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DAY UNTO DAY.
“Day unto day uttereth speech, and
aight unto night showeth knowledge.”
=Prlm XIX. &

‘Whether paln or pleasure,
Whether sun or rain

Made the day’s full measure
One of loss'or main.

Night to night is showing

What has come and gone
In:Xle current flowing

From gray dusk ‘to dawn—
In the current steady

Goes from sun to sun,
Ready or unready,

All that we have done,

All the dim tomorrows,
Stretching far away!

Each one somehow borrows
Gladness of today,

And the nights unending
Echo us our dreams,

Wreathing them, and blendlns‘
Them In happy gleams,

Day, to day is calling—
And tomogrow knows,
‘Whether glad or galling;
Whether thorn or rose;

- Whether deed or thinking;
All that we have done—

Day to day is linking
. All from sun to sun.

: Night to night replying
Murmurs through the dusk,

s As a gleaner sighing

. Over grain and husk.
Day to day is bringing
Bomething for our good—
‘We might sense the singing
If we understood.
—Chicago Daily Tribune.

THE POOTSTER OF PEAR §
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By L.H. HAMMOND.
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T was Christine’s friend, Tom, through
whom Fear entered the child’s
life. Before Tom began to spend his
evenings in the kitchen Christine had
been the most considerate of nurses.
When she tucked the bedclothes about
her small charge at night, and sat be-
side her until the:little one fell asleep,
her talk had been all of h.lrles. and
hawthorn hedges, and the green Eng-

_ lish flelds in which she had played as

& child; but when Tom began to wait
for her below stairs—to wailt in the
company of Ellen, the jolly cook, and
Maggie, the blue-eyed housemaid,
Christine had grown cross and impa-
tient. She undressed the little girl al-

" most roughly, and even hurried her

through her prayers. When she
tucked her in bed she refused to-sit
beside her: and in_ answer. to the
child’s half-suppressed sob she paused
in the act of turning out the gas to
bend close ahove the small pillow and
the suddenly widened eyes that stared
at her in the dimmed light. Her voice
itself was a threat as she opened the
door in the child’s soul by whleh Fear
might enter in.

“As long as you are good nothing
will hurt you,” she concluded, more
kindly. “Be quiet and don’t tell and
you're all right.”” She turned the gas
quite out, and closed the door, leaving
Fear to watch in her place by the bed.

Not that the child called it Fear; she
knew no name for the vague, formless
thing. But its formlessness was an
added terror, which was heightened
by the fact that to her strained imag-
ination an audible footfall came from
that void which was fts presence, while
above its awful shapelesaness she felt,
though she never saw—a face. Beast,
monster, devil—whether one or all: of
these she could not say; and only b%o-
cause a thing spoken of must be desig-
nated by a word could cne call ths
dark impersonal presence It.

Every night after this It came, a
terrible black emptiness moving with
slow, steady steps to the chijd’s bed.
The steps fell first in the long hall,
when Christine turned out the nursery
gas. As she went out she moved noise-
lessly over the thick carpet toward the
door which led to the back hall, and
the progress of her retreat was known
to the cowering child only by the
sound of the other’s stealthy approach
—& soundgdistinctly heard above the
heavy beating of her own heart. It
moved a step nearer for every step that
Christine movéd away; when she stood
at the door of the back hall It stood at
the nursery door, always; when she

* opened the door—softly, lest it should

be known downstairs that she had
left the nursery before sleep came to
its small inmate—It entered; and when
Christine closed the door behind her
It sprang with a great leap to the
child’s bedside, and hung over her in
the dark, moving and gibing, with
an awful threat behind its senseless
leer. She could never see the face
nor the' leer; if she could have done
that she might have borne it; she only
felt them through the shuddering dark.

And It was not alone; the tiger un-
der the bed belonged to It, and the ape
in the closet, and the man with the
black mask and the sword. These also
were unseen enemies, but she knew
all about them; Christine had told her,
not only on that first dreadful night,
but often since. They were friends
of . Christine's,
'way, and so long as the child obeyed
Zher they were not to ‘be feared; but
. she ever cried, or called for mother,
‘or told aunyone that Christine did not
“stay with her until she' was' asleep—
then they would spring at her in the
“rk and tear her limb from limb,

.she obeyed.she was safe; Christine
nul. 80, and Christine never:told ‘Hes;
sbe sald she never did: and, besides,

in some ' mysterious’

Christine with her.
she shivered as she thought of the uko
of fire. But he was digging Miss

