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Courier i ^freeman.
WBDNKSOAT MoSHiwa 'At

F o m w , BT. L A W I H C E COUNTY, N. Y., BY •

ELLIOT FAYJ& SONS,
JUMTOSS AND PROPS/fiTOHS.

•"ERMSi ;
TO BBHCMMDM IN CODNTY, 41.00

"to S t n w K i n u OOT OF COOTITV, - - $1.25
IN ADVANCE.

A. A. Parker, . ooomio
M.Y.

Swift, Fuller & Cubley,
^ U P - H SWOT. GsXl, W. KTOLM.

VftAMK L. GUBItKT,
i m u m ADD COUNIIUIU-IT-LAW,
WIM B l k , - • - POUDM, N«w YOBX.

Money to Loan.

ARE YOU LOCKING
/ FOR A,

SAFE INVESTMENT
FOR.-Y0UR- MONEY?

There 1« nothing safer than Beal Eitate.
have taken the agency for Wood, Har-

mon & Oo.'s Brooklyn Properties! one of
the largest and moat successful in the
World. ,

A SMALL PAYMENT DOWN and
Small Monthly Payments secures Jor.you
the Beit Heal Estate in the United State*.

'Howard' E. Thompson,
tattatu, Niw YOM.

C C Ferric At»MnXi»>
• a. reins, OOCTMILOB At LAW.
IT * 1 Hook, Fotodam, N. Y. Money Loaned
•n f m aeooiltr at eair temi.

iuther E. Ellison, Ato»"™1

Win uor, Maw Yomi.
i t taw,

I A C m i l h AnoBwnrAiaJ. A. imitn, osmnaunuLiw.
HOBT» l i i nmi i M. Y.

y
. LAWBMOl CO., N . Y .

. FnwkN.Cleavebtn4, B V
la«taMy: KumlMtionoI Seal Xrtate.TUlM
S m M r a t t o n oi ; i o w a o . and Optaloui,

J . R. Sturtevant, M.D. SSu™,
AIM** U r t ' i l W u i lit Saturday each mbttBi.

W. O. Daniels,n e , 3
>Amrm».

Dr. J. S. McKay,
Ojty^t BWKI^M Mo. •* Matiatatft, ron-

Or. T. A. Pease,

it, D. D.S.,

E. V. Detns, D. D. S.
MM JUoek,13t Macks* M.
LUBIP.1, ,

Red Sandstone Co.
Y. DeaVm te BoOttns Stone

- • ' aadpdoellnonre-

Witwe & Seger,
ftsMaiMaanA Grauiw. BumfaoMon

- ghop and oaoa, Mo. JO Depot

BitcheMer& Sons, - D » « »
._ ., t w l u ( n l n J^^pj .ttmuon.

II. T. Ielephon«B,*B.ll«. BMl-H.1*.

Xomnron AW
dlmot from tiie QUART,

W K U M T OMI. Work nlcai:
jwoitfio tooli. JM1 « 4 l «

nlleMtd.
While Bnmn

Among the Advantages Are :
1st—A' free deed to your

family in case of death.
2nd — A non - forfeiture

clause in case of sickness.
3rd—A Free Trip to New

York and return for inspection.
I have made a Personal Inspection of

this property .ana It strikes me as being
One of the Beet Investments ever placed
within the reach of the pers n of moderate
means. For further particulars, mapa,eto.
oall on or address

P. B. TIMBRMAN,
BUXB STRUT, ' - : POTSDAX, V. Y.

Sanitarium for Women SB8&

ALUMINUM

Cooking Dtensils.
I am agent for this County

for the.Celebrated Aluminum

Ware made jn Pittsburgh.which

is last displacing all other kinds

ot Cooking Utensils.

They are Very light
in weight.

Absolutely Clean and
Wholesome.

Will cook food more
perfectly, Wear Longer
and are Cheaper and
Better than others.

I will make a house to house

canvass of Potsdam, but if there

are any who want to see this

.ware drop me a postal and 1

will call at once. . 22,11

J:F. DOWD,
Lock Box 257, Potsdam, N.Y.

.CHARLES A. OWENS.
T I K I tF PIANOS & ORBANS.

