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The postman coming down the road could

koo Miss Caraline in the garden picking Iav-
enfder, This Javender Miss Jane would
ufterward make into scent bags for sale
A good summer added so much to their in-
vome; but this year thore were rumors of
A blight, and Miss OCaroline's eyes were
mnxious aa she peered among the hushes,

While she pleked Joseph purred  and
rubbed Bimeelf agninst her gown, thereby
hindering the work, Evory few minutes
the old womun stooped to stroke and ad-
mire his tortolgesbell eldés. Next to Mias
Jane, who waa still a juvenile—being ten
years younger than her sister—Joseph was
Miss Chrolipe's ldeal of youth and youthtul
gpirite, To be sure, no one could remem-
bar when Joseph was a Kitten; bul o Miss
Carolloe he was still young and delightfully
frinky.

She waez a tall, thin old woman, that
looked not unlike a sprig of faded lavender.
Her groy gown wae faded and matched her
gray cyes and her faded halr; but her
pentiment, like the fresh lavender in  her
apron, had a fragrant pungency. Suddenly
and her face
brightenad, She hnd the postman
coming down the road.

It wns many years gince he had stopped
at Lavender cottage; but Miss Jane cher-
fshed a pleasant (Husion that some day he
would bring tidlngs of a fortune, and his
passing along the road was the eveot of the
day for the glaters.

As long as they belleved In the fortune
they didl not ece the skeleton that sat  nll
day on the hearth—the dread of the unlon,
Confidence In the letter hid from thelr eyes
the bare boards of Lhe workhoure coffin,

It wan Miss Caroline who every summer
gpmrod o dozen scent bags  for the old
women in the workhouee; it was Mlgs Jane
who planted dalsics on the paupers’ graves
nnd tended them all the year round, She
was very pitiful for the multitude of dead
that charlty covered so grudgingly.

Miss Caroline glanced from the postman
to the window. Then she smiled and
nodded meaningly. Yes, Miss Jaue was
thera sewing—she would see the postman.

The nolke of the Iatch gave her n shock.
Bie could net belleve her eves, The ex-
peeted had happened, The posiman had
gtopped at the gate—he wons coming up the
path!

The corners of the apron fell from her
trambling fingers and the lavender spriga
pourad in fragrant rain to the ground, Miss
Carollne tottered to the door, nol to take
the letter, but to call Miss Jane to take It.

It wus the younger sister who ruled the
house, Miss Carollue never even dreamed
of apening her eyes in the morning till Misa
Jane had sald, “Now, slster, it is daybreak,
We must be rising.'

But Miss Jpop was alrendy at the door
and Miss Caroline trembledl again to ses
that her composure was disturbed. Tor all
that Miss Jane took the letter from the
postman in &llent dignlty. They did not
speak till they were secluded In the little
parlor, then Miss Jane sald solemnly:  *1
don’t know the writing. It must be the
fortune—aoome at lost.'”

Sho lald the letter on the table, and Miss
Caroline sank nto a chair greatly agitated.

“If that 18 tlie cake, lot us thdnk Goa,*
she salid, in awed tones. She fell on her
knees, and Miss June, with an uncertain
cough, kaelt down nlso. But she remalned
ellent until Miss Caroline murmured, sur-
prised, “Sister, are we not thankful?*’

Then blushing faintly, and recalling her
confidence, Miss Jane thanked God for his
merey In promising them comfort and a
home for the end of thelr days,

When they rose  thelr agitation had
calmed. They could look at the letter with
steady eves, It lny on the table unopened,
waiting Miss Jane's suggestion,

Migs Jane polished her speciacles and her
glance caressed the furniture that  had
grown old with thom. I was alwave nfraid
we might have to sell them,” she whispered,

Miga Caroline lifted Joseph to her knee.
Now we can alford cats' meat for Joseph,”
she laughed, "And peppermints for the old
people in the workhouse. And I should like
to give them o litle shawl sach, We know
what It |s o miss warmth,™

“Can we afford them for ourselvos—yet *"
fild Mlss Jane, She hated to cast doubt
on Miss Caroline’s confidence. *“*Ab, gister,"
she went on, it we conld purchase llberty!"

