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COHAPTER X1 —(Co¥TINURD,)

“Ob, it you would?’ she sald, tim-
dly.

“You have roused my interest,” sald
Mr. 8t. Cyril, “and here we are at the
Real House, The service you have ren-
dered us makes us like old friends;
come In and let us hear your story.”

Seafed In the parlor, Ralph began:

“I will not make it a long story, It
enn just as well be told briefly, And
now that I come to think of it, I greatly
wondey that I should speak of it at all.
Verhaps there may be a fate in it
Year¥ ko, there was a ship wrecked in
A gréap storm, off the harbor of Port-
145. Mo MWving thing came ashore from
#t but a little child—a girl of six or
oAl . years, I was standing close
dagvn Ay the water, and the waves cast
Ler up st my feet, She was uncon-
sclous, but by proper treatment soon re-
caverddl her faculties, with the excep-
tion of her memory. That never re-
tugned to her., We questioned her
vidnly with regard to her previous life.
8he rdmembered nothing. Even her
pame hiad flown from her, My mother
decided to adopt her, and she called her
Marina, because she came to us out of
the sem, 1 loved her from the moment
the waves had cast her up to me, and
when waa of sultable age, I told her
my loye, and won from her the sweet
con that it was returned, The

mar day was set, the guests were
all fnwwaiting. The bridesmalds went
up lo chamber to call the bride, and
they d her sitting In her chair,

hed to the heart.”
spasm of pain stopped his ut-
but he rallied directly and

gmstances led to the discovery

of e urderer, though his motive we
ba er known., He lies In the jail a
tew from here, under the sentence
of P

J e had llstened to Mr. Tren-
#'s narrative with strangely eager
1 and her brother seemed none
ese intent,

n Ralph paused, 8t, Cyril sald:
there no clew, no possible mark,
by whiuh this child, this Marina, might

haveibesp identified by her friends if
lnymmlr'

o " Upon the right arm, just above
the ‘r, there was a small scarlet
erosst 1t might have heen made there
with some Indelible substance, or It
might have been a birthmark.”

88 8. Cyrll drew the sleeve away
from her spowy arm, and held it out
to Mr. Trenholme, And he saw, faintly
glowing through the white skin, the
very fac-simile of the cross that had
marred the whiteness of Marina's arm.
He started back, pale and trembling.

“What am I to think?” he sald. “You
are the same! It (8 my Marina come
up from the grave, or am [ dreaming?"

“Neither,” sald Misa 8t. Cyril, “We
were twin sisters, [ and your Marina.”

He looked at her In silent amazement.
Mr. 8t, Cyril spoke:

“I think Genle s right. It is all so
strange. Our search is ended, then!
But how different from what I had
hoped! “We know her fate; but she Is
dead—gone from us beyond recall.”

bowed his head upon the table
*while Genie lald her arm over his neck.

“Hiolher, we are left to each other
And the fault was none of ours."

“Prue. I,have much to be thankfui
for. r. Trenholme, you are wonder-
ing over much that you do not under-

atand. My sister and myself came to |

this country, mot on a pleasure trip,
JAn obedlence to a sacred promise
ven to the dying. If you have time to
1 will make you acquainted with
the sddfest part of our family history
1 wil) tell you why Evangeline 8t Cyril
was on the ship which was wrecked,”
“Thank you' responded Ra'ph. “I1
am afl attention. 1 have longed all my
Iife that the mystery might be solved
‘Wluld te God that she conld have lived
to see thie day!”

CHAPTER X1V,
[y ) OU! must know"
i began Mr. 831, Cyril,
“that my mother
was  the socopd
daughter of Lord
Charles  Hiltland,
an  Englishman of
large  esintes and
unbeunded pride,
Ahe was possessed
of  uncomman
beauty, and oarly
e lite deve oped remaykable powers of
'mwmuu She was educaled with
Areal care and no pains wers spared o
make her as accomplished as she was
favely. ®he had twa sisters and one

