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“JOAN.”

A Complete Story by Margaret Westrup.
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A groat old aweel smelling garden,
and one lHitle mald amoug the fowsrs
End boes and butterfies,  All alone she
wus, for mothar did not come out into
tho garden much these days, . Josn
stopped before a tall pink hollyhock
and spoke,

“1 don't think this iy such o nioe
summer as mosd,” she said, T used to
Bay ‘fnk, ounve—oh, yeurs anid years
Bgo when [ was ker-wite's litle baby,
but | say ‘lLherink’ now, ‘catse I'm
most grown up, vou see”

Then she walked on again down the
Jttle twisted gravel path, with her
hands clasped behind her, and her
brows -grave with thought. For so
Man Daddy used to walk when he wasd
bBaving & big “therink.”

*But It whole days—"most yoars—
fince Man Daddy wont away,” she
aald, stopping beside a gray green bush
of laveénder, “and he stid goodby so
hasty, he squeesad me so hard that he

“hurt, gid Ms eyes were angry, and |
hadn't been naughty, at all, Are you
sorry, sweet lavender?”

She burled ber face in the fragrance,
then trotted on down the little path
11l ghe came to a (all foxglove. She
tilted back her yellow head and ganed

L Hp at the white addl red bells with
wide gravity, hoer hands still clapaed
beliind hor back,

“One duay,” she sald, “n lady came

10 Aes It was—IL was & long
%_{uu were borned,
what bow;

didn’t ke hor, you sen, and 1 woun

Kiss her, and I ran In to mother, and
mother wis 11l on the=I forget—the
bed without eovers In the drawing
room, You kmnow, and the lady was
emiling evar so, aud ber dresa was as
long as & now little baby's, and that
was the day Man Daddy went away.”

Ehe bowed gravely Lo the polite fox-
gloves, nnd trotted on.

Before a group of tall white IHlea
she stop again., She came closer,
wnd, st og up hor arms, pulled ope
goutly down and Iaid her soft cheek
againsl the enowy petals..

For o moment the baby lp quivered,
“Man Daddy loved yon the bestest of
all. . 'Queen of tho Garden'—that's
what he called you, you know,"

Then a cry went up In the warm,
awoel alr. I want Man Daddy—oh, |
want him g0 bad!™

Tho Jittle bands were unclasped only
to be locked (ogether (ighter wstill
“For I'm 'most grown up, you seo,”
whispered Baby Joan to the (all whits

and amwn:upn don't ory, you

el thought, At the end of the path
her piliale wik tlod with
string to & nall {n tH well— Such &
long while it had taken to fix that sun-
shudo “propelly,” but Joan eyed it
proudly now.

“Are you ker-wile happy?" she sald,
. peeping round at the clambering white
‘,lnnd plak convolvaios bebind the -
tle parasol, “Poor mualin |adles, didn't
the wind blow you drefful?”

fvent aho watthed o little bBlue but-
torfly as she futtered about from flow-
&r to Gower, and finally salled over the
wall,

“If I was » buttlefly,” she sald to
the convolvulus, “I' would soon find
Man Daddy.” She sighed, so that her
small muslin pioafore bosom gave a
big he “But then" with another
thought, "I'd have to leave mother."

She sighed agaln.  “Mother sayn,
‘Don‘t worry, Joan,” when | ask whoen
Man lmddy's coming home, and then
she kisses ma ever so, lo make up."”

Bhie trotied on again, with hafnds be-
hind her hack.

A woman looking from a window
turned away (n angulgh from the small
feminine Imitation of Man Daddy.

Buddenly the chubby legs twinkled
in wild Maste up the garden, acrom
the velvel lawn, sut of the open gate
into the road,

"1 ¢an go ‘'most na fast na & buptle-
fiy,” sald Joan, “and I'll Aud Man Dad-
dy at the nice place where Fido was
took: when he was lost, where thore
were such B heaps and hoaps of dogn,
1 know Man Daddy'll bs there,” with a
gleaful chuckls that brought the dim-
ples laughing to hor chesks, “Motbsy
never thought of that, 1 b'lleve It was
the Nilles what put the therink In my
Inulda™

Along the hot, dusty road, meet
no ope It thin peaceful dinser houor,
she trotted; her sunbommet
behind and her yellow hair rivalling
the glowing corafields o plther side,

In her desire to smulsts the butter
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“You ses,” she said, sltting dowi for
ond minute bemeath the sanfgwer and
gazing up at It wistfully, “I'm not real-
Iy & butterfly; sad—my logs hurt a
Hetle”

The wsunflower nodded encourag-
ingly.