M u a M , SMDLATm and Voionra,
I «MT •anmUr aolWt year artan.

HttttutSL. PiWaM.Y.
OMM* mm ka tail at O. A.Thotpe'i Jewelrr store

H. L 3radish,

TAILOR
Ov«r Ball's Shoe Store

'ATENT
lOn aWftd ttlvtM*

TTO.A.SNOW&OO.
lanan. WASH I NQTON, D.C.

Dr. Humphreys.
Attar fifty yean Dr. Humphreys*

Specifics enjoy the greatest popularity
and largest sale In their history, due to
intrinsio merit. They cure the sick.
no, onus. noosa,

1-FcTtr.. OomertloM, Inflammations. .91
»-Wori«s.WormI»rer, Worm Colic... .91
S-*»«ftla».CSoUc,Crjui«\Wa»»rnliie*« .91
4-MMrkBa.ofOhUdranorAdnlts .99
*-0«Uh>, OoMs, Bronchitis .93
8-4«earaltla.T0otliaeke,*ace*cbe .93
•-Heaiachft, Sick Headache. Vertigo.. .93

l«-4>^ssla.ladlaNtto*WaM»0B»e!l.3S
ll-8nMrWM««>rP»la*lF«Moe>... .S3
la-WaitM.TtmfMruMBMeMi .»»
13-OKM>, Larymllli, Hoarseness .93
l«-BallRhtu«.Krjiil)«lM,EruptloM.. JJ5
lWUe.rn.t ts>., Rheumatic PIUM .93
l»-MaUtto.Cklu>,ri!Tcr and Ague .39
HMSrtarifc.lMtaeasa, Cold la tie Bead .93
SO-Whooplni-Uonth .93
sr-guny DIKBMI as
9 S - M . n o » . Debllltr •'...•• 1 . . 0
30-Vr iaarr WeakneM, Wettln* B»|4.. . 9 1
7 7 - « r l p , H«r Fer«t , . . . . : . . . . . . . 98

Sold V draniiti, or lent on *«celpl ot grtce.
»»-Dr.Huinphr»T«'Hew Pocket Hanual

ot all DlHam mailed fret, „
Humphrer.' Xedlclu Oo., Ooc- wiutam and

John SU» Hew York.

DERMAKOLA ointment
cures all skin diseases.

The biggest and best loaf of thoroughly
| «ood breadis one madef rom Wise King Hour.

WISE KING FLOUR
Is not like other kinds; it is a spring wheat I

1 flour made by the most skilled millers in the |
3 country. ' • ,
1 It must necessarily be a perfect floui.

You will have better...and-whiter bread if
you use ft. Wise housekeepers use Wise

I King Flour. Your grocer sells it. -
nanrtactaiMl eaMrigr

BILXw BBIX. * GOb*
«(*•»•«» Jt. V.

T H E LIGHT ~-
1 THAT FAILED

By Ktutyard Kipling

O&APTHE VI.
"And you may lead a thousand men

Nor ever draw the rein,
But ere ye lead the Faery Queen

•Twill burst your heart In twain."

Be has slipped his foot from the stir-
rup bar. . \

• The bridle from his hand, \
t̂&nd he is bound by hand, and foot

To the queen o' Paeryland. _ / _
—Sir Hoggic and the Fairies,

i OS1E weeks later, on a very fog-
gy Sunday, Dick was return-
Ing across the part to his stu-
dio. "This," he said, "Is evi-

dently the thrashing that Torp meant.
It hurts more tlian I expected, but the
queen can do no wrong, and she cer-
tainly has some notion of drawing."

He. had just finished a Sunday visit
to Malsle—always under the greet* eyes
of the red haired impressionist girl
whom U(" learned to hate at sight—and
was tingling with
shame. Sunday after Sunday, putting
on his best clothes; he had walked over
to the untidy house north of the_parfc_
first to see Ualsie's pictures and then
to criticise and advise upon them as he
realized that they were productions on
which advice would not be wasted.
Sunday" after Sunday, and his love
grew with each visit l ie had been
compelled to cram his heart back from
between his lips when It prompted him
to kiss Malsle several times and very
much Indeed. Sunday after Sunday
the head above the heart had warned
him that Malsic was not yet attainable
and that it would be better to talk as
connectedly as possible upon the mys-
teries of the craft that was all and all
to her.