TWhe

Regina, for thal was Wy
name was abou! sixtesn, there
oAmA e Hiutland Maner & youug wan
pamed Jubu Rudelph. He came as a

of Wi
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highly-drawn novels she had read, He
was gloomy and stern enough for a
hero. He had suffered much In his
short life, and had struggled hard with
poverty, and by his own Indomitable
perseverance had worked his way |
through college, His pride was strong |
even as Lord Hiltland's, and hils cun-
ning craft unequaled. Far back for
s#ome generations his ancestors had be-
longed to the gypsy race, and perhaps
to this fact he owed his dark complex-
lon, and his great, passionate, black
eyes,

“His gloomy melancholy touched the
sensitive heart of Regina, and she be-
gan to be kind to him In various little
wiys, Bhe gave him books from the
rare old library, she showed him cholce
engravings, she asked his assistance
sometimes In her lttle lower garden,
and by and by she learned to love him,
I think he, also, In his cold, rude fash-
lon, loved her, but he was too selfishly
calculating ever to feel a genuine pas-
slon, At one time he so wrought upon
her Innocent heart with his pitiful story
of wrong and desolation, and his ardent
professlon of love, that she gave him
her promise to be his when she became
of age. No sooner had he obtained this
promise than he began to persecute her,
Hin calls for money were incessant, and
she, poor girl, was obliged o supply
them, or to be denounced to her father. |
It ls doubtful if the rascal would have
risked going to Lord Hiltland, but he
held this terror up constantly hefore Re-
gina, And she, from loving him, grew
to loathe him,

"By some means unknown Lo me Lord
Hiltland discoversad the situation of
things, and his wrath was terrible,
Rudolph was kicked from the house
lke a dog, and Regina was sent to the
continent under the care of a paternal
aunt. While In Parls, my mother first
met Plerre 8t. Cyril, a young French-
man of noble family and fascinating
personal appearance. The beauty of
Regina attracted him powerfully, and
when he became acquainted with her,
his admiration rapidly deepened Into
love. There seemed, for once, no im-
pediment to the marriage. They were
of equal birth, both were possessed of
& strict sensc of honor, and both were
strikingly handsome.

“8t. Cyril's only fault—if fault 1t can
be reckoned—was a severely stern sense
of honor, that could not tolerate for a
moment the semblance of deception,
Although he had been brought up in
the frivolous French capital, his heart
was as pure as that of a little child.

“My mother's first error lay In the
decislon which she took by the advice
of her aunt, not to make 8t, Cyril ac-
quainted with the eplsode touching
John Rudolph, S8he, to do her justice,
was anxlous to speak of It to him, but
her aunt, who was a fashlonable,
worldly woman, treated the idea with
contempt, and won from Regina a prom-
Ise never to mention the affalr to her |
lover, The ambitlous woman knew |
something of 8t. Cyril's sensitive tem- |
perament, and feared that he might ob- |
ject to taking one whom he knew had
at some time fancied she loved another, |

“They were marrled, and 8t, Cyril !
took his wife to his chatean near Au- |
vergne. They were very happy, St. |
Cyrll was the most devoted of hus- |
bands; they had abundance of wealth, |
and there seemed to be nothing wanting |
to complete their content. At the end |
of two years | was there, [ think it was |
about this time that my mother's real
trouble began. Rudolph sought her |
out. By some means he had managed |
| to ascertain that Mr, 8t. Cyril had been |
| kept in Ignorance of their old love af-
falr, and vightly Jjondging that my
, mot her would sacrifice much before she

would now have It revealed, he came
to her, and threatened her with expo-
| suve, i she did not at onece deliver over
to him a certain sum of money, My
mother was terribly frightened, and she
| gave Rudolph all the ready money whe
possessed.  For a while he left her in |
peace —bhut not for long. The dissi-
| pated life he lod demanded large sums
!ul’ money, and he was too indolent Lo
work, when It could be obtalned In any
Iway. His calls upon my mother be-
came very frequent. She did her best
to satisfy them. She sold all her jew-
(el and little trinkets  which 5 would
turn for money. and gave him the pro.
[ coeds. But the more she sacrificed for
| him, the more grasping and arrogant he
| became,  He asked her twice for money |
when she had nothing to give. e sug-
gostod her husband's desk, He knew
'llil Cyrll kept by him large sums of
| money, and ahe could waslly abstract
what he wanted without belng mis
trusted This my mother perempto
iy refusd o de She would ran all
| Flsks rathér than sieal from this man
| Whe  eved and trusted her  Rudelph
woell away I Beroe anger. vasing ven
Evain e
Abil INIe time Iwins were borm V0
my parents twe  girls hey were
samed Byangeline and tlensviove, and
upen the arms of sach of them there
was a4 faint scariet cross & birth wark
When these children wore four montha
whid, the nurse ook them out (or Lhelr
alring one day. in a Wit'e enrviage, and |
while she loft them & moment o speak |
e friend, Kvangeline was stolen from
the slde of her sisier. The terrified