“Who knows?'  sald  Misa Caroline,
blithely. “We might have enough to bulld
almshpuses—**

“Or an Infirmary,'" orfed Miss Jane, for-
getting her doubts. *“I should like the poor
to have a sirong young nuree when they
are (I, T thought of that when 1 had
bronchitls last vear.”

"I forget that I must seem very old to
you, Jane,” sald Miss Caroline, humbly.

“Not old, sister, but aging,'” suid Miss
June briskly. 1 wonder what ls In thut
letter—""

“What ean {t be but the fortune®' asked
Miss Carollne. *It s the girt of Provi-
denco; Just now, too, when the lavender
bas falled.  And we shall be able to put
ribbong on the baogs after nll!*

"Abl, slster, you are growlog extravagant
already!"  Misg Jane protested, “And vou
remember you did not belleve in the fors
tune,'”

“HBut vou taught me to bellove
exelalmed Miss Caroline. Miss Jane colored
ngaln. She could not deny her guilt,

1 think we ought to open the letter,”
she sodd drily,

Miss Caroline's excltement subgided. 8he
settled hevself in her chale and folded her
hands medkly.

“1 owm ready,” she sald st last,

Miss Tene wns n long time wiping and
adjusting her glasses. Then she had to find
her paper kuife and insert [t under the flup
of the envelope, To cut the envelope re-
guired care and grent deltberation, but at
length it wae done and (the sheet of note-
paper shook in Miss Jane's fingers.

She looked at the address and then turned
slowly to the siguature, It I8 from Wi-
Ham,"” she sald, quletly

“From Willlam " echoed Miss Carollne,
“and we thought him dead!" She won-
dered how Miss Jane could speak so calmly
with a letter from her old lover in her hand.

“He Is dead,” sald Miss Jane, “'but re-
cotitly—there ls o postscript—"'

“And left you a fortune!” guavered Miss
Carollue, Joyfully.

“1 will read the letter,” sald Miss Jane,

But when she hoad read It aloud the
slaters stared at cach other with stricken
faces from which the Ufe bad dled.

“His lume child—to love and protect,'
Enld Misa Jane very firmly, and looked nt
Miss Caroline with deBant eyes, “A lame
child—tn support!" faltered Miss Caroline.
She did not realize quite all that this meant.
Her mind groped blindly about the thought.
“Weo have barely enough for two—and a
lame ohild!" she repeated,

"It In she who wriles the postacript,” said
Miss June: "she comes tomorrow at 5.

“Apd \f Joseph were nol & good mouser he
would often go without meat,” Miss Caroline
centinued her reflections, “and with barely
onough! Jane, Jane, we expected u fortunes,
and & is 8 burden!™ Miss Jane remalned
Bllent.

“The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken
away."” sobbed Miss Caroline. “It's pot the

reen
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wopey, but the poor creatures in the works
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And this year we shall
oven scent bage to glve.”

“It Is a comfort that Willlam's child noeqd
not go there,”” sald Misa Jane, and her
face worked,

“Willlam's erlppled ehiln? Impossible!

Before Miss  Caroline’s eve came the
pleture of lame Susan, who sat all day in
the hard workhoune chalr, and her tears
rushed forth,'

"That will never, never he'"
“Where there's enough for
enough for threo''

“"Where there's enough for Lwo there's
certainly enough for three," repented Misa
Jabe firmly, And silence fell.

After n while Miss Jane roxe. 1 will Ko
itito the village to get muslin for the bags,*
she sald composedly.

Misa Carolipe lfted her white face: “'Wa
must wolt, Jane; the lavender is blighted.
There will be very little 1o gather.'

Her voles fallel, thon courage returned.
"But that 1s no reason why 1 should not
gather what there 18" she added, with
tremulous cheerfulness,

When Miss Jane, shawled and bonpeted,
hurried down the path, Miss Caroline was
too busy over the lavender bushes to bid
her hasten back.

not have

she oried
two 1hers's

dowmn the garden path.

From long e her eyes wandered toward
the lavender Duishes, Yes, I was Lrie; the
blight was spreading.

