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vHAPTER XIL—i(Continued.)

I'm an instant, however, she had re-
covered herself. Quick as lightning,
she turned to the table again, seized
the china slop basin, and, raising the
cup, was just about to empty the
whole of the contents, when, as
though detecting her intentlon, a de-
taining hand was laid upon her arm,
and Falkland, In his suavest tones,
sald—

“Ah, that Is for Major Brown!
yYou not give it to him?"

“Oh, do not trouble,please, Miss Lut-
trell!” exclalmed Brown, who at that
moment appeared in the window, "Let
me fetch it myself!"—and before Eve-
l¥yn was even aware of what was hap-
pening he had taken the cup of coffes
from' her hand and, turning to the
sugar basin, was carefully searching
for a plece of sugar of the exact size
he required.

“You—you will not like that!"” gasp-
ed Bvelyn, making a quick fmovement
forward, with an expression of ab-
solute perplexity upon her face. “Let
me get you another cup—that'is not
strong enough!"

“No, certainly not, thank you! This
is dellclous!” declared the Major, help-
ing himself to some cream: and, be-
fore she had even time to utter an-
other word, Eveiyn saw him pass out
on the veranda and, to her horror, act-
ually raise the cup to his lips.

It was too terrible! She made one
despairing effort to reach him, one
vain attempt to dash the cup from
his hand. But what was it seemed
suddenly to hold her back, to rise up
like a cloud before her eyes? She
passed her hand in a dazed, bewildered
manner across her forehead, made one
staggering step forward, and then,
with an instinctive sense of preserva-
tion, grasped hold of the arm of a
chair and sank back among the cush-
ions perfectly unconsclous,

Wil

CHAPTER XII
“Yes, Evelyn—it i8 quite true. 1

never saw you looking so pale before.
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thought of the fearful alternative—the
thought that even then Major Brown
might be lying under the influence of
some frightful narcotle, perhaps per-
fectly unconscious,

As long as she lived never would she
forget the wretchedness she endured
as hour after hour she lay awake,
watching wearlly for the first streaks
of dawn to break through the closely-
drawn blinds. Still, when even eight
had been struck in muflled tones from
the depths of the little leather travel-
ing case—even then, what was there
to be learned?

Parker looked thoroughly puzzled
when questioned for news of Major
Brown.

“Major Brown, miss? Why, there is
nothing amiss with him!" she had re-
turned decidedly. “He looked as well
as anybody need last night when I saw
bhim fanning you down stairs.”

But what small comfort poor Evelyn
derived from this information was
gpeedily destroyed by the mald's an-
nouncement a little later that the
major had evidently overslept himself
that morning, as, in passing down the
corridor, she had noticed that long
after the usual time his door was
closed, and his boots and hot water
were waiting on the mat outside,

It was thus that Eveiyn, in a state
of strange hopelessness, had dressed
and gone downstairs. She had pre-
pared herself for the worst. She felt
she would not be astonished then
whatever happened, and yet every step
which sounded on the corcidor, every
time a waiter entered the room, she
started up as white as ashes, dreading
the news that might come,

It was, therefore, almost as great a
shock when, chaneing to look out of
the window, she beheld, stroliing leis-
urely across the lawn, a tall, well-built
figure, which she recognized at a glance
as the major's. And th!s had peen the
cause of Lady Howard's remark con-
cerning the necessity for gome little

her eyes upon the stage, where tht‘!.___PICKLES_‘ A\[FS’I}?\RD-

afterward crossed the Mersey, and sub-

uga lake, New York state.
tree a large white cat, which would
welgh
has taken up its abode, and from all
chservation has been there for several
years,
but prowls about at night after food,

remained for the rest of the scene,

She had held herself aloof from
him most carefully all the day, never
venturing downstairs at any time when
he was likely to be ab.out, and, though
in one instance she had had the mis-
fortune to encounter him, she had pre-
served the strictest gilence regarding
the previous night's proceelings, not |
even asking If he had manazed to se-
cure the forged check, nor evincing
any curiosity as to the means he had
adopted,

“Beg pardon, miss, but is this let-
ter for you? A messenger has Jjust
brought it from the ‘Georgze,’ and
asked for it to be given to you himme-
diately.”

