
High Life

No, I shan't. I'm a sick man— a- terriblesickman. Ical-late-it's pneumony \or the beganmin* of agen'ral break-up. Ishan't ever be any better; Doc,hes always hopeful, 'cause-:that's has business, (but he l
coat fool me. He stuck that glass tube of Ms unwder my tctngue, an' that's just .what he did toRanee iMoulton when he had the pneumony. -I don't know-how long I shall be, rational, so Iwant to tell younow that my will's in -the cedar chest.'What are you go,ing to have for supper?'" in-quired his practical daughter. ,;'I hain't got any appetite,';he returned gloomily.Just some gruel an' tea, guess. But before you getit, Iwish you'd go over an' see if Cephas Blak-e'llcome over an' watch with me- to-night.''Why, if you think you need to have' a~

watcher,I'llsat up with you.' '

!No,Iain't goin' to have you .broke of your rest,'he objected. '
You'll have enough to do waiting on>me daytimes. "You.go and get Cephas. Iought tohave some one here, for like enough I'll be worse inthe night, and besides, I've got to have powders "

every two hours/ " ■

Mary Catherine rose reluctantly. * Perhaps youwont need a watcher,' she suggested: -'Perhaps you'll
*

feel^ sleepy after you've had your supper.r
*
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late Ishall close my eyes to-night 'hereplied.- You get Cephas. I've heard he waa realhandy m sickness.'

Thus it came about that two hours later CephasBlake was ushered into the sick-room, where a dimlight showed but faintly the rugged outlines of the- facev*iJ w
i»ow Cephas was -nearly as old as the in-valid but, unlike him, he was small and wiry'

1, a <<°c evenin>> Eberi!' he said tiptoeing 'to thebed. Sorry youreminder the weather. Never had anidea of such a -thing till Mary Catherine ran over anutie while ago.1
ntw

H*iYe a "°hair>' sai'd the sick man. as theh? rJr*W *°*?T,tolfh md crawled comfortably in it;
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vrJwlo^o^} ?Ver tell how you'n l0<>k at things tillyou re brought lace to face with 'em. If it's cot tocome, as of course it has some time, I guess itmieht
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nd Mary Catherine willmarrySain Hallet s'qon after I'm gene, so that leaves 'her "

well provided for.' He sighed heavily. < I'm resignedCephas. I'm perfectly resigned' - "swgnea,
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CSha^qUir^ in Ws chair. 'I should"^Lf^.V11**16 Sleep if rwere you''
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snorted scornfully 'IEn" S^ much sleep! My head"s i-gh

someT17 a powder' ihen- Maybe that'll ease you
If-eI. sh?lok the P°"wder from its paper out on theX afte^E \nd heW a,tu-mbler o?^water £ his

the ohah Jti \ *ce +Zes"m^' "is sprawling attitude in
wastl» ?f1 t}fr? m Preoccupiedsilence. ThereS +jj^n? wtOJw

tOJ?reak th« stillness except the tickingof the clock in the kitchen. After a time Mary Cath-SnhP^v* tO,b
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ed' anl the si^nce became oppressive
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"■Yel^'«'hJ!r'' «"> tradicted Cephas, vigorously..-J" �i'- r!" wert- You were a-snorin'.' .Ihain't snored a mitp '
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A certafin port-ion of Prance is called the turpentine

district,"asit is largely gt-ven over to the production
of turpentine iiha't exudes from the enormous number ofmaritime pine _ trees. The process of obtainingthe turpentine makes one think cf the waymaple sugar is made in America.