“Its & Jong way," sald Joan. "I've
run miles and miles, pretty gold lady
—oh, miles and miles—miles—" her
volce tralled off Into & drowsy mur
mur—"and mileal” she sald, with a
sudden jerk and sitting upright. She
gazed up at the sunfiower reproachful-
ly. "I mustn't go to sleep,” she sald.
"I've got 16 find Man Daddy in the big
place where they took Fido when he
wus lost, It's just there” pointing
down the road, “Goodby, gold lady, T
must be quick, ‘cavse Man Daddy wil)
be lonesome without me and mother,
you see, and mother will be lonesome,
too."

She started at & run, then Jooked
back over her shoulder st the sun-
flower with & troubled 1little laugh.
“My legs won't work propelly,” she
sald, and struggled on. The sun had
Fone behind great threatening clouds,
but Joan took no heed. All hor mind
was centred on getting on. She took
oo more rest UIl she came suddenly
upon a group of popples growing In
the grass at the wayside; by them her
logs stumbled and gave way, and she
sank down on to the grass. She whis-
pered to them in a little volce that was

and full of tears; “I want

" Man Lasdry g St

Ry still and set all her

toeth together to keop the sobs back.

But presently aho sat up. “Dey's com-

ing.” she gnaped, hor grammar grow-

ing weak in ber extremity. A sudden
Eleam Hi her tace.

“Grown up angels ery to Eive the
fowers walter,” she sald, as a great
tear rolled down her cheek, and, knesl-
Ing, she bent over the popples and
nobbed her heart out, while the teas
splashed on fo the flowers. Bul other
drops from dark clouds overhead—
drops that beat the popples shudder-
Ing to the earth, “The angels are
erylng, too," murmured Joan, slespily,
and rolled over and lay still

Tho ungels' crying was long and ve-
hement. It woke Joan several times,
but she was dazed with weariness.
Once she murmured with & smile: “1t's
‘most a cold bath ‘stead of a leppy to-
fiay, mother,” and went to slesp agiln.

In the dimly It room on the litle

bed Joan tossed wearlly from side to |

side. “"You see, littla blve ladies, it
hurts bad In you stummick—jus' here,”
laylng one hot little hand opn hor
chest; “but I'm not erying, you know.”

“No, my brave lMitle darling,” mur-
mured the woman, bending over hes,

~=Rut you 1s, mother!” n an sccess

of utter surprise, "1 feel It on my
head. 1 finked—therinked—grown ups
never—Oh, It hurts, mother!"” her fin-
gera clinging around her mother's; “ft
hurts, you ses” drawing a long, sob-
bing breath, !

Pressntly she began; anxiouvaly:
“That did sound 1lke erylog a ble, but,”
with a tremulons Httle Inugh, it
wasn't—1It waan't, really—"

“No, no, dear—I know—try to go to
slesp,” and she begun to sing a Tullaby.

"¥ou sing very mlcs, all of you,”
babbled the restless volce. “I do like
flower slnging—you can bhear the wind
ghaking their volces—but Man Daddy
won't come! One day, It was yedrs
and years ago, Jittle pink ladies, 1 ran
and ran—you se, I'm not really a but-
tlefly, but, then, when buttloflles use
thelr legs they go quite slow, and I
haven't any wings, you see—"

A frock coated figure bent over {he
bed now, and the woman's eyes nevor
left his face.

“Fever high—she must bo soolhod.”

“T want Man Daddy—you're not Man
Daddy-—do you know, one day, when |
was ker-wite lttle—] eut mine finger
~I ‘erledl—wasin't It funny? But Man
Daddy tied it up and I laughad, 'cause
he sald B was & dully. Would he tie
my. stemmick up If ho was hote? It
hurts, you age—oh, It burts!™

be o

The doctor looked grave, and pres-
ently bo want.

“Davling; you are 89 brave and good,
will you try to go to slesp, to—to he
well whea Daddy comes back?”

. “Is he coming back, mother? Oh, It
with & sob, “ft hurts wo,
mother."”

