughed.
won’'t hurt ihe wagon, either.
did you happen think of
nice idea?”
“Why didn't I think
ago?”’ he returned evasively. :
cught to have, with the poor little
wife kept at home with a weak ankle.”
“] have wanted to see the farm
awfully,” she said, nestling up to him
as his arm went around her agaln,
“but I didn't see how I could, and I

have
said.
witiy

“I guess I'll
vou,” he
driving
fun?”’ she “And
How
such «

“Isn't
it
to
of

it yeair

| never expected to.”

Suddenly she impulsively threw her
arms about his neck and buried her
face on his shoulder with a little sob.

“It's awful silly,” she murmured,
“for folks as oid we are to act so
spoony, gut I—thought—I'd got a
notion that you’d got all over caring
anything about me, and I'm so giad te
find it isn't so.”

As for Lot, he held his wife close,
and in his heart was a great joy.

as

Forgotten Books.

The world, as we have been assured
time and again, knows nothing of ita
greatest men. Perhaps it is equally
ignorant abouyt its greatest books. Are
we quite sure that the idols in our
literary panthecn are arrayed in their
due order of precedence? The rulées of
precedence change, and who shall as-
sert that those prevalent at any given
time are the final! ones? But above all,
are we quite certain that there may
not be a notable work of genius lying
unnoticed and unknown amid the
wrecks of the river of time—walting
oniy for some lucky accident that shall
reveal it in all its beauty to an aston-
ished world?

Such accidents with such results have
been frequent in the history of the
says the Era. Indeed, such acci-
tents have preserved or have revealed
to the world no insignificant propor-
tion of its now acknowledged imaster-
pieces.

The books of the Bible themselves
have experienced the narrowest escapes
from what might have resulted in their
total loss T notable examp:e
is that Deutercnomy, which disap-
peared from the sh world for over
a century. 'The of itg rediscovery
the high pri Hezekiah during
the 1 of wood XKing Josiah is set
forth in the Old Testament.

Shakespeare ctically forgot-
in days when Addison wrote
‘“Account of Greatest English
Poets,” with ne mention of the
name of the ver: Yet it was
shortly af ard that Shakes-
Was resuscite

Fitzger: 5 “‘Omay !‘

most
of
Jewis
gtory
eign
was pra
the
tne
ver a
greatest.
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ERNAE un,” and
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ss and later

by accident.

from the
sudden

still-born
won a populari
RDENS LIFE.—The
companionable
renders him
€ nt 1*}
it dl“'l"!w‘db‘v
uffer from it who ecan
Vegetable Pills. 3y
regulating the and obviating the
effects of bile in e stomach, they re-
store men to cheerfulness and full vigor
of action.
Ireland’s Retrogression.

Ireland is steadily
The decrease
tirely

BILIOUSNESS BU
bilious man is ne

man, because his
morose and gloo
not so dangerous
Yet no one need

procure Parmelee

losing population.
last year was 31,435, en-
accounted for by emigration.

CHOLERA and all summer complaints
are so quick in their action that the cold
hand of death is upon the victims before
they aware that danger near. If
attacked do not delay in getting the
proper medicine. Try a dose of Dr. J. D.
Kellogg's Dysentery Ce xm 11, and you
will gkt immediate relie It acts with
wonderf rapidity and he\. er fails to ef-
fect a cure.

are is

Canadian choiera,
diarrhea, and have to
tions to avoid the
water, cooking, i
to bring on the
comms

tacks of d\semcry or
use great precau-
disease. Change of
green fruit sure
cks. To such persons
Dr. J. D. Kellogg’'s
being the Dbest
in the market for all summer
complaints. If a few drops are taken in
water when the svmptoms are noticed,
no further trouble will be experienced.

is

>nd

Dysentery Cordial as

A Skin of Beauty Is a Joy Forever.

| Br. T. Felix Gouraud’s Oriental Cream

or Magical Beautiﬂer

?ra,\:}; and skin

* disease, and
eyery blem-
ish on beau-
‘\,< Sl
detection.
has stood the
test of 54
years,
| 18 181

the Skin. Me other
Cosmetic witl do it

and is
u‘mless

urifies as well as Beautifies

sure it

prup«lh

made. Ac-

of similar mname.

Sayre said to a lady of tlLe

(a patient): ‘““As you ladies

will use them, I recommend °‘Gouraud’'s

Cream’ the m.,t«t harmful of all the
skin preparation

Alsn Poudre a,‘blue removes

e P

cept
Dr.
haut ton

no counterfeit

as

superfiuous
lmx., without injury to 1he ~kin.
FERD. T. HOPK]INS, Prop.,
Jones street, New York.

For sale by all druggists
goods dealers throughout
States, Canada and Europe.

3 Great

and
the

fancy
United

“cso.xul!hcbusme:_.s\a! d!lhf‘
yme'-rs and others who rcqh/a the ac
having their Patent business transac
perts. Preliminary advice free. Charges mode-
rate. Our inventors’ Help, 125 pages sent upon
request. Marion & Marion, New York Life Bldg.
Montreal ; aud W ashmgtun DC.USA.

IT PAYS TO

when 14 and 15 years

spend 8 or 10 months at

THE CANADA BUSINESS COLLEGE,
Chatham, Ont.,

and immediately after graduation go out
and secure positions at and $7 per
week. We have at the present moment
calls for five male stenographers and
bookkeepers, where the wages offered
are from $35 to $50 per month, that we
cannot fill, as those prepared are all en-
gaged. Write for catalogue.

D. McLACHLAN & CO., Chatham, Ont.
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of age cam

Hote! Normandie,

Broadwayand 38thSt.
NEW YORHK

Best Hotel Location in the City.
Absolutely Fireprooi European Plan.

Located in the Amusemc
ping distriot, the mest Int
of the city.

Twenty principal places of am:
within filve minutes’ walk of the
Family and Transient Hotel

nd shoup=
ng part

izement
hotel.

CHAS. A. ATKINS & CO




