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ANOTHER HERO, were unknown. They feared to pro-
e . ceed with mining operations without
There are heroes who are lauded for their daring on the field. having first having secured a lease of
.}::IEI'E are %wmr.-:- l\-{m a;.\n f“i";”[";f l;;g their m-lmrag_u b;_\_ resealed some Kind, and sinece this could not be
. nere are heroes wWino rsh Doic ¥ Lo suave others i distress: 5 ST 2 o .
There are heroes who give hungry little orphans lm]apinv.-‘-:s',' ol'mllrmd f'r.mn the owyer the enterprise
But anotlier merits mention as a hero—ring the bell o Was at a standstill.
For the man who doesn’t grumble swwhen ke isn't feeling well, Half a year passed by. One day a
: : rssenger siepped from the morning
Let us give the haroes medals who go forth to dare and do ‘ rn-aiﬂ \tI iel quz ed at Daollsh '””“ -
In the crash and roar of battle, and where flunes are Jeaping, toog: h o i PRES. e S0, 31
Let us honor them that nobly help the ndor and weak and small, f stood with hix hands rammed down
I-h!_‘L he ought ta have u statue, finely wrought and white and tall, into pockeis, He was dressed in the
:: D l'ljf_rl?}_j--* from boring athers with his (roubles, just for spite, style of a Westerner. A wide-bhrimmed
10 works on without complaining when Le i=n't i8eling right. sombrero rested on his head, and =a
. —Chicago Record-HeraM. | S 5 A0E
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HE READ HIS ANSWER.

M1G-PIG-PIG-O0-T0H !

Nance Hooper was stand-
ing at the head of a little
open ravine wiish wound
away toward the foot of
the wountain., There was
o low rail fenee across the head of the
ravine a few yards from the mountaln
highway, and agrinst this fence Nance
was ledning. A great mass of flowing
brown lair reached far down below
her svaist, about which heér homespun
frock was tucked into a large roll,
thus shortening her skirts, in order
titat shie might move ahout moie freely,
U'p to the right of the ravine was a
little log eabin where she lived.

It was late in the afternoon, and as
Nuaneve called the hogs a great erowd of
them eame galloping up the hill to
scramble over the apronful of vege-
tables which Nance threw ovor the
feves, From far down the ravine enme
thie roar of the Tuckasiege River as iis

waters tumbled over the ragged
howiders thiat marked its bed. With

her ¢lbows on the fence and her chin
resting in her bands, Nanee lingered to
ligten: to the roar of the river while she
dreomed,. Small elouds were gathering
in the sky all around, and the young
girl’s eye watched them slowly change
from one shape to another, forming to
her mind the outlines of various ani-
mais and birds,

Wlille Nance was thus lost in her
dreaming and pieture-making she sud.
deuly felt an arm placed about her,
Whirling around she found herself in
the cmbraee of a tall young wmoun-
taifcer, whe held her firimly about the
wiist and was looking a world of teun-
derness down into her eyes.

“{1h, Zeb, how you seared wme!
me jooge this minute!™ cried Nanee,
struggling 1o free herself, At the
same {ime two bright tears came into
her cyes.

“Won't yon kiss me, Nanee?”
the young man, eagerly.

“No, I won't. You didn’t have any
business to scare me, that’'s what you
didn't.'”

Zeb released her and stood hack.
FFor 1 moment neidher of them spoke.
Nauce again stood holding the tdp
1all pf the fenee, and was gazing axay
dewn the ravine, Zeb stood a few feet
awiay, with Lis eyes furned towanrd the
ground. At last he spoke:

“Nauee, I'm powerful sorry I scared
Yo"

The givl did not reply. There was
auother long pause, after whielh Zeb
spoke again:

“Did u big day's work yesterday anid
anotiier one to-day, Nance. Put forty-
tive logs into {he river, nearly all big
ones. "

e waoited n

Turn

asked

moment, daring which

he coations!y raised his eyes to a level
with the back of Nunce's head.

