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CHAPTER IV.—(Continued.)

“Was it anything, dearle?” Bhe ut-
terad an exclamation as she ssw Blue-
bell's white face. “The Boers—they're
going to attack us, Blueboll? Ia that
inr

“No, no, auntie—not so far ns |
know,"” sald the girl, with an attempt
at & wan smile. “At least, that wasn't
what dad wented. But don’t ask me
tonight, auntie, I'm tired. Good night.”
Mins Elizabeth wag all of mother gh»
had ever known,

“Good night, God keep you, dearie,”
the elder woman whigpered, Her
words remained with Bluebell after she
had shut hersolf into her room.

God keep her! There was One to
whom ghe should turn now for help In
this most terrible erigls of her young
lifs. Bluebell threw herself on  her
knees, burylng her face in her hands,

Oh, God, show her what was the
right thing te do. Help her, oh, God,
for there was no other who could tell
her what she must do!

Save her father from the conse-
quences of a deliberate crime by gelling
herself to this scoundrel! It was &
fearful sacrifice! Did God demand it
of her? Nay, would she be dolog right
In making it? Bluebell was a good,
aweet, truc-hearted girl, She had al-
ways shown respect and affection for
the most unlovable man who was her
father! even when he was least worthy
of respect; but she had an unusual
amount of common sense for a4 young
girl, and was not likely to be betrayed
Into  any sentimental and maudiin
course of action,

As ghe knelt there a sudden thought
came to Bluebell, bringing the warm
blood In a palpitating wave over the
pallor of her white face, and quicken-
ing the throbs of her heart that had
been beating so low and deapalringly.
It was the thought of Adair Rothes.

“If he were only here,” Bluebell sald
to herself, I think he would help me.
He sald he was my friend.”

Her thoughts wandered from the
tarrible crisls of the moment to the
brief time of happiness in the after-
noon when Rothes had first met her,
It had not lasted long, that was true;
but somehow the memory of Rothes'
tlasp of her hand, of his long look into
her eyes, brought a kind of brief
swoetness into Bluebell's héart, which
oven the pain and sorrow of the pres-
ent could not quite blot out,

When she rose from her knees her
mind was quite made up.

“1 shall not marry that man,” she
sald, and her eyes were full of a
strange, deep determination, “It wonld
not make dad’'s sin the less if 1 41d so.
It would be a sin on my part to marry
a man like that. It would be adding
#in to sin. Dad must escape, but It
will be In some other way. 1 will help
him to do so. He must escape to Eng-
land, and auntle and 1 will earry on
the farm here."

This determination brounght a cer-
taln restfulness to Bluebell, She un-
dressed, got into bed, and presently
wont to sleep, though it was a sleep
disturbed by troubled dreams of Boers
attacking New Kelso, setting fire to
it, and tying up all ita occupants to
stakes In order that they might be
burnt also.

Adam Leslie had a worse night than
his daughter. He was up at daybreak
and riding over hin farm. As he was
returning about 7 o'clock he saw a tall,
dark figure approaching him on horse-
back. He recognlzed It at once, and
his heart sank,

Moore rode quickly up to him. Mr.
Leslle could see some excltement on
the usually dark, Impasaive face.

“News, Leslle—g news!" he ex-
clalmed, as he came close fo the other
man, and flung himsell off his horse.
“Listen, man; but first”—he dropped
his volee—"what of my love affalr.
How have you succeeded with the Iittle
bride-olect "

Loslie's rubleund face blanched, but
he endeavored to put on an alr of as-
surance,

“My dear Moore, she will come
round; 1 am not afrald of that. Of
courge you must allow for a Hitle ro-
Iuctance at first: but there Isn't the
slightest fear but she will glve in. But
you'll glve us & day or two more of
grace, will you not?"

His tone of abject entreaty told more
than his words did to the Keen ear of
Gerald Moore, who turned aslde for a
moment, and passed his hand aver his
lHps as If to conceal thely expresaion,

“Yes, | will glve you a day or two
more,"” he sald presently, “for there's
some work before you, Mr, Leslle, If,
as I think, you feel inclined to tell
something which the Hritish general
at Ladysmith would give his ears lo
know. In a few days sume of the
blggest men on the Boers' slde may
be made prisoners. Ha! is that not
tidings worth hearing? 1 could glve
the information myself, but 1 wish you
to have the chance of a little glory,
and also of a pecuniary reward, You
do not need to gell this Information
under several hundred pounds.'

