GRANDDAD'S ROCKIN' CHAIR.

A homely bullt, old-fashioned thing, its
joints in every part worn loose,
Jts arms of strong, unpainted wood well

W «from an age of use;

Its creaky rockers seemed to cry as in
excruclating pain,

And nolsily protest against being put to
such a trying strain.

For generations it had stood upon the
footworn floor-beslde .

The old:lirenlace from which the flames
licked ‘lipward through the chimney
wide,

And young and old through years of time
had loved and venerated It, .

That old spiit-bottomed rocking chair in
which her granddad used to sit.

She told me all its history, that malden
of the rosy face,

As we would sit on winter nights before
the cheery old fireplace,

From when it left the builder's. hands
and-sat.as {f in silent pride

Within & humble cottage when her grand-
mother was a bride,

Down through the generations till her
sire inherited the prize,

‘And as she talked the reverent light that
lit the azure of her eyes

Enchained my heart in willing bonds,
and I, too, pinned my love to it,

That old split-bottomed rocking chair in
which her granddad used to sit,

She told me how the good old man would
! seldomn leave that honored seat
When weight of passing years became too

heavy for his tott'ring feet,
And how he'd sometimes sit for hours
held as If in a heavenly spell
Upon his knees an open book, the Bible
that he loved so well.

How she, a toddling youngster then,
would kneel before she went to bed

‘And say her prayers at his knee, his
withered hand upon her head,

And as she talked her lovely eyes with
holy inspiration lit

‘As rocked she slowly In the chair in
which her granddad used to sit.

*Twas only bullt for one, and yet we
found it strong enough for two

‘As In our hearts the spark of love into

a flaming passion grew,
'spite its loud protesting creaks, I
one night pressed her to my heart
And spake the glowing words of love
that made her mine till death shall
part.

And as I sit and watch her as she rocks
our bouncing boy to rest,

His curly, golden, sleeny head soft pil-
lowed on her mother breast,

I felt that mine, if possible, is greater

than her love for it—
That old split-bottomed rocking chair In-
which her granddad used to sit.
—Denver Post.

And,
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§ By S. Rhett Roman.
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may be that a flute is worse

HIT

I than a piano in the hands of an
unconscionable individual,” I rumi-
nated. But then again no man can
expend on a flute more than one hour
at a time. Human lungs could stand
no more. But the piano offers a limit-
less length of time in which to ex-
cruciate the ears and nerves of a
next-door neighbor.

“You say you signed a year's lease
for these rooms?* I asked Harris.

*“Yes, sir; they seemed to agree
with your instructions, so I thought
I had better take them, as they are
downtown and in pretty good condi-
tion. You said in the French part of
town, sir.”

“So I did, Harris. They are very
good rooms and you've had them ren-
ovated quite satisfactorily. The up-
holstercr you employed knows his
business,” I remarked, looking around
at the really fine antique furniture
filling the " high-ceilinged, spacious,
old-fashioned rooms ,and the somber
but beautiful draperies, whose tones
chimed excellently well with the black
rosewood, dark mahogany and old
vak, which made up the furnishing
of my suite of rooms in the dilapi-
dated old French quarter of this
pleasant Southern city.

“It’s all right, Harris. Those brack-
ets and mantle ornaments are su-
yerb. I'm glad you had tiling laid in
the bathroom and electric lights and
Lells put around. I wish you had
found out about that musician, how-
ever. Who is he?”

“He has a French name, sir. Mr.
*8t. Julian Daubert. He plays in the
orchestra at:the &rench opera. If I
had known about his living next door
I wouldn’t have taken the rooms, sir.
When I heard of it I thought the walls
were so thick you wouldn't be an-
noyed.” Harris was serving the first
fheal I was enjoying in my new quar-
ters, and while giving this explanation
a rythmic running of scales came
faintly-but audibly from somebody’s
very nimble fingers over next door.

“It wouldn’t be so loud,” ventured
Harris, consolingly, placing Roquefort
and coffee on the table, “if the glass
doors on the front piazza were shut.
But it seemed so springlike 1 thought
I'd better open them, sir.”

“Leave them alone,” I interposed,
as Harris went through the drawing
room towards the pretty old-fash-
joned French windows opening on a
broad veranda, evidently intending to
close them.

