1

CHAPTER IX.

She was scated In  the breakfast
room, and alone, when 1 entered it
the next morning. Bhe was pale and
fubdued, but the languor bad gone
from her manner, and an unmistaka-
ble crimson dyed the pure lvory of
her cheek ns she greeted me. Now,
then, the explanation was coming.

“I—I want to speak to you,
Fort,” she said bhurriedly, with
eyes on the ground. "I—I—wlish
consult you professionally.”

I bowed and waited patiently, What
was coming? Misg Branscombe turned
to the window and back again,

"It ls—about the will,” she went on,
“l want you to tell me what I can do
~Ilegally—to alter It? I know that my
dear uncle"—{alteringly—"has made
me hlg helress™

“You will belleve, Mies Brans-
combe,” T could not help enying, “that
1 had no power, cven had I the wish,
to alter this."”

“Yes,” she sald, with another blush,
“l belleve It. I ought mot to have
asked it of you, But now what can 1
doT I want Lo glve Forest Lea to my
eouein.*”*

“That 1s impossible,” 1 replied,

“Impossible—~how? It is mine, Is It
not?™

“Yes, but it cannot be allenated—
that Is, It belongs to you and your
helrs.”

“I can make my cousin my heir, I
CAn execute a—a deed of gift.” Mr.
Charlle had instructed her well!

“I belleve not. 1 must look over the
will again to be quite sure, but I
think—I fancy—by its terms, you have
no power to make a deed of gift, Will
you let me have the will?"

“1?" The eurprise was well felgned,
if not real. “The will?"

Mr.
her
Lo

"My cloak!" ghe exclalmed, and, ex-
amining the volume, “This i mine,
too: but 1 have not geen either of them
for some days. And this bag 1 sever
saw Iln my life.”

1 bowed. What else war left me? It
wias  evidently Miss Branscombe's
pleasure to Ignore the occurrence of
yesterday, and how could I press it

on her?! Bhe was exceedingly dais-
pleased; she rang the bell for her
mald,

Wil you take these away?' she

sald to the woman,
cloak uand the book,

“And the bag"” 1 suggested with a
persietency which was as stupid as it
wae useleas,

The woman looked at the Gladstone,
then at her mistress, and then at me,

"8hall 1 give it to Austin, or take It
to your room, sir?" she asked clvilly.

My eyes were fixed upon Miss Brans-
combe., She stood, her slight figure
stil] drawn up In dignified sllence, and
hoer face turned away, as if she had no
more to do with the subject.

The mald walted, She was a emall,
dark woman, just past her first youth,
with, as I noticed now, a certain keen-
ness of expression beneath the well-
tralned civility of her manner—a per-
son of experience, 1 could judge. A
quick conviction came to me as my
eyes met hers—this woman was In the
secret, whatever It might be. SBhe was
Nona's confidante and assletant. Nona
was indeed helpless In the hands of
her unserupulous cousin and this art-
ful Ablgail,

“Shall T give it to Austin, sir?” re-
peated Woodward; and at that mo-
ment Miss Elmslle entered the room,

“What Is it?" ghe exclaimed. “Your
bag? Oh, I am so glad you have
found it, Mr. Fort! How did it get

poloting to the

*Yes; it I# In the black bag which | buck 7"

, You exchanged by mistake for your "Unfortunately, this is not my lost
own yeeterday,” 1 explained boldly, It [ property, Miss Elmslle,” 1 explained.
was poseible that she had not yet dis- | "It is—the lady's."
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“MY CLOAK!” SHE EXCLAIMED.

=and in her presence my faith was ca-
ipable of any stretch.

Her eyes—fixed full upon me—ex-
pressed nothing but the most unquali-
fled amasement,

“That--l—exchanged — yesterday?"
jghe repeated slowly, “What do you
mean, Mr, Fort?"

I had made the plunge; 1 was bound
to go on.

