CHAPTER IlIL—(Continued.)

“He 18 considered very handsome,”
Joyee called mischievously after Reg-
gle's retreating figure; but whether
he heard her was doubtful, and her
own frank, plain face looked very
grave, as she picked up her wools.
“Madame {8 a clever woman,” she ar-
gued to herself. “Henrl is under her
thumb-—that Is, he always seems Lo
be afrald of her; and Mollle is inex-
perienced and impetuous. It I8 litle
more than a fortnight since she re-
turned. Can Rezgie mind already—
Reggle, who does not care for girls?”

But personal expoerience, in connes-
tion with the paval lieutenant to
whom she was engaged, called loudly
that a fortnight might make or mar a
life, and she could not disguise from
herself that Reggie had shown more
interest In beautiful Mollle 1./ Estrange
than he had ever exhibited for any
woman—save hls mother and herself
—-before,

A fresh, matter-of-fact girl, of three-
and-twenty, Joyce, though fond of
Moallie, was Inclined to lock upon her
as a child, end did not give her credit
for half the sense and observation she
possegsed,

For Mollle had learned a great deal
in that past fortninght, though Reg-
#le had not always been her teacher,
She knew that the good country pesple
round, who Lkad been Ler parents’
friends, while wishful to be pleasant
to herself, looked askance at Madame
Dubols, whose great objeet in life was
to get into the charmed circle of their
acquaintance, With this end she
would drag the reluctant girl to any
social gathering where she might meet
them, and endeavor to force herself
upon them until poor Mollle was bit-
terly ashamed of her; while her
emothered exultation when Mrs, An-
struther did violence to her feelings
by a stiff call showed Mollle more than
words would have done how the resi-
dents of Chalfont House were regard-
ed in Reverton.

Kate was a great trial to her sister;
she was dellcate, nervors and exclt-
able to a degree; and, as her aunt
never checked her, she was almost un-
bearable, All Moill«'s efforts at friend-
ship she regarded with suspicion, as
made to the heiregs of Chalfont, and
she flew into a rage {f her sister tried
to reason with her, or attempted to
take the part of the unfortunate dally
governess who for a couple of hours
each morning endeavored to teach
her. Mollie was very forbearing with
her, trying never to forget that she
was the baby whom she had seen in
her mother’'s arms. But she was firm
also, declining to be driven about, or
stand any rudeness; and Kate, finding
her tempers disregarded, her Imperi-
ous airs laughed at, began to treat her
sister with sullen respect.

Meallle was thinking of Kate after
Reggie had left her at the gate, and
she walked briskly up the graveled
path, swinging her emplty basket. She
had promised some flowers for the
church on Sunday, and wanted them
also for wreaths for her parents’
graves. Should she take them boldly
from Chaifont, and incur her sister's
wrath, or should she order them else-
where? It scemed a shame that her
mother's wreath should not be from
the place she loved so well; and yet
she could not bear that anything for
her should be wrangled over,

There used to be a great clump of
narcis=«l growing almost wild in a
shady corner beslde some laurels at
the far side of the house. If Mr. Bar-
lowe's vandal hand had spared them,
ghe might surely have some from
thero;
never paused until she suddenly found
herself nearly opposite the window of
that fatal study where her stepfather
had met his death by an unknown

and, intent on finding out, she | trol. And Mollie shrewdly guessed that

thelr heavy brows with a strange wild
gleam; while her volce harsh and high,
came clearly towards Mollle,

“Are there no other apartments in
the house but that you must come here
—here—here?” ghe screamed. “Why do
you torture me like this? Have [ not
encugh to bear for you? Ah, me! How
many mothers would have done as
much?"

“Calm yourself, mother,” cried a
thin, reedy voice. *“I had merely a
fancy to view the chamber where my
80 tender-hearted relative shuflled off
this mortal coll last Easter Sunday.
Where is the harm?”

