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‘No, .I shan’t. I'm a sick man—s terrible sick
man. . I cal-late it's poeumony or ihe beginnin® of a
gen'ral break-up, I shan't ever be any better: Doc,
he’s always hopeful, 'cause” that’s his business, but he
can’t fool me. He stuck that glass tube of his une
der my tcmgue, an’ that's just ~what he did to Rance
Moulton when he had the pnetmony. -I don’t Lknow
how long I shall be raliomal, so 1 want to lell you
now that my will’s in -the cedar chest.

‘What arve you going to have fox supper? * in-
quired his practical daughter. S

‘1 hsin't got any appetite,’” he returned gloomily,
{ Just gome gruel an’ tea, guess. But hefore you pet
it, I wish you'd go over an' see if Cephas Blake'll
come over an’ watch with me to-night.’ .

¢ Why, if you tihink you need to have a watcher, I'11
sit up with you.? .

! No,’ I ain't goin’ to have you .broke of your rest,’
he objected. * You’ll have enough to do waitin'® on -
me daytimes. -You go and get Cephas. I oughk to
have some one here, for like enough I'll be worse in
the night, and besides, I've gat to_ have powders-
every two hours.” . - -

Mary Catherine rose reluctantly, ¢ Perhaps you _
won't need 5 watcher,’ she suggested, * Perhaps youw'll
teel sleepy after ycu've had “your supper.’ - -

‘1 don’t cal’late I shall close my eyes to-night,’ he

replied. - * You get Cephas. I've heard he was Feal
handy ‘in sickness.’
Thus it came about ihat two hcurs later Cephas

Blake was ushered into the sich-Toom, where 3 dim
light showed but faintly the Tugged outlines of the face
on the pillow. Cephas was -nearly as old as the in-
valid, but, unlike him, he was small and wiry,

' Good evenin', Eben ! he said tiptoeing ‘to -the
bed. ‘‘Sorry you're™umder the weather. Never had an
idea of such g -thing il Mary Caiherine ran over, a
little while ago.' - —

‘ Have a .chair,’ said the sick man. And, as the
other drew one forth and sprawled comfortably in if;
he continued, ‘ I'm a sick man, Cephas. 1 guess my
race is most rup,’ -

‘Now I shouldn't look at it that way,' Cephas be-
gan, but the other cul, him short.

‘You can't ever tell how you'll look at things till
yeu're brought face to face with 'em. If it's got to
oome, as of course it has some Uime, I guess it might
just as well come now. The last of my potatoes is .
dug and in the cellar, and Mary Catherine will marry
Sam Hallet: S@on after I'm gcne, so that leaves ‘her
well pravided for.’ He sighed heavily, *I'm resigmed,
Cephas. I'm perfectly resigmed,’ -

Cephas squirmed uneasily in his chair. ‘I should
fry ta get ‘a litfle sleep If I°were you,’ he-advised.

‘&leep | * the man on the bed snorted scornfully. ‘I

guess I shan’t get much sleep ! My head's migh
bustin’.? . i

‘*Try a powder, then. Maybe that’ll ease 7you
some.’ - :

. _He shook the powder from its Paper out on the
invalid’s tongue and held a tumbler of water 1o his
Jps; after this he resumed- his sprawling attitude in
the cohair, and sat there in preoceupi silence. There
Was no sound to break the -stillness except the ticking
of the clock in the kitchen. Affer a time Mary Cath-
erine went to bed, and the silence became oppressive.
Cephas yawned [requently, and presently began to nod.
He was drifting into = .comfortable doze when a com-
plaining voice from the hed roused him.

... You ain't aslesp, are you, Cephas 7 it inquired,
with some asperity. - X -

Cephas pulled “himself together with an effort ‘and
sat  Up- ‘ Course not, Eben ! ® he declared,

Because I shan't he oasy it You -get _asleen,” Eben
explained, i

i ‘I'm likely to be worse at any minute,’

Yiou needn’t worry. I ain't goin' to sleep,! the
Wwateher said dogzeilly. Byt nevertheless almost imme-
diately- he was rolding aedin. His under jaw drop-

ped; “there came from his throaf - an ' unm¥istakable
gllrg“ie- " Eben sniffed disgustedly.- Lo s
Hey 1 he calied “Hey ! what you doin® now ?°

Cephas started: up guiltily, hlinking his sleepy eves.
He stared. about -him for o moment,gas if trg'ingyi}o
] "ﬁlS' napping  wits. s it 7 What's
wro‘ng? }13 asked. "* Time for oOne of them povwders?

Ne ! Ehen‘ snapped. “ You awere asleep ! »

« ' T-wasn't, either,” contragdicted Cephas, vigorously. ..&

. ‘Yes, you were. You wers a-snorin’.' . )
‘I hain’t snored a mite.’ ) ¢ m

‘ Hain’t ye ?’ snorted Eben. '° Well, t'was txge;«héstz

imitation ever. 1 listened tp.’ S T N T

‘Maybe T might ha' lost myself for-'a?
Cephas admitbted, ‘but I shan’t again’ ,

‘It I have s watcher,’ subl Eben; “T° want “oné to

.- 40
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b
STV T

. Hved.