“1 am dolog right. [ am quite sure I am
doing right,” sald Misas Carollne, ns the gnte
elicked behind her.

Her Vlips pressed togethet in a firmnoesa
equnl to Miss Jane's and sbe trod the
weaty rond with Teet that did not fall,

. - - - ’ . L] L] -

The master of the workhouse was «on-
gaged, 1f whe had come for admiszion she
must sil In the walting room til} he could
gee her,

Miss Caroline stumbled after the porier,
soving nothing of the long, dark corridor
they went through. Dazed and overeome,
she hall barely strength enough to drop on
to a chair just Inslde the dim room. To her
exeited imaginntion the space secmed to he
orowded with witnesses of her humiliation,
In effect only one other person was there,
nid the sat with downeast face and. took
n9 notice of the newcomer. Missa Caroline
wag bowed with misery, and doubt, und
longing, and rogret. Suddenly

the workliouse hsll,

Misk Caroline started up,
she cried shrilly. "0,
been enough for three,
epeaking

She stood in the middle of the Noor, her
head hent a little forward, llstening for a
volee again.

“Slater!

“Three! three!"
there might have
What If it Is God

Sister!"
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SHE WAS A TALL, THIN OLD WOMAN, WHO LOOKED NOT UNLIKE A SPRIG

OF PADED

LAVENDER.

The poor woman was still stunned by the
MMagpaointment. er thoughts trembled lke
her Jimbs; they tottered about the subjeet.
Life bhad been difficult enough before. How
could she hope 10 meet the additlonal ex-
pense of the crippled ebhild?  And WiHlam
had not treated Jane well in the old days
She looked  despoiviogly  at the stunted
Invender sprigs. They made the future more
hopeless,

As the summer day drew to it close Miss
Jane's sterpness did not relax, but Miss
Caroline's head shook with a palsy of uncer-
talnty. The bhours sged her. 8She crept
about the parlor touchivg the furniture ln-
geripgly, and when she carried the loaf 1o
the larder Miss Juue could hear her muttor-
Ing: "Enough for two, three—enough for
three, enough for two."

Her maonner was odd and broken. She
even omitied to give Joseph the usual last

caress.  With the unspoken 1hing between
them (he sisters went sadly to bed,
L] L] - L] - L

“Now, sister, It 18 daybreak; we must be
rising." Miss June turped on her plllow,
when she sald the words., Then she ralsed
hersell and stared blankly at Miss Caro-
line's empty place. SBhe could not belleve
that her sister bhad risen without walting
for the signal to rise,

Miss Curoline stopped In her dregalng to
explain,

“There {8 80 much to do,”" she sald nervs-
ously, "The child comes at 2.°

YAL D, sister,”" Miss Jape corrected,
you must meet (e train,”

“17=—=1 had not thought of i1,"” Miss Caro-
ling stammered. “'1 expecied—you, you will
meet her, Jane. '

Miss Jane reflecied a moment, “*Well, 1
can mapsge I she suld, a5 If to herself,

Soon after 2 o'clotk she made herself
ready for going out, By this time there
was an lmpageable barrier between the two
slaters. They could not fuce ench other's
glance,

Miss Jane took

“And

up her umbrella  and
alepped sharply to the door, There she
stopped. 1 have wmade enough bags for all
the lavender we are likely (o have'" she
sald, and there secmed Lo be whnleboue ribs
nbout her voloe

Migs Coarolloe, bidden behind the curtain, i

gared after her, sobbiug. She wiped away
her tears, and love and admiration mingled
with the despuir in her eyes. She was proud
of the strength of that unbending figure.
Bhe admireéd It agaln while she wondered
what Miss kad forgotien that she
turned at the corner and gozed s0 earnestly
At the cotlage.

When Miss Caroline could no longer per-
sunde herself that Mise Jope was in sight
she turned slowly back Into the roowm,
“Jane is only 60" she wurmured; “her life
I8 before her, and William's child might
have been her's.' A pathetle resolutepess
conquered her fears. Bhe moved quickly,
though her Nmbs tottered. She hurried up-
stalrs and put on her oul-door garmenta,
tylug her bonnet strings with uncertain fin-
gors, YBut I muat learn to do it she sald
to herself; I must learn to do without
Jane." Bternly checking her emotion, she
went dowunstairs.