Homer’s eyes out of her head—her
beautiful eyes—to see why they didn’t
shut faster. God would burn her up;
but it wasn’t fair when other people
made you tell lies; perhaps God did
something to them, too. But He
wouldn’t do anything to Christine; she
was always good. That was why the
tiger loved her, and the man, and the
ape; they hated ‘bad people—oh, did
they know she was a liar? She shrank
further down under the bedclothes.
Christine said they wouldn't hurt her
if she kept still; but Christine didn’t
know about It. It would mot mind
Christine; It would not mind anybody;
and It was the tiger’s friend, too!
She dared not open her eyes, but she
knew that in the dark It was bending
down, and that the tiger had crawled
to the edge of the bed to lick-It's hand.
The ape peered out of the closet grin-
ning a welcome to It, and the man in

| the mask stood just behind.  They

were all It's friends, and It hated her.
But it was 8o dark; perhaps they could
not see her—though she knew in the
depths of her cowering little soul that
they did. Perhaps she could spring
out of bed on the other side, and reach
the hall door before It or the tiger
could catch her. But the closet! she
would have to pass that. She felt the
ape’s skinny fingers, and the man’s
sword at her throat. It bent closer
over the bed; did It know what she
had been about to do? 3
Time dragged by. The door-bell
rang, and company came in. “Laughter
floated up the stairs, and It grinned
hideously at the thought of the com-
pany.in the nursery. Once her mother
sang, and that comforted her. Ages
afterward her mother came upstairs.
The man and the ape drew back into
the depths of the closet; the tiger
crawled to the exact middle of the
space under the bed and curled its
tail up carefully; It passed nolselessly
to the other side of the room, and hid
in the shadows as the door opened,
and her mother—her dearest mother—
came in and bent down to kiss her
cheek. She dared not stir, but she
knew that It was gone. Her mother
touched her forehead gently. *“The
child is in a perspiration,” she said to
herself; “but there doesn’t seem to be
too much cover; Christine is so care-
ful. How fast asleep she is!’’ and with
another kiss she went through into
her own room, leaving the connecting
door open. When she put out her light
1t slipped back, but the door was open,
and It did not dare to come yvery close
to the bed. The tiger had gone- to
sleep, and the ape and the man knew
her mother was there; they were afraid
—oho! The little body relaxed, the
breath came freely, and out on the full
tide of sleep she' drifted beyond. It's
This happened many nights, through
many years. At first It never dared to

- come in the daytime; but at dusk she

knew the stealthy footfall .was coming
steadily to meet her, and that in the
dark It would stand by her bed, with
its horrible, unseen leer. She had, as
she grew older, tried the effect of leav-
ing her gas burning; but in the Jone-
liness and silence of the night It was
all-powerful, and could shroud itself
in darkness: and light alike, Rvery
night her mother came to give her a
last good-night kiss, but the ¢hild
never told her that she was awake;
she was afraid to speak of It at night,
and in the daytime she was ashamed.

She no longer bell:z? in the tiger
or the ape, though she

under the bed and in the closet every
night to make sure, and took off her

feeling cold, sharp claws on her atkles
as she did so, and tucking the covers
about her with feverish haste. The
man was no longer in the closet, -and
had lost his mask and his sword. /He
carried a knife now, and came with It.
The two crept up the stairs together
night after night. Sometimes _they
paused at her mother’s door, or her
brother’s, instead of her own, and she
would spring out of bed to call them
before it should be too late. But she
was ashamed to give a false alarm,

first, shakihg with cold, her teeth chat-
tering; and always, as she turned with
wide eyes to face them, they were gone.
.She ' would rush to ‘the -head .of:the
stalrs after them, but they could not
be seen, though the'stairs creaked, one
by one, under their invisible tread.
She could never understand why the
sound did not rouse the world. Some-
timés, in a frenzy. of: terror to which
anything was better than unceértainty,
she fled after them, barefooted and
silent. It mattered little at such times
that'the man might turn in the dark-
ness and plunge his knife into her
heart, if only she could seize It by the
throat and turn it to the light and look
once full in its face. To do that meant
death or freedom, she knew; and there
were times when she cared little which
it might be. At every point she strove
to face the thing she feared; and at
every point it eluded her, and stood
unseen, but felt,"a little further down
her path.

Years afterward, when she mrrlod
the footstep which had dogged her life
began to track the man she loved; then
it followed the child. The. daytime
ceased to” protect her. ‘Through the
long summers in every iightning flash
It's lean singer threatened them both;
and when the wild western winds
shook the  hpuse It leered &t her
through ‘the sform. Day and night
It's' power grew with her love, anil
though she still .lttpgzl“v it 'was with~

out hope,. .. ...
l Mmmntﬂlhoh!hll"bﬂl
thinking a mother’s thoughts about the

slippers in the middle of the room '
to leap into the bed from a distance, | Then she turned and went into the
"house with the light of freedom on

80 she always lit the gas in the hall |

“You shall never touch the child,”
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?l ®weshe are hunted after the
ethod used on the Roanoke river in’

Notth Carolina,” sald a New- York

she said. “I will fill her life so full of| PI8C® there is-no choleer haunt for

love and courage that there will be no
room fin it for you to come. Ywm
darken my life as you will, bat:the

child shall never know that you exist.”

