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The book slipped to tlic floor and
Honoria Keller sat back in her chair
with a gentle yawn.

“That woman was a hero,” she
said aloud. “The kind I'd like to
e, I nevey wanted to be anything
(uite as n® :h as to be a hero. Dear,
dear, that’s what I used to lie under
the treos and dream about, while
other girls dreamed about lovers.
To do something splendid and brave
—think of that ! Heigho I'"’

She crossed the room and survey-
ed her small, trim figure in the mir-
yor, with a quecer defiance in her
foce, “‘Oh, it's you again, 18
she cried. “‘It’s always you, always!
Wover somebody tall and fine and
hero-ish. You'd make a pretty hero,
wouldn't you ? Did you think heroes
were cut out five foet tall in their
shoes? And had round baby faces
and dimples ? Dimples ! "'

She turnced away and paced rest-
Jessly up and down the bright little
room. 'The gentle purring of  the
sleeping children stole out to her
faintly through the hpli-open door.
Once, when she failed to hear it, she

stopped in her walk to listen anx-|

Ileavy feet tramped by, now
in the corridors, but the
wna waiting for did nobt

_iously.
and then,
step she
come,
“TIe's late again,” she said aloud,

in the fashion of lonely women.
“ITe was late veslerday and day be-
fore, mﬁ*:’l day before that—world |
without end.”” A sudden bitterness
disforted her sweet face. IHome !
What kind of parody on the word
was this pair of little rooms in a
great noisy hotel ? Was there the
slichtest resemblance to a
a,hcml. them ? They were bright with
gaslight and pretty awith the bits of
womanly touches her wistful fingers
had given them. She had wrested |

the horror of hotel rooms from them |

And how the

against heavy odds.
Jed’'s horse,

children had helped !
over there in the corner,
doll on the couch, the Tiny One's
rubber dogs and cals everywhere,—
bless them, how they helped ! '
Honoria Keller had been married
eight years and she had never had a

home. From one hotel or boarding-
house to another they had drifted
restlessly. The children had been

born in hotels—that was Honoria's
greatest grief. It seemed like doing
tlic children a great wrong. When
Harry laughed at her the hurt deep-
ened and widened. It was all
Harry’s doings, anyway. When they
had money enough, he said, in his
easy way, they would have a home.
Time enough.
Suddenly
bright little
sound of pain.

the woman pacing tLhe
rooni uttéred a sharp
The old wound would

not bear opening. She hurried to
her usual refuge, the children in
their beds. Their little flushed,

yeaceful faces always calmed her.
““Y¥ou don't lay it up, do you ? '’ the
mother sobbed softly. ““You know
mother wanted to give you a home
to be born in,—Jed, Nell, Tiny One!
You don’t lay it up ? "'

T'or o little while she sat beside
them, in the darkened room, touch-
ing their little cheeks in turn, with
the soft mother kisses that never
walken. Then, comforted, she went
back again to the light. But the
evening wore on, dragged on, with-
out the sound of familiar steps out-
side the door. Somewhere a clock
chimed 10, then 11, then 12. “ItL
was 12 last night,”' she saide and
waited. Then 1 o’clock rang out in
clear note. ““It was 1 the day be-
fore yesterday,'’ Honoria said.

They had parted in bitter anger
in the morning, but that was too fa-
miliar a thing to count. Lately the
partings had all been angry or cool-
1y indilierent. When had they kissed
cach other good-bye in the morning?
Honoria caught her breath in sharp
distress. . ‘"At home we would — it
would Dbe different if we had a
home ! '" she cried out o little wild-
1y, *IHow can we love each other
this way, without o home 7"’

The great house settled into quiet.
Somewhere, a great way off, doors
shut with a final clang, and loud
keva crcaked in their locks. "“He will
not come to-night,” Honoria said.
But she waited until morning. She
had waited that way before, and in
the morning Harry had come. This
time it was different. In the morn-
ing o messenger boy brought her a
nowe from him. *‘‘ITave gone away.
You will not be sorry. It has hbeen
in the wind some time. I should
liked to have kissed” children
rood-by. Harry.''