“I have never before acted without her.'
she whispered. “‘but [ cannet & = *
She I8 80 geuerous * * * Hhe would ye-
fuse,'

Ehe found a sheel of nolepaper aod wrote
upon It: “We have ouly enough for two

Jaue

The thin, strained
other end of the
Caroline, She fell into her chalr,

“Jane? You?' ghe faltered,

“Yes, sister.” sald Miss Jane. her mouth
trembling, her wvolee strangely broken,
"This iz no place for you. You ought not
lo be here, It is 1 who must make room
for Willlam's child."

“Nelther of us ought to be here,” sobbed
Miss Caroline, *“Jane, you ought unot to
Bave come. How could I live without you?"

“1 couldn’t lve without wyou,” said Miss
Jane, and thoy wept together.

Uy nud by Miz=s Jane rose, “'Come, slster,
the poor olifhd will find the house empty.””

“Hut—"" Miss Caroline hesitated,

“The clock says 'enough for three, ™
Jane anawered flrmly; “we must go."

“Yes, let us go,”" sald Miss Caroline, all
cagerness,  “Think of that poor child in
the empty House. I, indeed, she has found
bher way—and no one at the statlon elther,

Yl gave the busmgn minute directions to
take' her to you,” sald Miles Jane, meckly
necepting the reproach.

At the gate the porter stopped them.

“The master will see you sopon.”

"Thank you. We will vot trouble Lim,"
gnld Miss Jane with sweetl dignity,

cry cime from the
room  and shook Milsa

Miss

Bhe supported Mlss Caroline wlong the
road and tbke silence was not oken at
onee,

When the cottuge came in gight:  “Sister,

you will pot do unythiug so foolisl agaln,”
sald Miss June sternly,

“Not unless you do it first, Jane,'
Caroline answered,

“I bove always thought this o very beau-
tiful road," sald Miss June, And she spoke
of the weather and the scenery and the
crlppled child,

“She will bave a poor welcame—not even
B cup of tea,” sighed Misas Jape

Miss

“"Jogeph will welcome her,” sald  Miss
Caroline cheerily. “Dear me,” how very
pleasant it I8 to think that there |a some

one at home walting for us.'*

“IL Is very pleasant, glster. It feels quile
like a home-coming. Ah! (he fire s pot
out; I ean see the smoke rising. ™

They burried on towurd tho gate. Hoetore
Miss Coroling's eves could turn towand ihe
bushes gome one ran down the path to 1nect
them. The girl came 2o quickly they did
not notice that she lmped as she rau. They
bad not time even 1o Bee her bright fuce
and the merry lght in her eyen before hor
arms were round (tbem and ber klsses on
| thelr cheeks
! “Dear aunties, you have come al  last!
Come right in ond have tea. 1t s all ropdy

1 was so hupgry.'*
| Misn Caroline, turned to Miss Jane,
-.ruuld ouly gasp out: “Willinm’s
chilat*

“*Not s0 very lame!" the girl eried gayly,
“Anyway, I can run your errands for you."
i She leughed loto thelr astonlshed «yes.

“And mot a child!" exclalmed Mas
Caroline, fumbliug for her glasses.

“Twenty pasl” sald the glrl,
Bgain,

“My dear, whal do they call you
Jane smiled at her,

“Lavender,” the girl answared.

Miss Qaroline turned & gratifed fuce to
her sister,

“Yeou see, William did not forget the old
days, though he never wrote."

who
lame

Inughlug

Misa

“He never forgot,'” suld the glr); “I konow

the eilence
was broken, Three strokes rang out from | I which he siays

hidden ynder the white cloth,

But the sight of Joseplh Iapping milk and
| the spread table restored spedch.