The eyes of Adam Leslie glistened.
Avarice was one of the man's besot-
ting sins. It was the haate to be rich
which had landed him in the net of
the billionaire Gerald Moore.

He grasped Moore's arm.

“And you can gilve me this Informa-
tlon--17 For pity's sake, let me knuw
sll. Moore.”
~ The other man beut his head, and

for a few minutes spoke in a low but
deliberate and distinet volee. Leslle
drank In every word. His hatred of
the Boers was only e qualed by his lust
for gold, and the vwe passions, seelng
A way to be satisfiedd here, rendered
hils rubleund face ngitated and con-
vu'lsed with emotlon,

“You are willing to Inform?
go, and at onea!” pxeclalmed Moare
“Not a moment Is to be Jost! It ls
utterly Impossible that the Informa-
tion ¢an be carried to Ladysmith In
any othor way, 1| solemnly asaure you
that no one elge knows It but myself.
You ean reach Ladysmith by 0 o'cloek.
80 then, without more ado, go'!"

As Adam Leslle, full of the dealgn
that was to deliver the very lenders
of the Boer army Into the hands of
the enemy, hurried within his stead.
ing, the other man looked after him
with a amlile,

"“So you have worked into my hands,
friend Laalie,” he muttered. And he
rubbead these useful members together
as It Leslie were literally between
them.

“"Now my path will be easy. Yes,
my eharming Bluehell, you will find
Gerald Moore 18 eapable of revenge ns
woll an love!" And he laughed. “And
I you will not yield to persuasion, my
dear young lady, why, then, we must
needs try foree!"

Then

CHAPTER V.,

Bluebell had come down prepared to
glve her father her answer, and to
make her proposal to him, in the
morning; but to her surprise and con-
sternation, she learned that he had
gone off on horseback, no one knew
whither, not saying when he should
return,

“It was Sam who saw him go.,” sald
Miss Ellzabeth, in a frightened tone,
“and he says he went In the direction
of Ladysmith: but of course he may
be golng much farther than that—he
may be going by teain, Do you know
nothing about it, Blusbell?"

Bluebell shook her head. She was
more put about even than her aunt by
this new move. What could it mean?”

“Dear auntie, you're not afrald of
the Boers, are you? They have never
done us any harm, why should they
now? Though they are fighting with
Britons, it Is with British soldlers
armed themselves, not with helpless,
unarmed people, especlially women.”

The day passed, the women going
about thelr usual avocations; bun
Adam Leslle did not retarn. It was
not till late (o the evening that he rode
at a hard pace up the avenue and Into
the steading, right up underneath the
stoop or veranda. Bluebell went down
to meat him, then turned away with a
shudder, for ahe could see he was deep-
ly flushed and his eyes biazing, while
he staggered slightly as he got off his
horae,

“S8am!" ecried Bluebell to the Zulu
servant who had apppeared at the
sound of the horse's hoofs, “take my
father's horse. Father, take my arm,"”
she sald, In a low volce.

But he flung her off with an oath,

“Away Into the house! You are a
disobedient creature, and 1 will have
nothing to do with you!"™ he snarled.
He himself staggered into the sitting
room, where he lay down ou a couch
and fell asleeep, without even remov-
Ing his great riding boots,

Bluebell could not speak to him that
night, She crept away, bitterly hu-
millated and distressed; and Miss
Elizsabeth came in and endeavored to
comfort her; but it was such comfort
A8 one who |8 Ignorant of the real na-
tupe Qr depth of a woupd can give.

By the morning her father had slept
off his drunken fit. Bluebell managed
to get a fow minutes alone with him
after breakfast, during which he was
sitllen and silent, not exchanging a
word with the women,

Bad ns Adam Leslle was, he had stlll
a few Instincts of a gentleman, and
one of these told him that he had been
gullty of & base and dishonorable act
in sellling the information which was
to betray the Boer leaders Into the
hands of an enemy.