The scales drifted into some’won-
derful exercises— at least I supposéd
they were—then I recognized Men-
delssobn, and by the time I had
dighted a cigar and was seated com-
fortably in an armchair by the side
-of & wood fire in an open fire-place,
I was half-way reconciled to Mr. St.
Julian Daubert’s music. His render-
ing and cxecution were astonishingly
good.

;' ‘Another fear assailed me.
7 “D:iu he give lessons?” I inquired,

sly. .

. #Y-believe he does, sir,” Harris ad-
mltted, reluctautly.

“Good Lord!" I ejaculated in’dfs-
may.
E'or»hn\ing come to this good old

] southérn ‘town™to spend the winter

quietly: compilibg and classifying data
for & work I wus enga on, I ex
pected to spend most of my morulbgs
and evenings in the study I had in-
structed-Harris to have fitted up for
me.

That was betore I was aware of the
musician next door. Well, if he gave
music lessons, plsying-beside Beetho-
ven and Bach by the hour, I would
simply have to:move out, that was all
there was ta.it.

“And.: yet, these spacious old rooms,
remodeled and so graciously reminis-
cent of times and days long past; had
taken-a strong.hold on my fancy, and
I would certainly leave them with re-
gret. .

“I think- the old gentleman goes out
to give his lessons; sir. I see him

‘pass with his violin case every day,”

Harris o\plnitibd, lighting the candles
placed in bronze candelabra ng‘unbt
the wall.

I insisted on their being used, be-
cause the light mingled pleasantly
with the gas and softened it.

Who cares for any but the old mas-
ters, if once familiar with their sub-
lime inspirations, I thought, lazily en-
joying the glorious strains,

Monsieur Daubert’s sonatas carried
me ‘pleasantly back to Heidelburg
and Leipsic, and my university days,
and in the light curl of smoke, going
up from my cigar to the faded fres-
coes of the ceiling, I seemed to see
the laughing face of a certain little
baronness, who certainly taught me
more and better German than the
professors did.

Bach and Handel, and thgse days of
youthful love and folly, and the light-
hearted joy all came back on the rip-
pling notes.

It was late when Monsieur Daubert
closed his Erard with a bang. Brush- |
ing away the pleasant old memories,

and getting up from my easy chair, I
prepared to follow his example and
go to bed.

“It won't be so unendurable,” I
thought, the moonlight sonata still
ringing in my ears, “provided he
doesn't give music lessons.”

Things never turn out as they are
expected to, which of course makes
the surprises of joy and anguish
which go to make up human exist-
ence.

I unconsciously grew to wait im-
patientiy for those pleasant evening
hours of practice on the piano by my
next-door neighbor.

It scemed to me when I had lived
for some months in my beautiful old
rooms, from whose balcony a distant
glimpse' of crowded shipping along
the river front was visible, and into
whose recesses the wind wafted
scents of sweet olive and other winter
blossoms from a square nearby, as
the early spring came, and the doors
on the balcony were thrown open, I
grew to imagine I could read the
character of my neighbor, the mu-
sician, in the touch on the keyboards,
and by his wonderful interpretation
of the thoughts, heart-beats and sub-
lime aspirations, as expressed in the
music he drew in so masterly and pa-
thetic a fashion from the instrument,
which talked and plead and wept and
dreamed strange dreams, under his
touch.

Yes, I could read it all dxstmctl)

There was a deep intensity of feeling,
grand aspirations, pathetic sorrow,
and a gentleness almost feminine, and
vet a bold-spirited decision™in- my
artist neighbor which betrayed a
character of infinite capacities 'and
loveableness.

“Harris, take this note over and
wait for an answer. I hope Mr. Dau-
bert will dine with me this evening.”

When he came it seemed a bur-
lesque on my romantic reading of his
character, to see what an insignificant
man Mr. Daubert really was, although
refined and remarkably good-looking.

There was neither- strength nor
purpose in his face, but he was well-
bred and pleasant. I laughed secretly
at my absurd interpretation of imagi-
nary characteristics because the skill-
ful technique of a trained musician
interpreted correctl) some splendid
pages of music.

Monsieur Daubert grew flushed and
decidedly voluble, and enjoyed the
Yquem and Roederer Harris poured
all to liberally in the glasses. He be-
came commubicative when coffee and
lipuors were placed on the table, and
Harris went out.

“It was sad to be a poor fellow,
playing nightly in an orchestra, when
formerly there had been so much
wealth. His manner was that of his
ancestor, Jean Pierre Sauveur d’Au-
bert, and there was a marquisate
coming to him by rights, in the old
Dauphine province of France.

