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CHAPTER VI.—(Continued.)

My heart sank as [ remembered the
heldent of last evening, the evidently
elandestine meeting in the shrubbery
At Forest Lea. Could this journey be
ronected with that meeting, and could
the timid, modest girli 1 had known at
Forest Lea be capable of planning and
carrying out secret arraongements, sur-
rounded by g0 many difficulties in her
cireumstances? What did It mean?

The endless green panorama  still
fiitted by; not a sound, save the ocea-
slonal rustling of a newspaper, broke
the sllenre of the rallway carriage;
the passengers were either sleepy or
ungociable. An Irrepressible desire to
fpeak (0 Miss Branscombe possessed
me—I could bear the gsituation no
longer. 1 turned toward her with the
paper 1 had been reading In my hand,
Intending to offer it to her. BShe was
already occupled wity a book—one of
those thin paper-covered volumes
bought at book-stalls—and she did not
ralse her eyves from it or otherwlse
appear to have noticed my movement.
There was no doubt of her wish to
ignore our previous acqualntance. And
& conclusive further proof of her iden-
tity was given me in her dress, which
I now had the opportunity of seelng
more distinctly, It was of a brownlsh
shade, and the pattern a lttle check—
a simple girllsh costume which 1 re-
membered she had worn in the morn-
ing of the day Col, Branscombe dled.
Could 1 forget the least detall con-
nected with her?

A gudden Inspiration flashed through
my mind, Miss Branscombe had sought
this method of communicating with me
privately, away from her family clrele,
and the reserve she malotalned was
necessary for the moment In the pres-
ence of our fellow-passengers, some of
whom might be known to her by sight
at least. When the proper moment ar-
rived she would explaln herself, 1

“Young lady not coming back, sir?”
sald one of them, a portly squire, with
a humorous twinkle in the corner of
hisg eye., "“Bhe's left her clopk and her
book"—pointing to the latter where it
lay on the floor., “Nol coming back—
eh!"”

“l suppose not,” I answered as In-
differently as 1 could, etooplng to pick
up the dropped volume, On the fly-leaf
was written (n pencil the name “"Nona
Branscombe.”

CHAPTER VIL

“Myve minutes past four,” T sald to
myeelf as 1 sprang ont on to the plat-
form at Euston Station, “I shall just
have time to report myself at the of-
fice before Rowton leaves, get a feed
somoewhere, and eateh the 6:30 back to
Forest Lea, Here, hansom-—as fast as
you can drive to Chancery Lane!"

My plans had been rapldly formed
in the time which elapsed between
Migs Branscombe's disappearance at
Molton Junction and my arrival at
Euston. If Miss Branscombe Intended
to return to Forest Lea that nlght,
reference to Bradshaw had shown me
that it must be by the 6:60 train from
town—there was no other stopplng at
Wostford; and If she did not return
from that mysterions errand—which
I could no longer flatter myse'f was
in any way connecied with me—then
my presence at Forest Lea might be
vrgently needed, Such testimony as
I could give as to Miss Branscombe's
movements might be of the utmost
congeguence If she was to be saved
from some unknown villalny of Char-
lle Branscombe's. 1 shnddered at the
thought of her possible danger In hij
hands, and urged my cabby to swifter
gpeed over the rattling London streets,

James Rowton recelved me with
open arms,

“Awflully glad you've come back, old
man; the chief is still lald up, and 1

find myself up to my ears in work.”
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“IT WAS NONA HERSELF.”

knew what fruitless attempts she had
already made to enlist me on her side.

This idea dld not perhaps remove the
grimary and greatest dificuity of the
situation, but I hailed it eagerly. It
gave Miss Branscombe the loophole
which my love demanded. 1 was con-
tent to walt my lady’'s pleasure—nay,
1 was more than content—I forgot all
the doubls and fears which had har-
assed me a moment ago in the rap-
turous delight of the thought that she
trusted me, she turned to me for help
in her difficulties, A man In love will
forgive any indiscretion of which he is
himself the object and by which he
profits.