The words borne to Evelyn’s ears
above the stralns of one of Sullivan's
most popular airs made her look up
in surprise, to find nersell onfronted
by a small program boy, who was
holding out for her inspection a note
directed in her aunt's handwriting to
“Mlss Luttrell—Stalls, No. 14."

“Dear 1ae, 1 hope there is nothing
wrong!” murmured Mrs, Courtenay in
agltated tones,

(To be continued.)

TOLD OF ANIMALS.

The two zebras sent by the emperor
of Abyssinia to Queen Victoria have
reached England, to the climate and
fare of which the zoological gardenus
Is now doing its best to accustom
them,

Here is a dog story. A short time
ago a sheep dog owned by a person
at Robin Hood's bay, near Whitby,
England, was dispatched by train to
Liverpool and from there was removed
to Egremont, where it was housed in
the back yard of the residence of Mr.
Coulson, The following morning the
dog had disappeared, and notices
which were distributed about Liver-
pool, Birkenhead and district elicited
no response. Rover, however, arrived
in a week or so at Robin Hood's bay,
weary and Jame, and bearing an un-
mistakable appearance of having had
a long journey., The dog had jumped
a high wall In order to escape and

sequently traveled 170 miles in order
to reach his destination,

A remarkable case of animal eccen-
tricity has been discovered near Cay-
In a high

probably twenty-five pounds,

It is seldom seen in daylight,

“BEG PARDON, MISS, IS THIS FOR YOoU?"

That affair of last night has quite
upset you, You had better take Sam-
bo for a good run this morning, in
the hope of bringing back some color
to your cheeks; and, as Mrs, (‘\mrlﬂ-'l
nay has just told me that her hus-
band has been called suddenly to Lon-
don and will not be able to accompany
her to the iheater to-night, 1 shall
send to say vou will be delighted to |
accept the offer of the ticket if only
she will be 80 good as to chaperon |
you. 1 belleve, child, a little excite- |
ment will do you all the good in the
world."”

Livelyn's only answer was a faint
sigh as she leaned back in her chair |
and clasped her hands above her head
At that moment, with her head throb-
bing continuously and the fecling of
ntter weariness, which was the resull of
i nleopless night and hours of nexpll
cable worry, the very ldea of play was
intolerable to her, She seemed 1o have
lived days instead of hours since the
evenis aof the

Previous evening —sine

that terrible moment when she had
suddenly los!l consclonsness, o
member nothing more until she found

hersolf Iying on her own bed, with her

aunt’s maid, who had evidently beon

left to keep wateh, fast asledp In &
chalr by her side

And then haw utteriy helplesa she
had felt when wivid recollections of

all that happencd rose up in hor

distinciness belore her mind’ W hiat
eould she dn® Alas, nothiag nothing
whatever! She had no setusl know)

edge that Fulkland had sdministered
anything to Major Nrown  @he eaald
give RO reasols for supposing that the
coffee which be had Landed 1o hiw
had been drugsed. 1! she roused the
whale hotel she eould not  possibly
siate anything for & fact. Yol at the |
same time she was haunied by the

excitement as a diversion

{ first fallen upon Major

{10 her face an she

from her
thoughts!

And perhaps Lady Howard had
never apoken wlih greator wisdom:
for, having satisfied herself on the
score of the cup of coffer, which she

| had quite made up her mind had been

fatally drugged, all the feelings of hor-
ror whica Evelyn had experienced
when the susplelon of the forgery had
Brown, but
which she had forgotten in the alarm
that followed, returned to her now
with a force which seomed ten times
Inereased in its Intensity

Never before In her life had Eve
Iyn known a day which proved Itself

0 Interminably long as did his partie-

ular morning and afternoon o see
to speak to, Major Hrown again wuas
impossible; and so, rather than under-

B0 the risk of a meeting with him she

absolutely shut her ears to all of Lady
Howard's entreaties and remalned In
siriet seclusion in her own m, neyer
wmee during 1) w ol f 1) y Yol
turing out of her ) TV P
It wasa thus Probhually
weariness that Evolvn
By her own sociely At
thoughts, at last gave 1o o Lady How
Ard's persuaslons and
o be driven off under 11
of Mrs, Courlenay |
theater
The house was pack
ing. ahdl 4 N 1
" *ling the apped Ak
sl acty . wh i
wald to cateh b
fallens 1o Lhe Brout
i Lhe avoupant of the sen .