Therefore It was his fate to endure
weekly torture In the studio built out
over the clammy back garden of a frail,
stuffy little villa where nothing was
ever in Its right place and nobody ever
called—to endure and to watch Malsle
moving to and fro with the teacups.
He abhorred tea, but since It gave htm
a little longer time In her presence he
drank it devoutly, and the red haired
girl sat In an untidy heap and eyed him
without speaking. She was always
watching htm.

Once, ana only once, when she had
left the studio, Malsle showed him an
album that held a few poor cuttings
from provincial papers—the briefest of
hurried notes on some of her pictures
sent to outlying exhibitions. Dick
stooped and kissed the paint smudged
thumb .on the open page. "Oh, my love,
my love," he muttered, "do you value
these things? Chuck "em into the waste
paper basket!"

"Not till I get something better," said
Malsie, shutting the book.

Then Dick, moved by no respect for
his public and a very deep regard for
the maiden, did deliberately propose. In
order to,secure more of these coveted
cuttings,' that he should paint a pic-
ture which Malsle should sign.
"That's childish,'" said Malsle, "and I

didn't think It of you. It must be my
work—mine, mine, mine!"

wuu uiuIeKuee ueep in
grass to hide Bad drawing. You want
to do a great deal more than you can
do. You have sense of color, but you
want form. Color's a gift—put it
aside and think no more aboujy it—but
form you pirn be drilled into. Now, ail
your fancy heads—and some of them
are very good—will keep you exactly
where you are. With line you must
go .forward ,or backward, and it will
show up all your weaknesses." • .

"But other people"— began Masle.
"You mustn't mind what other peo-

ple do. If their souls were your soul, it
would be different. You stand and fall
by your own work, remember, and it's
waste of time to think of any one else_
ln this battle."

Dick paused, and the longing that
had been so resolutely put away came
back Into his eyes. He looked at Mai-

„..„. „. „.„_. sie, and the look asked as plainly as
a keen sense of' words, Was It not time to leave all

this barren wilderness of canvas and
counsel and join bands with life end

to1 the
Jove?
, Malsie assented to' the hew pro-
gramme of schooling so adorably that
Dick could hardly restrain himself
from picking her up then and there
and carrying her off to-the nearest
registrar'* office. It was the Implicit
obedience to the spoken word and the
blank indifference to the unspoken de-
sire that b«ffled and buffeted his souL
He held authority In that house—au
thorlty-limited, indeed—for one half of
oqe afternoon In seven, but very real
while It lasted. Malsie had learned 10
appeal to him on many subjects, from
the proper packing of .pictures to the
condition of a smoky chimney.

The red haired girl never consulted
him about anything. On the other
hand, she accepted his appearancn
without protest' and watched him al-
ways.- He discovered that the meals
of the establishment were irregular
and fragmentary. They depended
chiefly on tea, pickle* and biscuit, a*
he had suspected from the beginning.
The girls were supposed to market
week and week about, but they lived,
with the help of a charwoman, as casu-
ally as th'e young ravens.

Maisle spent most of her Income on
models, and* the other girl reveled in
apparatus as refined a* her work was
rough. Armed with knowledge dear
bought from the docks, Dick warned
Maisie that the end of semtstarvation
meant the crippling of power to work,

I which was considerably worse than
death. Maisie took the warning and
gave more thought to What they ate and
drank. When his trouble returned upon
him, as it generally did in the long win-

I ter twilights, the remembrance of that
little act of domestic authority and his
coercion with a hearth brush of the
smoky drawing room chimney stung
Dick like a whiplash.