The train sped on, the afterncon
shadows lengthenad, The express
stopped at few statlons on its rapld
journey, and, as one after the other of
these halting places was passed with-
out a slgn from Mies Branscombe, 1
began to conclude that her destination
was the same As my own—or, was she
only sitting out the fellow-passengers,
not one of whom had left us?

The question was presently answered
In a startling and unexpected manner,
Molton, a large busy junction, was
reached, We were on the point of
leaving It agaln after & three minutes’
halt, when Miss Branscombe, with a
burried glance at the platform, star.ed
to her feet, and before I could assist or
prevent her, ehe had snatched her bag
from the opposite seat, beckoned to
& passing porter, and left the carriage
as she had entered It—swiftly and sud-
fenly. ;

1 sprang after her.

“Just starting slr—time’s up!” salled
the porter, -

1 gave little heed to the warning;
but a stream of passengers just ar-
rived py the branch line Interposed
petween me aund Miss Branscombe, the
whistle of the express sounded, and
the remembrance of Col. Branscombe's
will, left behind me In the carriage,
recalled me to my duty, I dashed back
just in time, mad with disappolatment
and baffled curlosity, and regaimed my
seat In a conditlon which roused my
somuolent fellow-travelers,

The junior was mot fond of work.
“There's that case of Rose versus Em-
ery —you know all about it, [ suppose,
and old Mrs. Entwistle's estate, and
Sir Everard Brimbone's settlements—
they are all on me llke & pack of
wolves. Morton, from Morton and
White's, has been in three times to-
day. Blr Everard wants the thing
pushed on—marriege comes off at the
end of the month. Wish people
wouldn't get married! Fagged to
death—ugh!"—rising and stretching
himself. “Waell, what's your news?
0ld man dead?"

“Yes,” I sald laconically, for his
tone farred upon me. “Colonel Brans-
combe's will is here"—pointing to my
Gladstone bag. “We'd better take a
copy, 1 suppose.”

“Yes, 1 suppose so. What has the
old fellow dope—left everytliing to
that rip of a nephew?"

“No,” I answered unwillingly. Nora's
name had become a sacred word to
me, And [ hesitated to pronounce It
in such a presence.

“No? Then what has e done with
the estate? 1 thought he had no other
velatdons,”

“He had a nlece,” I replied, fumbling
for tho key of my bag. "Oh, here it
is!"—taking the key from my pocket,
“Jennings must stay und make the
copy, and send it down."”

“A mnleca?" (nterrupted Rowton,
“Who Is she? Never heard of her,
‘What's she llke? Young or old? Does
#he come In for the land and all? Why
don’t you speak out, man?"

“I—1 will in & moment,” I rejoined.
“What on earth is the matter with
this key?"—holding it up to the light.

“Something in the barrel—dust, 1
dare say," suggested Rowton careless-
ly. "“But about the nilece—I'm inter-
ested, Fort, Is she young and beau-
tifal, and an helress?”

“It's the lock,” I exclalmed; “the
key's right enough, and yet the bLag
has scarcely been out of my sight,
What the—" [ stared at my partner,
whilst I felt every vestige of color
leaving my cheeks. “This bag fsn't
mine; it's—It's—look at this"—point-
Ing to & haif-effaced label of a foreign
hotel adhering to the bottom of the

Gladatone, "1 have never ooen wt
Vanlee, and"—examining it more
clogely="this Is not my bag; the ker
doesn't N

“Whew—w!" whistied my partner,
“A case of ‘exchange no robbery.’
You've bagged somebody else's, and
he's bagged youra"—Ilaughing at his
own pun. “Awfully disgusted he'll be
when he secs the documents.”

“It's an impossibility,” 1 ejaculated.
“The bag wus put Into the carriage
and taken out agaln by my own hands,
and it never left my sight throughout
the journey. It was on the opposits
seat, I can swear there's been no mis-
take, ItU's a robbery! BSend for the
police.”