1Tow long it was she

the

sat there with

the brief little motle in her hands,
biefore {rightened imperative little
fingers tugped and pulled her back

to semi-consciousness, Honoria Kel-
ler never knew. The weight on her
heart did not lift or ecase. It seem-
el to crush and choke her.

the children's
wias not her wvoice. ":-Iw did not
wonder it terrified the Tiny One.
“Nou isn't like mamma—I 'ants pa-
pa !''" he wailed.

“IIe has gone awav—you will not
be sorry,.’' repented Honoria stilted-

lyv. ‘It has been in the wind some-
time. Ie was sorrv not to kiss the
chil—"" She caught her breath as
the row of scared little faces ime- |

printed itseli on her staring retinas.
A sudden wave of keen, pitiless con-
sciousness swept over like a flood. |
It was all so plain now ! The hwulJ
Iy mist had lifted from her mind. .

That day somehow lived itself out, |
mna then the next. Somehow

el

o as

home

Nell's ﬁurrj,ri

The |
qucer, metallic voice that answered |
wondering questions  persisted,

I now !

| ed.

—

the children, Honoria lived.
throb and smart of her hurt wore
all she reallzed at first. Small
things made no impression on her
mind. Years afterward she wonder-
ed whether on those first days the
sun had shone, or it had rained. 1t
was a chance remark she overheard
Lhat aroused her from her letharey.
Someonoe outside in the corridor
made the remark to somecone else.
“The woman in that room there —
No. 21—'s been deserted,’’ the
strange wvoice saidl in what was
meant for an undertone. °‘‘Yes, sir,
deserted ! —ounds like n novel,
don't it? An’' the children’s there
too, all right. Just lit out an’ left
‘em, as I'm a sinner’
‘“As he's a sinner !'
other voice indignantly.
do things  like that.
Imun.“
| There was sympathy in both rough

—

growled the
“‘It's brutes
They ain't

'voices, but Honoria did not hecd.
The words, not the tones, burnt in-
to her brain. Was that it ? Was

Harry a brute ? Dear Lord in IHea-

ven, was she deserted ?"
| “*No! Harry would not do that !’
she cried in anguish. “He went

away—we were angry wilth each oth-

er. He thought I would not be sor-
ry. Not sorry!’’ She sprang to the
loor and paced to and fro, till the
frightened children crept away by

themselves.

Dut the days that went by grew
into weeks, and he did not come.
' And at last the kind-learted gropri-
ctor was driven to take the step he
| had been dreading. He went up to
| No. 21 one evening and knocked
| gently,

I ““Come in,’”" a weary voice said.
! “Ah—good evening, Mrs. Keller,

‘good evening,”' he said nervously.
““I—that is, I've—er—called on a ter-
ribly embarrassing errand. I've put
it offi and put it off, hoping he—that
is, Mr. Keller—would show up again.
I want you to believe it was an aw-
‘ful jolt for me to come up here to-
nigcht and say it, but, Mrs. Keller,—
that is—'' He caught out his hand-
' kerchief and 1mopped his face.
| “There’s a bill against your husband
for three months’ board,”” he blurted
out desperately.

Honoria sat looking at him stead-
|ily, letting this new disgrace filter
into her brain. She did not flinch
before it.
|  ““You mean,’’ she said quietly, af-
|ter a minute or two, “‘that Har —
that my husband owes you a good
ideal of money for our board, his
and mine and the children ?"’

“Yes, that is—er—a modicum,
modicum."’

““And that we must go away at
once ? Of course I see Lthat. DBut —
but—"'"" for the first time her sweset
voice broke, ‘‘but I have no money
to pay the bill. Wait! please don't
say a word. Please go away and let

3§

me think. I'must think. You will
give me time to think."
But how to think ? Honoria

wrestled all night with her problem.
One thing was definitely clear. She
must pay the bill before she went
away. A way,—a way,—oh, to find
a way ! What was to come after-
ward did not matter yet. This
mountain must be climbed first.

The next morning she noticed a
sicn posted below over the laundry
windows. ‘“‘Wanted: a first-class wo-
man to do fine ironing. Fancy pay
for fancv work. Apply within.”