He conceived that his memory would
be the extreme of his sufferings, till
one Sunday the red haired girl an-
nounced that she would make a study
of Dick's head,, and that he wouM

';Go and design decorative medallions be good enougfc to sit still a»d-qoite
,for rich brewers' houses. You are ns an afterthNgM—Jaoik at MtWt,

He sat because he could not well re-
fuse, and for the space «t halt
h fe t t fMfa n all toe people In

nMaltopi* far th»

^thoroughly good at that." ,
Dick Was sick and savage.
"Better things than medallions, Dick,"

was t i e answer in tones that recalled
a gray eyed atom's tearless speech to
•Mrs, Jennett. Dick would have abased
jhlmself utterly but that the other girl
trailed in.
• Next Sunday be laid at Maisie's feet
Small; gifts of pencils that could almost
iiraw of themselves and colors in whose
permanence he believed, and ha Was
ostentatiously attentive to the work in
!hand. It demanded, among other
things, an exposition of the faith that
was hi him. Torpenhow's hair would
Jmve stood on end had he heard the
fluency with which Dick preached his
DWirgospel of art.
. A month before Dick would have
been equally astonished, but it was
Maisie's will and pleasure, and he drag-
ged his words together to make plain
to her comprehension all that had been
hidden to,himself of the whys and
wherefores of work. There is not the
least difficulty In doing a thing if you
only know how to do It; the trouble is
to explain your method.

"I couMnput'this-'jaghtrlf'-I.had a
brush In my hand." said Dick despair-
ingly over the modeling of a chin that
Maisie complained would not "look
flesh." It was the same chin that she
had scraped out with the palette knife.
"But I find It almost impossible to'
teach you. There's a queer, grim,
Dutch touch about your painting that
I like, but I've a notion that you're
weak in drawing. You foreshorten as
though you never used the model, and
you've caught Kami's pasty way of
dealing with flesh in shadow. Then,
Again, though you don't know It your-
self, yon shirk hard work. Suppose
)» a upend some of your time on line
alone. Line duesn't allow of shirking.
Oils doj-tuid three square Inches of'
flashy, tricky stuff in tEe~ corner ot a
pic sometimes carry a bad thing off,
as I know. That's immortal. Do line

f u , a
hour fe«
the rait

"I dare $ay vou'll Be at grateful if—
purpose of his own craft. He remem-
bered Binat most distinctly, that Blnat
who had once been an artist and talked
about degradation.

It was the merest monochromo
roughing in of a head, but it presented
the dumb waiting, the longing and,as I know. Thats immort o ln „, .___ ,

work for a little while, and then I can above all, the hopeless enslavement of
tell more about your powers, as old the man In a spirit of hitter mockery
Kami used to say." '

Malsle protested. She did not care
for the pure line.

"I know," said Dick. "You want to
do your own fancy heads with a bunch
of flowers at the base of the neck to
hide bad modeling." The rtd haired

"I'll buy If," said Dick promptly,
"at your own price."

"My prfce**ii too high. Bat 1 daw
say you'll be SB grateful if— The
wet Sketch fluttered" • from the girl's
hand and fell Into the asbM of th«
studio stove. When she picks* It

girl laughed a little, "tot want to do It was hopelessly smudged.

"Oh, it's all spoiled," said Maisie.
"And I nev«r saw it,: Was It Hke?"'

"Thank /you," said Dick under his
breath to the red haired girl, and he
removed himself swiftly.

How that man hates me I" said the
girl. "And how he loves you, Maisie!"

"What nonsense! I know Dick's
very fond of me, but be ba* his work
to do, and I have mine,"

"Yes, he is fond ot you, and I think
he knows there is something in impres-
MoniBin after all. Malsle, can't you
see?"

"See? See what;"
"Nothing. Only I know that if I

could get any man totflook at me as
•that man looks at you I'd—I don't know
what I'd do. But he hates me. Oh,
how he hates me!"

She ..was not, altogether correct.
Dick's hatred was tempered with grat-
itude for a £eiv moments, and then he
forgot the girl entirely. Only the sense
of shame remained, and he was nurs-
ing it across the park in the fog.
"There '11 be an explosion one of these
days," he said wratufully. "But It Isn't
Muisie's fuult. She's right—quite- right
as far a< she knows, and I can't blame
her. This business has been going on
for three months nearly—three months
—and it cost me fan years' knocking
about to get at the notion—the merest
raw notion—of my work. That's true.
-But, then, 1 dldu't have pins—drawing
plus—and palette knives stuck Into me
every Sunday. Oh, my little darling, if
ever I break you somebody will have a
very bad time of it. No, she won't I'd
he as big a fyol about Jier as 1 am now.
I'll poison that red haired girl on my
wedding day—she's unwholesome—and
now I'll pass on these present bad
times to Torp."