The words died on my 1''m. A ter-
rible suspicion darted into my mind.
Nona Branscombe had carried a black
bag—a Gladstone, the facsimile of
mine—and 1 had deposited it beside
my own on the vacant sent. In her
precipitate flight she had taken the
bag, leaving cloak and book behind
her, and, as 1 remembored now, ef-
fectually covering up the Gladstone
she had left. In her agitation she had
evidently exchunged the bags by mis-
tuke,

“Robbery? Nonsense—It's a case ol
exchange!” persisted James Rowton.
“Can't you remember who had the
other? Did he come all the way !

“Yes," 1 sald confusedly, putting my
hand to my head. *1 remomber; she
got out at Molton.”

“She!” echoed my partner. “Was It
a woman? And with a Gladatone!"

“Yes," I answered, heartily vexed
with myself for the involuntary admis-
slon, “it was a woman, I'll go back to
FEusgton and wire to Molton at once,
The mistake may have been discovered
and my bag left there: and 1 will fol-
low the message by tho first train.”

“Off again?” exclnimed Rowton rue-
fully., “There's a week's fag here’ -
pointing to a plle of documents which
filled the table,

“Can't help it!” 1 retorted. "The
funeral takes piace the day after to-
morrow. 1 must be present to read
the will, take executor's Instructions,
and s0 on; and there Ils othor busl-
ness which mugt be attended to.”

“Can't 1 run down?" proposed Row-
ton. “Is the helreas there? 1 should
like to seo her.”

“1 must find the will,” I replied.
“There's no time to be lost. The Col-
onel gave me speclal instructions; [
am bound to be present—other things
must wait.”

“You're off then?" sald Rowton, re-
luctantly. “Wall, ta-ta, old fellow!
Wira when you've got the bag. It's
an awful joke, though—such a sell for
the lady.”

“pDon’t let the chief hear of it," 1
stopped to request as I left the office,
the fatal bag in my hand—"it would
upset him."

“All right,” nodded the chlel's
nephew, "It was an awfully flat thing
to do, you know, Fort—to let a wom-

'f‘w'iuf " “A I?(r lw l!'lhalﬂ ;E‘;uu?‘m wucnlt? slonlﬂnz

you, too! Now, If It had been I—"

I stayed to hear no more. My han-
som was walting. and my Jarvie
celved his Instructions to hurry back
to Euston with the equanimity of his
order. What did it matter if all the
world had gone mad so long #s his
fare was a good one?

My messagoe was soon dispatched,
and whilst 1 waited for the answer I
made my way to the refreshment room.
But, notwithstanding my long fast, |
was too fevered and excited to eat,
» and conld only swallow n glass of
wine and break a biscuit. Then 1
hovered Impatiently about the door of
the telegraph oMce, musing on the
esmplication which thls unlucky aocl-
dent kad brought into the whole afs
talr. i

(To be cortinued.)

CARD-PLAYING STORIES.

They Must Ilave Been “Perfect Ladles”
in Those Duys.

One of the most notorioua female
gamblers of the elghteenth century was
Misa Pelham, the daughter of the
prime minister, says Temple Bar. Bhe
not only rulned herself at cards, but
would have beggared her sister Mary
ag well had not thelr friends Inter-
vened and insisted on the sisters sep-
arating, Horace Walpole gives a plti-
ful account of “poor Mlss Pelham g!t-
ting up all night at the club without a
woman, loslng hundreds a night and
her temper and beating her head.”
Another writer says that the unhappy
woman often played with the tears
streaming down her cheeks. Lady
Mary Compton, an old malden lady, a
contemporary of Miss Pelham and, llke
her, addicted to gambling, had the
same propensity to tears. When she
lost, we are told, she wept bitterly—
“not for the loss Itsell,” she wana care-
ful to explain, “but for the unkindness
of the cards.” Both ladles, when Iuck
went agalnst them, lost thelr tempers,
ns did many others, and among them
Mrs. Clive, The actréss, after her re-
tirement from the stage, lived at
Twickenham, in a cottage lent her by
Horace Walpole, The place had then a
reputation for quiet card parties. In
Montpeller row lived four aged dames,
known In the neighborhood as Maallle,
Spadille, Basto and Pimlo; terma
drawn for the game of quadrille. They
were accusiomed to assemble every
night at each other's houses to play
cards. On the first of the month each
In turn gave & grand party. A relative
of one of the ladies has left an ao-
eount of one of these functlons at
which he was present. Mrs, Clive was
one of the guests and happened to have
for her opponent an old lady with very
white halr, who in the course of the
game Claplayed two biack aces. There
upon Mrs. Clive flew In a rage and
screatned: “Two black aces! Here!
take your money, though I wish dn-
stead I could give you two black eyes
you old white cat!”