one o M
Instantly

Caourtsnay

A Nash of annoyasr
ulaed th
dividual In question s Glibert

land, Turning away quickls

Falk

living on birds, squirrels and other
animals that it can master., It is shy
of any of the human kind, and cannot
be approached. In its midnight per-
egrinations it visits the cottages and
anything eatable left outside generally

disappears. A few days ago the cat
was seen. lying stretched out on a
limb, like a squirrel, and when a

stone was thrown at it the animal rose
up and jumped, like & flying squirrel,
from limb to ﬁml: and tree to tree,
until it disappeared.

Not Ileecher's FPrayer,

One of the older newspaper men told
a story the other day. “Browning was
one of the best reporters to get out of
work that ever broke into the busi-
ness,"” he sald., *“The city editor sent
him down to report Henry Ward
Beecher one time, and he came in
about 11 o'clock with his ‘stuff’ ready
for the printer., He had taken no
notes, but had made a running long-
hand report. He told how the church
looked, who were on the rostrum
about the pulpit, and how Mr. Beecher
rose and lifted his hands and said, very
golemnly: ‘*After this manner, there-
fore, pray yve.'! Then Browning added,
In parenthesis, ‘Turn rule for Lord's
prayer,' He meant to copy that ver-
batim from the office Bible when he
got to his degk, but forgot it, and the
parenthesis was only to guide the
printer, So the paper came out in the

Such a discussion as developed on
the piazza at the home of the Ellisons,
that summer afternoon, would have
been of serious import had it not been
tor the personality of the disputants.
‘But a wrangle involving only a half
dozen pretty women gowned in the
light, breezy, fluMiness appertaining
to a perfect June day, becomes prettier
in proportion to its earnestness.

It came about through Emily HMHast-
ings’ proposal for a pienic on the Des-
plaines river.

“No one of those formal, cut-and-
dried, lemon-pie affairs,” she explain-
ed, “but just a rollicking, jolly party
of us young folks, who want to have a
good time in the woods.”

“And the young men?" queried
someone, doubtfully. “This isn’t leap
year, you know!"

“Leave that to me,” returned Emily
reassuringly. “If I can’t make Herbert
Winslow take up the idea and carry it
out as his own, then I'm not up to
enough snuff to make a baby sneeze!"

“Oh, Emily, how can you?" came in
a deprecating chorus,

“I'm not going to him and bluntly
ask him to hire a plenic wagon, pay
for the provisions, and generally act
as field manager for the party,” Insist-
ed the young lady. “You ought to
give me more credit than that, I'm
simply golng Into a little psychologi-
cal suggesting. He'll think he did it
all himself. When the idea has taken,
I expect him to invite your humble
servant as his own particular side-
partner, after which I'll propose that
we girls make up the luncheon.”

“What a pig!” exclaimed pretty May
West, disconsolately; “you'd monopo-
lize the attentions,of Mr. Winslow,
and leave the rest of us to any Tom,
Dick and Harry."”

“0, that comes of my being the pro-
moter, you know,” laughed Miss
Hastings, lightly; “as a simple stock-
holder, you’ll have to walit for dlvi-
dends."”

“But how about a chaperon?” sug-
gested Blanche Flelding, the demure,

“A chaperon!” exclaimed the pro-
moter tragically; "my kingdom for a
chaperon! You, of all sobersides in
Christendom, to suggzest a chaperon!”
ghe continued, argumentatively.
“Goodness knows, you don't need one,
and as for casting such an espersion
on the rest of us—what shall we do
with her, girls?”