„, Torpenhow had been moved to lec-
ture Dick more than once lately on the
sin of levity, and-Dick b.a/1 listened and
recoiled not a word. In the weeks be-
tween the first few Sundays of his dls
clpline he had flung himself savagely
into his work, resolved that Maisie
should at least know the full stretch
of his powers. Then he had taught
Maisie that she must not pay the least
attention to any work outside* her own,
.and Maisie had,obeyed him all too well.
She took his counsels, but was not in-
terested In his pictures.

"Your things smell of tobacco and
blood," she said once. "Can't you do
anything except soldiers?"

"I could do a head of you that would
startle you," thought Dick—this was
before the red haired girl bad brought
him under the guillotine—but he only
said, "I am very sorry," and harrowed
Torpenhow's - soul that evening with
blasphemies against ar t Later, insen-
sibly and to a large extent against his
own will, he ceased to Interest himself
^n "his own work. For Maisie's sake
'anil to soothe the self respect that It
seemed to him, he lost each Sunday,' he
would not consciously turn out bad
staff, but since Maisie. did not care
even for his best it were better not to
do anything at all save wait and mark
time between Sunday and Sunday.

Torpenbow was disgusted as the
weeks went by fruitless, and then at-
tacked him one Sunday evening when
Dick felt utterly exhausted after three
hours' biting self restraint in Maisie's
presence. There was language, and
Torpenhow withdrew to consult the
Nilghai who had come In to. talk conti-
nental politics.
• '-'Bone idle, is he? Careless, and
touched in the- temper?" said the Nil-
ghal. "It isn't worth worrying over.
Dick Is probably playing the fool with
a woman."

"Isn't that bad enough?"
"No. She may thitow him out of gear

•and knock his work to pieces for
awhile. She may even torn up here
some dny and make a scone on the
staircase. One never knows. But until
Dick speaks of his own accord you had
better not touch him. He Is no easy
tempered man to handle." '

"No. I wish he were. He is such an
aggressive, 'cocksure fellow,"

"He'll get that knocked out of him in
time. He must learn that he can't
storm up and down the world with a
box of moist tubes and a slick brush.
You're fond of "him?"

"I'd take any punishment that's In
store for him if I could, but the worst
of it is no man can save his brother."

"No, and the worser of it is, there is
no discharge in-this war. Dick must
learn his lesson like the rest of us.
Talking of war, there '11 be trouble In
the Balkans in the "spring."

"That trouble is long coming. I won-
der if we could drag Dick out there
when it comes."

Dick entered the room shortly after-
ward and the question was put to him.
"Not good enough," he said shortly'.
"I'm too comfy where I am."

"Surely you aren't taking all the
stuff in the papers seriously," said the
Nilghai. "Your vogue will be ended in
leijs than six months—the public will
know.your touch and go on to some-
thing new—and where will you be
then?"
. "Here, in England.".

"When you might be doing decent
work among us out there.' Nonsensel
I shall go; the ICeneu will be there,
Torp will be there, CassavetU will be
there, and the whole lot of us will be
there, and we shall have as much as
ever we can do, with -unlimited fight-
ing and the chance for you of seeing
things that would make the reputation
of three Verestchagins."

"Dm!" said Dick, pulling at his pipe,
"You prefer to stay here and imagine

that all the world is gaping at your
pictures? Just think how full an aver-
age man's life is of his own pursuits
.and pleasures. When 20,000 of him find
(time to look op between mouthfuls and
grant something about something that
they aren't the least interested in, the
net result is called fame, reputation •»
notoriety, according to the taste and
fancy of the speller, my lord."

"I know that as well as you do. Glv»
me credit for a little gumption."

"Be hanged if I do!"
"Be hanged, then. Ton probably wilt

be—for a spy, by excited Turks. Heigh-
ho! I'm weary, dead weary, and virtue
has gone out of me."' DM: dropped Into
a chalF and WUH fust asleep in a min-
ute.