“Father, I must speak to you for a
minute,” Blnebell sald, very pale but
very determined. "1 have been think-
Ing over what you sald last night. 1
cannot do what you wish., It would be
a erime to sell myself to a man I
loathe and fear. But—hut you must
eschpe. Thig Is the time to do It, when
all the country Is in confusion, and
people are leaving every day. You
must go down to Durban and get to
England, Aunt Elizabeth and 1 shall
stay on here, and we can send you the
money we make. The only thing we
have to do ls to throw Mr, Moore off
the scent,”

He had been glaring at her with a
look that vaguely terrified Bluebell up
to this moment, Now he lnterrupted
her In a hoarse, sullen tone.

“You are mad, child! You don’t
know what you are talking about! 1
am not golng to escape, or to do any
such thing, In the meantime, As for
you, you will have to make up your
mind sooner or later to marry Gerald
Moore; but he Is not golng to insist
at once. You will have a week or two
in which to ageustom yourself to the
idea that seems so disagreeable to
’ou.!l

He turned without another

word,

and walked out of the room. Blusbell

looked after Bim, with miagled agony
and humiliation In her heart,

Fle had not always been llke this
Bluebell could remember her early
years of childhood in far-aff Beot-
Iand, when a sweel-faced, brown-
halred woman ruled the houss, and
Adam Leslle had been as  different
from what he was now as day Is from
night.

Then the sweot mother had died,
and Ieslle had bean tnrned out of the
inheritnnes he had thought would be
his, by a cousin, long supposed to he
dead, turning up; and, In a sullen, de-
flant mood, the man had set off for
South Afriea, taking his sister with
him, The passion for making money
had entered hig heart, which seemed
to have no longer any sweet home
affectlon to soften 1t since hls wife
died; and he had become harder and
more sullen and more immersed In
money making until this fearful end
had come

A day or two passed. Gerald Moore
seemed to have disappeared, and Blue-
bell began (o breathe more [reeely,
Perhiape, after all, he was not so bad
as she had thought; perhaps her evi-
dent aversion to the idea of marrying
him had offended him, and declded
him to act a more merciful part than
he had at first intended

Moeantime, too, they had heard no
further newas of the invading Boera,

One night Bluehall had gone to her
own room rather earller than usual.
S8he had had a headache—an uncom-
mon allment with her—and, saying to
her aunt that she felt sure that there
was a thunderstorm coming, she bade
her good-night and went to bed; but
for a long time she could not sleep.

The night was very hot—an unusunal
thing at that season, when, though
the days are swelteringly warm, the
nights are correspondingly cold-—and
there was the strmge stillness In the
alr which precedes a thunderstorm,
Hluebell lay walting for the first sud-
den clap of thunder, the first dazzling
blaze of lightning, all her nerves un-
strung, not by fear, but by the over-
charged electricity In the alr, and her
own throbbing temples,

At last Bluebell's ears, strained to
catch any nolse, detected m strange
throbblng sound; but it seemed to be
very far away. It was certainly not
the rumbling of thunder. Was it a
real sound, or did It exist only in her
fancy, In the throbbing tympanum of
her ear? Bluebell lay still and ls-
tened,

No, it was no fancy! She heard it
agaln, and this time more distinct.
It was the sound of horses’ hoofs—of
many horses' hoofs—Bluebell well
knew, though the nolse produced was
not that of several distinct sounds,
but of one galloping along the wagon-
path of the veldt.

Bluebel] started up In bed, a sudden
trembling selgzing her. The Boers! Of
course It was the Boera! She did not
have a doubt on the subject. But in
what direction were they going. Ah!
they were coming towards New Kelso!
She could hear their horses approach-
Ing every moment.

Almost mechanieally Bluebell thraw
herself out of bed and dressed herself
quickly, then thrust her feet into her
slippers. All the house was silent. It
was about 1 o'clock In the morning,
and every one was Iin bed, Should
she go to wake them? Biluebell hesl-
tated. Perhaps the horsemen would
pass right on; they must be going
towards Ladysmith., Was it not bet-
ter that her father should sleep on In
Ignorance that the hated Boers were
80 near. If he knew of thelr prox-
imity, who conld tell what bad atep
hig hatred of them might Induce him
to take?