When the little bevy had gone into
Individual pieces, the picnic was as-
sured, if only Emily Hastings' psycho-
logical equipment did not fail, And it
did not—at least in part. Herbert
Winslow took up the scheme like an
original enthusiast. A railroad trip to

IT WAS A GAY PARTY.
Riverside, and a picnic wagon to take
the party down the river, were fixed
upon. The luncheon scheme was ex-
cellent. A list of the young ladies was
made up and a corresponding number

of escorts were considered. The day
was set—
But that night Harbert Winsglow

wrote an informal invitation, asking
for the company of demure DBlanche
Fielding,

It Emily Hastings was keenly disap-
sointed she did not show {t, Her in-
«erest In the picnie did not flag. Qut
of her inventive genius she even im-

morning with a good picture of Brook-
lyn's famous preacher, and his im-
pressive manner of saving, ‘After this
manner, therefore, pray ve. Turn rule |
for Lord’s praver' Which really 1
wasn't what the eloquent orator had
sald ot all."—Chleago Post,

|

Dont Cry.

|  The mere giving away to tears, or to

the outward expression of anger, will

result for the moment in making the

luner grief or anger more acutely felt,

says Prof., James of Harvard, There

more useful precept in one's

| self-discipline than that which blds us |

| In no

| pay primary attention to what we do !
il express, and not to care too much
for what we feel It we only don't
fealk the complaining or insulting
word that we shall regret as long as
we Hve, our feelings themaelves will
nresently | calmer and better, with
Do Par ( puldance from us on
thelr own o nt Actlon cms to
follow feellng, ot really action and
vl o tugelhe; and by regulatine
the action which 2 undir the direct
r J11 i Indirectly
whiegh | Lot
i Mistoriwee.
M
| i i
1his ¥
\ A “ L
| Al
B ' L .“
i ph al i | o e
e wiakifesl & want of falth
W i a power, of, I Mis will o el

he Aned | el his uen cause

proved on the original plaas,
“This is to be a novel picnie,” she
sald, “nothing else will do. Now, as

| the designer of it I am going to be the

thef. I'm pgoing to write out a list of
just what each girl is to bring in a
*overed basket, These lists must be
kept In secret, and not till we get to
he woods, ready to spread the table,
Is any one but myself to know what
we're to have for dinner,

Everybody was pledged to the com-
pact of secrecy and when the bill of
‘are had been made out and distribut-
*, preparations began for the outing

Saturday, July 1, was an 1deal day.
iathesd In the union statlon in the

| arly morning, only Emily Hastings
| and her escort

were missing, Five

ninutes before traln time BEdward Aus-
I

in, breathless, came up to the anxlous | smount to any great shakes Jeat on
mp with the news that Miss Hast- nt of helng made jedge I want
ngs was Il and could not go | you should always recall when any
Nuthing I I he aasured ! thing ke this comes to ye that there's
hem Misa MHastings nils & thou plenty of folks that when they're In
and regrets as ks that we B th peed of a stopper and haven't got any
WORTAM W it her.” cork, they'll make shift with a eorn-
It was a gny party In apite of the | cob! You Jest bear that in mind.™
Heappoluting fa (Y MMr Alistin
Sus 8| ‘ ity p Heasuuabile,
! 1 he 1 h ine train I he reasons i orthography are
t Jaunty " LLL K " | amvong the things w h pass man'a
T Winnl le andin LT viplapations |
4 L ] hing - " Ras A le ssuand \
L ' ' W Kroup v " M alledd upon |
[} » i e . i up Alw i A
Mive ¥ k w the urn ne
i f . R WA | M
o four ‘ " 1R eplled the man Maven't
e N the | oon | i yiruumg Wi B » ef Marguars inguirest the
Vastin had lmpresssd « the driver lergyman Yeu, alt Well sald
il with hia sApe arRDE T LR } he mikister she sgella het A e
Neie awiibe he lagy anes while Mo t'we hat said the wit
he naturalisis, in palrs, wabdaied atl | aeas, “is besanse my sister and me, we
| il | went to diferent schogis

Basket opening at 1 o'clock was to

be a feature of the outing. Under a
spreading elm a grassy spot was
cleared,

“Who has the linen?” called Eva

Best, who, in the absence of Emily

Hastings, took the lead.