“Grandmother used to tell me I
ironed her caps beautifully,”” Hon-
oria said, a sudden resolve in her
mind. "‘But perhap?—nﬂW——-Iﬁﬂ not
a first-class woman,”’ she added with
a pitiful little bl‘ﬂﬂﬂ. DBut she aps
plied for the work and got it. She
and the children tock a cheaper
room in one of the attics and she
went resolutely to work to earn the
money to pay the bill. That the
work was terribly taxing to her
slender strength did not deter her.
And little by little she saved the
money. Afterward she wondered :
now she only worked. The night the
sum she was saving had grown to
the neediul dimensions, her poor sore
heart was almost light. On the way
ur to her attic she overheard some-
one calling her a hero. It sent her
straight to her blurry little mirror.
“You don't lock 1t !"* she said to
the worn, shabby little figure before
her, but she smiled a little and nod-
ded to it, friendly-wise.
always wanting to be one, and I sup-

rF

' pose this was the best you could
do."

That was the night Harry came
back. He was terribly thin and
wan. “Tear,” he said, after the
| long  explanation was over, "‘how

could vou think I would desert you
like that ?''

“1I didn’t,”” she answered simply.
“"And I didn't,’”” he said, as if he
had not said it already a dozen
times. ““There was no time to write
a longer note that night, when the
Head made up his mind at last to
send me about his business in such
a hurry. And then,”'—he shuddered
—"*then the smash on the train and
the Imthingncsa—nuthing‘nu&a——nuth-
ingness.

“*0Oh, hush 1"* she shuddered,

‘“‘And when 1 came out of it,'
'l couldn’'t remember.
unh remembered tn-f]w Ilmmrin."

““Only to-day, dear, she cried
]t}‘x'fully. ““But, Ilau'r;q.'. to-day 1is
And to-morrow—do vou know
are going to do to-mor-

he

I

what we
row 7'
““Yes,—wait,
morrow were
home, Honoria.’

Mav—""Yes,

let me say it ! To-
going somewhere —

aa

Jack and I are engagc-
Do you know our first meeting
was quite romantic. 1 was walking
down the street one rainy ajternoon.
uheu he stepped up and offered me
his umbrella.!”” Ethel—“‘I see. He

'was caurht in the rain.''

e e e e T

The |

“You were |
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THE IFARM RIEPAIR SHOPY.

1
along without a repair shop, writes
Mr. J. F. Thomas. Tha bullding
necd not be expensive but tight and |
warm. One end should be riggoed up |
for blacksmithing. DBuild a hearth
of store and ordinary clay mortar,
with a good-sized flue, about: nine
bricks to the ~ round. An opening

should be left at the proper place for

the admission of a § or G-in stove
pipe. Procure a blower or heiluws;-,l
an anvil, a drill press, a wvise, some
dies and taps, 4 to § in. for cutting
thread. n hammer, tongs and two
or three sizes of heading tools. Steel
punches for hot iron are also neces- |
sary, but these can be made.

After zome experience, many. other

tools ean be made that come handy.
Much of the equipment mentioned

can often be gotlen second-hand |
from machinists or blacksmiths. Col- |
lect all kinds of scrap iron, bolts, |

old horseshoes, ete., from about the
farm. DMuch useful iron may often be
gotten for a trifle at public sales.
Old horseshoes welded together undl
worked out are very useful for mak-|
ing nails, rivets, links for chains,
ete. I have been using for several
vears a heavy farm chain made en-
tirely from old horseshoes. As to
the actual work in this line, many
valuable hints may bo gotten {romn
a pood-natured Dblacksmith. One
may need instruction particularly on
the working and tempering of steel.
For a time the novice may be dis-
couraged by his seeming awkward-
ness, but after he gets the set of his
hammer and the hang of his tongues,
some experience in welding, etc.,
there will be little repairing that
need be taken away from the farm.
FPut in the other end of the build-
ing a bench or table. Provide a
cross-cut hand-saw, nine teeth to the
inch, a square, a smoothing, a jJack
and a fore plane, a brace with at
least seven bits difiering in size §
inch, three or four sizes of chisels, a
drawing knife, miter square and a
hand ax or bench hatchet. A supply
of different sized nails and wood
screws., This will equip the wood-
working end of the shop for all or-
dinary repairing. Many new im-
plements can be made and ironed |
complete later. Now get or make a
sewing or sadler’s horse, procure
some needlas, wax and thread, har-|
ness- rivets, ete. Put up a stove, fix
up the harness and gather the plows,
harrows and other implements tlntl
need ropairs.