"That's a bad sign," tmld, the Nilghai
in au undertone.

Torpenhow picked the pipe from thi>
waistcoat where it was beginning to
burn and put a pillow behind the head.
"We can't help; we cau'tMielp," he said.
"It's a good, ugly sort of old cocqamit,
and I'm fond of it. There's the scar of
the wipe he got when he" was cut over
,n the square."

"Shouldn't wonder ;lf that has madp
him a trifle mad."

"I should. He's a most businesslike
madman."

Then Dick began to snore furiously.
"Oh, here! No affection can stand this

sort of thing. Wake up, Dick, and go
and sleep somewhere else If you intend
to fliake a noise about it"

'When a cat has been out on the,
tiles all night," said the Nilghal in his
beard,- "I notice that she usually sleeps
all day. Tills is natural history."

Dick staggered away, rubbing his
eyes ana yawning.

He did no work of any .kind--for • a-
week. • Then came another Sunday.
He dreaded and longed for the dny
always, but since" the red haired girl
had sketched him there was rather
more dread than desire iu his mind.

He discovered that Malsle ha.d en-
tirely neglected his suggestions' about
line work. Sh& had gone off at score
filled with sonie absurd notion for a
"fancy head." It cost Dick something
to eommand his temper.

"What's the good of suggesting any-
thing?" he said pointedly.

"Ah, but this will-be a picture—a
real picture, and I know that Kami
will let me send it to the salon. You
don't mind, do you?"

I suppose not. But you won't have
time for the salon."

Malsie hesitated a little. She even
felt uncomfortable.

We're going over to France a month
sooner because of i t I shall get the
Idea sketched out here and work it up
at Kami's."

Dick's heart stood still, and he came
very near to being disgusted-with his
queen who could do no wrong. "Just
when I thought I had made some head-
way she goes off chasing butterflies,
it's too maddening."

There was do possibility of arguing,
for the red haired girl was hi the
studio. Dick could only look unutter-
able reproach.

"I'm sorry." he said, "and I think
you ms.de a mistake.. But what's tho
idea of your new picture?"

"I took.it from a book."
"That's bad to begin with. Books

are not the places for pictures. And'
"It's this." said the red haired girl

behind him. "I was reading it to Mai-

"Be hanged, then. You probably will
be."

sle the other day from the 'City of
Dreadful Night' D'you know the
book?"

"A little. I am sorry I spoke. There
are pictures in i t What has taken her
fancy?"

"The description of the Melancolla:
"Her folded wings as of a migfity eag-fir~
But all too Impotent to lift the regal
Robustness of her earth born strength and

pride.
"And here again. Maisie, get the tea,

dear.
"The forehead charged with baleful

thoughts ant! dreams,
The household bunch of keys, the houie-

wlfe's gown,
Voluminous Invented and yet rigid,
Aa though a shell of burnished metal

Jin Ancient Foe
To health and happiness hi Sc ro fu l -
as ugly as ever since time immemorial.

It causes bnncbea in the neck, dis-
figures too akin, inflames the mucous
membrane, wastes the muscles, weak-
ens the bones, reduces the power oi
resistance to disease and (he capacity
for recovery, and develops into con-
sumption. ."
I -A banch appeared on the *ft side of
Jnynec*. It caused great pain, w«i lanced,
•kid became a ronnlnf tore. I went into a
nnen r decline. 1 « • • persuaded tq try
Bood'i Sacsaparllla, and when I had taken
six bottles m j neck wat healed, and I have
nerer trnd any trouble ot the kind itace."
Msi. K. T. 8nTDE»,«rOT, Ohio,

Hood's Sarsaparilla
and Pats •

will rid you of H, radically and per-
manaaUy, aa Ibsy have rid ttionsandi.

Baking Powdet
Saves Health

and
Saves Money

ROYAL BAKING. POWDER OO., NEW YORK.

Her fei>t thick shod to tread all weakness
down."

There was no attempt to conceal the
scorn of the lazy voice. Dick winced.

