UHAPTER VI.—(Continued,)
Week after week dragged on in
weary sameness, No one ever came
to call, sometimes there was hardly
a1 servant in the house. Madame grew
‘ally more silent and morose, and
while she abeolutely adored the
iround her little French dandy of a
son stepped upon, they often had flerce
quarrels in private,

Madame's only amusement was reck-
icss driving, and the slght of the mail
phaeton with its flery chestnuts tear-
Ing about the country, and madame,
sitting equare and grim in the driving
seat, grew a familiar one round Rev-
erton. Henrl generally declined to ac-
company her; he had not nerve to
stand it, nor had Kate; but Mollie oft-
en went, for she rather enjoyed it, and
it had the great advantage of taking
ber out of Henri’s soclety for a time,

“It is all very well!” exclaimed Reg-
gle half angrily. “Let her break her
own neck if it pleazes her, but she has
no business to break yours!"

it was a glorious spring afternoon,
bright sunshine was flcoling the quaint
old Reverton High gtreet, and the
phaeton had no sooner drawn up with
a clatter before the post office, and
madame gone in, than Mr. Anstruth-
er's tall, soldiery form appeared at
the Conservative club dourway oppo-
gite, and he lost no time fn coming
round to Mollie's side. The groom
was at the excited horses’ heads, 8o
they could talk unrestrainedly, and as
Reggie's brown face was upturned to
Mollie’s, and his blue eyes sought hers,
they were certainly making the most
of their chance.

“l don't mind; she drives very
well,” she replied. *“You never saw
such strong hands as she has!"”

“She drives as If she were pos-
gegsed!” he retorted. *'I don't like—
well, it is pot fit for you to be whirled
round the country like a tornado."”

“It is better than stopping at home,”
Mollle answered, laughing, "“You see,
there is no room for Henrl.”

“Henri!” sald Mr, Anstruther, with
n slight grimace, ‘“One rarely sees
you nowadays without that detestable
little tailor's block. There, Mollie, 1
beg your pardon; you may llke him,
but you are not going to throw ¢ ‘er
your old friends for your new, are
you? The mater and Joyce declare
that they believe you are not allowed
to come to see them, Tell me, 18 it
true?””

“] am afraid it s, Reggie,” was the
response, given dolefully. “Please beg
them not to think me ungrateful, It
is not very nice at Chalfont; but I shall
do the best.”

“It §is a burning shame!" he burst
out hotly, *“What right have they to
make you unhappy? I should like to
wring their necks."

“Don’t be bloodthirsty”— and she
laughed. “And I do not intend to
be unhappy, especially if you will ex-
plan to Mrs. Anstruther—"

“All right,” replied Reggie prompt-
ly; then persuasively: “Mollie, don't
you think that it is very selfish of you
to wear those violets, when you see
that 1 have none?"”

“l had not thought of it in that
light,” she sald demurely. “Poor lit-
tle Kate gathered them for me.”

“Suppose you see how they look in
my coat?”

“Well, 1 don’t wish to be selflsh,”
she said, unfastening them, and lean-
ing down to put them in his out-
stretched hand,

Regglie caught the hand, flowers and
all, and, as he looked up into those
beautiful soft grey eyes that had
played such havoc with his heart, he
rald, with quickening breath:

“Look here, Mollie, T hate to think
of you miserable; it is more than I—
than any fellow ecan stand. Oh,
bother! bhere she comes!
her feathers bobbing through the door.
When shall I see you again?”

“Impossible to say, for madame and
Henri seem to have taken a dislike to

—averyone, Dut don't worry, 1 am not
miserable; at least, not very; tell
Joyee."”

“And Henrl—do you like him? 1s he
a pretly good sort?' he demanded
hasatily.