OUR COMPIETITORS.

The odds that Canada has to com-
pete with in dairy products have
become such as to leave no room for
uncertain speculation or waste of
time. Her position near the head of
the procession can be maintained
only by unceasing vigilance. Her
competitors are yearly Dbecoming
more numerous, and the demands of
the markets more exacting. Eng-
land, the Mecca of the world’'s dairy-
men, is being studied like a boolk,
her every demand receives instant at-
tention, and when her demands are
not sufficiently exacting, her
caterers are ready with 3ugge51,inns.|
which are no sooner made than com-|
plied with. Tha race for first place
15 a hot one and the competitors are
powerful. At present there is a
party of seventeen Russian gentle-
men on a tour of inspection of Great
Britain's markets for agricultural
products. The sending of this (om-
mission is part of the programme of
M. de Witte, the Russian Minister of
IFinance, and the expenses of the
trip are being deirayed by the Gov-
ernment. An IEnglish exchanpe
ferrine to this commission savs

“They evinced the greatest interest
in learning how the
Australia, Canada, Denmark,

"
—
]

and

'niently planned homes, and many

‘completed

‘have made 1t a failure,

Line winter both
 The theory they advance is that the

sy

- - 1
willing |

| vent his spite on you.
]'«-ﬁ_-r

butter from |1 am after is

other countries is imported into this |

country. No detail, however small, |
was allowed Lo escape unnoticed, for |
1t 15 their desire to learn all they
can about the wants of DBrdish con-
sumers, and the customs of Drit-
ish markels.

‘IMMussin has decided +to sell her
own products to the markets of the
world,”” said one of the Russian!
rantlemen, “'Germany and Denmark
have a long time been the middlemen
for the trade of Russia in England.
but all that must stop. Such com-
missions as this one are to be sent |
abroad until we discover what is
wanted and how to send it, and then
Russia will take care of her own |
trade.

Denmark sends four times as much
butter to England as does Russia,
but at least one-half of it comes
from llussia to D'eminark before bLeing |
sent over hese. It is our object to |
do away with the middlemen alto-
grether.”

FIEEDING CORN TODDER.

My corn shocks are of average size |

and when husked are tied at the
top with binder twine, writes 1Nr.
W I, Smith. When ready to. house
two 1en pull the bottoms together
with @ rope and tiec with same
Lwine. The shocks are rolled on =&
hay frame up a wide ladder -which
drags behinds This fall 1 shart try
the silage waggon. I think two

il
These shocks are placed in

men can lift a shoek upon such
wagmron.

the barn with a horse hay fork, and, |
while still tied, they are lifted bv |
hand with the same fork to the cut-|
ter platform, which is hirrli above !
the upper lloor as I could make it.
The cutler is run by a one-horse

lovel tread power on the ground.
the room for the foddaer, and all
things to be cut, adjoins the one
having the floor angd the cutter plat-
form, and is one story. The steel
track for horse fork runs full length
of this room and over the cutter

e —

e —

1. D% FORTUNES BY DBEDS

PLUCK MDRE PROFITAELE
THAN HARD WORK.

S e——

platiorm. Bencath the blades of my | How a Boy Obtained His Aunt’s
cutter, which has o down stroke, isd e .

; - rood Will a bl
.1 cylinder which grinds, chews or nd Fortune,

often wonder how I used Lo ::ELL dnasticates the fodder uftm' it is cut.

My stock eat it without waste. They
ara eating it now, and they are by
no means starved to it. T'or bed-
ding in stall, sty and coop it is su-
perior. The heart of the whol® mat-
ter is the masticator. It is not a
splitter, a shredder, nor a slicer.

ILAN WELL.

In plenning a home for vourseli or
your farm animals, let us suggest
giving the maturest thought to con-
venience. IForesce the daily steps
that must be taken and the extra
time unneccessa(y stepa will require.
Time is not only money on the |
farm as in Lhe shop or belvind the
countar, but the saving of one’s self
is important. The cares of many a
housewifo arc doubled by inconve-
L
man wastes valuable time in feeding |
and caring for hia stock because of |
inconveniently planned barns, sheds
and 3jards. Home is like a book,

' whose pages are made up of the days

of our lives, When the cotuma is
it tells the storv of our
life worlk—whether our daily plans

complete success.