"But that has been done already by
an obscure artist of the uame of Du-
rer," said he. "How does the poem
run?
"Three centuries and threescore years

ago - ^
With fantasies of tils peculiar thought. \

"You might juat as well try to rewrite
'Hamlet' it will be waste of time."

"No, it won't," said Malsle, putting
down the teacups with clatter to reas-
sure herself. "And I mean to do i t
Can't you see what a beautiful thing it
would make?"

"How in perdition can one do work
when one hasn't had the proper train-
ing? Any fool can get a notion. It
needs training to drive the thing
through—training and' conviction—not
rushing after the flrst fancy." Dick
spoke between his teeth.

"You don't uuduratund,*' said MatBle.
"I think I can do It"

Again the..volce, of the girl.behind
him:
"Baffled and beaten back, she worka on

still; '
Weary and sick of soul, she warka the

more.
Sustained by her indomitable will,

The hands shall fashion, and the brain
shall pore, \

And Sail her sorrow shall bt turned to
l a W - /

"I fancy Maisie means to embody
herself In the picture."

"Sitting on a throne of rejected pic-
tures? .No, I shan't dear. The notion
In itself has fascinated me. Of course
you don't care for fancy heads, Dick. I
don't think- you could do them. You
like blood and bones."

"That's? a'direct challenge. If you can
do a Melnncolla that isn't merely a sor-
rowful female head, I can do a better
one, and I will, too. What do you know
about Melancolias?" Dick firmly be-
lieved that he was even then tasting
three-quarters of all the sorrow in the'
world.

"She was a woman," said Mitisle,
"and she suffered a great deal—till she
could suffer no more. Then she began
to laugh at It all, and then I painted
her and sent her to the salon."

The red haired girl rose up and left
the room laughing.

O BE CONTIMUEB.]
JtlIl_OS»erv«tIoii.

Blaise Pascai. who wrote a remark-
able treatise on the laws of sound, was
constantly observing the familiar oc-
currences about him even as a boy.
When he was only ten years old he sat
at the dinner table one day striking,
his plate with his knife, and then listen-
Ing to the sound.

"What are you doing with that plate,
Blaise?" asked bis sister,

"See," he replied. "When I strike
the -plate with my knife it rings.
Hark!"

Again he called forth the sound.
"When I grasp it with my band so,"

he continued, "the sound ceases. I
wonder why it is."

S P R I N G S .
Mrs. Sidney Rnhinron apnnt the day

with friend! in Lisbon Friday.
Jimmy McDonald is recovering from i n "

Httaok of Toniilitls.
Mrs. Grahtm visited htl danghler, Mrs.

James iWUcnx, last week.
Miss,BrenieCornell ff Tilden was t ie

guest of Harln Jones Tannday.
Two sleigh loads of VOUHK pfopl" In n

here atended a danoing party at Mr. and.
Mrs. Collins' hi Morley Wednesday nluht.

Hrs. Pliny Beoor is quite IU with then-
matlam.

Mr. ana Mrs. Charley Al'ohlson are
njololag over a fine new baby girl.

Mrs Na. Wood, and daughter Bettte
of Lisbon mm the fruerts of their oomln,
Hn, H. Z. Farteh, last week.

Mrs. Maggie Heaaelgrire, who baa been,
taking cure of Mrs AltohiKn and little
daughter, returned some yesierday.

Mabel Whitney was home from th«
Normal over Sunday.

Mr. Daw* ie atajlng with his son, Geo.
A.Daaas. , ' i

Mrs. John Haddnn of Bnoka Brldne
•pent the da* with bar parent*, As* Bob-

, inson and wiff, Snndaj.
Charley Oartar was In town Wednesday* •

HtattenMth* danoe at Morley in the.
availing.

It is raiaoNd that Mrs. Lwlla MoGraw
aassold her place to James Oar tar, pos-
session to be gWan the first of April.

Mrs, WUlard Lookwood had a alight,
shock "f paralysis last Tuesday.

Thar* at* to ba raon here on the river
the 18th sad 17th of this month.

Thr soldier Amt.
The llou Is the kl»K of beasts, but all

of his mnKiiifltt-nt strength and feroc-
ity would avail him nothing when he
faced a mere ant "But this ant Is.not
the usual kind which peacefully goes
about its domestic duties day by day.
It is the terrible driver or soldier ant,
said to be the most invincible creature
in the world.