“No, no, my beloved!” she answered,
In a gasping volce, evidently struggling
hard to recover her self-command;
“but eoming In suddenly and seeing a
man—so near the time——" And she
clasped her hands as a visible tremor
shook her from head to foot,

"Every one was out; | wanted amus-
Ing,” he sald. *“How dusty the place
Is, Why not use tize room?”

“Impossible!” panted she, “How can
you expect It, Henrl—you, who saw
——] have It cleaned sometimes, but
no one will do It alone, nor will they
come pear It untll after Sunday."”

“My uncle seems as much loved In
deat” as in life.” And there was a fine
sneer in the young man's volce, "Now,
why did you send for me Im such &
hurry, mother? [ was having a good
time in Paris—musiec, pretty girls!—
and then you insist that I must return
to this dull hole. 'Tis absolutely
cruel!”

“You have ro thought for your own
Interests. You are incorrigible!" she
cried angrily. “I told you the reason
plainly enough; and you epend so
much money, the sooner you fall in
with my intentions the better for you;
then yonr future s assured.”

“Bo you have dragged me away from
a theusand engagements and pleasures
Just for this!"” Mollie heard bhim ex-
plain grumblingly. “What is ghe?”

“Oh, Henri, my adored!"” ecried Ma-
dame Dubols, her volce vibrating with
intense feeling, her eyes fixed with
deep, passionate love on the other un-
seen occupant of the room; I feel that
at this time I must have you with me—
that I must see you—to feel that my
sacrifices have not been in vain—that
through them you are prosperous, Ia
it nothing to you to be with yow
mother?"

What reply the son made Mollie did
not hear, for, recovering frem her as-
tonishment, she stole quletly away,
thankful that madame's keen glance
had not fallen upon her. That Mon-
gleur Henri Dubols had arrived before
he was expected—that he had come,
not because he loved his home and
wished to make her acquaintance, as
madame had repeatedly declared, but
because she had sent him an impera-
tive summons—was clear; but why
had she done so? Nor could Mollie,
having seen the mother's hard face,
softened and beautiful with feeling,
doubt that this invisible son, with the
thin, sneering voice, was the passion
of her life, the being for whom she
would go through fire and water,

CHAPTER 1V,

It was with conflicting feelings that
Mollie brushed out her sunny hair be-
fore luncheon, staring absently the
while into the glass with a perplexed
frown.

They were strange people, these Du-
bois, and she uneasily felt that she
could not fathom them.

Henri's cynlcal tone she consldered
unfeeling, for Leonard Barlowe had
been his uncle after all; while madame
never showed the least respect for her
dead brother, though any allusion to
him would visibly upset her self-con-

the extravagant affection ghe heaped on
Kate was but on the surface.
Evidently madame had sent for her

1

]

son, and there was a "she" in the case

hand nearly twelve months previously. | —did they mean Kate?
Since her return ghe had carefully |

avolded this spot; It had a nameless
terror, yet fascination for her. Mrs
Barlowe's name was rarely meuntloned
in the house; no servant woull go past
the study door alone after dark. It
was not only madame’s hard and mean

rule that caused rarely a week to pass |

without some of them leaving—they
frightened eaxch other; tales of things
geen and heard were rife among them,
and It must be owned that Mollle was
not proof against the general whisper-
ing, the unspoken fear, that seemed to
hang over the place, especially aflter
dark.

She was half [nelined to turn back
now, even though the sun was shining
and a whaole evlony of rooks cawing
polsily In the tall treea further on
Round this very path the assassin must
bave stolen that bitter March night
afer he had done the deed, lsaving the

winduw wide open. and Why
the window was open paw'  Voless
"" Wyt her varm N one ever ¥n
tered 1hat pooam Lul Madame hibals

though it waa unlocked Whe conld it
ba?