“When you left the carriage at Mol-
ton Junctlun yesterday,” 1 replied,
“you took with you my Gladstone bag
in place of your own. You have not
discovered the mistake, evidently. 1
will restore you your own property; it
18 up stairs.”

“Stay,” she sald, as I was about to
leave her. "I have not the least idea
what you mean, | was not at Molton
Junction yesterday; 1 have no black
bag. Mr. Fort, why do you speak so0
strangely? 1 do not understand you.”

Her nervousness had disappeared;
gho was simply astonlshed, not as yet
indignant—thal was (o comé pres-
ently."”

“I hardly know, Miss Branscombe,"”
I replied, “what you wish me to say.
If it were not for the bag, which, as
you mugt ses, It Is Imperative I should
recover, 1 should not allude to our
meeting of yeslerday."”

“Our meeting!"—and now her tone
was tUnged with hauteur, and she drew
herself up with a dignity which set
well on her. "We met here, last even-
ing, for the first time since my uncle's
death, . No, not for the first time,”
she corrected herself hastily, as the re-
meémbrance of that reacontre at the
slde door evidently recurred to lher,
and a deep flush mounted to her white

forehead, “It was our firsl meeting
yesterday, and I know nothlug of a
black bag, or of my unele’'s will.”

“Allow me,” 1 sald quletly, as T left
the room. In a couple of minutes I
mturned with the casus belll—the
Gladstone—in one hand and her dust

cloak and book In the other,

“You left these,” | sald, presenting
ithe last-mentioned articles, “behind

“"How odd!" she ejaculated, turning
it wround and examining it curfously.
“*Have you opened it?"

“No; my key does not fit, and I
bave hesitated to break it open, |
boped to restore It to the owner.”

“You will have to open it, will you
not, unlese you gel some news of your
bag soon? There may be an addressa—
information inside.” .

"Exactly!" 1 balled the idea. Hith-
ertn I had been 50 fully occupled with
the certainty that the Gladstone be-
longed Lo Miss Branscombe that | had
not thought of thls simple proceeding.
“If you have a bunch of keys in the
house 1 might try them after break-
fast, and, falling that, 1 could find a
locksmith somewhere, 1 suppose?” |
glanced &t Miss Branscombe gg |
spoke; ghe showed no consclousness,

“Oh, yes, at Ilminton! You ean
leave tho bag there and go, Wood-
ward,"” directed Miss Elmslie. “Nona,
my child, how pale you are! Let me
glve you a cup of coffee; you should
not have come down to breakfast. 1
wag surprised, when 1 passed your
room, not to find you. Here, dearest,
(rink this, and let me see a lttle more
color in your cheeks.”

Miss Branscombe obeyed so far as
pulting the proffered cup to her lips
went, but I observed that throughout
the meal she only played with her
food, and she did not address a single
word to me. She resented the want of
tact 1 had skown In regard to what, I
was now convinced, had been an ac-
cldental and—to Mlss Branscombe—an
awkward meeting. She was evidently
determined to fgnore the whole mat-
ter, and, but for the paramount con-
slderation of the missing will, 1 must
of course have followed her lead, But
with that In the question, and Colonel
Branscombe's funeral fixed for the
morrow, what was to be my next step?

CHAPTER X.

The good old Colonel was laid to
rest in the family vault, and the,
nelghboring gentry who assembled to
pay the last token of respect to the

iyou in the carriage.” |

man who had Slled =0 honorable a
place among them were duly roesived
Al the Lea, aud eoft it agaln with little
gratification of thelr curiosity as to the
LOeXL owner,

I had made searching Investigations
at Molton, 1 had exhausted every
meansg at my command in the unsne-
cessful attempt to trace the missing
WL T lugered at Forest Lea for an
opportunity of making one more ef-
fort toward Inducing Miss Branscomba
to solve the mystery of which she un-
doubtedly held the key. It came—the
opportunity--upon me suddenly, and,
strange Lo say, by Miss Branscombe’s
own action,

It was the day after the funeral, and
I was gloomily pondering the awk-
Wirdness of the situation, when a
shadow across the French whndow,
which stood open disturbed my medl-
tations. 1 Jlooked wup to find Miss
Dranscombe, alone, looking in upon
me, [ rose [nstantly,

“You have something to say to me.
Wil you not come in?" 1 sald im-
pulsively, answering a certaln appeal
in the wistful eyes—they looked larg-
er than ever out of the pale, sad face,

She came In at once and stood on
the mat just within the door.