Against these tiny enemies no man
or band of men, no lion or tiger nor
even a herd of elephants, can do any-
thing but "hurriedly get out of the way.
Among the Barotse natives a favorite
form of capital punishment is to coat
the victim with greaSTand throw him
before the advancing army of soldier
ants. Tho quickness with which the
poor wretch is dispatched Is marvelous
when It Is considered that each ant
can do- nothing more than merely tear
out a small particle of flesh and carry
It off. Yefln a surprisingly short time
the writhing victim will have been
changed Into a skeleton.

Micbael Anaelo.
Michael Angelo. while painting_!!Ihe.

Last Judgment." fell from his scaffold
and received a painful Injury In the
leg. He shut himself up and would not
see any one. Baclo Iiontini, a cele-
brated physician, came by accident to
see.him. He found all the doors closed.
No one responding, he went into the
cellar and came upstairs. He found
Michael Angelo in his room, resolved
to die. His friend the physician would
not leave him. He brought him out of
the peculiar frame of mind into which
be had fallen.

' - Braallfan Coffee.
Brazilians are great coffee drinkers.

Numerous cups are drunk each day by
the average man and woman. The
beverage Is made very strong and very
sweet. It produces an exhilaration of
a more Intense and lasting kind than
beer. Those addicted to. this habit be-
come very restless and. scarcely able
to sit still or stand still even for a mo-
ment.

Used to Fill Up.
Mrs.-Blllus (after the company had

gone)—Johnny, you shouldn't have eat-
en those preserved ffUltB. They were
.not intended to be eaten. They were

-put on the table to fill up. • .
Johnny Blllus—Well, that's what I.

nsed 'em for, mamma.

Aa Bxmvtloa.
Ascum — He's particularly pleasant

when you get him In a reminiscent
mood, don't you think?

Borrougbs-Not always, He was In
Just such a mood the other day and re-
called a loan of $5 be had made to me.
—Exchange.

Wkltlns For the Hote.
An English churchman tells the fol-

lowing: "At one of our cathedrals the
minor canon was 111 and could not sing.
A suffragan bishop, bad a good voice
and volunteered to sing the litany.
'Go.' he said to tile verger, 'and tell
the organist that I will sing the litany
and ask hun to give, me the reciting
note.' 'Please, sir,' said the verger to
the organist The bishop has sent me
to you to say he will sing the litany.'
'All right,1 said the organist Seeing
the verger remain, he said, 'You need
not stay.' 'Please, sir, the bishop ask-
ed me to ask you if you would give
him a something—I didn't quite catch
—note.' 'You mean the reciting note.'
'That's it, sir; that's it ' Seeing the
verger still remaining, be said, 'You
need not stay.' To which the verger
said, 'Please, sir, shall I take It to his
lordship?'" • ~ —

A Japanese Wedding.
A Japanese wedding is a quaintly

pretty ceremony. The 1t>rlde, dressed
In a white silk kimono and white-veil,
sits on the floor facing her affianced
husband. Near them are two tables,
upon one of which are two cups, a bot-
tle of sake and a kettle with two spouts.
On the other are n miniature plum
tree, typifying the beauty'bf the bride;
a miniature flr tree, representing the
strength of the bridegroom, and a stork
stands on a tortoise, signifying long
life and felicity. The bride and bride-
groom drink alternately from the two-
spouted kettle in token that they will
henceforth share each other's joys and
sorrows. After the wedding the bride's
veil Is laid away to be used as her
shroud when, she dies.

Her Husband Wa> TCol I*.
"Husband In?" asked the gas col-

lector cheerfully. .
"No," answered the woman, "he iBtft

at home." - • / \
"Expecting him sofln?" aBked th»

collector. \
"Well," the woman replied thought-

fully, "I don't know exactly. I've been
lookln' tor him seventeen years, and he
hasn't turned up yet You travel about
a good deal, and if you see a man who
looks as though he'd make me arpretty
good husband tell him I'm still await-
in' and send him along."
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