WIDOW COXES WIG.

"Yeu" sald Ella Witherley, “1 really
think 'm going to have a step-grand-
mama at Inag!™

8he <poke In a whigper, so that the
hale oll =quire, reading the newspaper
on the front poreh, #hould not hear
her, nelther showld her voles reach the
ears of the Widow Coxe, who was mak-
ing lemon ples i the kitchen,

Ella stood ont wmong the currant
bushes, while Josie Hall, her boarding
school maite and dearest friend, leaned
over the gardon wall,

“Dear, dear, how dreadful! sald Jo-
sle, In sympathetic accents,

“Not o bad, after 811" retorted Ella,
stooping to guther a fonr-leaf clover
"Mra. Coxe Is a nick gort of woman, \f
grandpa fancles here—and In ease they
should get married, you eee 1 am free
to go to New York and take those
drawinz and painting lessons that |
have sighed for #o long."

“But «he is such a horrible old sean-
dalmonger!”

“That's a tashionable falling.”

“And she goes patting aronnd in
those plush alippors ke a supernatural
pussy cat-and she talks about the
dear squire.”

“Well, why shouldn't ghe?"

“Oh, Josle,” with a careless tosa of
the head, ‘it you're satlsfiod no one el
should olilect.*

The squire had finlshed the newspa-
per when Ella returned to the house.

“Whlere have you been, my darling?”
he demanded, blandly,

“Down In the gurden,
after currants.”

“And where ls Mra. Coxe?

“In the kitehen,”

“What |« she doing?"

“Making lemon ples, grandpapa, 1 be.
lleve, and getting ready 1o preserve
gooceberries,”

“Ah-b-l-h! enld the squire, comfort-
ably nodding hls head. *“Nlieo woman,
Mrs, Coxe, [ chanced to mentlon yes-
terdey that 1 was {und of gooseberry
fam in the winter, and here she |s
trylng to antlcipate my wishes already,
A very nlce woman."

“Yes, grandpapa,” gald Ella, demura-
Iy,

“By the way,” cried the squire, sud-
Jenly starting up as a new thonght
struck him, “there are more of those
cholee seedling peaches gone agaln
since last night., Did you gee 117"

“I noticed thnt the branches were
broken down a little, grandpapa.™

“Burglars! Sneak thleves!" crled the
squire, the bald crown of his head be-
coming a rosy plnk in his excltement.
“To dare to steal my fruit Lefore it s
ripe! But I'll be even with ‘em yet!
I'll chain Don, the bloodhound, to the
foot of the tree! I'll have a man-trap
with teeth as sharp a3 a steam saw—
| P'll—dear me, is that the dinner bell?
But Mrs. Coxe Is &0 surprisingly
prompt."

parell of ‘a fiousekceper, who asprred T

grandpapa,

IT WAS A WiqG,
lime to become Mis, Squire W.therley,
did not appear at the table. Ella
knocked at the dvor with anxlous ln-
| quiries.

| “Pray excuse me for today, my dear,”
Mrs. Coxe's nasal voice answered from
( within the sanctuary of her own bed-
room, “I'm a little tired out with pre-
serving."

Late in the day the widow made her
appearance, her head tide up in an
enormous pink-spotted handkerchief,

“Dear me, Mrs, Coxe, what Is the
matter?" sald Innocent Klla.