Taking an impetuoca step Porwand
her eyes vl o madime hersell stand
fag srevt with sae hand on the table
har face hagaard and white bher thin
lipa drawn away from her sirong white

feth, Bor dark eyes gloaming under

Already Mollie had not a very high |
idea of thelr probity, and wondered
how much power they had over the |
child's fortune,

But she did not think of herseif at
the moment, except to be glad that she
wias no relation of thelrs. And then |
her thoughts drifted off to Reggle, and |
there was a smile on her face as she
flung open the door, nearly running

"over Kate, who was advancing conse-

quentially down the corridor, a huge
box of distinetly Parislan bonbous In
her armas. )

“1 shall pot glve you one because
you would not take me to get moas'
she sald, with solemn spltefulness, as
she diaplayed them

You should have gone with pleas.
ure had you asked nilcely” returned
Maollle, unrufMed. “But 1 will not take
you anywhere when you are unpleas
anl*™

And bhefore the irale mistress of the

Mo could Pnd  anything Mtter
enough for her poor little lonmme to
witer. the elder girl had passel her

and. descending the stalre, snters! Lhe
lining » where Madame Pubols
and her sun were shanding by the Ars
| bore stomrd, These LTI
strangers, RIving thomasivea al! the
sl of prepristorship n the holse
thatl ought Lo have boesm Gulls a8 mnh
her's aa Fate's. Sanding, ‘oo, righ

Lhey alteme

under the painting of her father In full
uniform that hung over the mangel-
plece. It would have been removed
long ago but that it had cost some

| nundreds of pounds, and, Mr. Barlowe
R | searetly thought, added distinetion to

the room.
A hot wave of
wounded pride

indignation and
swept  over Mollie,
What business had these people at
Chalfont using everyvthing as thelr
own, while she herself was but a guest;
and It was a very frigid and haughty
bow that she gave In the direction of
Monsieur Henri Dubois when his moth-
er introduced him.

“What am I to call you?"' exclailmed
madame playfully. “Is It to be cous-
Iing?"

“Certalnly not, madame,"” she broke |

In quickly, with a polite smile. "I am
a L'Estrange, and the only relation [
have in my father's house is my half-
slster Kate. And her tone clearly
implied that no other would be al-
lowed.

The elder woman's face darkened
visibly; but before ghe could speak
Henrl sald, with a graceful, sweeping
bow:

“Mademoleelle is eruel; but I trust
In time to win and deserve hetr friend-
ghip "

With gome murmured words of as-
sent Mollie sank into her s«at, and dur-
Ing luncheon took as complete a sur-
vey of the young man as the fact that
he was covertly tr,ing to do the same
thing of her would ullow, Smallslight,
dapper, with sharp, well-cut features, a
sallow complexion, and quick, black
eves, he was Indeed a contrast to the
voung officer who already held a large
place {n her heart.

A thorongh Frenchman was Henrl
Dubois, both In thought and appear-
ance, though hls English was very
good; and ae he gat at the foot of the
table caressing his small, black mus-
tache and endeavoring to make himself
agroenble, Mollle privately came to the
conclusion that she disliked and dis-
trusted him only a little legs than she
did his mother, and that might only be
because she did not know him so
well. Indeed his high volee and eynlcal
alr contrasted badly with Reggie An-
struther’s hearty tones and easy, well-
bred manner, though it was plain that
his mother thought him perfect, and
rarely took her eyes from his face,

“Where have you been this morning,
Mollie?" she demanded at length, when
there came a break In the conversa-
tion,

“She has been for a country walk
with Mr. Anstruther. I saw her,” broke
in Kate's littla volce, maliclously
“And ghe would not take me."

Did a swift glance of meaning pass
between mother and son? Mollie could
not be quite sure, for this unprovoked
attack was disconcerting enough to
make her blush furlonsly, It was very
annoying, and madame's eyes wern
turned upon her crimson visage with
unmerciful serutiny,

“Kate knows why I would not take
her,"" she sald, breaking the pause with
a somewhat haughty ring in her young
volce,

“But this Mr. Anstruther—"" began
madame coldly.