But madame had caught sight of a
palr of broad shoulders, a closely-
cropped sunny head, and ere Mollie
could reply she had swept out, her
glance falling with equal disfavor on
Reggie fastening the violets in his but-
tonhole, and Mollte's smiling face

“You are making a long stay in Rev-
erton this time, Mr. Anstruther,” she
sald blandly, as she gathered up the
reins,

“Yes, there 1a no place like home,
and | have heaps of friends here!” he
answered pleasantly, ralsing his hat
“By the way, Madame Dubols, | hopo
the rumor | heard at the elub this wft-
ernoon 18 true-Lhatl the pallice hav
some lmportant colue respecting poor
Mr. Parlowa's assallomt™

For a moment noadams taraed hor
oyes with & guiek, wild g'ance on him
remminding Mallie samebhaw of 4 savag
anilmal eaught in & trag b the newt

astant she had recoveied heswe!l wilth
8 dterwmined elNurt, and apowered
wimly

"Thia s wews 10 we. ndead, for |

|

| enemies,”
| evil with good.”

I can see |

have heard no such thing, How is it
we have not been told—we, who have
the best right to know; we, who have
longed and looked for the truth to be
found out all this weary year? No, I
cannet believe it; 1 fear to hope!
Look, I am ‘quite overcome at the
thought! Tell me all you know!"”

She was overcome. She had worked
herself up as she proceeded, yet the
irl at her side felt that the reason she
gave was not the true one, ﬂﬂ(l Ilg;l.iﬂ
it occurred to her that madame knew
more than she had ever told; yet she
might be misjudging her. Perhaps she
had cared for Mr. Barlowe with some-
thing of the fierce tenderness she
showed for [fenri!

But she had little time to think.
Madame ascertained all Reggle knew,
and chatted a few minutes with self-
possession; but directly she had
turned the horsges' heads and they were
leaving Reverton bekind, her face
grew black as a thunder-cloud. her lips
were pressed together in a thin line,
and her eyes, burning with a somber
fire, glanced over the horses' heads un-
seeingly as she urged them on.

Never did Mollie forget that drive!
How much faster did she mean to go?
she thought, in real terror. She was a
brave girl, with nerves well under con-
trol; but it was mad-—mad to tear
along like this, She was absolutely
obliged to hold on tight as they swayed
from side to side; while, ag they
shaved past a heavy wagon and swept
round a corner, she saw that the groom
at the back was standing up In his
seat watching the road anxiously, hils
face chalky and white.

She tried to remonstrate once or
twice, so did the man; but madame
only answered impatlently, and, {f
possible, went faster, and it seemed a
Providence indeed that the roads were
quiet that afternoon. Many times
Mollie glanced up at the set face beside
her, lighted by a flerce look of exulta-
tion, as trees and hedges vanished
from sight almost before seen, and the
wind blew cold on their faces. Was
she trying to drive away from her own
thoughts, flying where no man pur-
sued?

Mollie eould scareely belleve her own
good fortune when she once more
alighted at the hall door of Chalfont,
safe and sound. Kate came running to
meet them, and as madame caught
sight of her it evidently recalled some-
thing to her mind, for she paused and
turned to Mollie with a frown.

“You seemed to be talking very
earnestly with that young Anstruth-
er,” she sald abruptly. "What was it
about?"”

“Nothing that would interest you,
madame,” she answered politely.

“I am your guardian, and insist upon
knowing.” Then, as Mollie’'s frank
face was turned upon her, madame
either remembered the old proverb
about taking a horse to the water, bhut
failing to make him drink; or that the
L’Estrange were a family of soldiers,
and that the fighting spirit wes flash-
ing resentfully from those gray eyes
now, for ehe added hastily: “I know
the world; you do not; and I forbid
you to give flowers to gentlemen. Yes,
Kate, my precious one, you should give
your violets to auntie, not to your half-
sister, who did not value them.” And
she swept away in quest of her son.

“They were hers, to do as she
pleased with,” the child called after
her sulkily, as she hung round Mollie,
and made grimaces after her retreat-
ing relative. “You see, Mollie, you
ought to have given them to Henri,
who is so good, so adorable, so
sweet!"

“Hush! hush, Kate!” said the elder
girl quickly. Angry as she was ghe
would not encourage the child against
her aunt, and she walked to the dosr
and stood looking out into the sun-
shine with misty yes, “Love thine
she thought. “Overcome
Oh, it was really too
hard; she could not try.