“Eggs and butter! My dear, my dearl™
protested Miss Jane
| “We are very, very poor,” quaveryl Miss
| Caroline,
| “Poor! Not a bit of It!" The girl's Iatigh
Ltinkled Nke belle through the Yousse, “We
fare guite rich. You don't know how much
motiey my Ince-making bringa In Father
|1:.n i1 1o =y 1t was fortune enough ror two ™

Misgs Jane glanced at Misas Caroline and
a quick thought chased the doubt and be-
wilderment from bor fave.

“Fortune?" she echoed, 8 smile soltening
her lips

““Yeg," Mliss Carolink added with her
tender eyea on the girl, ‘cnougn for
1hres.”

LIFE IN MANILA,

Many Atteactions of the Quaint Cap-
¢ finl of the Philippines,

| Wallace Cummings writes an article on
“Life id Manlln” for the Auvgust Cenlury,

Our firm had a mess-houss, 1o which Lhe
partners lHved, and which was open to all
thelr  Amerienn and  English samployes.
Should the Iatter prefer to live elséwhere,
$1.000 a vear was allowed ag the equivalent.
I lived ot the mess, finding it much the
more comfortable. Indeed, 1t would have
been bard to be dissatiefled with our wWay
of living; and as It will show the style in
wiich the great American houses in the
cast are conducted, 1 think 1t worth telling
with some detall, Tbe mess was a fine
Lbonse, handsomely furnished, In one of the
pleasantest parts of the city. The table was
supplied by a Chinese cook. He was allowed
500 a month, and glyven curtnin of the
heavier groceries, such as flur, rice, ete,
He poid his undercooks; and was responsible
for meals ot the mess, and for Nreakfast
(ke the Prench delenner a la fonrchetie)
and atternoon ten, which were taken al the
office by nll the employes, cxceopt on San-
davs and fléstng, Then there wosg u mojor-
domo, who had conirel of all gervants and
had charge of the house. There wis also an
extra house servant, and n Chinese porier,
who opened and shul the great hiouse doors,
filled the baths, pulled the punks, oand
watered the street In the dry season, Then
every one had a personal servant, who took
care of hla room, attended to his clothes,
waited on him at toble, prepared his early

brenkfast  (about 7 A, m.), and so0  on,
Everybody also owned a horse or horses,
which Involved one more servant al least,

Being a Junlor, I contented mysell with one
pony and a two wheeled trap, something
like a dog-cart., The others dtfove victorlas
and palrs, Three of our mess owned raclng
ponies, whioh ipured to my benefit, ns it
gave me 08 much riding as 1 wished. After
the bath and an early breakfast came the
drive to the ofMee, between 8§ and §:20; then
work till 12:15, ot which hour breakfast
wus served at the office; then work again
uptll 5:20, interrupted between 3 ond 4 by
afternoon tea; then to  the bLungalow to
dress, to drive, and back to dinner at 7:90,

To a lover of music Manila Is & charming
place. The nutives hove wonderful musical
talent nand there were numerous bands,
Those of the thive regimentys then sintioned
thero were remarkably good, and four aitor-
noons  ench week they played in turn on
the “'Luneta,’” a zort of plaza on the shores
of the bhay Just eutside the old walls, 1
recall vividly the open-air concert, by S00
fnstruments, given in bonor ol Prines Osear
of Bweden, The glorfons full moon of the
tropics, far brighter thon in more northern
lands, shining on the guiet waters o. the
by, the innumerable Hights, the brilliantly
dressell erowd and thrilling music of
the mighty bands, softened In volume on
the great plain, combined 1o make It an
accngion 1o be long rememboered. The " Bat-
tle of Castelejos,” which they plaved, was
inspiring, and the effect was heiglitened by
the repetition of the trumpet calls by
soldiers who were stutioned at intervols far
off upon the plains, while tke guns on the
city wallg ndded u touch of reality.