“It's to prevent Influenza," sald the
Widow Coxe, looking under the pantry
shelves to find the milk skimmer., But
she took particular palns to keep out
of the range of the squire's vislon.

“How did the gooseberries come
out? Ella Ingulred, think that at last
ghe had hit upon an acceptable topic of
conversation,

“They—they #tuck to the kettle"
sald Mrs, Coxe, and she hurried out of
the room to feed the young turkeys,

Half an hour afterward the hired
hand, Moses Mickell, came up to where
Miss Witherley wiar weedlng her flower
beds,

“You eauldn't spare me a little cook-
In' soda, Miss Ella, could you?" he ask-
ed, in a mysterious whisper.

"Cookling soda, Moses? What for?"

“Well, it's our Billy. He's dreadful
on-settled in his stummlick.”

“Cholera, Moses?"

“Oh, bless ye, miss, no! But boys
will be boys, you know—and Billy, he
found a kettle o' gooseberry jam sel to
cool down on the garden wall, back of
the well, and he went Into "em with a
will, till, all of a sudden like, he stirred
up romeothin' with a stick—and.” low-
ering his volee again, it was & wig! A
red wig!"”

Ella burst into a peal of irrepressible
Taughter, It was plain enough Dow,
The Widon Coxe had lost her wig in
the preserving kettle,

“Well, Moses,” she sald, as soon as
she could sufdelently control her volce,
“don't say a word. 111 get the soda,
and you must tell Billy to be a little

more careful as (o #tolen aweeta heres
atier.”

Thers was no moon the next night
oniy the flery, golden glitter of slara
and the uneertafn 1asnne of myriads of
glow-waorms,  All the lights In the
Witherley mansion wers ou!, and no
one save Blla and  the squire's self
knew that the Iatter personnge was
stealthlly watching down under the
shadow of the tall cnrrant burlies for
the midnight depredator who had go
lawlessly rifled his voung peach trees,

Just ax the elock was on the stroke
of 1T there was a rudtle among the
bushes, the vonnil of atenlthy foolsieps,
the érackling of leaves and grave! un-
der foo! The gguire eat up, his eyes
tarting from flifs head, hiz whole frame
trembiing with trinmphant expectation
a8 n tall, gaont Seguees, robed In Wack,
emerged  frem the  ghirubbery, and,
stooping beneath the tree, took some-
thing fiem beaesth o elump of elder-
berries at the foot of the fineat peach
tien,

Like n eat from its ambuseads (he

sanulre pounced  wpon the midoight
prowler,

“I've got yon, have 17 Villain!
Sneak! Wreteled thief! Amd 'l

thake every bone out of your body, see
it 1 don*r

"Squire Witherley' shrioked n shrill
volee of terror and apprehension.

“Why, It's Mrs, Coxe! In the name
of all the fates and furies, ma'am, whal
are yon dolng under my peach trees
nt this hour of night?"

Hut between rage and  fright  the
wilow was for once thrown off her
gunrd

"You're no gentleman, Squire With-
erley!  whe exclalmed. “Nor yon,
veither, Ella - no lady, 1 mean,'” as the
siulre’s astonished granddanghter ap-
peared on the seene.  “A-prying and
a-peeping night and day.”

“But yon shall not leave the spot,
ma‘am.” [nsisted the undannted squire,
“untll yon explain  pre-clas-ly what
you are dolug hore at this time of the
nlght.”

“What I'm dolog here!™ ghe sharply
repeated, “I aln't steallng  your
peaches, anvhow! If yvon must know,
T eame to get my new face-front o'
curls! 1 dropped my other wig yester-
day Into them dratted gooseberries,and
I eent by express for this ‘un. And 1
told Pete Dickinson to leave it here
quletly and not come bawling all over
creation that he's brought home my
new wig, There aln't no harm In
wearing n wig, I suppoge, If you're own
halr alo't so thiek!"