Bluebell determined to remain where
she wans and wateh. She stood behind
the muslin curtalns, which alone pro-
tected the unshuttered window, watch-
Ing. Her heart beat fast and un-
evenly, and nervous little shoots of
pain ran through the palms of her
bands,

(To be continued.) S

. With the Eyes of Falth,

Some iden of amatenr pholography
as It was In Its edrly days may ho
gathered from an incident whi¢h the
Inte Bishop Walsham How confided to
hig note book, Before he became a
bishop he used to call together the
old men of the parish on New Your's
day, and on one oceasion he displayed
to his guests a pholograph of two old
men who had long worked at the rec-
tory. They were photogronhel in
thelr working clothes, one with a
spade and the other holdinz a little
tree as If about to plant it. A vary
deaf old man, Richard Jomes, took the
photograph in his hands, and looking
at it sald:  “Beautiful!  Beauntiful!*
S0 the rector shouted: "Who are thov,
Richard?” “Why." he aald, “Ha
Abraham offering up lsaac to be sac-
rificed!” The rector tried to undecelve
him, and as the old men who had been

photographed were sitting opposite
him, he sald: “You'll see them befure
yon if youwll look up" Richard

smiled serenely but all he sald was:
“You, ves, | sees "em before me-by
faith!"—Youth's Companion,

Faphetle.,

Mrs. Bingo—"You went to Mickle-
man, the paimist, didn't you? And how
was he?’ Mrs. Kingley —"Wonderful!
His powers of divination are really
marvelous,”” What did he say?" "He
sald 1 would be without a cook for
nearly a month.”—Detrolt Free Preas.

Tis Deawbacks.,

“Dreadful!’ "exclalmed Cholly Anglo-
mane n8 he looked at an old painting
where the costumes Included doublet
and hose, “lt's ploturesque.” *'Per-
haps. But how could a man roll up
his trousers llke they do in Londua?”
—Washington 8tar,
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THE MAGIC QUILT |

A JUVENILE STORY
BY MARY CAROLINE HYDE

N PSS
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In a little house on the edge of a
wood there lived Rosalle and her baby
slater Elsle, The house was bullt of
logs and had but one ronmn, one win-
dow, one door and a Lig chimney
pushing Its way through a miserable
roof of thatch, Rogalle shivered when-
ever the little sister awoke, for she
knew that each meal brought them so0
much nearer the end of the food, Thera
were but two potatoes left and only &
crust of bread, Bisle awole crying hard
for something to eat. Rosalle gave her
the erust and set the potatoes to roast-
Ing In the nzhes of the big fireplace,

Against the panes of the one window
there had been a feeble drizgzle all the
morning and now it began to pour In
torrents, and Rosalle and Elsie were
forced to the chimney place to keep
dry. Even here the raindrops some-
times managed to find the way and
sputtered and hlssed as they fell on
the fire, Rosalle went to o large wood-
box and flung handful after handful of
dry sticks on the flames.

There came a pound upon the door
a8 if someone were hitting It In a great
hurry to get in, Rosalle crept eantlous-
Iy to the window and looked out. All
that she could se at the door was an
old woman, In a high, praked hat and
a patechwork qulit pinned over her
shoulders to keep off the rain.

“Poor old creature,” eried Rosalle to
herself, and she flew to the door to let
her in. The old woman made a low
courtesy and entered hobbling., Her
fucoe was wrinkled and very ugly and
her feet were quite bare. She made
her way across the room to the fire-
place where she sank wearlly upon a
bénch,

“I am sorry for you,” sald Rosalle,
pityingly. I ought to have opened
the door sooner,” aud she looked at the
water dripping from the quilt and
waking little pools on the floor,

“Bless you, my child,” responded the
vld woman. *I was doubtipng If you
would let such an ugly old woman
come in at all.”