“Here,” and Anna Hunt opened the
hamper in which a pile of snowy nap-
ery lay banked. Nothing else was
there, With the opening of the one,
others turned to their baskets unsus-
rectingly, It was a surprise, in fact,
One basket bad only knives, forks,
spoons, pepper, salt, and the eteeteras
of the ordinary table. Another had
only dishes, On down the list the
baskets were opened upon only table
paraphernalia—on until Blanche Field-
ing's hamper ylelded the first edible
things in the party—plckles, mustard,
Worcestershire sauce, and one full
quart of vinegar,

“But there are lots of pickles,” said
Blanche, breaking the long, breathless
silence that fell on the party. Some-
body burst into a shriek of laughter,
the keynote of the spirit in which all
day long the members of the pasty
fasted, save as thelr teeth were put on
edge by pickles,

“Never speak of it to Miss Hastings,
mind,” was Blanch Flelding's parting
injunction, as, tired and hungry, they
separated at the Union station that
night. "“And really, we have had a
lovely time."”

Not every one assented to this, but
it was noticeable that Herbert Wins-
low did so emphatically. Less than
a week ago this emphasis had a new
meaning for the members of the group
who marked it. It was brought about
from the results of a tete-a-tete In
the Flelding’'s front parlor, during
which Herbert Winslow had turned
nervously back and forth on the plano
stool,

“Did you know,"” he sald huskily,
“I've been thinking a good deal of
that pienic of la‘a.”

“I hope you don't let that
you,” she replied evenly, as
did not know what was coming.

“Worry me!” he repeated. “You
don't understand—that was the happ!-
est day of my life. I've been wonder-
ing ever since why—as we could be so
happy for one day on a pickle and mus-
tard diet—why we couldn't be happy
always in a home that had a better and
more varied bill of fare?"

She was thrusting the golden point
of a scarf pin into the brocaded sur-
face of a settee, regardless of the dam-
age that she was doing,

“Blanche,” he said, appealingly.

She looked up and let him read the
answer in her eyes,

bother
it she

QUICKSANDS OF ARIZONA.

Masked Pitfalls Are Frequently Found
In the Desert.

Curlous but dangerous freaks of na-
ture frequently found In the desert of
Arizona are called sumideros by the
Mexicans and Indians, They are
masked pitfalls of quicksand that oceur
in the dry plains and are covered with
a treacherous crust of clay that has
been spread over them In fine particles
by the wind and baked dry by the sun.
The peculiar properties of the soil re-
tain all the moisture drained into them
after the infrequent rains, and allow it
to be filtered to unknown depths, so
that a man or a horse or a cow or a
sheep that once steps upon that de-
ceptive crust instantly sinks out of
sight beyond hope of rescue. The
sumideros are on a level with the sur-
face of the desert. There is no danger
signal to mark them, and their surface
cannot he distinguished by the or-
dinary eye from the hard clay that sur-
rounds them, They occur most fre-
quently in the alkali-covered flats, and
are often fifteen or twenty feet in di-
ameter. Sometimes they are only lit-
tle pockets or wells that a man can
leap across, but the longest pole has
never found their boitom. A stone
thrown through the crust sinks to un-
known depths, and no man who ever
fell into one of them was rescued.
They account for the mysterious dis-
appearance of many men and cattle,

Small Pralse,

A young man who had disapointed
his grandfather by displaying no fond-
ness for New England farm life made
his way through college, and the law
school, and in time became a judge.
His grandfather watched his progress
with a sort of uowillilng pride, bhut
never by word or look gave young
|_.lu!m the least encouragement or
| rraise, When the appointment to the

judge’'s hench at last came, the grand-
| 8om took heart and asked for the old

man’s congratulations, “Aren’t you
glad for me, grandiather?"’ he asked,
almost wistfully, glancing at the stub-
born old face beslde him, “Well, yes,

I am glad for ye, John.," admitted the
| octogenarian in a grudging tone. '

am glad for ye, but | don't want you
|_-_‘#ll|| feal set up and Imagine you

QUEER CHINESE CEREMONY.

Strange Rites at the Graves
Olivet Cemetery.