'uyt;nmtndun.mdotry.
Joan, do try!”
"I will shuf miné eyes—tight, moth.

o, no—="

. Tho eetiss Mitly body luy.righly
“Think of the shoep, dear,” wid the
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“Bupposo sl kened ™ ho said,

There was noPo8ad then In the room
save the ticking of his watth, Pres
ently he spoke:

“Nora, | eannot go away again”

“Btay"—she¢ breathed—"1 do not be
lleve that tale'

“God bless you, dear!™

"“No—no; I was wicked to doubt
you."

“1 deny It, now, bofore—"'

But ghe stopped him with a kilss.

“Man Daddy, kiss me, too, May I go
nod tell the flowers In the morning? 1
nm ler-wite well now."

“0o to sleep again, little one."

Sha shut her oyes obedlently, then
opencd them with o gleoful amila.

“All tho sheeps are jumping over the
gate now, molher!™ she eried—"gvery
one¢ of them!"—The Quiver.

QUAINT AND CURIOUS.

The rango in welght of the jewels in
watches Ia from one one-hundred-and-
ffty-thousandihg to one two-hundred-
and-Ofiy-sixth-thousands of a pound,

The most wonderful of aboriginal
American monuments {8 the famous
Aztoc calendar now fn the  Mexican
National Museum. 1t is a sodias, 11
foet In dinmeter, and carved from wofld
rock. The monks of Cortex burled it
In & mursh, and It was lost for 332
years.

In Franch an excesal’ & growth of
hair on the lip was noted 10 497 {nsane
women aut of each 1000, - hile only 200
wore found in ench 1000 In Lhe geneml
hospitals, It was notiosd that the
latter vory frequently had a personal
or famfly record of neuropathy or men-
tal degeneration,

The floating gardens In the lakes
nearthe city of Mexlco were recently
visited by un English naturalist, who
repotts them a paradise and accounts
for their existence. Floating tangles
af peat moss; rushes snd grass wre
chught by stakes driven Into the soft
Iuks bottom, and upon this mane rich
mud from the hottom s thrown, The
surface la then trussformed imto =
marks! garden,

The new hydroscope lavented by ig- |
nor Pinas, sn Itallan, it s said, en- |

ables human eyesight to penetrats the
pen (o an incredible dapth and for an
enormests ralive A Anval oMclal who
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With the text thi
proceed. Under whe
sible, either for a city or for & WOk

ome, in very deed and truth, a
oraver; :

Thin is the queation to whioh I shall
you to bend ﬁaur thought to-night,
whoethar we have respeet to the wee
which ended yesterday or to the wee
which hss besn entersd upon to-
cannot but aceount the topic a timvi{ one,
It may seem to be comparing small hings
with grest to name the commencement
week of a etnool for giels in the same
breath with the commemorative week of #
eity which gu ltved through the fourth
rt of a thousand years, but, perhaps,

tfore we are done, my boldnems in ven:
turing thus to eouple lgi two may be for
given me.

Of the sorts of lndyship of whiek T bavs
made mention, that to which communities
and that to which in iv:duals may attain,
we will Inok ot eivie lndyohip first, With
elvie ladydhip we associdte thase qualitiea
which win for cities an adwiring love.
Physieal n‘m: th, riches, commercinl en
terprise will xg-n [ rit{ lordahip. That fs
one thing; but Jadyship is qui uuotl;r_r.
For the eompelling of respect lordshi
may suffice & dt_r.n’or the winning of af
foction something of la. is essental.

ow o ttftb Lady ?i{ ;ha nud:«_m!’ Has

any er ground for counting upon
the perpetui oL ‘her Iadyship thn had
the Lady of the Euphrates? Can we trust
I.:f ﬁ:g' &m )ilmpnii;!y timn mnh t;;u“l
when ahe #a 0 -
ahall -be a Jal tmnr.p sl'Im. 'rn-pmdl
the relative mesanre of importance
winb the city, in the long rum, shall as
ured of the market
treastires of the
word “m’iﬂli:i;n lu
e penpe, T
l.'l-on in are of course foremoat
uymtbr-u;hl. linc:'.: without o due tr;-
theee no eity can permapen
ve; but when 1 spes ’o! the o
the soul us esrential o the city that weul
vontury kd::ii_p T have in mind all
tbosp preciows things that go to make up
the intic ns contrasted with the ma
ferial side of huwman_life—Righteous
?—nf 0, Worship? Yes; bul beslds
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from an old man's brow. Our litte
I-yoarold loves to climb on my knoe
ind pat my old cheek and ocall me
g'anpa and. that glves me more pleas
are than a gold mine. May the Lord
kegp the little ones under the shadow
of His wing,