It drew closer, and as she faced It's
nearing presence she knew that It's
face was distorted by a thousand pas-
slons; but the child’s hand lay in hers, |
and though she trembled, she lnlhd in
the dark.

Often the man she loved was called
from home, and ‘through the. long
night and ‘stormy days of ‘that wind-
cursed country she fought with 1t for
the child." When the boy came she had
a double sirength, and with ‘the baby
she knew herself {invincible. They
grew up happy and unafraid; for if
terror threatened their childish hearts
it vanished before love's magic touch.
Love filled their days and nights, and
ruled their world, and gave them wis-
dom for an impregnable defense. Ab-
sorbed in this struggle the . woman
fought her own fears no longer, and
thought of them only when she must.
Her consciousness of . It became fo-
cused in a determination to keep a
like eonsclompm out of her ‘children’s
livea.

The years passed by. Never once
had her old desire been granted to
her—to see the vague terror take the
tangible shape of danger before her
eyes, that she might face her fear and
find in its actual presence either the
freedom for which she longed or the
death to which she had once been in-
different.

But one morning when the man she
loved was away from home and the
children were at school she glanced
up from her sewing and saw two men
come in at the gate. Either of them
might-have been It made visible to the
eyes of day, so evil were their faces.
The old house was a detached one,:
set in a large yard, and there was no
one on the place at the moment ex-
cept herself and the housemaid. Aoc-
customed to forestalling the fears of
others rather than to thinking of her
own, she went herself to the door;
the maid, she knew, would be fright-
ened. She opened the door a little way,
and in answer to the younger man’s
(,lemlnd for money replied she had
none to give him. The man swore a
great oath, which was echoed by his
companion. She had opened the door
such a little way that they knew the
house was empty save for women.

“We will come in and see what you
have got,” said the man, “‘and whut we
want we will take.” He let. hls shoul-
der. to the door.

A sudden rage rushed upon bcr and
swept her out beyond all knowledge of
herself. She flung the door wide and
stepped up close to 'the man, her eyes
blazing into his. 'She spoke in a new
voice. ;

“I will give you ten seconds to get
outside that gate,” she said. “Now go.”

They turned and fled. She stood and
watched them as they ran down the
walk, under the flickering shadows of
the elms, her anger still hot within
her. Then she leaned against the door-

‘way, trembling, for she caught sudden-

ly the sound of a stealthy step, which
fled before the men, and knew that
three passed out at the gate. The
men’s shoes clattered on the brick
walk; but ‘the sound that rang to
heaven was the hurrying tread of the

ooked for them | silent footfall, whose terror had filled
jher life. She stood listening through

the clear sunshine until it ceased,
knowing that it ceased for all time.

'

her face.—N. ¥. Independent.

To the Letter.

All oriental servants put a strict
construction upon orders. ‘Perhaps
the Hindus may bear off the palm for
excellence in this matter. At any rate,
the experience of an American woman
with her native servant in India last
year shows a praiseworthy readiness
to follow instructions to the letter. ’

The mistress had -instructed her
servant always to put a napkin in the
bottom of the fruit dish or of the cake
basket whenever any of these dishes
were to be brought to the table. From
‘that time the napkin was never for-'
gotten.

One day a tureen of tomato soup wu

before the woman ‘At the head

the tablc. She began to ladle out

-the soup when something like the core

ner of a rag was brought to the sur-

face. Investigation revealed more of

the disquieiing material with the hint
of a fringed border.

The servant was called.
this?” 'he was asked. “That, mem-
sahib,” he explained, * is the; nlpkln
which you told me always to put in the
bottom of dishes of this kiud before
bringing them to the uble."—Yout.h'
‘Companion.

“What is

Necessity for Regrets.

Once upon a time, on a winter morn-
ing, a-tramp in the neighborhood of
the “Four Hundred” was going from
house to house seeking a breakfast.

At the first house lie was invited to
clean the snow from the front walk as
a condition precedent to the ‘desired
meal. He turned sorrowfully from the
door and called at the next house,
where he had to face a simflar invita-
tion. 8o it went from house to house

until the tramp selected a breakfasting-

piace where~ the snow had beon reo-
‘moyed : ;

oral: Personl who move in the cir-
cle of ‘the “Four Hundred’ have to de-

cline many invitations.—N. Y. Herald.

miles a succession of falls and rapids,
-and is unnavigable excspt. by means

use. The ri
‘wide,
“For miles the ghores are lined with
oak sud beech trees and-all kinds of
berry bushes and wild grapevines. In
seasons
berri

ver is a quarter of a mile

‘their acorns and beechnuts and
ps.and: grapes fall into the river
in enormous quantities, snd as they
are carried down stream they: lodge
in ‘the hollown of the rocka’ ‘It 1s‘this
accumulation of palatable picking
that attracts the wild geese in large
numbers to that part of the river.