“How had it all vanished? Well—
circumstances—and then after his
young wife's ~death—une ange de
beaute!—he had been reckless and
foolish. Yes, Monsieur Daubert hum-
bly acknowledged that he had, in his
despair, plunged into speculation and
dissipation. Was he not excusable?

“Everything had gone but his violin
and his talent. So he went from place
to place and played in orchestra.
This winter he was in New Orleans,
but in a few weeks he would be gone.
It was nearly eight and he must hur-
ry. The curtain would rise promptly
and the overture was by no means
perfect.”

Wz shook hands. There would be
no music next door ¢that evening, and
the house would be dull.

Well, I would certainly miss my
neighbor, the marquis by rights, when
he and his violin went off with:the
opera troupe, With such wonderful
talent on the piano, I wondered why
he did not drop his orchestra playing
and tour the country as a great yir-
tuoso on that instrument.

"absence would leave a strange vold.

of solid work. .

Hello, how did Monsieur, Dllberl
get back co soon ? Well,that was hie
business.
‘whatever it was.

1 put down pencnnd pencll. and
preparcd to enjey imy usunl concert,
ax the light fingers: rippled over & pre
lude, all the more 8o, that soon si-
lence would reign in the room next
door.

Sitting in sdimly ll(;room. close to,
‘the open door of the ‘baldony, and
looking out atea flood of moonlight,
resting calm and ‘white over the quiet
cld street and ancient buﬂdlngs. my.
neighbor’s melodles came like the
farewell of one’long known, whose

It was fast approaching the hour
wheg Monsieur usually left off play-
ing.’ ;

A cab, rapidly - driven, stopped be-
fore the front door. There were
voices, hurried steps and a slight cry,
and that indefinite commotion which
indicates trouble of some sort.

I ran down stairs and asked: the
driver what was the matter.

“One of the musicians at the French
.opera got into a little trouble,” the:
man esxplained.

some stabbing. He was bronght
home by -his friends,. He had been
drlnkmg He'd be all right in the

morning.”
Two men coming out‘of my neigh-
bor's door, speaking 1.olubly in

French, corroborated the man’s state-
ment.

I went back, turned on the elec-
tric lights and prepared for an hour
or two of hard work, wondering over
what seemed rather jnexplicable.

It was quite late when there was a
light, hurried knock at the door.

“I'm afraid he is very ill. He is so
restless, and he does not' recognize
me. I can’t leave him, and I saw the
tlight over here, so I thought—"

I stood silent, too much amazed at
the beauty of the face before me, to
answer her timid request, until a soft

‘color like a pink flame swept over it

and her great grey eyes filled with
tears.

“I beg your pardon a thousand
times,” T said hurriedly. “Of course
I will do anything in the world for
Monsieur Daubert. I am sure you
are needlessly alarmed. If you will
let me go to him I can judge better
what to do.”

We went down stairs and over into
my neighbor’s room, which was. bare
and forlorn, an Erard piano standing
against the partition wall. :
On a poor, little cot Mr. Daubert
lay, muttering and tossing.
“Nothing to be alarmed about,” I
said, arranging a bandage through
which blood had oozed.

She knelt by him, and leaning her
head near him, murmured soothing-
ly, while stroking his restless hands.
“Who is she?” I wondered, doing
what I could to relieve him, before
going for a physician and nurse.
When I came back with both I
learned that the wound was not se-
rious.

His habits, like all these Bohemian
musicians, are evidently very bad.
“The man is a hard drinker. But
he’ll be all over it in & few days,” my
friend Bolton said, writing out a pre-
scription, after giving directions.
“That daughter of his is the most
perfectly beautiful woman I'ever saw.
Splendid, too. She’s devoted to him,
and miles superior to him. Good old
stock, but he’s gone to the dogs, and
she follows him all over the country
to take care of him. Strangers? No
indeed, I've known ’'em for years,”
Bolton added, as we went down the
hall together.

“Why, I've told Alma a hundred
times she ought to marry me instead
of supporting that, her good-for-
nothing father, teaching music and
nursing him when he gets into trou-
ble. She’s the greatest pianist I ever
heard and the grandest woman I
know."”

The front door closed on Bolton,
who promised to come early in the
morning, and I went slowly back to
the bare room where the wounded
man lay.