“l—1 zof, tlise strip of land pald for
*last  Satarday; and—and I've got

enounsh left to build a house on it,
Nanee,”

Still no reply.

“Wagas bhetter than they MHave
been,” hie went on, “and I thought we
might ns well get married now. That's
what T've come to see about, Nance.
1 think we've waited about long
enough.”

Slience still, Zeb sat down on an old
siump near by and waited a long while,
I"inally he rose again and gazed up nt
the sky all around.

“I'rom the looks of the sky the river'il
be hizh enough to float logs in thoe
morning,” he said, thrusting his hands
down into the pockets of his pantaloons
and siriving hard to clear a strange
hinskiness from his voice,

“They're putting in machinery down
at Dillsboro to start up & locust pin

are
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factory, Nance, Reckon I could get a
goold many loeust blocks off of that
picce of land T've bought,”

Again Zeb's vision wandered toward
Nance, but she still stood motionloss
by the fence, ler long hajr waving
goently in the lighit breeze that was stir-
ring. And the longer Zeb gazed upon
the woman he ioved the fuller greyw his
bosom, until he could no longer with-
stand the pressure; and his words were
almost in the tone of a wail as he sank
back upon the old stump:

“0Oh, Nance, aln't you ever a'zoin® to
say anything?"

Nance continued as immovable as be-
fore. At last Zeb replaced his big hat
upen his head and arose.

“I kiow what's the matter, Nanee,"
hie said, I ecan see it all now. Tole
Dorsey’s been a-comin® to see you of
late; and—yes—1 ean gee it now, Nance;
you don't love mie any mora."”

Zeb pansed to steady Liis volee, which
had grown a little husky. -

“Nanee," bhe continued, “I'd a «dled
for yon any thme, and I thought you
would have loved me right on, Nance,
right on. But now—I—I ecan't say any
more, Good-by, Nance,"

He turned and walked toward the
rond. But he had only gone a few
steps when he turned and eame back
again, going close up to Nance, where
he stopped a momrent. Then be spoke:

“Before 1 go, Nance, won't you tell
me, fair and square, {8 it me or Iole?’

There was no answer.

“Never mind, then; I know that you
just hate to tell me that you don’t love
me any more, and I won't make you,
Once more, Nance, good-by.”

He stealthily lifted a wisp of her long
hair and fervently pressed it to his
lips, then walked rapidly away., Nance

heard the sound of his footsteps grow.
an fainter and fainter as he ascended
the hard roadbed which turned over
the hill just above the cabin, Finally
she looket around. Zeb was just dis-
appearing beyond the turn in the
roaild, and to Nance it suddenly oc-
curred that he might never return. A
scared look came into her eyes, and
for a moment <he stood undecided
what to do. Then she sprang away
from the fence and ran up the road, a
Ihundred fears taking possession of her
bosom., But Zeb was gone. “0Oh, why
did he go¥ Why did he not walt Just
a moment longer?" She quickened her
pace and when she reached tle top of
the nill was alinost out of breath.
Zelh bad gone outi of =ight down the
wmountain. S|he tried to call his name,
but her niterance was only a whisper,
But at last she managed to call:

“0n, Zeb!”

The breeze blew the echo of lier own
tones Paek into her face Tears gushed
from her eyves. and ghe sunk down apon
the roadside to sol away ler sudden
heartsickness.

The clouds began to gather and at
midnight the rain began to fall in tor-
rents. 3v dawn the waters of the
Tuckasiege were igh between its
banks, and the boom-loggers were busy
with their rafts, but Zeb Norton, their
former foreman, was not among them.

Six years had slipped away. Nance
Hooper still lived witn ler father in
the cabin on the side of the mountain,
sShe still went out each evening to call
the hogs at the head of the ravine, and
in her heart she still lived the old love
and deep regret. Zeb Norton has never
been heard of since his sudden disap-
pearance. Gold had been discovered on
the Tuckasiege, and the community
was wild with excitement, But what
seemed unfortunate to the prospectors
was that the rich vein had been dis.
covered on a boay of land belonging
to one Zeb Norton, whose whereabouts
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heavy browe mustache ornamented Lis
upper lip. For a moment he gazed
all avound him.