' A' shingle is in-
serted in_ the tree, and from it is hung a smallpail,into which the turpentine drips in a tiny stream,j»Eta,ctejyear the incision in the tree has to be made" at "aY.greater height; and on this account a most sin«uiarlcustom prevails. . ' !§

All of the workmen use great s'ti-lts, Upon wh-ichlthey stride about, examining. t%Ilitftle H^lP^Sdilemptying them when full, alttogn%u>y mayiPSE!lws; many fe^t from Iln p-rdMnd. These stilts are usu-1ally about sixteen feet 33$%Z8S*F$5£. workmen wear!I Tjhem all day, just as steadily as they wear - theiriboots or jackets. -
3 * f F" iThe men who.useful. Indeed;-"neatly

gion live, as one may say, up in the air* Each stilt>iwearer carries a long staff, which has a round, flailtop, upon which Jh.e^its to rest 0%. when WeatshisidTO^ 11rtfVsh%-?9g$h<wr *fr^§'a\fiTOßPiSigßi|-to seel
and* sixWtfMeet above""tKe" groufi%. "^ jl

i'HJ33Hfts cM^f*6lly child, - I.
1They polledah4m.^i^lsprim, &(And Deathsiwfth* scythe* *$nd hour-glass bad - I,„ ,Oalled round to wait on him- > &JMTJie mother wept, the father som&^^§s**- 1
For death looked very sure, ' |

.-.
— —— IThrough Woods' Great -Peppermint Cure.
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Cephas looked hurt. For a time he held himself up-

right"in the chair. .Yet the' rall7 was but short-.lived. Gradually the stiffness of his pose relaxed.- He
sank lower in - the chair. Again his - jaw dropped, andagain_- he -sent.forth sT'series- cif guttural gurgles whichsurpassed all former efforts.Eben, who had dropped into a doze himself, wasrudely awakened. He sat up in bed, staring at theman
in the chair.

'Don't dtr beat time,' he burst out, ' that a mancan't be sick.peaceable in his own house!-Hey, there,
Cephas ! What you doin' ? Just

"
lost yourself "

again, Is'pose! Lost yourself pretty thorough thistime", ain't, ye?
' _. „ '_

His voice had risen to a shout, but" Cephas snored
on. An angry light appeared iii Eben's eyes. He came
out of the bed with a bound.

" "'Iguess you need the bed more'nIdo,"' he said,
under his breath. 'Next thing Iknow, -

you'll ■pitch
head first out of that chair and break your neck.'-

He snatched up Ms clothes from another chair and
began' -jerking them on. < Then he- lifted Cephas and laid-
him gently on the- bed. Cephas' eyes" did not*.open;"his -grunts " and< gurgles went on noisily.

""

There ,was an extra blanket on- the footboardof thebed,- and Eben, wrapping this about"himself, sat'.down-
in the chair, a grim smile curving his lips. It grewmore-pronounced as he glanced at the recumbent form
on the patchwork coverlet.

1 I. guess I'll have to put off dyin' tillIcan.t find-some decent watchers,' he ruminated.Mary Catherine, coming downstairs early the next
morning, paused at the door of her father's "bedroom-and caught from within the sound of heavy, regular
breathing.'

Guess Iwon't disturb 'em-now,' she observed, andit -was not until breakfast was on the table/that sfae .pushed onen the bedroom door. The.sight which met
her eyes brought a gasp of astonishment from her. Onthe bed lay Cephas Blake, fully dressed and stfill snor-ing lustily, while in a chair fey the bedside her fatherdozed"

peacefully, his chin 'sunk on his chest.- ' Why, father,' she cried/ ' you must be feelin' -bet-ter . * - -
The old man started up and grinned sheepishly.
Iam,' he said, 'a good deal. I've slept prettywell, and,Ishould ha' slept more if Cephas hadn'tsnored so. Coin' to get breakfast-? '
|It's on

'
the table. You comin' out ?

' '' Yes, I'll be out as soon as Ican get him wokeup,' he said.
°

He went to the bed and gave Cephas a series of
vigorous shakes.

'Come'! ' he shouted.
'Pome, it's time to getup "

Breakfast's ready, and I guess you must be moststarved after your night- of "wajtehin".'— 'The Com-panion.>x ' "
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