| feeble arms,

“My mother was distracted! The
shock threw her into a fever, and In her
delirious ravings my father learned the
whole story. Nothing was kept back.
He knew that she had loved Rudolph—
that she had decelved him every day
since thelr marriage, and that this un-
serapulous man had visited her several
times since thelr residence at Auvergne.
He was a proud and painfully sensitlve
man, and his whole soul was ontraged.
He fancled himself the most bitterly
wronged of all the human raceé, He
grew cruel and relentless toward the
woman he had so loved, When at last
she returned to consclousness, #he
found hersell deserted by her husband,
He had gone to the east, he sald in &
brief epistle which he left bebind him;
he knew everything. He never wished
to look upon her face again, He had
left ample provision for her, and begged
her to bring up her children in the paths
of virtue and bhonor.

“This was a terrible blow to my
mother, but her affection for her chil-
dren, and the care she was obliged (o
bestow on them, kept her up, Bhe
made every effort in her power to as-
cortain the fate of her lost Evangellne,
but vainly., Bhe never heard from or
saw John Rudolph for ten years, She
wrote to her husband, putting aside all
her pride for her child’'s sake-—wrote to |
entreat him to try and find the lost girl; !
but If the letter ever reached him he |
gave It no heed, It was never replied to,
Then she applied to her father in Eng-
land, But he was a stern old man, and
he fancied his pride Injuried and hln|
house dishonored by the fact that his |
daughter had heen deserted by her hus- |
band, and he refused to take any step |
in the matter. So my poor mother was |
left desolnte, Nothing, I think, but her
strong love for Genle and myself kept
her alive, ;

“Ten years after Eva was stolen, late
one evening there came to our house a
tall, dark man, whom I now know was |
John Rudolph., He was closeted a long
time with my mother, and when she
came oul her face was paler that its
wont, and her eyes were red with weep-
ing. Then I 4id not know wherefore,
but now | know that he had come to tell
her that Eva still lived; that she was in
America, and that if she would ralse
him a certaln sum he would reveal the
child’s exact whereabouts, This condl-
tion she could not comply with, and he
left her in a rage.

“I think the constant worry about
this missing child wore out my mother's
Iite. Her days were shortened by It
Two years ago she recelved a letter
from my father. He was lylng on his
death-bed, In an obscure Russian vil-
lage. He confessed how much he had
wronged her, expressed a sincere re-
pentance, and begged her to-come to
him. He longed so Inexpressibly for a
sight of her face. Bhe was not really
able to undertake the journey, but could
not be dissuaded from attempting it. 1
went with her. We found my father
just on the borders of the mystle river,
but walting to see her ere he croseed
over.

“It was & solemn #ceéne. He lay on a
great bed, heavily curtained, in a lofty
room, gloomy with shadows; his face
as white as marble, but for the hectle
flushes in his cheeks, His great, eager
eyes were fastened upon the door by
which we entered-—he was watching for
her to come. He started up at the
sound of her footstep, and extended his

“‘0 Regina! O Regina!" he cried, piti-
fuly, ‘vou have come at last!

“She went forward, and lifted his
head to her bosom, and put her face
against his. BShe did not weep, but
shook Ilke an aspen, and grew s0 very
white that I feared it would be too much
for her.

““WHI vou forgive me?" he cried. ‘0,
I have wronged you so deeply! If yon
had only teld me all that at the very
first!

I know, Plerre, | sinned then; but
they persuaded me it would be best,
And afterward, [ feared to lose your
lave. Waea have both erred: let us mu-
tually forgive.'

TO BB CONTINUED. )

HIS WIFE WAS BALKY.

When She Was Hitohed o a View She
Falled to Pall.

A voung man with a long, worn out
PPrince Albert coat and a pair of pur-
ple pants tucked Into his boots that
were Incased in mud, walked into cen-
tral station this morning, says the
Loulsville Post, snd asked

“Are thar ‘ary reporter here?”