“It's not exaclly like it used to be.
though It ain't much changed, either,"
he muttered, as he picked up his vatise
and wialked toward a INtle boarvding
house a few yards away, It was noon,
and the traveler was hungry, Meet-
ing the landizdy at the entraice, he
gave her a filty-cent plece and asked
the way to the dining room.

After dining the stranger spent sev-
eral hours in wandering about the vil-
lage. Late in the afternoon he sus-
pended his valise on a stout staff which
he rested on his shoulder and set off
up the river road afoot. Ever and
anon, 48 he framped along the high-
way he would stop at some high point
and gaze across the hills and valleys.

“Just like they usged to be, all just
the same,” he would usually mutter as
he turned away and continued his
journey.

At lust lie reached the highest point
in the road where it turned down the
mounftain on the other side of the river.

“Just the sgame.” he said, “there’s not
even a chanuge in the road. Wouder
Il Mark Hooper lives there yet,” he
contined as he looked toward the exbin
off to the right.

A little farther along he turned away
from the road and walked slowly down
fo where the fence erossed the ravine,

Here he seated himself on an old. fast. |

decaying stnmp, allowing the staff and

valise to carelessly slip from his
shoulders. Then, pushking Lis sombrero
back wupon his head he locked bis

fingers across his knee and gazoed awny
through the opening over the ravine,
It was almost sundown and there were
a few clouds in the sky.

“Just the same,” he muttered agnin,
after a few moments’ silence; “every-
thing just lke it was I wounder if
Nance did—"

He closed his lips tightly against
further utterance, There seemed to be
a sudden breaking loose of something
whielh bad been long tied up in his
breast,

At last he arose, and, shouldering
his staff and valkse, started back to the
road,
toward the cabin Nance came out with
Lher apron full of vegetables for the
hogs, and eame on slowly down the
patlh toward the fence,

I'ie traveler, who had walked on
without leoking backward, had scarce-
ly disappeared beyond a turn in the
road, when his éars caught the sounas:

“Pig-plg-pig-oo-eh.” as Nance called
the hogs.

Again the staff and valise slipped
from his shoulder, and, with his hands
rammed down into his pockets, he
listened, while his heart beat heavily
againsf his breast,

At last he turped about and slowly
redraeed his steps, leaving his bag-
vere wherp it had fallen, In the middle
of . the road. He approached within
a few feet of Nanee before he stoppedd
Then, steadying hiz voice as well as
he coul® he enlled her name.

Nance suddenly turned about and
gazed upon the tall form of the Wesd-
erner., Then, bursting into tears, zhe
dropped bher apron and impulsively
sprang toward him.

“Oh, Zeb!” she cried through her
tears. I Aldn't mean if, you know 1
didp’t! Oh, why &d yon go away?”

Zeb caught ber in his arms and for
a few moments there was sweet =i-
lence,

“Nance." sald Zeb, at last, “I never
conld think of loving aonybody Lut
you. But when I came back o look
after that gold mine 1 didn’t expect to
find such a jewel as this waiting for
me. It appears like I am mighty vich
all of a sudden.”

“Ain’t half as rich as I am now, Zeb,
for I've got you back agnin" and,
reaching up, she took his rough cheeks
between her palms and kissed him
under his big mustache —Chicago Rec-
ord-Herald.

Clues—"Have you any clues lo tlie
murder?" “We bave plenty of clues—
too wmany, in fact.,” *“Thea, what are
you waiting for?' “We can't decide
which to follow first. If we fried to
follow them all it would take a life-

time."—Cleveland Plain Dealer,

| of the trees was laughed at as a yern,

| vid of one by one in a series of reac- |

| the powder must simmer over a siow
| fire with water and soda, then it must

| sort of

And just as he turned his baek |

THE DISCOVERY OF BIC TREES.