GLASS IN POULTRRY HOUSES.

Scientlific men claim that glass in
poultry houses makes them warmer
by night and day.

light wawves are so short that they

 will pass into the house through the

glass, but are there changed into
heat waves which are too longz to
again escape through the glass. They
that thus it is easier for the
heat to get into the house than to
get out of it again, This being true
it is advisable to give the poultry
houses an abundance of light.

A3
A FEW- - STATISTICS

There was a grim-looking, middle-
aged womean sitting by herself in the
railway walting-room tLhe other
day, when a man with a pencil and
note-book in hand sat down beside
her and quietly observed

“Madam, I am gathering statistics
and 1 trust you will cheeriully an-
swer n few questions."

The woman looked at him doubt-
fully and somewhat indignantly, and
closed her lips moro than firmly.

“It is asserted,’”” continued the
man, as he moistened his pencil with
his tongue,
beating is on the inzrease.
a woman.'

““Yes, sir,”" she snapped.

““And probably a wife 2

“Yos, sir."

“Very good. I’ll not detain you
long. Of course I shall not use your
name in any information you may
Egive me. My statistizs will go to
headquarters, and there be compil-
ed wunder a general head. Itach
county will be taken by itself, and
in this county I hope to show that
wife-beating as
known to the law.'’

“*“And what do you want of me ?''

i a—
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You are

she demanded.

“¥You are ga wife, madam. You
have a husband,” Now, then, it is a
delicate question to ask, but does

| that husband—does he——'"'

“Does he what, sir,?"

‘“‘He may come home out of sorts
with the world at large, madam."’

“¥Yeg.""

“He may not have any family cat

or dog to kick.” -
JlNﬂ.Jl
““And therefore, ma'am. he may

ITe may, in

rr

brief, haul off and

‘““And box my cars, do you mean ?° |
it. What |

iqr

‘hat's it, ma'am—that's
statistics,
If he does this——""

“1I'll just give you a [ew statis-
ties,”' said the woman, as she rose
lup. “‘I've been married three times.
 The first two husbands never
thought of laying their hands on
me but the last one boxed my ears
three weeks ago.”’

“Ah ! he did ?

“He did, sir, and the statistics
show that he went out of a window
head first, over a fence feet first, and
that he didn't stop turning hand-
springs and cartwheels and somer-
gsaults for a week."

“My dear madam, I—I——"'

“*Liook at that, sir !"* she con-
tinued, as she touched the end of his
nose with her fist., ““And I wear a
No. 7 shoe, and if it's statistics
vou're after I'll give you i

But he was gone, and she sat down
and, breathed hard, and looked
in the face, and said to the passen-

you EKnow.

.gers around her —

““1f he'd waited about ten seconds
longer I'd have given him statistics
on how many men are annually crip-
pled for life by tryin' to be smart.””

“COPPERS, SIR.”

A schoolmaster in a village school
was giving the children a Bible les-
son, the subject being the healing of
the lame man, as recorded in Acts,
Chapter IIT. Afler reading the

verse containing Peter's assertion,
“Silver and gold have I aone, ete.,'”
| {he master asked, witli the idea of
finding out if the children were
£ mml' o the reason of the healing
Now, whal had Peter rot, then?'”
A number of hands went up, anil
on being Ih','l;i ited to a t'll"ht."{‘:-"i_‘li
rirl of soeven -LI‘ "'\"1I.-|L"J.""-I ul”LL]v
“Coppers, sir.

a partial or |

““that the crime of wife-

a crime is scarcely |

red |

A Plucky Deed.

AMrs. Ernest Willinms,
Yorkshire widow, could not bear the
sight of her nephew, a boy named
Francis Livingstone, The reason was
that, as he grew from childhood, his
features became exactly like those
of his father, Mrs. Williams' brother-
in-law, a man who had brought dis-
grace and ruin on his wife and fam-
ily. The Dboy, who was a quiet,
hard-working, clever youth, was
miserable at his

AUNT'S EVIDENT DISLIKE,.