“Mr. Fort,” she sald, “you are going
away tomorrow, Coutin Emma tells
me, Have you found the—the will?"

“No,” 1| answered; “it {8 still miss-
ing."”

"It was In the bag which you lost?"
she asked,

“Yes," 1 returned, briefly,

“But there iz genermlly more than
one copy of a will, is there not?"

“Generally; but in this case there
bad not been time to make another
copy "

“If it should not be found, what will
be done?"

“1 can hordly tell; there are two or
three courses open. But hh must bo
found, Miss Branscombe”—1 tmed to
speak severely, “It is incredible that
such an important document should
be accideatally missing for any length
of time, aud I the face of tie cforts
1 am making to recover It."

“But If it should be really lost, then
I cannot Inherit my uncle's estates? 1s
It not &0, Mr, Fort?"

“In that case,” 1 admitted,
would be—abem—dificulties,"

Never was a man in a more painful
position. Here was I, under the eyes
of the woman 1 loved, forced either to
play her hand—which was showed, In
her eimplicity, all too plainly—or to
perjure myself in order to save her.
My lawyer-like tact and prescnce of
mind utterly deserted me,

“The will must be found, Miss Brans-
combe,” 1 repeated weakly, “Iis sup-
pression amounts to—te felony!”

My volce fy)tercd as 1 uttered the
velled threat; I felt like a brute—with
that pathetle glance full on me, too,
and the droop of the young figure in
its clinging black garments, telllng wo
eloquently of past and present suffer-
Ing, straight to my heart,
ling—how could 1 torture her? She
tore my last stroke without a change
of countenance; she could not well be
paler, It {8 true, but the eyes still
looked unflinchingly into mine. My
brutal inginuation—as I now felt it to
be—had passed her by,

(TO be continued.)

AN ECCENTRIC MAN,

““there

The progressive corporation of Bath
has just placed a commemorative
tablet upon the house In Lansdown
crescent once occupled by Willlam
Reckford, one of the strangest charac-
ters who ever spent his declining years
In the renowned English city of the
hot springs. His tomb and monument
are such consplcueus objects on the
heights of Lansdown and the most
casual visitor ean hardly avold becom-
ing familiar with some of the eccen-
tricitlies of this great dilettante,

Rekford, who Is best known as the
author of the Arablan tale “Vathek”
(written In one sitiing of three days
and two nights), claimed descent from
the Suxon kings. He Inherited vast
wealth and expended It In the most
1avigh fashion, bullding a wonderful
house at Fonthill, In Wiltshire, which
ctst over a milllon, Presently the evil
days came—vast sums lost In Jamalea
through depreciction In the value of
his estates and lawsults resulting
therefrom led Beckford to sell Fonthill
at a ridiculous price and to retire to
Bath broken in health and fortune,

Here he spent the rest of his days a
recluse, shut up with his books and
fancles. One commodious house would
not suffice to hold his treasures, so
on .either glde were purchased, one be-
ing connected with a covered way on
the second floor, which can still be
seep. His passion for bullding unas-
suaged, Beckford erected a great tower
on: the hill a mile above his house
wherg'n to study, and when he dled his
remiins were laid above the ground at
the fool in a granite sarcophagus
which was prepared during his life-
time., The property was then sold for
™ tea garden, but his daughter, the
duchess of Hamilton, repurchased it
and to save It from desecration gave it
to the rector of Walcot as & cemetery.
The tower has just been repalred and
it i& once more possible to enjoy the
wonderful view from the summit
which Is 960 feet above sea level,

Hoys of the Olden Thue.