“Certalnly not, ma'am, ecertainly
not,” sald the nbashed squire, *I hope
you'll accept my——-=*"

“I'tl aceept nothin',” protested the
Inexorable widow, “except it's my
month’s wages. 1 won't stay in a fam-
lly that's go Inquisitive and coarse-
minded ns this, 1'll leave you tomor-
row, see if [ don't!”

“Dear me, dear me,” gald the squire,
|i,l_ix‘.;_|_ L Rr—Y - wr .‘.‘ :_".-g.m‘

And It was, 0

For the squire lost his winter store
of gooseberry jam, Klla lost the houze-
keeper, and the widow lost her wig.
It was awkward, And yet, after all,

it was nobody's fault, —New York
News.,

Wrote the “Henvouly Twios'

--aout a mile from Tunbridge Wells,
England, in a llttle gray house, lves
Sarah Grand, who wrote “The Heav-
enly Twins” She |8 nearing middle
age, Is a medlum-sized woman, with
dark halr, clear-cut features, and s
an casy conversationallst. In the room
where her writing is done there are
many quaint things, among them a
stork mounted so he appears to be
watching her at work, That she may
not forget the suffering In the world,
she keeps close to her deek an engrav-
Ing of Dudicy Hardy's picture of the
de<tituté poor of London. Her derk
Is a table of riahogany, filled with
drawers, and the top I littered with
blotters, books, ink, pens and papers,
The chalr at the desk s high-backad,
with curved legs,and a bookcase standa
cloge al hand., ‘There is a bay win-
dow In the writing room which has
been made Into a cosy corner, with
couch, pillows and curtains. Hanid-
some rugs and paintings add to the
room. Sarabh Grand Is very fond of
children, especially Beth, the baby
daughter of her stepson, and the chill
frequently plays about while her
grandmother Is writing, seemingly not
at all disturbed by its childish prat-
tle.

Drought Kills the lasect-FEating Toad,

Asglde from the parching up of his
gurden truck, whileh worrles the ama-
teur farmer in the suburbs as keenly
&5 it does the man who farms for a 1lv-
Ing, the disappearance of the friendly,
ingect-devouring toad Is a disappoint-
ment. The toad I8 a vietim, too, of the
drought, for molsture s necessary to
his exlistence. Many of them, now un-
able to find the requisite shelter and
dampness, have dled oulright; others
huve migrated from the gardens and
other exposed places to the woods,
seeking some congenial spot mnot yot
parched by the sun. As it is estimated
that a single toad will destroy nearly
10,000 Insects and worms In one surm-
mer, his retreat will leave a victorious
army of vegetation destroyers In full
possession of the already suffering gar-
dens.

His Folble,
¥Ho wasn't supergtitious,
Ne'er read between the lines;
But us a first-clags lettorer,
He had great falith in slgna.

CGovernor Stone of Pennsylvanin has
a magrificent historieal Ubrary con-
taining 2,000 volumes devoted to Penn-
sylvanla alone,

PROMISIANT WOMEN'S WORK'

Mr Grvoenr Cloveland's and Mes. George
Gomld's Gond Exampleg

Mrm. Willle K. Vaoderbilt. Jr., Nas
flartied Newport by golng to market
fuch morning and making a personsl
Inspectlon of frults, meats and fish for
her table, snys the Criterion. She has
alio Introduced the innovation of pay-
Ing cash for her purchases, something
nnheard of among the Newport ost-
tagers, whose hablt of hav g thinga
charged and Lille sent monthly 1s a
boon to the dealers at the Rhode
Island colony, na elsewhers. Every
housekeeper knows that while the lat-
ter plan gnves time and trouble, It puts
many dollars into the pockets of the
market men,