“l met him when I was golng to
gather moss, and he accompanied me"”
—rather deflantly,

Madame's lips went into the thin
line that gave such a very unpleasant
asxpression to her face, and Mollle con-
tinued her luncheon with buta hazy
notion of what was on her plate, and
a vague, uncomfortable presentiment
that picking moss in the bright sun-
shine with Reggle for a companlon
would not be allowed to occur agaln.
Two or three times already, when her
opinion had not agreed with madame’s,
she had been obliged to yleld, and as
the scene of the fragrant earthly moss,
the flickering light through the bud-
ding branches in the shady lane, and
Reggie's laughing brown face rose be-
fore her, so also did a feeling of her
own helplessness in Madame Dubois’
strong, shapely hands.

(To be Continued,)

Taxpayers Squeczed by Austrin,

The taxpayers of Galicia have many
grievances against the Austrian gov-
ernment, says Michael Henry Dzle.
wickl In the Chicago Record. The
chief complaint is that the assessors
of taxes will not admit the declaration
of Income drawn up by tha taxpayer
as what he really gets, but substitute
a sum which they say he ought to get.
This is flagrantly unfair and contrary
to law, and makes the taxpayer liable
to rates for what does not exist, When
challenged as to this arbitrary pro-
ceoding the assessors answered that
they had merely ralsed the taxes, and
malutained that im order to ralse an
uction against them the complainant
would require to prove a false state-
ment., This deprives the taxpayer of
any legal remedy, except going before |
the commission of complaints; but,
us the commission is supposed to deal
with 12,000 appeals within a few weeks
it can be readily seen that It cannot
possibly go Into the details of any
CAs0,

| note passed between us,

Kaownil Ylury Fiea.

The “second-story flen” has been |
discovered at 8L Joseph., MHerstofore
the Michigun fleas have been all

ground foor fleas and there (s no reec-
eord until this summer of feas whieh
Inhabited people on the second sturies
of houses. Willlam . Maberkorn of
Penton Marbor, has besn bitten M
one of the seeond story Reas, and he
shows the bhite W prave L 1) pats him
o vonsiderable troubile to do thls, bul
he la willing & go 1o that  treakds
when he fAnds doubling peopla Tha
questton whish pussiea him ta haw do
the Beas get o the sacond story? o
they Jump walk upslairs, lake the ele
valer, or are \hey carvisd up va 'l-ln.wl
ple's ¢ivibing’
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WHEN THE CIRCUIT RIDER CAME | Ali

the settlement around us would Le
ringing with the news

In the backwoods of Ohlo, In the days of | That there'd be a mectin® Sunday, and

long ago,
When rellgion was religion, not a dressy
fashion show,

When the spirit of the Muster fell as
flames of living fire,
And the people did the singing, not a

trivined artistie cholr,
There was scarcely seen a ripple in life's
gently flowing tide,

No evints to draw the people from their |

daily toll aside,
Naught to set the plous spirit of the plon-
coers aflame
upon the rare occuasions when the
cireult rider came.

Save

He wos usually mounted on the sorriest
of nags,
All his outtit for the journsy packed in
leather saddle bags,
And he'd travel with the Dible or the
hymn book in his hand

Reading sacred word or =inging of t!ml

happy Promlsed Land,

How the tolling wives would glory in the
dlnners they would spread,

And how many a hapless chicken or a
turkey lost its head

By the gleaming chopper wlelded by the
hand of sturdy dame,

For it wasn't very often that the clreult
rider came.

l we'd taller” up our shoes,
And we'd brush our homespun dress sultls,
‘ pride of every country youth,
| And we'd grease our hair with marrow till
It shane like golden truth.
| And the frocks of linsey-woolsey would
be donned by all the girls,
And with heated old fire pokers they
would make thelr corkscrew curls;
wera scarcely queens of fashlon,
but were lovely just the same,
And they always looked their sweelest
when the elreuit rider came.

| They

As a preacher, holy Moses! Low he'd
ewing the living word,
How he'd draw the plous
yet closer to the Lord,
And he'd ralse the halr of sinners sitting
on the backmost geat
| With his fiery, lurid pictures of the ever-
lasting hent!
e have sat in grand cathedrals,
umpha of the bullder's skill,
And in great palatial churches 'neath the
orgoan'as mellow thrill,
i But they never roused within us such a
) reverenilal fisme
| As wonld burn in that old schoolhouse
when the elrenit rider came
I ~James Barton Adams in Denver Post,

“bretherin' ™

| W tri-

*“I'he young forget their fancies, the
old forget thelr ~ares,
When pretty Mistress Margel comes
smiling down the stalrs.”