Boys have always been boys, Thare
i# no doubt that SBhem and Ham
pitched coppers or played mtmm‘
on the shady side of the ark, whllel
Noah, who couldn’t find them, had to !
feed the stock himself, or that David
held up two fingers to Jonathan when
he saw him ecross the block and that
they therewith went In swimming in
the Jordan aguninst the expres prohibl-
tion of thelr mothers,—Minneapolis
Journal,
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SHE GAVE THE NEWS,

MME. CABANAL KNEW BOM-
BARDMENT WAS GOING ON,

lHad & Well Organiecd Kinff - Nine Has-
bands In the Npirit World to Sapply
Her with Information—Whp Can K-
piain How These Things Happen,

In the cafe of the hotel the conver-
tatlon at one of the tables turned upon
the newly awakened Interest all over
the country In physical phenomena,
causcd by the appointment of several
commitices composed of well known
eclentists, 1o study and report upon
these matters, says the New York Tel-
egraph. Sald one plaln-spoken old
phllosopher, as he replaced his glass
upon the table, emitting the sound of
eracked fee and the odor of mint:
“That's all rot. People allow alto-
gether too much welght to the indorse-
ment of these fake spiritualists by col.
lege professors and other students—
men whose severe sclentific tralning
has blunted thelr good, sound horse
sense.”  “You're right,” added a well
known bookie; “these highly educated
folks are often the easlest marks for
Ithe ‘con men,' We all remember Hun-
'gry Jow's easy ‘touch’ of Oscar Wilde
and Prof. leldy's hearly Indorsement
of the Keely motor." |

One of the party, who had for many
years been g gpeclal correspondent for
one of the New York dallies, was asked
if he had ever had any strange expe-
riences with the ocenlt during his trav-
els. He smiled—with the others—and
sald: “Until Prof. Hyslop of Columbla
College told the other day of the start-
ling communications he recently re-
celved from the spirit world through
Mrs, Plper, the Boston medium, using
her as a long-distance telephone and
her fingers as the transmitter and re-
celver, 1 was at a loss to understand
some remarkable phenomena that came
under my observation in Anam, sev-
eral yeara ago, when following the
French army during its war with the
Black Flags of Tonkin. In Halphong,
the chiel port of Toenkin, wus a small
hotel, kept by a French woman—Mme,
Cabanal—who had lived there ever
sloce the French occupation, ten or
twelve years previously, and it was ghe
who scemed to be possessed of powers
somewhat akin to those cialmed for
this great Boston medium, Two days
after the commissalire-general, the
clvil governor of the 1rench posses-
glons In Anam, had left Haiphong with
the entire French fleet, to make what
he called "a demonstration’ along the
coast, telllng the newspaper corre-
gpondents that he would neither bom-
bard any cities nor behead any man-
daring, 1 was sitting with Mme, Caba-
nal and others under the portico of
the hotel, when she suddenly re-
marked:

“*They are bombarding Hue now!’

“'What do you mean by now? |
asked.

“*Just at this moment,’ she replied,

“‘But the commlissaire-general told
me he would not bombard any clties,
sald 1,

“Mme, Cabanal only shrugged her
shouldergs and replied: “They have
killed nearly a thousand natives al-
ready and have themselves sustalned
no loss to speak of —one man injured;
that is all”

“Hue, the capital of Anam, a fortl-
fied city on the Chinese plan—that Is,
with well bullt worke, but obhsolete
guns, weakly defended—was geveral
hundred miles away, and there ex-
isted none of the modern means of,
quick communlication In those days In
Anam, so 1 pald little attention to
Mme, Cabanal's advance news, though
she told me I might cable it to my
newspaper as authentie,