The groom's volce speaking to the
gardener, who was bedding out the
tulips in the borders, here came wafted

| towards her.

“Tomorrow | gives notice, Yes, 1
lose my place, sure enough; but it 1
sticks it, who would look to the missns
and kids when | lose my le? See
them ‘orses all lathered up? BSeveral
times | thought we were done. We
were bound to go and the young lady,
#he sal as gtill —well, 1 never see her
equal  for pluck-—-and the wheels
ground away

God had been very good to her, and
brought her safely through danger,
thought Mollie remorsefully, and yet
she had just been grumbling!
she wondered what Reggie would have

Then |

CHAPTER VIL.

Dinner was very late that day, for
Henri did not return home from s
visit to the police station until son®
after the usual hour, and then Maillie
heard bim tell his mother that the
rumor must have originated through
some tramp being taken up with sus-
picious articles in his possession; bui
otiherwise the inspector had no further
clue to the perpetrator of the crime.

It was a warin night, almost sultry,
and Mollie opened the long French
windows and went out onto the pan-
tiles, leaving them alone, though
Henri's high toges sncering at the
English police, and at madame for be-
‘ lieving all she heard, reached her for
| some time,

How soft and fresh the air felt; how
| high above her head the myriads of
stars  were twinkling in  the vast
vaults of heaven! There was a whis-
per of coming summer in the little
breeze that just lifted the curls on her
brow, speaking of the primroses that
were blooming down by the stream,
the violets in the shady woods, The
roof covering the pantiles was sup-
ported by iron pillars, and the scend
was the game as from her bedroom
window, which was just above. Eut
Mollle never tired of it, and was stand-
ing In dreamy thought, when a volge
close to her startled her.

“Ah! mademoiselle, 1 have found
you at last, I have been looking for
you everywhere!” said Henrl briskly,
closing the glass doors. “You enjoy
the lovely night—yes?"

“Anyone wo.ld, monsieur,” Mollle
replied, adding mlischievously: *“Sure-
ly It makes you think of Parls—the
lights, music, dancing, and all that
kind of thing—does it not?”

“You are laughing at me, medemol-
gelle,” he said, with a very genuine
sigh as the vision rose before him,
“But tell me, would you not like to
go there, see all these things—are you
not tired of being here?"

"“Oh, no. Why, when 1 was in Ger-
many 1 was just longing to be home
to watch the flowers come out, to
ramble in the woods.”

Henri shrugged his shoulders and
glanced down at his dainty boots,

“Yet it is very unpleasant for youn,™
he argued. “'My mother is peculiar.
She has never recovered from the shock
of her brother's sudden death. Two
years with her would appal me, were
I a girl,. And had 1 the chance of
going to beautiful Paris, having a
home of my own, a husband devoted
to me, I should take it, would not
you?"”

“No!" said Mollie quickly, suppress-
ing a gasp of dismay, “Besides, what
good would they be to me if I were
not devoted, too. I am going in" —and
she moved to the window.

“Stay, do not be so cruel!” and he
stepped In front of her. “You know I
love, adore you. Only say, ‘Henri, 1
return your ardent affection, and will
be yours!' and my life will be spent
In making you happy.”

“But I don't—I never could!"” she
cried, not walting to choose her words
in her hurry. “Nor do you love me,
Henri, so let us say no more about it.”

“1 tell you I do!" protested he sul-
lenly, “Why do you doubt me? Con-
sent, and I will carry you to my gay
Paris and teach you to love!” And he
came nearer and laid a hand on her
arm.

Instinctively she shrank back. His
face, saliow and cunning, was too near
to be pleasant; his black eyes were
fixed, with an expression of assured
triumph, on hers, Clearly to be read

Henri Dubois, was hardly likely to
be refused, that no girl could resist
when he pleaded. And yet there was
a certain admiration there too, which
gshe had felt and haied for the last
few weeks,

(To be Continued.)

Killing of Pup Rolls Her.

