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RECLAIMED,

Where once there was a waste of desert
sand,

Now fertile gardens gladden a’l tha lanl

Where the flierpe simoon o'er thedesert

Now falls at even heaven's refreshin s dew,

Within a soul held long in error's snars,

Dwells a free spirit in sanctified prayer,

Poor desert land! Poor soul by errorclaimed !

Once ye were lost, but now ye ars reclaimed

s Companion.

A BAD HALFHOUR

BY EMMA A. OPPER.

“] haven't known you very long,”
Marion faltere looking down on the
sand.

“Long! On, Mar can you coant it |

by dayst It has been a lifetime to me,
Marion. . I have lived only since I have
kpown you!

The sectiment was notnew. And Job

Gordon was only a fine looking mas, in|

a becoming summer suit, and s black silk
shirt aud sash—for this wss Rocky
Beach. But to Manion Taylor

“Ido like—lllove you, Mr. Gor-|

don!" she said, bravely. ‘It haso't beea
ong, but [ has ne to care for you
You are the first man { have ever been
willing to rry

:And T'll be the last 1" John Gordon |

cried, and pressed her hand i

They re close to Marion's hotel |

npw. - If the imposing, « to say for
midable fgure of Marion's Aunt Psulina
bad not been spparent on the piszza,
they might have lingered still
Jekn Gordon turned his eyes to her
She doesa’t like me, Marion,” be
eaid, softly. “What will she say!™
Marion was & soft faced and gentle

ryed girl, but she held her chin high at|

that.
CWhatshe says can makes no differ
ecce!  Good-by, Jelhn!"

. G !
*‘Good-Ly!” the young man uttered, |

rapturously,
And a moment later Marion was drop
ping into a bamboo porch chair—a small
Aunt Paulina oce 1a large one
A glance at her strong-featured, im
perturable couatensuce was cnough for

Magion.. She, said. to, hesself, slangily, |

that souet bing was up.
jor my sayiog, Mar
I was dissativ

*suling

aé
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down herself, and drew asigh of relief | h-)r!“ Mz, Tamb demanded. ““What's |

| THE MERRY SIDE OF LIFE |, Thingly—"Mn. T. won't Itime

folded her hands. { the matter with the Deach? It's a jollier
“Ripley, Mrs. Dawson writer,"she be- | place any tisxe; nad now, with typhe
gan, cheerfully, *‘is liveliness itsell. The | fever up there— , this morning's
Cheevers are there, and the lougs | paper < said  everybo« leaving the
Heary Cheever, you know, has just ve. |pnrv"'
turned from abroad—a very pleasant| <‘Merey, Aunt Paulioa!” Marion mur.
young man, And that yousg Loag { mured; the cormers of her mouth waere
be tweniyasix or seven by this | twitching
And there will be others, Bt | My train!’ said Mr. Lamb, get
course. 1 am sure you will be glad I to his stout legs with no small effort.
thought of going.  All young girls have | *Well, I haven't the heart to dmg you
their foolish moments, Marion, sed you | slong doz Its too warm: and
have had yours, and you will yet be ' there's consideration—a o
grateful—" powerful I doubt whether you'd
The station was close at hasd, » go If [ wanted you to,” sald Mr. Lamb,
Aunt Paulina’s reassuriog remarks we with & mmbli ! y sud ma the
| Interrupted iaborious bow ¢ man and boarded
|  **The thice-ten e sald to ¢ Lis train al
tion agent, as she sat down in the wali “Sarely, Mrs
ingroom —*‘is it on time!™ don, tur
“The theee-eichit, do t pon her
ma'am!™ he responded. “It's just gos You wo
ma'am, this minate. The three You'll give it wup, Mrs
the next, ma'sm.” tainly willf
“*Who told me it was three Aunt Paslina looked
Aunt Paulina, stetnly Bat head to [oot Did she
“Forty minutes! Whataa aggravation Marion almost thgug
Sara ,‘ get the tiokets!™ aty rate she look
She seitied into displeased silence : hink I shall g
displeased and unessy. Her brow was
furrowed, aad her eyes roved toward the
wt appreheasively
She wae il t eme, quiet Mario
reflected, for fear poor Johu Gurdeo
in an :l.';)' nr
iid
wt as bad,
Mr. Lamb, in ¥ thin suit,
perspiring still with combined pres
sure of the heat sad & dred sad eighty agement was
pounds, came pulflag {a, bought a ticket, | re eived
)an s2* down and faaned himself ‘ni‘. Marioa loved ber
kic hat and §
] VAR, ) 1 y and the
| exclal 3
for the city for ha
bat I've something | can't
Gordon promised to
{is the rascal! Tmia in
Where is hs, Miss Tuyio!
to know."”
He canw over and sat dawn beside
them-—largze cheerful and smiling
Aunt Paulina frowned,
ts well have smile
as though she had
“You o 3
ineisted, j y.  “"Keeps you informed
] doesa’t he! How do you like kim, sny
{ how? Nice feliow, eh?”
Mr. Lamb rattled his paper, and looked | .
| at his andience beamingly. ]
pe i3 the word for him! O¢
oung fellows 1 ke
ime, Gordon
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| STORIES THAT ARE TOLD BY THE| Thingly— was
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| her huaband's b

| enot hit
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pearances Weren't Deceltful-He
Was Her Goose, Kio, Kie

y~~She'd pull it
Ths earriage mnith to make s team
Hafe from a break when jolted,
Takes care to see that every l-\r(
Is quite seeured and bolte

If THE GRALY

! f ) enu
The miller when he grinds his meal citizen of Cass aven
Toshow he's not & doit, gate the other day and
And make {2 grod as it can be,

cents to rake the leaves of
Jast runs it through a bolt

| Jad said he hain't time
was about to g

of the »
J .\- ‘v xj : :'. «:: .;\14:;1:.»-»" al

The politiclan, when be fear

He - )
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"~ |LAND OF FRUIT GARDENS

THRE WONDERFUIL: PRODUCTIVE-
NESS OF SOUTHE CALIFORNIA,
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Grazing—~Daren Wastes Made to
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IEAMLAND,

Ont r side of no place,
And traversed by mirroring streams,
Is the land that belongs to no race,
e land that we see in our dreams.

*Tis & country of flowers and
landscapes fair to beho
Whers green hillsand grey o
Stretch away toward a sunset of gold.

There are fruits that mortals ne'sr tasted,

yagh it §s time wasted,
15 for this land of the air.

"Tis a place we neved shall visi
3 ot on its
¢ A pimasure ex mnsita
r» we roet in old Morpheus's arms,
—E. R Pritchard, in Arkonsaw Traveler.
HUZOR OF THE DAY.
Clastles in th do not bring in'gny
5
rent, — Galceston News
can easily fill public eye'if yod
only have the dust.—New York News.
She--*'iHe talks like a book.” He—
“What a pity he doesan’t shut up as

er tact will win in buasines:, and
clever tacking will win a yacht race.—
Pittébury Dispateh.
They ull ¢ daily ep with gall
As through the world we go,
sse two: [he man who knows it all
And be who “told you o
] surface is flat, yet thercis &
betweena a level-headed man
pded one.—Pittsbury Chron-

g mors charity than
B e ine man isa't
Y