Duriug the height of the rainy season,
from about the middle of June to the middie
of September, oll outdoor pursulis are sus-
pended.  The violences of the downpour is
hardly to he Imagined by dwellers ig higher
lutstudes, The sireets in Manila and =ome
of the roads for a few niles outside are
foirly good during the dry seonson, but
quickly beeome noarly impassable when the
ralns set 1o, As 1T have alrepndy mentioned,
Manila is Iptersecied dn all divedtions by
ereels, which nre traveraed by hundreds of
canoes. These canoes are dugouts, often of
great size, sod the natives are most expert
in handling them. They ave Indispensalile
at times when vast floods come down from
the great Jake, about thirty mlles from

T0 ENDIRE NOT WEATHER,
Find an Absorbing Oceupailon and
You Will Never Feel the Hent,
"When darly hours give warning of a day
of great heal the mos=t sensible thing to
do i to plan forthwith some really nbsorb.
ing ocoupation to fill the hours of trial,'” ad-
vises Ella Morrie Kretschmar In Woman's

Home Companlon.

“Whilg in the maln It §s well to regard
summer time as the proper season for pleas-
ant idling, when temperature conditions De-
come Intolerable, the surest refuge 18 con-
gonlal and absorbing occupition, The antl-
dote thal stands next s A deeply Interests
ing book,. Who has not forgotten entirely
the without when Immersed In pages which
for a time make us a part of scones and &
life not our own? When we would escape
ourselved a book Ie Indedd an ally.

“Good company I8 apother beguiler
drageing hourse and adverse condilions, and
‘the hottest day of the meason’ may leave
In It traln the pleasantest memoties of n
summer If spent with a congental friend or
friends. Do not, because the weather I8
‘unbearably hot,” hesltate to invite a friend
for the day, or to give n luncheon to &
number of friends, It s just the time for
agreeble diversion, and §f your luncheon
ment Is appropriate, the tollets suitable and
your own &pirits good your guests will
leave you grateful for a day of pleasure
and surprised that temperature and dis-
comfort have been largely forgotten, Be 1t
remarked in passing 1t 1= not in conventional
entertaining that the greatest porial suoctas
is achieved or the true social facully diss
played.

“1t 18 never wige to digpute right of way
with forces absolutely suporior to oursclves,
When we find ourselves in mentnl collision
with such forces, the only sensible thing
to do js to face about and try to go in the
same  direction  with  them with  what
gmclousness we can command, If, Instead
of grumbling about the heat and frequently
consulting the thermometer with a view to
justifving our groanings, ete,, we keep In
mind the fact that on such heat our health,

of

as It does—we must bhe unressonable indeed
it we fail to be reconciled to the passing dis-
comfort it entails.”™

TWIUE

HEMAHRRIED.

Lawyer Nowak's Tnigne Experience
with His Two Wives,

Joseph M, Nownk of Cleveland is in trnin-
ing for the wedding, divorce and reomar-
riage championship of the stnte of Ohio.
Wednesday he and his new bride returned
from thelr second boneymoon, relates the
Cleveland Leader. The ULride was Mrs.
Hertha Nowak, who has not been Mr, No-
wik's wife before for nearly a year and o
half, they having been divoreed in 1806, The

groom 8 a well known lawyer In Cleye-
land, and while his wife 18 domestic In
her tastes, she hag  many  friends here,

though she has been living in 8t. Louis
since the last time she was her husband's
wife,

Mr. Nownk's clalin to the wedding and
divores champlionship are incontrovertible.
He i8 42 years of age and has had two first
marriages, three divorces, two remarringes
and has acenmulated all told, four children.
He hos lived for years ot 1242 BHroadway, in
what {s probably the handsomest restdence
an that long thoroughfare, He s one of
the best koown Bohemlan . residents of the
city, and twenty vears ago he martied for
the first time one of the prettiest girle of
that nelghborhood, whose father waa one
of the solid Boheminn eitizens ol Bioad-
way.

The first marriage lasted about ten years,

and n =on, now about entering manhood,
was born to them. About ten years ago a
young seamstress  acquired acquaintance

with the Nowak family, and not lopg after
that the Nownks wera divoreed. Mr. No-
wak then married the seamstress and In-
glalled her in the Broadway resldence. For
eight years they lived happily, and three
children were born to them. The divorce
ingtinet, bhowever., was too strong for the
hero of this tale to withstand, and [n 1858
Mr. Nowak obtnined his second divorce,
Only one month later Mr. Nowak again
met his first wife, The old affection re-
vived, Duleet words were exchanged, and
after a little consideration they went down
to Pittsburg and were remarvied, This mor-
riege lated about a year, but last winter
Mrs., Nownk took a hand at the divoree mill,
anid got & separation on the grounds of cru-
elty. Now comes the sequel in the marriage
of Mr. Nowak with his ex-wife, the seam-
glress,
Muartin Thorne Execnted,

NEW YORK, Aug. 1.—Martin Thorne was
executed In the prieon at Sing Slng ot 11:17
this morning for the murder of Willlum

Guldensuppe.
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The Original
Budweiser

The Michelob

The Muenchener

Lake Steamers, and in all the

NO CORN USED.