Nobody who once looked upon Mis-
tress Marget—pretty Mistress Marget
almost everybody called her—could
help loving her. 1, Thomas Dawtry,
a plain and simple squlire of the realm,
loved her better than all the world.
But pretty Mistress Marget was not
for me, or g0, at least, her father had
informed me, As for me, 1 had long
gince declded to ablde by this decision
only so long as clrecamstances com-
pelled me. Wheuever [ate offered me
the shadow of an opportunity I meant
to steal Mistress Margzt and run away
with her. Mistress Marget, as I had
every reason—save spoken words—to
believe, would be by no means unwll-
iing.

The opportunity eame when my
gweet lady's father was called away
to fight for his king and country, King
Charles and DBonnie England, I, who
longed to fight for king and country
nlso, dared the laughter and the jeers
of my comrades to stay behind a little
and steal my lovely lady, if It so
pleased fate. And no sooner had her
father ridden away, at the head of hig
men, then I made for the ball and
sought out old Simeon, the gardener.
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2ir Reginald had never forbidden my
visits—he was too wise a man to tempt
fate in such a manner; he had merely
taken care that I had no chance of
solitary speech with my dear lady. 1
knew now that the Lady Eleanor
Blewett, who filled, as best she might,
the place of the dead lady of the man-
or¢ to her daughter, Mistress Marget,
favored not my suit, so I sought not
to have speech with her or with my
lady, 0ld Simeon I had been friends
with ever since, a8 a child, 1 had
played in the gardens with sweet Mis-
tress Marget. I knew he was my
friend and would help me, ] knew also
that he might speak with his lady
when 1 might not unwatched and un-
guarded. To old Simeon I told my
story, and trusted him for his ald.

And there was the chink of gold
hetween us when we parted, albelt my
lnck of gold was the reason why Sir
Reginald had said me nay, upon my
asking for his daughter's hand. And
for gold—mnext to his love for pretty
Mistress Marget—old Simeon would do
more than most of us would do for the
suke of life,

That evening 1 happened to be
walking in the lane just as old Simeon
also eame onut to take the alr. And a
Old Bimeon
also Instructed me as to where 1 conld
find certaln implements and tools—a
ladder and a stout stave among them

which | might need later on, per-
chance,
package of a eertaln drug, which my
friend, the chirugeon, had given me

Mistress Marget was to see that this |

drug was dropped into the fagon ot
e semt up for the Lady REleanor's
sipper. Then, later, she was to lean
ot of her casement apd signal to me,
waiting outalde In the lane. And lat-

| #r LN Parson Dabaney, who loved us

baoth and sympathised with us rather
than with Sir Reainald, was o make
pretiy Mistress Marget my wite

And s It all happensd, withoot let
t hindrance, save when my body ser
Yani's horse was mired In the alongh
back of the lane e showmid  have
walted In Vhe lane proger btk he
Be Baard voloes and sounds
of Bussen’ hoals comine. and, hpowing
thal e must pat b (gl thepe he
waped hin vwa stesl ov the hmig
and latoe the slough We had a0 walt

Haight

Sl N NN S M N S e

FA TALE OF FISIRESS MARGARET

e P S NSNS NN NN N Nt ANt

And | gave to Simeon the |

& —— . . T

somae minutes for him, when we
would fain have hurried onward. But
this was after I had placed the ladder
underneath my lady’'s window, mount-
ed It, pried off the guarding bars with
the stout stave which old Simeon had
furnished me, and received my darling
in my arms. My heart beat 'so in go-
ing down the ladder that 1 feared she
would hear it and think me timid.
Yet had I courage to claim a kiss as
we neared the bottom, Insisting that
she pay it me before 1 set her down:
and I do not think she noticed the
rapld beating of my heart after that,
even had ghe noticed It before, Her
own hleart beat rapidly then, as the
bright color coming and going In the
face which looked go fair and sweet
In the moonlight testified clearly.