“Yar" answered Captain  Hasler,
‘there's about four here”

“Well, 'm the foller what bought a
wife for $7 Inst week, and she wouldn't
work," replied the Rube, “and 1 got er
divorce to get. These here papers have
writ me up wrong, an' | want er kers
reotion.”

“All right
erp "I'll make you a vorection
have your stalement.’

" peplied the Post reports
Lat's
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Zuni i pot the lnaccessible place it
wns when Frank Coshing first wrote
af It, It Hes forty miles south of Gal-
lup, & small town on the Sanin Fe

route—an eusy day's drive,

The rond rises stendily for the first
nrteen miles and leaves behind it dry
hills s bnrren soll with the lower
nltitudes, At gn elevatioy of about
SANK) feet the teall enters upon 4 s
perh reglon of pine forest, glorions In
Angust, with wild nsters, sunflowers,
grivma grase pod  wild oats,  The
ralus had beon abondant, and  the
whole platean was delicionsly green
and fragrant

At abont 4 o'clock we Legan to de-
scend, Bulleg  (hickened aronuds u
and the swales becnme sandy wasies,
A thunder storm wias crashing around
Zunl as we came In sight of It, a yel-
low-hrown mound In the center of a
wide valley, Coming fresh from Wal
pl, with It rugged walls and preeip.
ttous tralls, my first gllmpse of Zunl
wias a  digappolotment, Then,

Funl Girl and Child,
on my mind of its remoteness and In-
accessibllity. 1 was scarcely able, for
the moment, to belleve that this vil-
lnge In the valley was really the scene
of hi# excliing discoverles,

We passed by a rulned town on the
right; and, farther on, a high mesa,
almost as Ipaccessible as the enchant-
ed mesa at Acoma, was pointed out to
me as the site of anclent Zuni In
fact, the whole land, from Zuni to So-
corro Is full of these dead citles.
While it Is probably true that there
never was an lmmense number of peo-
ple living in any of these valleys; still,
one cannot but feel that a busy and
numerous population has been at work
here for centuries struggling agalnst
drought and savage neighbors, patient,
primitive,

As we approached the town it looked
silent, deserted. ‘There were few peo-
ple or animals to bhe seen.

Zuni sits beside a shallow river,
which crawls silently over the sand
like a Hattened serpent, We crossed
the stream and drew up at a long,
low building, bullt of stone, conform-
ing In general type, to the Pueblo ar-
chltecture, 'This was the Heminway |
headquarters wherein Cushing and his |
successors Hved and worked during
thelr stndies and excavatlons, It Is
occupled at present by Mr. D, D, Gra-
ham, the trader, who welcomed us at
the door and made us comfortable for
the night. The thunderstorm boomed
aronnd the cliffs, but did not cover the
village, and the sun sank in a most
gorgeous and splendid illnumination of
clonds.

Mr. (GGraham explained to us the con-
dition of affairs. The people were all
at their summer villages, Nutrid, Ojo,
Caliente and elsewhere, and only a
few of the women and half a dozen
old men remained In town, He walked
with us over to the village after sup-
per and showed us the doors sealed up
and the windows plastered over—
elosed as If for a lifetime. The bridge
which crosses the river Is a primitive
allalr at hest, but the elty council has
tuken the planks up for fear they
might get washed away during thelr
absence .and it was rather skittish
crossing. | saw several women come
down to the bank, roll up thelr leg-
glos and wade across, rather than
trust to the bridge.

The village, as It stands, covers
about ten acres, and Is bullt in the
usunl wauner of a pueblo, one story
above auother, the roof of one serving
as the dooryard of the one above, ete,
There are a little plaza and a ruined
church near I, and A minute grave-
yard, where the people are burled so
thickly every burlal exbumes half a
dozen otbhers. The men He all on one
side, the women on the other,

Ope curlous development, which 1
dld not see at the other pueblos, was
the plat of tiny gardens south of the

bulldings. Each lttle garden was

1o, ¢
*Cushing had left such an lmpression

| us, meaning, of course, very old.