Mrs. Richard Ferguson (“Grace
Passmore”) of tone “McCarthy Mis-
haps’ company threw a bottle at a
Fort Wayne, Cincinnati and Louisville
baggageman at Muncie, Ind., recently,
because her pet bull pup, which she
had been compelled to put in his car
at Hartford City, was killed by falling
parcels en route to Muncie. The man
dodged, and the bottle was shattered
on the side of the car. Other thespians
and rallroad men interfered and peace
was restored.

and another woman in the troupe to
take their pets into the passenger
coach, Mrs. Ferguson says her pet
was worth $10, and she has flled a
claim with the company. The bottle
hurled at the baggageman was used to
feed the dog and was full of milk
which aplashed over the trainmen In
the car. PFerguson says he was aston-
ished at his wife's poor alm, as she
wus once a crack baseball pitcher.

English Were Unnelghborly,
The Due d'Orleans, whose slster is
married to the new king of Italy's
cousin and helr-presumptive, has been
! unable to sell York house, Twicken-
ham, The ex-priuce of France has
’ therefore, decided to shut the place up,
ave for a careiaker, [or three yoars
| Possibly he hopes o that time bis

folt had they been killed; and then she | curlous behavior will have heen for-

saw Kate's sharp, hazel eyes wateh-
ng her Intently, so she took her hand
and raced round the garden untll they
entne 10 the awing, splendid with new

rupes

“Why, Kate, how s this? she eried

I thought it wonld be nleo to ua
the swing our mother had put up
i tt el whis nEraiGusly

And when Mol pulied her down |
on the seal ' & uid ind Klesed o .
thin cheak, she bBloshed quite gulitily
a® 1 Jeteetod ln soun | Tepe

gotten by the English and that he ecan
once more clalm selghborly relatlons

there, The duc was recently at Ma-
rienbad s  sister, the Duchesse
d'Aosta, was always a great favorite
| in Eagland She s In curious con
| @ast o | new quesn of ltaly, belng
falr, but her royal highneus s, In her
| cwn W oe of tthe handsomeat
vomen in Furape. The queen and the

1

| vane tugethwer are a4 wonderfully

| hands Pl ~the oune brunetlte, the

Wher bivnd

TALMAGES SERMON.

COMFORTING WORDS TO THOSE
IN DECLINING YEARS.

Bome Thoughts SBuggestod by the Invis
tation to Christ to Ablde Overnight
in an Orlental Village —The MKteraal
Resting Place.

(Copyright, 1900, by Louls Klopsch.)

Washington, Oct. 7.—In this sermon
Dr. Talmage discourses upon the invi-
tatlon given to Christ to stay over-
night In the orfental village and
makes some consolatory suggestions.
The text is Luke xxiv, 29, “Ablde with
us, for it Is toward evening."”

|

|

Two willagers, baving concluded
their errand in Jerusalem, have started
out at the city gate and are on thelr |

| way to Emmaus, the place of their
resldence. They go with a sad heart. |

in them was the conviction that he,,r

The company boarded |
the train at Hartford City, but the con- |

ductor refused to allow Mrs. Ferguson | the villagers, “Abide with us, for it with gorgeous tapastry, but what does

Jesus, who had been their admiration
and thelr joy, has been basgely massa-

cred and entombed., As with sad face |
and Lroken heart they pass on their
way o stranger accosts them, They

tell him their anxieties and bitterness
of soul. He in turn, talks to them,
mightily expounding the Scriptures,
He throws over them the fascination
of intelligent conversation, They for-
get the time and notlce not the objects
they pass and before they are aware
have come up in front of their house,
They pause before the entrance and
attemipt to persuade the stranger to
tarry with them. They press upon him
their hospitalities, Night is coming
on and he may meet a prowling wild
beast or be obliged to lle unsheltered
from the dew. He cannot go much
further now. Why not stop there and
continue their pleasant conversation?
They take him by the arm and they
Insist upon his coming in, addresging
him in the words, “Abide with us, for
it is toward evening.”” The lamps are
lighted, the table is spread, pleasant
gsocialities are enkindled. Thaey relolee
in the presence of the stranger guest,
He asks a blessing upon the bread
they eat, and he hands a piece of it
to ecach, Suddenly, and with oves-
whelming power the thought flashes
upon the astounded people—it I8 the
Lord! And as they g£it in breathless
wonder, looking upon the resurrected
body of Jesus, he vanished. The in-
terview ended. He was gone,

Our Grentest Need.