Ob, the horror of horrors AWny out
In Oregon. Wil cloucbursta and fires
and floods and  shipwrecks never
ceane? Every doy brings some new
disaster, some Wreck of {nsocent clilld
lite, some mother torn sway, Lord,

good Lord, have mercy upon the peo

ple and forgive all their sins. Like
the poor fisberman [ would say, “Lord,
| good Lard, 'l am & fool o speak (o

tenea™ When I read the day's (isys-
ters my ald heart throbs with pity,
and, like tho weaping prophef, | ex:
| clatm, “Oh; that my hoad were waters
:aml my oyei a river of tears that |
might weep day and night for the
slain of the people”—40, 60, 160, 200,
100, Bvery day addn to paln and mis-
ory and anguish and desomtlon. Loved
nes are gone and homes, Somehow
when [ Jook around me at all these
happy hearts and facos and the flowers
lifting
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BIG REDWOODS DOOMETD

IO A 1 141

bt with young

et o with mature
timbered areas ruther thda
virgin forest. Where attent8
given the old forests and methol
lubering, It was only that a befter
knowledge might be gained of second
Erowth and how to deal with it

The redwood of Callfornia belongs to
A genus of which the big tree is the
only other species now alive. Both are
allied Lo the cypress, and their lumber
in often called by the same name, but
they are botanically distinot from each
other. They do not even occupy the
sme sltuations. The big tree ocours In
seattered bodles on the west slopes of
tha Blerra Nevada, while the redwood
forms dense forests on the wost slopes
of the Coast Range.

Tallest American Troe.

The redwood grows to a greater
helght than asy other American tres,
but tn girth and in age it ts excesded
by the big trees of the Slerras. On
the alopes 225 feel |s about Its maxl-
mum height and 10 feet its greatest
diameter, while on the flaty, under bet-
Ihe conditions, It grows to he 350 foet
high, with a diameter of 20 fest. Most
of the redwood out is from 400 to 800
years old. After the tree has i
the ogo of L00 yosrs, jt ﬂ%l
lo die down from the top fall
off in growth, The oldest ' redwood
found during the buregu's |nvestigation
bad begun life 1378 years ago,

The bark of the tree offers such g
remarkable resistance to fire that ex-
copt under great heat It 8 not come
bustible, It is of & reddish-gray color,
fibrous In textire, sud glves to full-
grown redwonds, s fluted appearance.
Molsture available for the roots -ia
the first ‘need of the redwood, as any
hilly tract of forest will show,
Wharever a small gully, or bench, or
80 placad as to recelve an une
amount of seeprge, or where-
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‘| whom I oan trust myselt at all

| but_he_must have

ense he xave the
A camol han but one

front logs and iwo In the baf
v begins to get up mo croatufe o
earth but a camel could do such stupld
things. He straightena out his back
legs firat, leaving that part of his
body high in tho alr, As T rose ma-
jeaUcally above the preacher and
could only with diMeulty keep my
seat, a deadly fear came upon me lest

I should fall upon him, and thus ug-
wittingly and swddenly end a‘earcer
of usefulness. My only comfort was
that he doubtless was better prepared
for nnother world just then than I was
When the beast finally gained his ool
Ing and I became accustomed to
“rock-a-by” motiom, the ship of

tha

-

desert became & momt comfortable, &

méans of conveyance,
The Flve Stages,

At 17 she sald; "I want n man who .
Is ardent in  all of love's wayn and
whose passlonatp dovotion may neyer
fiag. He must be 1 and adl-
shoulde iandsom Meelth

1 T bonlful eyes, and, if nodd
KO to the ends of the world for

my
sake.”

At 20 she sald: “] want a man who

unites the tender sympathy of & woms
an with the bravery of a lion. I dont

mind his belng a litle dissipated, bhe
onuse that always ndds a charm, Hy
must be, kowever, accomplighed to the:
Inet degree, and capablo of any saorh
fice for my sake."

& 36 uhe suld; 1 want o man !
unites with an engaging personality &
complete knowledge of the world, and ©
if, of necessity, he happons to have &
paxt, ho must also have & fulw
man whom | can look up to, snd with
withont the slightest embarrassmes

AL 30 sho anlll: “T want & man
monuy. - Ho oan have any other
tributes that a man ought to po
money,

moee hio haa tho botter 1 will