' Mr. ‘Graham speaks their language
flueutly and knows them intimately.
He was here before Cushing. As the
| dusk fell upou the green and yellow
plaza and the turkeys gobbled about
s, he told us many things of the peo-
ple and their ways,

“I'hey are sun-worshipers,” he smaid.
“Sowetlmes | see them as they come
out to sprinkle meat at sunrise, Thay
come and pray to the water at night
and seatter meat upon it. They are a
etirlous people—no doubt of that, Bee
| that little heap of stones just beyond
| my barn? That was put there to mark
j the center of the world,”
| “Thnt's primitive enough, I'm sure.”
| “Onh, 1 don't know. There are a

hundred towns that think they are the
| center of the earth, The psycholegy
| of the. Zunl Iso't so widely different
| from that of some theologlans,”

The doctor asked: “Are they In-
creasing In numbers?”
! “1 think they are, very slowly,
| thongh,"

“Is  there much sickpess among

thom %"

“Not much, less than yon would ex-
pect, Lack of foud and bad ventlla-
tlon are thele ehief encinles, They're
pretty good doctors; they keep pretly
cloge 1o the hot pock Wik herb treat-
ment, 1 think, in splte of all, they
hold thelr own."”

Thenext morning, as we started to-
ward the village, we met a bright-
looking man of middle nge, who greet-
ed us In a sort of English, We fell
fnto talk with him and found him to
be quick-witted and courteous. He
became our gulde In our round of the
villnge,

“Where are you from?’ he asked, an
we walked toward the bridge.

“Washington,” we replled, becnuse,
to an Indian, any place in the East is
Washington,

“Mis' Btim'son, you know ber?' he
asked.

“Stimpson? No, I'm
sald the doctor.

“Mis' Sim'son, she my fllend. Bhe
live my house, She send me letter.”

“He means means Mrs, Stevenson,
who writes on 'ueblo matters,” sald
the doctor, “Yes, we know of Mrs,
Btevenson.”

“Sbhe good woman,

afrald not,”

ing? He come, dig, ‘ind much bat

| tery.”

Up in the village we found a few
people stirring, but mainly the houses
were closed. Dick took us into his
own house first, a nicely-whitewashed
room, with some Amerlean furniture.

“Take chalr,” Dick Insisted,
would not let the doctor sit on a box,
He was proud of his chalrs.

th
Dick’s little children were bright lit- |

tle scamps, with considerable Zunl
soll on them good, wholesome dirt,
however. Dick took us back through
small doors Into inper rooms, store
rooms, dimly lighted ,and showed us

of which he said:

him fight Zuni, Xo war chief he makeo
um club, Mebbe so hit Navajo.” He
handed us the club to look at. “No
use ‘'em any more. Navajo no fight
Zunl any more. Alle same trade.”
There were also the ceremonial
dresses which the men and women use
in thelr dances, and old hunting fe-
tiches and old bowls, “Too old,” Dick
called them when he showed them to
Cu-
rlous places, these store houses, full

A Zunl Mother,
of things which epitomized an Im-
mense period of their lives.
When we saw so few men in the vil- |
lage we sald:
“Dick, why aren’t you out farming?"

He laughed. “Me no farm, Me all
time make beads.” He was an artisan,
not a common hand.

“Let me see you make beads."

He took us back lnto the main living
room, and there he lald out a box of
shells, a little bag of tarquolse, a box
of lttle disks chipped out of shells,
and a drill of his own fashioning, He
chipped & disk with his pinchers, ‘Then
with the curious and very well work-
ing drill he bored a hole in the disk.
He was very adrolt and proud of his
trade,

“Navajo llke ‘um;
pay $10 string.”

trade hilnnkets;

surronpded by a mud wall, and wus

We went into other houses, for when
t was known that we were buymg

|
luld out In Hitle Epunre beds a foot or | l'""“"" and that we had |-;|,||dy for the

two ln diameter, each bed with a tiny
dike around it These gardens of o
fons, chile and beans, were wilered
by the women who carrled water