“But the geese, after their kind, are
extremely shy, and the difficulty of get-
‘ting about in a boat where they are
feeding makes- gunuing for them, ex-
cept in one particular way, nuur bar-

ren sport.

“It is not known who discovered
that while wild geese on the Roanoke
river would not sit and walt for the
gumr to get within gunshot of them,

guns; but for time out of mind that is
the way wild geese have been huntedin
Warren county, N. C. The geese are
driven fo' the blinds where the gun-
ners are hidden, something in the way
grouse are driven .om- ‘the English
moors. If goose driving is practiced
elsewhére I have yot to hear o! the
place.

“In hunting wild geese on the Roan-
oke river, a blind for two men is bullt
on the smallest rock that will give
them sufficient foothold and well be-
low some favorite feeding place for
the geese. The nature of the rocks
and the hollows scatter thé flocks as
they. puture, and while there may be
hundreds of fowl ‘in sight there will
rarely be more than two or throe to-
gether.

“After the gunners have taken their
places in the blind. a ‘third hunter
makes his way in a boat up the stream
until he gets above a lot of feeding
geese. Then -he works out into the
river and drifts down with the current.

“As he approaches the geese he be-
gins to whistle, -shrill' and loud. He
may whistle a tune if he knows one,
or he may just whistle. And he must
be a person of long and strong wind.

“When the geese hear the whistling
they hegin to gather into onme flock.
As long as the man in the boat keeps
whistling the huddling geese, although
constantly moving along’ down stream,
and ever out of gun range of the boat,
will have no eyes or ears for anything
else.

“Tossing carelessly along on the rap-

or more geese drifting ahead of him,
gazing wonderingly at him and listen-

have drawn near to the biind, all' well
‘bunehed, and offering great! opportuni-
ity to the  waiting' gunners within.
When the geese have been driven to
within 30 or 40 yards of the blind the
guns open on them.

“The geese rise in such confusion
after the first fire that it is easy to
pick up and use = second gun on them
before they have got out of range, and
the driver is pretty surs to dro) & tow
as the frightened flocks wing over him
in their flight up stream, in which 4i-
rection they invariably speed. ' It is

the Roanoke river, ss any one will
agree »who tries it once.”

THIBETAN CHILDREN.

Little Attemtion Paid to Them and
They Are Left to Entertain
Themselves.: "~ -1

The children of Thibet are neither cud-
dled nor amused. ‘NQ one paysany atten-
tion to them.” They have no sweets and
no playthlnu If they are entertained,

or.invention. . And one diversion never

thé backs of cows and horses, it hardly
matters which, says Youth’s Compan-
fon. -
A Thibetan bnby differs widely from
other childrén in seeming to Nuve littie
nervous development, and consequently
slight capaeity for: “taking notice.” So,
says the author of a book on Thibet, a
white baby living in Thibet with a tnv-
eling. party attracted- the greatest
amount of attention. He was only an
ordinary child, but his wide-awake inter-
est in life seemed to the Thibetans
something amazing. They would come
on .tiptoe; their tongues protruding, to
stand: and ‘gaze at him Bsleep in hie
hammock, then holding up both thumba

and’ putting out the tongue still farther,
in token. of approbation.: When lt came
time for his bath,and the tent was closed
on account of the draught, men and
women would pullup the flap about the
bottom, and the whole aperture would
be filled with dark faces and laughing
black eyes.

' “White child!”” one would call, and
then another.

“See her put him into the 'nter!"

“He will die!”
“Why does she not baste him w!th

butter and leave' him out in the sun?”

Not Handicapping !ll-uell. ;
Mr. Fogg—Why aren’t you in oohdnl.
Bobby?

book that great an’ successful mep
usually start in life without any edu-
cational advantages, an’ I'm more am-
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said the new reporter.
shall T put it?”

said the uty edltor as he

tinued on the forty-first page” in the mid.
dlc of a !’our-lmo paragraph.—Youth’s
Companion.
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A FREE TRIAL of this great kid-
ney medicine which cured Mr. Walls
will be mailed to any part of the
United States on application. Ad-
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,.isn’t it, that within three years our
bonl a year? That proves merit.
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Addml Sterling RBemedy Co.,

Best for the Bowel,s

‘Bromo-Seltzer
- Promptly cures all

Headaches
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