The great want of all is to have Je-
sus ablde with them, It {s a dismal
thing to be getting old without the re-
juvenating influence of religion. When
we stop on the down grade of life and
see that it dips to the cold verge of the
cold river, we want to behold some
one near who will help us across it
When  the sight loses its power to
glance and gather up, we need the
faith that can illumine. When we feel
the failure of the ear, we mneed the
clear tones of that volce which in
olden times broke up the silence of
the deaf with cadence of mercy, When
the axmen of death hew down whole
forests of strength and beauty around
us, and we are left in solitude, we need
the dove of divine mercy to sing In
our branches. When the shadows be-
gin to fall and we feel that the day Is
far spent, we need most of all to sup-
plicate the beneficient Jesus in the
prayer of the villagers, “Abide with
us, for it is toward evening.”

The request of the text is an appro-
priate exclamation for all those who
are approaching the gloomy hour of
temptation. There is nothing easier
than to be good natured when every-
thing pleases, or to be humble when
there i{s nothing to puff us up or for-
glving when we have not been assalled
or honest when we have no induce-
ment to fraud. But you have felt the
grapple of gome temptation, Your na-
ture at some time quaked and groaned
under the infernal force, You felt
that the devil was after you. You saw
your Christian forces retreating. You
feared that you would fail in the awful
wrestle with siln and be thrown into
the dust. The gloom thickened, The
first indications of the night were
seen.

The Source of Strength.

When the night of the soul came on
and all the denizens of darkness came
riding upon the winds of perdition,
who gave strength to the soul? Who
gave calmness to the heart? Who
broke the spell of infernal enchant-
ment? He who heard the request of

is toward evening."” One of the forts

| of France was attacked and the out-

| besleging army

works were taken before night, The

lay down,

' that there was but little to do in the
morning and that the soldiery in the |

fort could be easily made to surrender,

von quite sure that the leaves of the
flower are going to be scattered. The
utmost nursing and medical attend-
ance are {ineffectual. The pulse be-
comes feeble, the complexion lighter,
the step weaker, the laugh fainter. No
more romping for that one through
hall and parlor. The nursery is dark-
ened by an approaching calamity. The
heart fecls with mournful anticipation
that the sun Is going down. Night
speeds on. It Is toward evening.

Life's I'n'mnce Sheet.

You had a conslderable estate and
felt independent. In five minutes on
one fair balance sheet you could see
just how you stood with the world.
But there came complications; some-
thing that you Imagined
happened. The best friends you
proved traitor to your Interests, A
sudden crash of national misfortune
prostrated your credit You may feel

| anxious about where you are standing

and fear that the next turn of the
commercial wheel will bring you pros-

|
| or it may be dark night, and while

the owl is hooting from the forest. It
may be spring, and your soul may go
out among the blossoms, apple or-
¢hards, swinging their censers in the
way. It may be winter and the earth
in a snow shroud. It may be autumn
and the forests set on fire by the re-

| treating year; dead nature laid out in

| to the last,

gtate. It may be with your wife's
hand In your hand or you may be in
a strange hotel with a servant faithful
It may be in the rall traln,

| shot off the switch and tumbling In

| time:
.' days of our life are
impossible |
had |

long reverberation down the embank-
ment--crash! crash! I know not the
I know not the mode, but the
being subtracted
away, and we shall come down to the
time when we have but ten days left,
then nine days, then elght days, then
seven days, slx days, five days, four
days, three days, two days, one day.
Then hours, three hours, two hours,
one hour, Then only minutes left,

[ five minutes, four minutes, three min-

trate, You foreses what you consider |

certain defaleation, You think of the

anguish of telling your [riends that |

you are not worth a dollar, You know
not how yon
children home from school,
der how you will atand the selling of
your library or the moving {ato a
plairer house, The misfortunes of lfe
have accumulated, You wonder what
makes the sky so dark. It is toward
evening.