“Now, you wrile It down Just as 1
say 10" replisd the conntry man
Mis stntoment was as follows
“I'he balky wife, the wife of Jolinuie
Anawder, the daughter of A_J, Childors
has susd for a divoares Her father
recommendsd her as o good
when ! bought her, and when 1 hitohed
per 1o the plow she falled o pull and
balked  Hee father came aver where
we was at and offersd his mule, but |
ohjectsd, as the mule looked tain, ¥
thought | weuld try her ¢ little langer,
hut she silll felied. | alfered o take
the wid man's wife w abhe wan the
bost tyalined
he old woman s 42 sears old. You

| oould nol axpeel fay wiie o wark as

wood AR & wWOIAR WIth sevenieen years
training The old man would wet wrade

to An orphan nephew of | Burse kuew sothing beyond the faet | ooy made Nim take his girl back, We

AL s whow he had adepted | DRat she had loft thom for & moment by | Loried good triends and | will (ake her

family  Hudolph was just the

bad heen through the

the slde of & foundcaln e the public gar

| Bvangeling was gone’

back trained In & few weeks and pay
The ald man's

- 10 Attract the taney oF | dens. and on returning o take (hem | guuble prive for her
P |=‘“ girl, whose enly away, had feund only Ceneviere | pince on (he Prosion street pike s good |

ampee of

and he has thirty -nine acrea ™

worker |

s
l K

i ek Uelng Vpsiairs

I Proin the viver on thelr heads (o great
1 fars. There were dosvun of these WA
| e tay gardens, lylng wall o wall
| sk carefully clossd ur with a gated

 made of sticks and cobblesioies an

elibarate  coutrivaces, which  wusi
P onke hall an bowur's Ve ba pat ap or
i et down
| ey ve an bmdustbais ook Vil
U the trader.  COF coise, they cling e

!uﬁl AR TS Al Tods, bl v Ve y
| are rondy b6 lmprove.  Thers oo gl
wal use of Awerioan els.  We have s
blackemdih and waguinmakes aefe. A

sative? Oh, yes  Hes 4 Fomt®

children, the people came over the
housetops Hke gonts across the rocks,

| naking us to come and see¢ what they

had. There were a few plump, laugh.

U ing girls, some old men and the rest

wors women of middle age,

We saw Dick's father, so erippled
that he walks on his hands, dragging
s logs along the ground. He had a
resolute, Intelligent and uncomplain
ing face. We saw a little siek baby,
looking pathetically wan  and  Hnp,
and a girl with a badly burned foot,

D ln oone home we cabie g an old
wolam, old ax & gray l-mlJvr- ol and
thin as & guaried dead gray owdar tree,
Bhe sat by the open door and held her
head In the streaming ghry of morn.

[ ing sunshine, %he had but one r
waent, sid her skinny anus and

| boseskedd barely buman

f boughit o boawl whilch sat heslide her
and pul the mwoney uta ber hand, and
the docior gave bher some candy,

Bhe Hlied her boad as though this
wnsual Kludoness el given her wew
e, amd peervd Bt us as 10 she would
romdaindnr us Birvver. She iMed her
il o b shaken, and | shook It aml
sl *Way ne'' She thon Kissed her
aned te us e token of ber gratiinde
e the straugey white men wha had
done what bher sons had proabably wey.
er done, remembered her age o hor
homar foar that = & #irgidy  'hing
aiaaiigd these genvrally  Kind peuple
ihe abl are neglecivd

She my fllend, |
Bhe know Cushing, You know Cush- |

old, old treasures. An old war club, |

“Long time ago Navajo him bad;

l Ah, but they are poor. As we went
| through their homes, buying a Mttle
pottery, we saw all their poor, pathet-
fe possessions, Thelr bowls and blank-
ots, thelr extra robes, thelr one or two
battered chalrs, the copper lithographs
on the walls, the children robed in old
salt sacks—and yet men plan to rob
them! Men want to take their land,
to grow fat off their trade. No won-
der the white men are wolves to them,
Last year they had no crop. They
were forced to eat their falthful bur-
ros, their dogs. They were forced to
sell everything that men would pay 5
cents for, and they sat in thely cheer-
less houses and endured hunger and
cold with the patlence of martyrs, And
| the white people sat by and saw It
and did little. One man—everiasting
| shame to him—gave an old man copper
| cents for necklaces and told him they
would buy a bag of flour, Buch are
the tales they tell of greed,
This year they have a good crop and

e

A Zunl Doorstep.