A delegation of Chinamen visited
Mount Olivet cemetery recently and
in the presence of a crowd of onlook-
ers performed a number of rites over
the graves of their countrymen buried
there, says the Baltimore Sun. They
also visited the cemetery on the pre-
vious Sunday and went through the
same ceremonies. Usually they visit
the graves twice during the year, but
this year seem remarkably solicitous
as to the welfare of their deceased
brethren. When the Chinamen
reached the Chinese lot, which is In the
northwestern part of the cemetery,
they began to spread edibles of all
kinds on the graves, There Were
chickens, pork, bananas and oranges.
A fire was bullt in a sheetiron oven,
which rested in the roadway not far
from the lot. When the fire began to
blaze high the Chinamen gathered
around It and started to throw into the
flames huge bundles of papers, on each
of which had been inscribed different
characters. These papers are supposed
to bear misleading directions to the
evil spirit and enable the deceased to
cross in safety the river Styx. As the
fire burned flercely, some of the China-
men hurried around to the different
graves and close to each headstone
planted a thin stick, on the end of
which was incense. The incense was
then lighted, but its perfume was in
part deadened by the smell of the
smoke, which by this time had become
almost blinding. When all these
preparations had been completed, the
celestialg started to perform the more
important ceremonies, They swayed
their bodies to and fro over the graves,
all the time holding their hands to-
gether and muttering unintelligible
words, but which were no doubt
prayers in the Chinese language. Next
they knelt at the sides of the graves,
stitl  contipuing their mutterings.
After a few minutes they arose, and to
the surprise of every one about, gath-
ered up the edibles which they had
brought out and placed them In their
carriages. Usually at the funerals of
Chinamen the food is allowed to re-
main on the graves, so that the de-
ceased would not starve on the jour-
ney to the Chinese heaven., Another
feature in which the ceremonies dif-
fered from the funeral services was
that cups of tea were poured over the
graves of the Chinamen. BSome (ir-
reverent persons ventured the opinion
that the Chinamen believed their de-
ceased brethren were thirsty and had
accordingly brought the liguid to
quench their parched palates. A num-
ber of boys were present at the cere-
monies and after the departure of the
Chinamen unceremoniously carried off
the incense sticks to a spot under a
shady tree, where they proceeded to
enjoy themselves watching the sticks
burn out,

in Mound

She Rattled Dewey.

Dewey once attended a wedding
breakfast at which the affable Baron-
ess de Struve, wife of the Russian
minister at that time, was present.
Dewey had met this famous woman
several times before, The faclal plain-
ness of the baroness was quite beyond
belief, but she was one of the most
brilliant, lovable and kindly women
ever elected to guide the social affairs
of the diplomatic corps in Washington,
A lady who overheard it tells of an
amusing passage which the baroness
and Dewey (who, if memory serves,
was then a commander) had at this
particular wedding breakfast. “Re-
ferring to leather,” said the baroness
amiably, after some playful remark as
to the spick-and-span polish of Dew-
ey's sword-belt—he was In dress uni-
form—"the most remarkable bit of
Russian leather in the world is my
face.” Dewey was as quick a thinker
then as he is now, but this stalled him,
“Madame,” he said, after a pause, "1
am but a rough sailor man, and thig is
a heavy demand which you make upon
me. | am not equal to the emergency.”
“0Of course,” sald the baroness, tap-
ping him with her fan, “I should have
to consider you hopelessly rude were
you to agree with me. But you can
preserve your neutrallty—naval offi-
cers are taught to do that, are they
not?—by telling me what really fine
eyes 1 have, They are fine, are they
not?”’ Thus assisted, Dewey rose 1o
the occasion, The baroness' eyes were,
in truth, magnificent.—Washington
Post.

A Japanese Gelsha Girl

A geisha must be highly accom-
plished, because her chief duty is to
amuse. While not by any means a
musiclan, she must he able to perform
on the samisen, koto.tzuzumi (a drum)
and other musical instruments, She
dances, sings, and talks on the lightest
subjects, and always holda herself in
readiness to entertain her guests ac-
cording to thelr mood. A witty gelsha,
one who I8 a good talker, pretty and

graceful, will not lack for employment
| at any time and generally makes a
| very good living. While it Is not at all
| necessary for her to arouse mirth, her
| ohject must be to begulle the time thag
| 1a itksome (o her guests Thus Iy often
aappens that one feeling depressed will
vhil for a geisha Fhe gelaha la
A natural w Aste (n dress
VA ENGUisite her movements Incompar
alde In grace  Onoto Watanna, In the
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