At the foot of the ladder 1 set her
down, and hand in hand we raced
across the greensward, over the foot-
bridge old Simeon had managed to
leave open and unguarded for us, and
out into the lane. There, lifting her
dear form In my arms, I swung her up
before me, and away we galloped,
after the short interval of walting for
my servant, of which I have spoken..
Half an hour later we stood before
Parson Dabney in the gray old vicar-
age, and a few moments afterward I
had the right to call pretty Mistress
Marget my wife. Then, a hurried kiss,
& tear or two on Mistress Marget's
part, and we were on our way back
to the hall, where Mistress Marget was
to live on, the same as ever in all
things save that slender gold band on
her finger, until my return from the
wars. And then—ah! sad for a man
to leave his wife on the wedding eve
=—my body gervant had summoned my
varlets and they waited for moe out-
slde In the lane. I could but kiss my
darling once more, ah me! but so ten-
derly and lovingly, see her safely up
the ladder, withdraw it from beneath
her window, wave her a last tender
farewell—and now, beshrew me! but
mine own eyes were wet— and take
my departure. But before I crossed
the foot-bridge once more 1 threw the
stout stave that had served our turn
so well far from me Into the thick of
the hedge, and 1 once more clinked
gold with old Simeon In order that
he might be properly forgetful of all
that had happened that night. Then
the soft darkness of the lane, with the
moon well under a kindly cloud, a
gsharp command to the waiting varlets,
a tearing gallop until morning, and
we were well up with Sir Reginald
and his men, and nothing but wars
and fighting before us for many long
months,

But my heart was brave and light-
some within me, even though I had
left my dear wife of an hour behind
me. For it is easier, perhaps, to leave
one's wife than one's sweetheart, espe-
cially when the sweetheart’s father
favors a richer man, and I knew, also,
that 1 was a brave and sklilful fight-
er, and | hoped that before Sir Regi-
nald or I saw pretty Mistress Marget
again his heart would have warmed
toward me on this account, For Sir
Reginald loves a brave man and a
good fighter always. And in the end
it all turned out even as I had hoped,
—Chlcago Tribune,

On the Wreiting of Comedy.

Bouecleault, quite at the beglnning
of his career (and he wrote plays al-
most as & body), used to get L300
for n fNve-act comedy, He stated the
fact on oath in a court of justice,
and the sum was considered so jm-
mense that the counsel who was exam-
Inlng him exclaimed:

“Da you mean to tell me, sir, that
it 1 were to write & comedy for the
Haymarket thealer the manager
would give me £300 for ¥

“I think It most improbable " pe.
plisd  Boueeleanit. —From  “Pemsonal
Hecallections,” by Butherland Ed-

| Wards
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| AMUNCI.THE BANKS.

Fhree Chicago Concerns Consolidate—
New York Gets New One.

{ The directors of the Continental Na-
| tlonal bank of Chicago have voted
i unanimously in favor of increasing the
capital stock of $1,000,000, making it
$2,000,000. Three of Chicago's oldest
and largest banking Institutions are to
be consolidated. The Corn Exchange
Natinnal, the American National and
the Northwestern National are to pool
fzsues and reorganize under the char-
ter of the Corn Exchange, retaining its
title. President Ernest A. Hamill, of
the Corn Exchange bank, wil' be pres-
ident of the consolidated corporation.
The new Corn Exchange Natlional bank
will have a capital stock of $2.000,000,
a surplus of $1,000,000 and undivided
profits of $600,000, The Federal Na-
tional bank of New York city I8 the
proposed title of an institution for
which the application has been approv-
ed by Acting Comptroller Kane, The
proposed capital is $500,000, and the
responsible applicant who has con-
ducted the correspondence is Joseph T.
Hall, the real estate man at 35 Nas-
sau street. The other four incorpora-
tors required by law are Walter D.
Johnson, broker; Charles A. O’'Dono-
hue, merchant; Percy B. O'Sullivan,
and Jason C. Moore. It Is announced
that the United States treasury's third
call for §5,000,000 from government de-
positories will be the last. The remain-
ing $10,000,000 needed for the retire-
ment of the $25,000,000 old 2 per ecent
bonds, it is stated, will be made up
from the growing treasury surplus,
The three calls have been prorated
among the banks all over the coun-
try having government deposits, and
the eight depositaries in Philadelphia,
after responding to the last call, which
was payable July 16, contributed
something like $750,000 in all,