-

—_— e e — —_——

! 8o they are smiling. 1 should llke to
have seen them when they came to-
gether for thelr harvest home dance

| and festival,

As we came to say good-by to Dick
| I sald:

“Dick, I'll send you some shells wh
| I get back. Mebbe so ten days and

! ten days, Mebbe o one month."”
“Good,” sald Dick. “Me need moch
ghells, Make ‘em Dbeads. Sell ‘em
| Navajos."

“All right, I'll send some."
i #One time,” began Dick, Impressive-
ly, “man say me send ‘em shells. Mo
| go home, me send 'em sbells.” A

| pause, “He llar. He no send 'em
| shells.”

| There was no misunderstandin this
| broad hint, and I joined the in

e laugh.

| “well, Dick, you see, | am no liar.”

| 1 understood the other man’s case.
| Bome one had eald on the jmpulse:

“1'll send you some shells, Dick,” and
| then had forgotten it in the complexity
| of his city life, But there s no com-
| plexity In Dick's life and he remem-
| bers every word the white man speaks,
| I sent those shells, and I would bave
| done it at any cost. I could pot bave
Dick’s An-tennihi think me a Har. A
| man shounld keep his lightest promise
| with an Indian.
| T.ooking back on Zuni, 1 saw once
more how it secretes itself on the
] plain. It lay behind us there, a low,

red hill in the midst of the wide, sun-
| filled valley. Around it purﬂlde sands
| lay, and a slow river craw by It

Far away on all sides, great mesas
| towered a thousand feet above the
valley floor.

AS we rose we came again to radlant
vistas of sunflowers, which ran to
great seooped and carved walls of
sandstone. Plne trees began agaln,
and grass and flowers, a beautiful
wilderness,

We spent the night in the camp of &
trader about twelve miles from Zunl
We were awake at the dawn, and saw
the sun blaze Into sudden splendor in
the heavens. All through the cold,
white half-light a coyote cried, utter-
fng a liquid, whistling wall, so sweet
aud wild it made that dawn forever
memorable to mwe.

A young Plu cooked our breakfast, a
Zuni helped him, a Navajo horseman
walted outside. Columbia college was
represented In the doctor, who was
studying the ancient photographs on
the rocks, and I—I listened in ecstacy
to the mystie, shrill wail of the coyote
and watched the sun flare up the sky,
and thought of this wonderful coming
together of men in the bush.—Hamlin
Garland, in Detrolt Free Press.

A Way te Making the “Scorcher” ol
Some Une.

Among recent developments to which
the widespread use of the bicycle has
led Is a machine for enabling the cy-
clist to traln or take his exercise In-
doors in bad weather. The rider sits
on the saddle and worka the pedals
in the nsual way, and while the wheels
ravolve, thelr foree I8 expanded on
the turning of an endless belt, and the
bieyele never moves from the spot,
It has occurred to a French eleetriclan
that some useful work can be done
at the same time. He has a gly
deslgned an apparatus in whicht the
driving wheel of a safety bleycle of
the usual type Is ralsed fromh the floor,
and, by means of g strap and speed
genrlng, made to drive n small dyna.
mo, whikh '= used to charge sceumu-
lntors, This idea of turnlng exercise
Into a useful product outslde of Its
own  special purpose Is capable of
wide application, One Instunce of It
will be readily remembered, Nansen,
in fAtting ont the Fram for his msh
Arctie  expedition, had a capstan
placed on deck, the shaft of which was
counected by gearing with the ship's
dysnme,  The object of this was that
In the long dark winter of the polar
reglons, the erew should dalyy take
the exercise needed for health, by
dolug their shift at the capstan, and
at the same time generdte the alee
tricity nesded for lghilng the ship
Iu some Kuglish prisons, where the
cuergy derived from the work of
the twadinll! by the conviets his Rith
erte boen lnsufMclently utilsed, It is
Bow proposed 16 turs (L te the genern.
thon of o iy, for light the
bulldings, waking the

¥
"ol
hen

triea more rewabergtive, and
the prissuers o irlelng whis

enabde them ta live bonently
they are discharg:d

Fuddy ~What » th.'“. !

Hoally, | don't bell
uwuufnlll- e 10 e ow

Daddy -~ Well, don't ihink
o be congratulaied? ﬁ o':
he bas canne’ be a very able wo.

auainiesce  Boston Transen
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