-in the chair,

‘well, snd I

_greater height, and on this

watch, not to show me how many different keys he

Cephas looked hurt. For a time he held himself up-
right™in the chair. Yet the rally was but short-
Gradually the stiffness of his pose relaxed,. He
sank lower in-the chair, Again his- jaw dropped, and
again - he -gent forth s series of guttural gurgles which
surpassed all former efforts, . N

Eben, who bad dropbed into a doze himself, was
rudely awakened, He sat up in bed, staring at the man

¢ Don’t it' beat iime,’ he burst out, * that a man
can't be sick peaceable in his own house ! - Hey, there,

Cephas . What you doin’'? Just ‘*lost yourself »
again, 1 s'pose! Lost yourself presty thorough this
time, ain't ye 7° -

His voice had risen to a shout, but” Cephassnored
on. An apgry light appéared in Eben’s eyes. He came
out of the bed with a hound. . i
. *1 guess you need the bed more'n I do,” he said,
under his breath. ¢ Next thing I know, -youwll -pitch
head first out of that chair and break your neck.’

- He snatched up his clothes from anofher chair and
began jetking them on. » Then he-lifted -Ceephas and Iaid

- him gently on the bed. Cephas’ eyes did not* open;

his grunds-and gurgles went on . ngisily.’ ] .
’I‘lglere was an exbtra blanket on- the footboard of the

' bed, and Then, wrapping this about himself, sat.down.

in the chair, a grim smile curving his lips. It grew
more. proncunced as he glanced at the recumbent form
on the patchwork coverlet.

‘1 guess I'll have to ‘put off dyin’ ill I can- find-
some decent walchers,” he ruminafed. - .

Mary Catherine, coming Hownstairs early ‘the next
morning, paused at the door of her father's “bedroom
and caught from within the scund of heavy, regulaf
hreathing, o

‘ Guess I won’t disturb ’em.now,’ she observed, and
it was not unlil breakfast was on the table;that she
pushed open 1he bedroom door. -The.sight which met
her eyes brought a gasp of astcmishment from her. Gn
the bed lay Cephas Blake, fully dressed amd sl snor-
ing lustily, while in a ‘chair »y the bedside her father
dozed * peacefully, his chin 'sunk on his chest.

- * Why, father,” she cried, * you miust be feelin’ bet-
ter !’a - - ' -,
The old man starbed up and grinned sheepishly.

‘I am,” he sadd, ‘a good deal. I've slept pretty

shiould ha’ slept more if Cephas hadn’t
snored so. Goin' to get breakfast 27 .

‘It’s on 'the table. You comin’ out?* - _

‘Yes, I'll be out as soon as I can get him woke
up,’ he said. .

He went fo the hed
vigorous shakes.

‘ Come‘! * he shouted.
Breakfast’s reddy, and
starved after vour
panion.”

and gave Ceph’a:s a series of

¢ Come, it’s #Hme to get up !
I puess you must be most
night' of “watehin”.'— The Com-

High Life’

-

A certalin portion -of France is called the turpenting
district,- as it 'is  largely ghven over to the rroduction
of turpentine that exudes from the emormous number of
maritime pine _ irees, The process of obtaining
the furpentine = makes one think cf 4lie way
maple sugar is made in America. A shingle s n-
serted in_the tree, and from it is hung a small pail,
into which the turpéntine drips in a {iny streamilachs
year the incision in the tree has to be made at Ay

account  a mosh sifgulary
eustom prevails. . i

All of the workmen use great  stil ts, ‘upon
they stride about, exsmining tfe Niglle - Al
emptying them when fnll, althoughfhey may b 5
iny manv feet from the nrdrvn%. These shilts are usu-
allv sbout siztern  feet CIAE T ZERT TR workmen  weard
them all ‘dav, just as sleadily ‘as they wear - theing
boots or jackets. o s 3wty P53

The” men who gUandcthe § fAoeks alkc WHIRSHRSHorvR
useful.- Indeed; "*ﬁéa.?ﬁ(lg 11° et 2t%§i:ea.sér}{g§ 'ogfi%%&%e-
gion live, as one may say, up in 1he air. Each stilt-&
wearer caifies a long staff, which has a round, fla
top, upon which he. . sits rest OX whien a}lpn.ea,ts his

dinner, .- At the-noont hour Rg‘sp aystrange i b_&to seo
azsniimibict off thipeftine ratherdrs 0{&' eﬂé;é dhattings
z‘g.ifx:d“ enting wégftéé’p féet ahove "{g‘;ﬁ; é’r‘%{ljﬁﬂ. ey &

¢

L TIBRTE Eonme
%He‘ri\*a'.éﬁtg\%’ cé"tw:?%zi(l?u’ai‘% child, .-
; They called him, .Litfle oJim, .
".é-nd Dfa”g?ﬁﬂ gvi‘bth? -s*cy‘lj}:% a‘:mihhour-glass had :
.Clalled round to wait on him: o b

<1 SiThe mother wept, the falher s@m%ﬁ%“ ‘
For death looked very sure, " g

e BUE Lo Jim 8 st it b o gwigpyes e orerina §

can srore in,’

Through Wocds' Great Peppermint Cure, i :