“A few days later the fleet returned
to Halphong, and 1 learned that the
very day and hour my landlady gave
me that information the bombardment
was In progress. The French fleet hau
drawn up In lne of battle beyond the
range of the old smoothbore guns In
the forts prolecting the Anamese cap-
ital, and poured a deadly fire upon the
defenseless clty beyond the walls, kill-
ing, it was given out officlally, about
B00 men, women and children. The
only casualty on board the French ves-
gels was an injury to his kupee sus-
tained by a young sallor boy acting as
a powder monkey, who tripped and fell
during the engagement while running
neross the deck of the vessel with a
loaded shell. Mme. Cabanal's informa-
tion was absolutely correct, and if |
had then as much falth in her oceult
powers, or her good judgment, which-
ever It was, as 1 had later on I would
have cabled her news and scored a
beat,

"It must be thut she, too, was a
long-distasee telephone, for a number
of times after that, durlng my stay at
the Hotel du Tonkin, this remarkable
lady gave me valuable pews which It
seemed -b-olulowlbh she could
havé obtalned t “ordluaty chan<
nels, [ can well understand that if
she really did reeelve her Information
from departed servants the service
would be good, for thls unfortunate
creature had burled nine husbands,
who fell victims to the pestiferous cli-
mate of the Red river delta, and was' a
widow when I knew her. A consple-
uous Instance of humanp long-distance
telegraphy of more recent date was
the Information given me by Major
Pond last summer, long befoye any
vessel or news had come down from
Baffin's bay and Smith sound, that
Lieut. Peary has not succeeded in get-
ting a8 far north as he expected that
seagon. About three weeks later an-
thentle news came by way of St
John's, N. F., that the Windward,
Lieut. Peary's expeditionary ship, hed
been caught by early ice and was
frozen in, so that her return for sup-
plies would be Impossible, I had not
thought of Major Pond's Information

before this, but now T knew It was a
remarkable plece of advance nows, for
Capt. Bartlett, who brought the latter
news to 8t John's, was the first arrival
from that part of Greenland. 1 there-
fore sought Major PPond and inquired
the source of his carly accurate in-
formatlon.

“'Oh, 1 saw an item In some small
western newspaper and, knowing they
could have no real news of that kind,
1 didn’t even notlee Its name.” “What
I want to know,” sald the correspond-
ent, “la there also a Mra. Plper or a
Mme, Cabanal in the wild and woolly
West?"

LIKE BANQUO'S GHOST.
Quesation of Conductors and Fennles (o
the Fore Again.

It was In a suburban trolley last
Sunday that the guestion of the con-
ductor's reluctance to reeclve pennles
in change came up again, rays the New
York Herald., This penny question Is
like Banquo's ghost and will not down,
A woman passenger had glven the con-
ductor a nickel and five pennles for
two fares, “I would rather change $5
for you, madam, than take those pen-
nlea,” the conduetor sald, In a
grumbling yel perfectly respectful tone,
“Why?" asked the woman. “Becanse
the company will not take them from
us. That s the only objection I have
to rallroading. We must turn In nick-
els or sllver when our work Is done.”
“But why do you not sometimes give

those pennies to men? You mniways
palm them off on women,” "“Well, the
women always seem to keep them

speclally for us. Now, If the public
could only know what a trial they are
to us sometimes they might understand
our reluctance to take them, For in-
stance, one of the extras, a man who
had been oul of work for a long time,
after nmking the number of trips re-
quired of him, found he had fifteen
pennies among his change, He did not
have a cent belonging to himself, and
there was no money at home, and the
pay that was coming to him at the of-
fice for his week's work was needed by
his wite and children for bread. They
would not take the pennles at the of-
fiee, and he could not draw his pay un-
til his fares were accounted for, When,
after conslderable trouble, he got three
nickels for fifteen pennies and returned
to the company’s office It was closed,
and he had to go home without his
pay."”
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ARISTOCRATS IN TRADE.