Trouble I8 an apothecary that mixes
a great many drafts, bitter and sour
and nauseous, and you must drink
gome one of them, Trouble puts up a
great many packs, and you must car-
ry some one of them, There is no
sandal so thick and well adjusted but
some thorn will strike through it
There I8 no sound so sweet but the un-
dertaker's screwdriver grates through
it. In this swift shuttle of the heart
some of the threads must break. The
journey from Jerusalem to Emmaus
will soon be ended. Our Bible, our
common sense, our observation, reiter-
ate In tones that we cannot mistake
and ought not to disregard, it Is to-
ward evening.

Fighting Agalnst Misfortune.

Listen to Paul's battle shout with
misfortune. Hark
Latimer's fire song. Look at the glory
that hath reft the dungeon and filled
the earth and heavens with the ecrash
of the falllng manacles of despotism,
And then look at those who have tried
to cure themselves by human pre-
seriptions, attempting to heal gangrene
with patch of court plaster and to stop
the plague of dying empires with the
quackery of earthly wisdom, Nothing
can speak peace to the soul, nothing
can unstrap our crushing burdens,
nothing can overcome our spiritual
foes, nothing can open our eyes to
see the surrounding horses and charl-
ots of salvation that fill all the moun-
tains, but the voice and command of
him who stopped one night at Em-
maus.

The words of the text are pertinent
to us all from the fact that we are
nearing the evening of death, I have
heard it said that we ought to live as
though each moment were to be our
last, I do not believe that theory, As
far as preparation s concerned, we
ought always to be ready. But we
cannot always be thinking of death,
for we have duties in life that demand
our attention. When a man is selling
goods, It 18 his business to think of
the bargain he is making. When a
man is pleading in the courts it is his
duty to think of the Interests of his
clients. When a clerk Is adding up
accounts, it is his duty to keep his
mind upon the column of figures. He
who fills up his life with thoughts of
death 18 far from being the highest
style of Christian. I knew a man who
used often to say at night, “I wish I
might dle before morning!"” He is
now an Infidel. But there are times
when we can and ought to give our-
gelves to the contemplation of that
solemn moment when the soul time
ends and eternity begins,. We must go
throngh that one pass. There |Is
no roundabout way, no bypath, no ecir-
cnitous route. Die we must, and it
will be to us a shameful occurrence
or a time of admirable behavior, Our
friends may stretch out their hands to
keep us back, but no Imploration on
their part can hinder us. They might
offer large retainers, but death would
not take the fee. The breath will fail,
and the eyes will elose, and the heart
will stop. You may hang the couch

| death care for hed curtains?

thinking |

| But during the night, through a back |
' atalrs, they escaped Into the country.

P Im the ede and In the walk

In the morning the besieging army
sprang upon the battlements, but
found that thelr prey was gone. So

when we are assaulted by temptation,
there I8 always some secret stalr by
woleh we might get off. God will pot
allow us to be tempted above whal
we are able, but with every temptation
will bring a way of escape that we
may be able to bear IL

The prayer of the text in appropriate
for all who are auticipating sorrow
I'he greatest folly that ever grew on
this planet s the tendency to barrow
trouble. But there are times whan ap
proaching sorrow s so evident  that
we need 1o be waking expecinl prepa
rations for Its coming (e of your
chilidren haa lutely become n favorite

The vry of that chold siriken  doener

wnio the heart than the cry ul all the
others You think ma nboul it Y
give It Hore altention bl bevause N
s any more of & treasnre than the
ot hers, byt  beoan i k T
frall. There 4 samathing In the

Al make)

! higher and more glorious.