BEAUTIFUL FEET RARE.

Fresent-Day Footwear Distorts the Ex-
tromities Abowinably.

A man who denles that he Is pre-
Judiced, but clalms that he ls a good
judge of feminine beauty, declares
that there is scarcely a beautiful foot
to be found among the women of to-
day. The high heels, the exaggerated
curve at the ball of the foot, the stift
heel stays and the pointed toes, he de-
clares, have distorted the foot In a
painful and ugly manner, The ankles
are misshapen. In some cases the
bones are enlarged until they bulge
out go that every bone is perceptible,
The welght of the body thrown upon
the toes has cansed them to spread
out, Crowded into pointed toes, they
stick up in clusters of knotty corns.
The foot should be as shapely as the
hand, Footwear should fit as a glove
fits the hand. The perfect foot s
glender, with an arched instep and toes
that lie smoothly and easily, The first
step toward acquiring a pretty foot is
to wear shoes that fit it comfortably.
The next Is to take exercises that will
render the toes strong and supple. Be-
gin by spreading out the toes to the
utmost extent; then hold four toes still
and attempt to move the remalning
one. KEvery toe should be straighter
and shorter than the pext one and the
arch should be shapely and pliant, The
feminine foot of today renders a grace-
ful carriage an Impossibility. And all
because Dame Fashion has decreed
that a short, high-heeled, pointed-ton
shoe Is the correct thing in dressy
footgear, forgetting that there never
was a human foot built that way.

Does Electricity Kill Treos?

New Haven (Conn.) Special to Phil-
adelphia Inguirer: Indignant citizens
who desire to save the noble elms that
are the pride of New Haven have
threatened to bring suit against the
trolley car companies of the city for
alleged damages to the trees. The as-
gertion is made that the trolley wires
charged with electricity are in some
streets held in place by connecting
wires fastened to the trees, and that
charges of electric fluld are sent into
the trees, which are thus killed. The
trolley companies have sought to stave
off damage suits by an offer to test
the sclentific correctness of these as-
sertions., Permission has been obtained
from the department of public works
and police supervision assured for the
interesting experiment within the
week of charging the big tree in front
of City Hall with the full voltage of
the trolley system, If the tree dies
a score of suits will be flled by prop-
erty owners, who have been compelled
to eut down trees, some of them 150
years old since the trolley ran through
the avenues,

Boy's Spartan Cournge.

Altoona (Pa) correspondence Phila-
delphia Record: Fifteen-year-old Wil-
lam Van Allman, while picking ber-
ries west of the city, was nipped by a
rattlesnake, which he falled to ohserve
under a bush. The fangs of the rep-
tile caught one of the boy's fingera
sear the end, First killing the snake,
the lad drew his pocketknife, and, with
Spartan courage, cut off the injured
finger at the second Joint. He bound
the wound with his handkerchief and
hastened to Altoona, where the injury
was dreased. The physiclans say he |s
In no danger

Mechaubsm of the Carp

People marvel at the mechanlam of
the human body, with Its 402 bones
and 0 erteries.  Put man s sluple
In this respect compared with the carp
That remarkable fish moves no fewer
than 4084 bones and muoscles every
| thme It breathes. 1t has 4020 veina,
o say nothing of ta B muselos

Mowmenm Iwgros Trom Al
Blmon Neweomb, the Amerivan as-
tronumer, has had an haparnry dogve
wiklerresl ol himg by one of the lva 1ag
Austrian ualversitios.