When A. T, Dowd Reported His Find He
Was Laughed At.

Once upon a time—it was in 1833, to |

be exact—a bhunter in pursuit of a
wounded deer found himself at night-
fall in a dark forestt The air was dry
and warm, and being weary, he
stretched himself upon the pine need-
les which covered the ground and went
to sleep. He awoke at dayhlght, and
when he saw what kind of n forest
he was in, he rubbed bls eyes and
pinched himself to make sure he was
not dreaming. On every side of him
were monster trees, such as no man
llad ever seen hefore. They reared
their heads seemipgly info the bine
sky, and their enormous trunks, bright
cinnamon in color and ribbed and
senmed, rose like mighty fluted towers,
The hunter felt like Gulliver did in
Brobdingnag, and looked, half expect-
ing to see the huge forms of giants
come stviding through the forest. He
knew that if the tallest church of his
native town was set down in this
wood, the cross upon the pinnacle of
its spire would be shaded by the
branches as woulil a doll’'s house be-
neath au apple free. He walked up
to one of the trees, and spreading out
his arms to their full extent, he
clasped the bark, Then he moved side-
wise, placing his left fingers where
his right kand bad been, spreading
Lis arms as before. He repeated this
acnin and again, and he did it twen-
ty times before he had eiveled the

trunk, This hunter was Mr. A T,
Dowd, and the forest he had discov-
ered was one of the “blg-tree groves”
of California. Of course, when lhe re-
turned to ecivilization, his description

and he was necorded second place fo |
Baron Muunchausen as an hventor of
stories.

As g matter of fagt, his stories were
much less wonderful than the trees
themselves, and the best of it is that
many of the trees are still standing
there to prove it.—Womai's Ilome
Companion.

Source of Radinm.
Radinm exizts in combination with
lead and chalk and silica and iron and
various other things that must be got

tions and operations that are compli-
cated _and costly, says Cleveland Mof-
fat, In MeClure's Magazine. For days

be decanted into big barrels, where o
mud settles: then this mud
must be washed and rewashed, and
finally put back on the fire to simmer
egain with carbonate of soda, Then
comes more decantlng and the settling
of more mud and the repeated wash-
ing of this, followed by treatment with
hydrochlerie acid, which zives a color-
less Hquid, containing small quantities
of radinm.

To isolate these small quantities
from the rest is now the chemist's ob-
jeet, which is attained in a sevies of
reactions and erysiallizations that
finally leave the precious chlorjde (or
bromide) of radium much purified. In
ench erystallization the valnable part
remains chiefly in the erys=tals, which
become progressively richer in radinm
and sinaller In bulk, until finally you
have the product of six weeks' manip:
ulation there at the dottom of a porces
Jnin dish, no bigger than a gaueer, |
some twenfy-five grams of white crys.
tals, and these at so low an intensity
(about 2000) that the greater part will
be refined away by M. Curie himself,
ns we have seen, in succeeding erystal-
lizations, and at the end there will be
only a few ecentigrams (at 1.500,0000,
what wonld cover the point of a koife
Blade, to show for a ton or so of gran-
ite powder and months of hard work,

Ouadricyels Fire Engine,

A gnadricycle, composed of two tan- |
demi bieveles arranged side by side, |
hag Leen invermted in Paris to serve uag
g fire engine in cases of emergency.
It = worked by fonr men, and is fitted
up with the necessary hose pipes und
fittings, which occupy the space be-
tween the riders. On reaching the
seene of action it will be the work of |
a minute to bring the hose pipes into |
play on the fire.

Portrait in Marble Colomne.