ANHEUSER-BUSCH BEER

Contains every element that makes
a healthful and desirable beverage,

Purity, Perfect Brewing, Proper Age,

Giving piquancy, zest, satisfaction, true refreshment,

The Faust

The Anheuser-
Standard

The Pale Lager

Brewed and bottled only by the

ANHEUSER-BUSCH BREWING ASS'N

“NOT HOW CHEAP; BUT HOW GOOD"

Is the Association's Guiding Motio.
Good, pure, clear, healthful Beer, made of selected grains, costs more to make than
the indifferent Kinds, therefore commands a higher price. Anheuser-Busch Beer
is served on all Pullman and Wagner Dining and Buffet Cars, all Ocean and
t Hotels, Cafes, Clubs, and families.
Used by Army and Navy and at Soldiers' Homes,

CORN BEER IS NOTHING
BETTER THAN A CHEAP IMITATION
OF CENUINE BEER.

MALT-NUTRINE, the purest Malt Extract—the Food Drink—a boon to the weak
and convalescent—is prepared by this association.
Beautiful new booklet free.  Anheuser-Busch Brewing Ass'n, St. Louls, U, §. A,
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A NEW SERIAL STORY ;

FOR FEADERS OF

THE SUNDAY BEL.

THE LOST PROVINCED

By Louis Tracy,

Author of ““An American Emperor,” ** The
Final War,” ete,

Beginning August 7 and Continuing Ten Wecks

Mr. Tracy is well known as a brilliant young writer,
who has achieved the difficult task of blazing out a new
and untrodden path in the well explored domain of story
writing.  Instead of historical fiction, he has devoted him-
self to fictitious history and his success in this original
line has made him one of the most popular authors of the
day, both in America and in England.

In its broad lines, *The Lost Provinces™ resembles
Mr: Tracy's carlicr story, “An American Emperor.”

Vansittart, the American Millionaire, who does the most
remarkable things in a thoroughly matter-of-fact way, is

.
;
;
)
J
the principal figure in this story. Some of the other char- ‘
acters have likewise been made familiar by “An American
Emperor,” but the scene of action and the course of the
story are entirely different and the tale is even more skill-
fully told.
As the tale suggests, the story deals with the struggle
between Irance and Germany over the lost provinces 0
the former. In dire straits, France appeals to the wealthy
American who once before proved her salvation, He im-
mediately responds and sets out across the Atlantic on his

private yacht.  An attempt is made by the Germans to
capture him, but he escapes through the intervention of an
Enclish man-of-war and arrives safely in Paris, where he
is welcomed as the one hope of the despairing nation.
Vansittart becomes Commander-in-chief of the Army and
the military operations, through which he brings the war

to a successful issue, occupy the chief part of the story.

The story is made lively and interesting by the adven-
tures and mishaps of Foillett, the Paris detective, by “Ari-
zona Jim," a Western cowboy, who accompanies Vansittart
in the capacity of bodyguard, by the eccentric French in®
ventor, Armand Duprez, by German spies and French sol-
diers and bonnes, The treaty of peace, finally contracted
by Vansittart anl the German Emperor, is unique and
highly democratic in its terms,

The author has made the most of a large amount of
interesting material in his new story, and the few persons
who have seen it pronounce it the best work that Mr.
Tracy has done thus far, There is a charming variety
and picturesqueness in the characters presented and the
story moves on its way with a sprightliness of action
which makes it especially suited to use as a newspaper

serial.

HE SUNDRY BEE.

READ EVERY CHAPTER.