“The nurse says she won’t have you
here. That you must go to bed,” I
said, gently taking Alma’s hand and
leading her away.

We nursed him together for a few
days and he recovered.

“We leave to-morrow,” Alma said
leaning her folded arms on the iron
railing of the balcony that last even-
ing I recall so well.. She was looking
musingly out at the ancient old city,
and narrow, lamp-lit streets, softened
by faint mists, and the shadows of
night.

S “But I will never forget your kind-
ness,” she said softly.

“You will come bn.ck"" I asked
slowly.

“Oh, yes, some day—when we are
married,” she added, smiling, while a
radiance swept over her face.

The Erard piano was to be carted
away after they left.

But now it stands in a corner of
this room and the Cupids and Psyches
in the fresco ceiling look laughingly
down because it is never open.

It am getting on very well with
my work. I have collected an im-
mense amount of valuable data. The
press has made flattering  mention
—entirely unsolicited—as to the com-
ing book and its author.

“Reputation and wealth? Satisfied
ambition? Bah!”

The evenings are dull and slow in
passing, and I often sit idle and long
vainly for the light touch of agile
fingers to bring to me those melodies
which used to drift in with the moon-
light, through the open door. <

But the scratching of my pen is the
only sound audible. She slipped away
from me, like the paling light on the
balcony, and these empty, useless

I took out my papers and manu-

Yyears,—N, O, Times-Democrat.:

Lmu-lm and prepared ‘for ‘soine houn ,

I was glad of the cause,

1 hall,

“Nothing much; mﬂy there had been '

Artin Architecture

SMONECE S vy

NLY a shor.t time ago everyone
thought he must have a house |

with a reception hall. The re-
ception hall idea was overworked
until it was mnot a reception
. but was simply a large
room with a stairway in it, a hat rack
and some bric-a-brac—but. certainly
not the place to receive anyone. Only
one thing is necessary to convert such

for dishes and victuals.
Upstairs five bedrooms and a- b.th-
room are shown. The front stairsland

in a front hall, and in the rear hallis a |

Janding from a stairway coming up
from the kitchen. . ;
The outeide indicates an attempt to

:get something which is picturesque, in-

teresting and altogether attractive a$
a reasonable expenditure: of money.

HOUBSE PLANNED FOR CONVENIENCE.

a hall into a very desirable an& very
satisfactory reception room—a vesti-
bule. The plan which goes with this
shows how this may be done. There is
the vestibule into which one may en-
ter and take off his wraps, straighten
up a necktie and walk into the recep-
tion hall. The mere placing of these
articles outside of the reception hall
gives it'a proper place; it adds one
more room to the serving capacity of

N el
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the building. One cango from this hall
into either the parlor or sittmg-room,
and from the sitting-room into the din-
ing-room. The passage from the din-
ing-room to the kitchen is through a
large pantry which is well fitted with
shelves and cupboards. There is also
a large china closet between the dining-
room and kitchen, which opens on
either side, furnishing passage through

EAPAVNE,

The house is built of frame and
veneered with buff pressed brick. Of
course no one ever builds a house with
the thought that it is certain to 'be
ugly; everyone wants a house'to be
pretty. Nevertheless the fact remains
that most houses are ugly. Butitisen-
tirely fair to make the general state
ment that there is no excuse for an
ugly house. Good proportion costs no
more than bad proportion; ugly detailp

ARcaiTecT
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cost quite as much asattractive details.
The effect of this whole house ischaste
and pleasing to people of refinement.

If so desired, a house of this general.

design might be built entirely of frame
and make a very neat appearance,
Built as shown, of brick veneer, heat~
ing, and bathroom complete, it would
cost about $5,000.

E. A. PAYNE.

VENOM OF SERPENTS.

It Is Employed Very Often as a Means
of Defense Against Their Pow-
erful Enemies,

Poiscnous snakes do not use their
venom with which nature has en-
dowed them on every possible occa-
sion. As a rule, they call it into
requisition only when there is an
urgent need for its use.

There exist numerous degrees in
the perfection of the poison ap-
paratus, certain species having at-
tached to the upper jawbone two or
more long teeth, or hollow;, fangs,
provided with a dropper, from which
the venom flows. These teeth are
firmly set to the subjacent bone and
are immovable. The ophldxans which

are provided with the best poison ap-|

paratus are the solenoglyphes, their
very short upper maxillaries . being
movable, and each provided with a
poison fang pierced with, a central
canal, and not with a simple drop-
per, this canal communicating with a
poison gland on each side.