Mrs, Willie K., Jr., has shown her
good sense and good training in this,
¢ In many other respecis since her
marriage. The (dea that a careful
esplonage of servants and household
affalya ls benoath the dlgnity of o
woman of position and fashion ls an
entirely erroneous one, bred among
the most undesirable soclal elrelea.
Many women of fashlon make & boast
that they have rld themselves of thelr
housebold cares, gervants, etc,, by em-
ploying n housekeeper for the purpose,
ns they employ nurses and gOvernesses
for the eare of their children, but wom-
en who prealde over the happlest
homea are  those who glve thelr
attention to the small detnils of the
household menage and the nursery.
Two notable examples are Mra, Grover
Cleveland anid Mrs, George Gould, both
of whom have presided over thelr
lhomes and their childeen, not as figure-
heads, but actually gulding and over-
looking the care of thelr bables and the
workings of the domestle programme
from day to day. These women's lives
goem to be filled with the gentler du-
ties and Joys of exlatence, to the ex-
cluslon of every possibility for remark
and gosslp, And there are numerous
cirelea less important soeclally, who take
pleasure in the ldea that the role of
chatelaine I still a erown of graceful
dignity more desirable than gems of
Kreat price,

AWESOME TREES.,

How the Glants of (he Yosemite Ime
pressed a Travoler.

We made a slde teip to the big trees
of the Marlposa group, which are about
one hour's ride from the hotel, says a
correspgndent of the Plttsburg Dils-
pateh.  If the smallest of these treoa
could be planted anywhere in Pennayl-
vania the rallroads would run excur-
slon tralns to It and make money, The
trees In this grove are so large that it
takes a good while to fully appreclate
the facts about the size of the biggest
of them. The "Grizzly Giant” s 34 feet
through at the base and over 100 fest
high. This tree would overtop the
spires on the Plttsburg Cathedral by
5100 #oel cfear To the Wrst Nmbwhich
I8 20 feet In clrecumference, Many other
trees here are very nearly as large as
this one, and there are 400 In the ;rove.'
Through severnl tnnnels have been cut
and a four-horee stage can go through
these tunnels on the run and never
graze a hub, You get an approach to
an adequate ldea of thelr size by walk-
Ing off 100 yards or go while the stage
is standing at the foot of a tree and
glancing from top to bottom, keaplng
the stage In mind as a means of com-
parison. The stage and the horses
look like the Httle tin outfit that Santa
Claus brought you when you were a
good little boy, These trees are no
longer to be called the largest In the
world, however, A apecles of eucalyp-
tus has been found in Australla as
large or larger. Emerson warns us
agalnst the uze of the superlative but
when you are in this region of the
sevbe you cag't get mlong without g
liberal use ¢of it, He himseil says o
Yosemite: “It Is the only spot 1 have
ever found that came up to the brag.”
And as I stood in the big tree grove I
remembered that gome one called Em-
erson himself “the Sequola of the hu-
man race,”

NO CRIME

To Tell of Wheat Occurss In & Grana
Jary Room.

New York Journal: The written de-
clglon of Justice Fursman, based on
his recent order directing the case of
Roland B, Molineux to be resubmitted
to the grand jury, was filed yesterday,
In this decislon Justice Fursman form-
ally exprecses his opinlon of the du-
tles and proper conduct of grand ju-
rors, and he also touches on such pro-
ceedings before the grand jury which
in his opinlon should be kept secret.
Regarding the presumption that all the
proceedings of a grand jury are se-
eret, Justice Fursman says In his de-
clslon: “It 18 qulte a mistake to sup-
pose that everything that occurs In a
grand jury room I8 secret. Some
{hings must be kept secret, to-wit: The
finding of an indictment where the
party indicted s not in castody. Llco,
now any grand juror votes upon the
findiug of an Indlctment—that is not
to be disclosed. But whatever occurs
during the examination of a witness,
whether the district attorney and the
foreman of the grand jury or any grand
Juror and a witness, cannot in the
nature of things be kept secret. Any
witness may disclose to the outside
world everything that took place, and
there |s no Inhibitlon In any law what-
ever to prevent it, nor Is it an offense

for bim to discloge It."

Just Like Thew.
bit.” *“That's unfortunate” *Yes,
on cooking a lot."—Phlladelphis

“He says his wile can’t cook a Uttle :

that lan't the worst of It. She | *