At last, at the age of sixteen, he dis-
‘covered tha reason. He thought over
it for some time, and then made up
' his mind to a desperate step. In-
stead of coming home as usual from
school at the end of the summey
term of 1898, he wrote to his aunt,
asking that he might be allowed to
go abroad for a time to study Ger-

a wealthy

man. She gave her permission
promptly, and sent him money to
do so.

Mrs. Williams did not see her nep-
hew again until Christmas, and then
she got  the greatest shock of her
life. She did not recognize him
until he spoke. Eyes, nose, jaw—all
his features were changed. All  the
unfortunate likemess to his father
| had disappeared. Then he told her
;leL he had induced a German sur-
geon to operate on his face. The
muscles controlling the ayelids had
been cut a little, so that his eyes
opened more widely ; his upper-lip
had been shortened by cutting a
pieca from the jaw ; and his nose
and ears and ears and chin altered
in shape by.

TIGHTLY-FITTING FRAMES.

When his aunt died a year ago she
left all she possessed Lo her “‘dearly
beloved neplhew Francis Livingstone.'

Mr. John Magee, once British vice-
|consul at  San Jose, in Guatemala,
reaped an immense fortune by a
plucky decd. During a revolution
twenty-five years ago the command-
ant sent Mr. Magee a rude message
to appear before him. Magee kicked
Lhe messenger off the verandah. The
dictator thereupon secot and had the
DBritish representative dragged before
him, and ordercd him to apologizae
for not coming before. Magee raced
the roomful of armed men with
quiet dignity, and told them in plain
terms what would happen if they did
not apologize for their insult to
Dritain. Wherecupon the command-
'ant triced him up and gave him 50
lashes. Magee took his punishment
without wincing, though he fainted
at the end.

Needless to say, Britain put her
foot down very abruptly. One thous-
and dollars a lash was the price
exacted, and so scared was Darrios,
the President, that he gave the con-
sul the privilege of building a pier
and collecting tolls. When Mr. Ma-
gee died a year ago his estate was
valued at a million.

A “"KING OF VALOUR'

is the name Madrid has given to
' Tancredo Lopez. Apprentice to a
shoelhaker four vears ngo, he is now
getting $200 apieco for five. bull
fights a week, which makes his year-
'ly incomeo a trifle over 850,000.
jTlrE-sﬂuﬂ in white, he stands in the
cenire of the arena, while the savage
 black Andalusian bull charges fu-
‘riously at _him with lowered horns.
Everybody expects to see him hurled,
'a mangled corpse, into the air. In-
-L-.tecu:l the bull invariably turns off,
'and passes him. It is said that he
~does not know what fear is, and that
itlu‘s property gives him ‘his extraor-
dinary power over even the bravest
beast that lives.

| George DBristow, the platinum mil-
lonaire, who died a few months ago
in Paris, started out in 1873 with a
prospecting party of four men across
the Mojave Desert to look for gold.
The heat was fearful, dust-storms
constant, water scarce. There iwas

no sign of precious metal, and all
but Dristow
BECAMIEE DISCOURAGED.
One day they came to a terrifie
gorge, running north and south as
far as the eye could see. There was
no way of crossing it. DBristow’s

rompanions insisted on turning back.
Bristow was left alone, with  very
little food, on the edge of the chasin.
e set to work to find a place where
descent was possible. A day of
hard walking, and at nightfall he
came to a break in the wall.” After a
climb down two thousand feet of
almost sheer precipice, he reached
the stream which ran at the bottom.
There he camped. Next day he found
the lode of gold and platinum which
has since made his name famous.

When he attempted to reascend the
corge walls, he found the task im-
possible. He was forced to travel
down the river to its mouth. His
adventures were endless. TPorced to
swim rapids, battered on rocks, liv-
ing on mosses and cravflish, he never
despaired, and agrived safely, "l'ln‘rlg
| Weeks  1atdF, at Merriton, at the
mouth of the stream. DBristow's eos
Ltate was valued at his death at
13,500,000,

-

e Plain—'"My husband never
leaves me for an hour without kiss-
ing me.'”” Neighborly Caller—“I can
ripdily believe it. Evervbody savs
vour is the most considers
ate, seli-sacriZieclpe man in

(S

Mirs.

husband
unselfish,
;_LE'LE world.