These poison fangs, movable or im-
movable, with a dropper or . with a
central canal, are distinguished from
others by their greater length and
by their needle-like points. The
canal is pierced by two openings; a
circular one is found near the root
of the teeth, which permits the
venom to enter from the venom
glunds during the time the mouth is
opened. The lower opening ‘is situ-
ated at the point of the tooth and
serves, as the distributor of the poi-
son.

If one of the teeth is broken the
neighboring teeth supplement it, and
sometimes three days after the acci-
dent the new fang is completely
formed. . Snake charmers, to pre-
vent the replacement, not only re-
move the fangs, but also the folds
of the gum in which they repose.
The poison glands are the saliva
glunds, the upper labials, the saliva
of which contains the poison. They
are occasionally very large, and in
certain species reach the abdominal
cavity, but ordinarily they do not
pass the neck. At the moment the
-fangs rise the sacks are pressed
against the temporal muscles, and
the secretion flows into the wound.

The venom is a limpid liguor sim-
ilar to water, often colored yellow or
green. Its active principle is an

__| ssotized matter which coagulates in

absolute alcohol, and upon being
dried resembles a varnish, keeping
its dangerous powers for years. It
is at the same time a poison to the
blood and a poison to the nervous
syetem.

POISON IN PERFUMES.

Experiments on Frogs Prove That
Scents Have Power to Intoxi-
cate and Benumb,

Though it is popularly believed that
strong perfumes have power to in-
toxicate and benumb, and though
workers in perfume laboratories are
occasionally so much affected as to
need medical aid, little attention has
been paid by physiologists to the ef-
fect of odors. But now a German phy-
sician has made a series of experiments
which fully confirm the popular-belief.
The experiments’ were made not on
human beings, but on frogs, which
were put wunder glass bells with
sponges saturated with various es-
sences.

The effects are similar to those of
chloroform. There is a brief stage of
excitement followed by partial or come
plete paralysis. Although many odors
were used, they were found to differ
only in rapidity of action, and the
notoriously heavy and “heady” musk
was found tobe one of the slowest.
Camphor, peppermint, lavender and
cloves a¥e also slow, while aldehyde,

turpentine,. elder flower, ylang-ylang, |

“peau d’Espagne,” asafetida, bisul-
phuride of carbon, mustard and nico=-
tine act quickly and energetically. In
some cases the effect was instantan-
eous. The frog would jump about in
a lively manner, but would soon stop,
close his eyes, and rub his nose with
his paws. His breathing 4nd heart ac-
tion became glow and labored and he
perspired -profusely. If he still tried
to spring he often fell on his back and
had hard work getting on his feet
again. If the action of the fume was
‘continued the frog’s breathing became
convulsive, his head fell forward, and
his onmly response to an external stim-
ulus was a spasmodic attempt to
breathe. His eyes turned outward and
his heart beat more and more slowly
until it stopped altogether.

A Voleano Under Paris.

Prof. Meunier, of the French Acad-
emy of Science, announces that a vole
cano is forming under the Place Res
public in Paris,

Guthrie, 0kla., cured of asevere
case by Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound. 5

A t many women suffer with a
fomgmndxgestion or dyspepuit which
_does not seem to yield to
medical treatment. While the symp-

toms scem to be similar to those of
ordinary indigestion, yet the medi-
cines umvcrsally prcscnbe('l do not
seem to restore the patient’s normal
condition.

Mrs. Pinkham claims that thers
.is a kind of dyspepsia that is caused
by derangement of the female organ-
ism, and which, while it causes dis-
turbance similar to ordinary indiges-
tion, cannot be relieved without a
medicine which not only acts as &
stomach tonic, but h:.‘ peculiar uterine-
tonic effects as wel

‘Thousands of testimonial let-

rove beyond question that
nothﬂlg will relieve this distress-
ing condition so surely as L
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound. It always works in har-
-mony with the female system.

Mrs. Pinkham advises sick
wommfree. Address Lynn, Mass.

ABSOLUTE
SECURITY.
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CURE 8ICK HEADACHE.

E WANT Yo TRABE

Youcan buy of us at whole-

sale pricesand save money.

Our 1,000-page catalogue tells
the story. We will send it upon

receipt of 15 cents. Your neighbors
trade with us— why not you ?

CHICAGO
The house that tells the' mm;.
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