In polishing a green marble column
in the south alsle of the new Roman
Qatholic cathedral at Westminister, n
curious freak has been revealed. It is
a white face in the dark marble, which
is by some regarded as an exact por-
trait of the great Duke of Wellington,
but whi> resembles rather the lale
Cardin¥efanning.
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TAKE YOUR MEDICINE,

Now and then you hear a fellow
Make a kick about his iucl;

But you very seldom hear him
Tallk about his lack of pluck

Now apd then a failure tells us

That the world 15 down en himg
But he never tells us how he

Milk and mushed his grit and vimx

Every day vou hear some Joger
Say that he was frozen out;
But that he was ever in it
He expresses not o doubt,

When the ‘wonld stamps on the kicke
Youn ean hear him yoio & mile: —=
But who always scowled at others
Now is begging for a smile.

When + man is down and out he
Always has some tale to tell;

e was always pushed or shoved, but
Never tells you thas he fell,

And. in short, it seem: the rale to:
{(When a chap is on the si +If)

Tell a tale th-* sounds so good he
Nearly thinks it's true himself.

MORAL.
Never squeal if yvou've been buncoed,
For nobody’s in the aark;
Either you passed by the shuoffle
Or you were an easy mark,
If they eaught vou in the pantry
With your finger in the jam,
And you got o proper licking—
cmulate the wize old elam!
—Paltimore ITews.

Briges—"Do
much of a French scholar

Mercer
Griggs—
“Pretty fair, He understands the lan-
zuage sufficiently well aot to spealk
it."—Boston Transeript.

A balmy mood steals o'er the land,
Soft, =oothing zephyrs are exhaled—
A hitter frost comes forward and
The fruit erop once again has failed.
—Washington Star.

Sounbrette—"Yes; I flatter myself that
it was I that made the play a suceess.”
The Manager-—-*Vell, 1 don't know, I
t'Ing you ought to gif der ministers
some gradit for der vay dey chumped
on it."—Puck.

Pallette—"You'd be surprised if you
knesws the amount of time spent on that

consider

e

you

| canvas.”” Pellette—"Yes; 1 nuderstand™

men have stood in front of it for bours
trying to make out what it is.”—Xon-
kers Slatesman,

“You say you saw my sister at a re-
eent wedding™' “Yes, it wasn't very
long ago.” “But I dow't remember
that she mentioned seeing you.” “Yery
likely, I was only the groom."—Cleve-
land Plain Degler.

“That Is very generous of old man
Gotrex, paying for the musieal educa-
iion of the girl who lives next Jdoor to
him.” *“Yes, but le has stipulated that
she shall learn it all in Europe."—Ci»
cinnati Times-Star.

“Now that ye are one of thim, tell me
what a politician is8.” *A politician is
n feller that promises something that
he ean't do to git elected, and docs
semething he promised not to Jdo (o
bold his job."—Life.

Tommy pushed his Aunt Elizer

Oif a rock into a gevser.

Naw he's feeling quite dejected;

Didn’t get the rise expected,
—Cornell Widow,

“That man your automobile bowled
over says he has the number of your
machine.” “What did he say it was?"
“Sixty-six.” “It's ninety, He was
standing on his head at the time be
saw it."—Oleveland Plain Dealer,

“Well, what does he say?" Impn-
tlently asked Mpr, Spoteash. *I'll teil
you in a moment,” replied his secre-
tary, whko was still stroggling with
the opening sentence of a letter rom
the German coyrespondent of the firm.
“] haven't got to the verl yet."—Chi-
cago Tribune,

A Crowless Rooster.

Realizing that a crowless rooster 1s
a long-felt want, George F, Nachtwey,
of Seattle, Wash, iavented one, or,
rather, a mule wmale fowl. Nachtwey
has two =auples of the crowless bird,
both full grown and sllent. Whether
they are deaf and dumb Nachtwey
does not know, bt they can’t, don't or
won't crow. In all other respects they
are like ordinnry roosters.

The crowless fowls are a eross of

Rlrek  Spanish  and  Wyandottes,
Whether this vesult will happen every
time in crossimg (hese two breeds

Nachtwey does not know,

Iz Ressia altogethier there are about
85,000 elemcotary schoals, the total
cost of their malntenauce belng 50,-
000,000 Toubles, or about $27,000,000,