The duke of Northumberland, the
helr of all the Percye, with a direet de-
scent from one of Willlam I's favor-
Iteg, has a reputation for excellent but-
ter, says Tit-Bits, and the dueal brand
Is In great demand within a radlus of
many mlles from Lyon House, Brent-
ford,

The most noble the marquis of Ri-
pon has an jdeal dalry at his seat,
Studley Royal; and lts products, yel-
low butter and deliclous cream, aro
sold In two dalry shops, one Iin Leeds
and the other at Ripon.

Another marquls stlll better known
In the world of trade I8 Lord London-
derry, whose coal s as unlmpeachabla
as his family escutcheon, Time was
when the earl of Hardwicke, as Vis-
count Royston, was a cigar merchant.
He has now transferred his energleas
to Capel Court and Is half stock broker
and hall newspaper owner,

The earl of Harrington supplements
his Income from 13,000 acres by the
profits of a green grocery shop at Char-
Ing Cross, to which the fruits and
vegetables grown at hls Derby seat, El-
vaston Castle, find their way,

The earl of Ranfurly has for many
years been an  active and successful
fruit grower at Moldura, Victorla. Hils
farm there is the envy and pride of the
{fruit colony, and its condition is due
very largely to the earl’'s own personal
work on L,

The seventeenth earl of Calthness
has been literallysnursed as a farmer,
and Is prouder of his American ranch,
covering over twenty equare miles, the
frult of his years of hard work, than
of his earl's coronet,

The last earl of Beafield was a balliff
and small farmer In New Zealand, and
bis successor, the young earl of today,

Ie also engaged In Industrial pursuits
at OQamarn.

The iate Viscountess Hampden,when
he was released from the exacting post
of speaker of the house of commons,
turned hig attention to milk and but-
ter, and his Glynde dalry was noted
for its excellence,

Lord Raylelgh, the great sclentist
and brother-in-law to Mr, A. J. Bal-
four, takes as much Interest in milk as
in argon and the dolngs of the Royal
soclely,

Why Not a Man?

“What are you thinking ubout?” sho
asked, during a lapse in the conversa-
tion.

"I was wishing," he replied, drawing
closer, “that I might be turned into g
lip-biting bug for about five minutes."

“But why o bug?” she fuquired 1nno-
cently.

And then, of course—— —FPniladel-
phla North American.

Following Health Rules.

Housekeeper—"You don't look as It
you had washed yourself for a month."
Tramp—"Please, mum, th' doctors say
th' proper time Lo bathe Is two hours
after a meal, and I haven't bad any-
thing you can call & meal for six
weeks.”"—Tit-Bits,

FRIGHT MADE HIS HAIR WHITE,

Can of Eaploslve Was Geiting Rweo
While He Was at Soa,

"Nltroglycerin, elr; high-explogives

nccomplished 1" sald & well-drossed
man with a youthful face and snow-
White bair to o chance acqualntance.
"But your face I8 not scarred. It
would seem that an explosion—"
“"An Impending  explosion [t was.

Two years ago [ was one of the most
succeseful well-ehooters in Ameriea, |
could make the oll loogen up where
others had falled. The secrot lay in the
explosives | employed, | made them
myself, and had the business down fine,

"At that time 1 went to New York
to figure on a big blasting econtrant
that would have made me a pile, 1 fall
ed to make the arrangements, and the
very day the negotiations fell through
I etarted suddenly for England on a
similar misglon,

“'Is there such n thing as high ex-
plosives ripening?' asked the English-
man I wie accompanylog on the sec-
ond day of our voyage,

"The guestion brought me to my feet
and caused an exclamation of horror
to excape my lps, Mauy explogives
undergo a ripening process, which addas
greatly to their destructive power, at
the same time decidedly Incrensing the
danger of handling them, That made
by me was of this character, indeed
twenty-five days after It was com-
pounded it was almost certaln to ex-
plode of its own volition, so to speak,