The Eternul Resting Vlace,

This ought not to be a depressing
theme, Who wants to live here for-
ever? The world has always treated
me well, and every day | feel less and
less like scolding and complaining,

my eternal residence. | love to wateh
the clouds and bathe my soul in the
bine sea of heaven, but 1 expect when
the firmament s rolled away as a
seroll to see & new  heaven, grander,
You ought

that has headaches and sldeaches and
woaknesses  lonumerable, that Hmps
with the stone brulse or festers with
the thorn or flames on the funeral
pyra of fevers, for an Incorruptible
body and an eye that blinks not be-

to the mounting |

will ever bring your |
You won- |

| dians.

| with the trall running along its base
but yet I would not want to make lh"' | it afforded a good hiding place and

utes, two minutes, one minute,
The Evening Shadows,

You are almost through with the
abuse and backbiting of enemles, They
will ecall you no more by evil names.
Your good deeds will not longer be
misinterpreted or your honor filched.
The troubles of earth will end in the
felicities of heaven! Toward evening!'
The bereavements of earth will soon
be lifted! You will not much longer
stand pourilng your grief in the tomb
like Rachael weeping for her children
or David mourning for Absalom. Brok-
eén hearts bound up. Wounds healed.
Tears wiped away. S8orrows terminat-
ed. No more sounding of the dead
march! Toward evening! Death will
come, sweet as slumbers to the eyelids
of the babe, as full rations to a stary-
ing soldler, as evening hour to the ex-
hausted workman, The sky will take
on Its sunset glow, every cloud a fire
psalm, every lake a glassy mirror; the
forests transfigured; dellcate mists
climbing the alr. Your friends will
announce it; your pulses will beat it:
your joys will ring it; your lips will
whisper f{t; “Toward evening.”

STORY OF A BEAVER.

An Joteresting Anecdote About m Cnp-
tive Canadian,

A. D. Bartlett, son of the late su-
perintendent of the London Zoo, has
an interesting story of a captive Ca-
nadian beaver. A large willow tree
in the gardens had blown down., A
branch about twelve feet long and
thirty inches in ecircumference was
firmly fixed in the ground In the beav-
er's Inclosure. Then the beaver was
watched to see what he would do, The
beaver soon visited the spot, and,
walking around the limb, commenced
to bite off the bark and gnaw the wood
about twelve inches from the ground,
The rapidity of his progress was as-
tonishing. He seemed to put his
whole strength into his task, although
he left off every few minutes to rest
and look upward, as if to determine
which way the tree would fall. Now
and then he went into his pond, which
was about three feet from the base of
the tree, Then he would come out
again with renewed energy, and his
powerful teeth would set at work anew
upon the branch, About 4 o'clock, to
the surprise of those who saw him, he
left his work and came hastily toward
the iron fence, The cause of this sud-
den movement was soon apparent, He
had heard in the distance the sound
of the wheelbarrow, which was brought
daily to his paddock, and from which
he was anxiously expecting his sup-
per. The keeper, not wishing to dis-
appoint the beaver, although sorry to
see his task interrupted, gave him his
usual allowance of carrots and bread.
The fellow ate it, and was seen swim-
ming about the pool until about 5:30.
Then he returned to his work. In ten
minutes the “tree” fell to the ground.
Afterward the beaver cut the log into
three convenlent lengths, one of which
he used in the under part of his house,

PAWNEE ROCK,

Historie Indian Battle Spot Disappear-
ng Year Aftor Year.

Nine miles northeast of Larned,
Kan., Is a low, disintegrating pile of
red sandstone, which Is all that is
now left of the once imposing Pawnee
rock. This rock, which received its
name from the tribe of Indlans known
as the Pawnees, has an interesting his-
tory—a history acquired during the
time when this part of the country
was a wild and dreary desert, Inhabit-
ed only by the Indians and herds of
roaming buffalo, On this rock have
been waged many bloody conflicts be-
tween the Indians and travelers of the
famous Santa Fe trall, and also be-
tween the different tribes of plains In-
Surrounded by vast prairies

battle ground for the savages. In its
primitive state Pawnee rock rose to
a considerable height, and from Ita
summit a beautiful panorama spread
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seen for miles a wl.!eupmng landscape.
Comparatively little remalna to be
seen of that once Imposing promon-
tory of the Kansas “desert.” for the
hand of man has done more in twenty
yoars to efface it from the earth than
the elements In centurios of time. The
material obtained by the destruction
of this landmark of the early days, s
ugedd In the construction of dwellings,
hridges, ete., hy the Inhabitants In the
fertile valleys surronnding thia spot,
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