“Now, on the upper shell of the
check room of my New York hotel I
had left a large grip containing a 20-
pound can of this compound, the ripen-
ing of which meant destruction and
death,

“For an hour I wias .4most in a state
of frengy, freely denouncing myself as
a muli-murderer. In vain I drew an
awful pleture of the devastation thet
would overwhelm & oertain New York:
hotel In exactly seventeen days, and
called upon the captain to put his ship
about, He promiged to transfer me to
a west-bound steamer If the opportu-
nity presented itself, but fortune falled
me, and 1 was obliged to cross the
Ocean,

"On the morning of the twenty-fifth
day of the life of my ripening high ex-
plosive 1 sprang from a carriage and
rushed Into the hotel,

“No reprieved murderer ever expe-
rienced greater joy than 1 dld as [ saw
the last of the terrible fluld disappear
in a cateh basin, Ten minutes later I
started back from the mirror of the
Lotel bar, where 1 had gone for a ‘bra-
cor,’ in absolute dismay. My jet black
halr had turned white as snow."—=Chi-
cago Chronlele,

EATS HIS SUPPER,

Then “"Accldentally” Touches & Mateh
to m Phony S10 BUL

Not only are all of the old-time
Amusements vt the Tandariain
clnet “wide open'” now, but an old
swindle has been revived to the loss of
several restaurant Keepers, It Is
worked by a smartly dressed young
man,whoee method Is the same In each
rostaurant. He enters the place about
midnight and orders an elaborate sup-
per with something to drink. When
the time comes to pay his check he
pulls out a §10 bill and asks the walter
“How much?' He holds this bill be-
tween his third and fourth fingers and
a clgarette between his other two fin-
gers, « As the walter makes out ti.
check the young man carelessly holds
a lighted match to his clgarette and
incidentally to his ten-dollar bill, The
latter beging to burn, and when the
walter's attention s attracted by the
young man's ery of dismay the bill has
been destroyed. "“That's the last one
of a roll 1 lost playing faro,” says the
young man. "l haven't another cent.
What am I going to do?" It would be
a hard-hearted restaurant man who
could reslst guch a tale of |1l luck as
that, and several of the®victims not
only called the supper account off, but
gave the young man his fare home,
In each case the walter could testify
that the bill destroyed was either for
$10 or $20. The same game was worked
by an elderly man half a dozen years
ago. The swindler uses “stage money”
or Imitations of bllls which have been
Issued at varfous times for advertise
ing purposes,—New York Sun, :
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Natlonsl Fride

It is now almost two full centuries
since England and Scotland were
united, In 1707, under the name of
Great Britals, Yet up to the present
time the world continues to employ
the familiar tepms Engll eg &
lish :m}j nm on, w%ﬁ{‘m
of Scotland. This slight has often been
commented upon by BScotchmen, but
never perhaps more happily than at
Trafalgar, Two Scotchmen, mess-
mates acd bosom cronles, from the
same little clachan, happened to be
stationed near each other, when the
now celcbrated signal was given from
the admiral’s ehlp: “England expects
every man to do hls duty, "No a
word o' pulr auld Scotland on this oce
casion!” dolefully remarked Geordle
to Jock, Jock cocked his eye & mo-
ment, turning to his companion, “Man,
Geordle,” sald he, “Scotland kena weel
eneuch that nae bairn o' hers nesds' to
be tell't to do his duty—that's st &
hiot to the Englishers.”

No Disturbanoce,

Mrs. Gofrequent—Your husband Koen
out a good deal, doesn't he?

Mre, Beldom-Holme—Yes, but we al-

WAYN have seats next (o the

alsle, and It never disturbs any

Senator Chandler of New

ftorials in the Concord Monitor,
a good deal of copy, and i

paper on his managing edl '-f '. )
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