“Indeed 1 would,” sald Rosalle hon-
estly, "I am very sorry for yon, Won't
you please take off your things?" and
she glanced from the dripplng quilt to
the high, peaked hat, The old woman's
eyes almost twinkled as she unfast-
ened the quilt and lald It on the floor,
but she did not take off her hat.

“She ls hungry,” thought Rosalle,
swallowilng her own hunger. “Won't
you have thls roast potato?' ghe sald
aloud, and drawing it out of the hot
ashes, she broke It open, sprinkling it
with salt and handed it to the old wo-
man,

"My child, you are very good,” sald
the old woman, selzing the food and
eating it so greedlly that soon nothing
waa left but the crisped, brown shell,

“I am very sorry for you,'" gald Hosa-
Ile,” “but we have no more potatoes,
Perhaps when my father comes home
from the war we shall have plenty. 1
wish he would come soon, but he Is far
away."”

As Rosalle said the third time, "I am
gorry for you,"” the old woman's face
grew actually lovely,

“My dear child,” she sald, “I have
been clear round the world to find
#some one to say to a poor, ugly, old
woman: ‘I am sorry for you," At lagt
I bear It from a little girl, who gives
me shelter and her last mouthful of
food, Do you know that these words,
three times repeated by you, have
broken my wretched enchantment? |
am once more myself and you shall be
rewarded. ‘This qullt I lend you, It is
in six blocks, and each block will yield
you a wish. After I leave, touch each

block with your hand, and all {s as yoy
command.” - 3

Speaking thus, & marvelous change
was taking place in the old woman,
Her bent and shrivelled body was be-
cominz uqu‘ht _nnd. biaulltul, her
peaked hat had chadged {o a crown of
gold, and her conrse and ragged gown
to a dress of flimy primrose gauze,
She was now a lovely falry. With her
staft transformed to a fragile wand
studded with jewels she touched the
quilt and said:

One, two three,
1 bid thee

e good

To Rosalle,

As alie

To me.

Then with a shimmer and flash that
llghted the dull room !like a burst of
sunshine, she foated toward the fire-
place and vanished up the chimney, At
this instant the raln ceased. Rosalle
gasped with astonishment at all these
phenomena, while little Elsie clapped
her hands with glee at the preuwy
transformation,

“Oh, Elsle! isn't it wonderful!" cried
Rosalle at last, “And the quilt; she
has left It to ua. How beautiful it is!
It Is made of velvet and sllk and quilt-
ed with gold! What was [ to do with
it, Elsle? To wish? Let me see: |
will wish right away. What shall it be
for?" and she lald her hand upon a red
silk block eovered with round symbols
of orange velvet. that sugested gold to
her., “1 wish, T wish for money good,
to buy us each some hearty food.”

As her fingers pressed the bloek she
felt lying snugly in the cotton wadding
several colns. In a moment she had
selzged Lhe scissors to rip the block
open, when out there rolled from It &
dozen gold pleces, while the block it-
¢21f became detached from the rest of
the quilt and flew up the chimney,
Blsie laughed and clapped her handa
agaln at this queer sight, and Rosalfe,
her face flushed with delight, gathered
up the coins and tried to count their
value. This was Impossible, for she
had never seén so much money before,

go she hid It, all but one coin, folded
the guilt most earefully and put it Into
the chest that had been her mother’'s
most valued plece of furniture, Then
tying on Elsle’'s bonnet, she started
with her to the village to buy some
food.

“t guess maybe you've heard from
your father?" sald the baker, of whom
they bought some bread and cakes,
“When Is he coming home?”

“I don't know,"” sald Rosalle, and the
coin went into Lis till, without hls
kaving any Ide: of its origin,

The basket filled with food was
heavy, and Elsle walked very slowly,
#0 that It ‘'was nearly dark when they
reached their lonely home. Elsie was
heartlly fed and tucked Into her cradle
with a plum-jumble to munch upon,
while Rosalle put away her new stock
of eatables and tried to declde what
next to wish for,

“I think I had better walt till morn-
Ing and take all night to choose what
It shall be,” she sald to her sister, who
was already asleep. “"How nice |t
would be to wish for a new house,
made of stone with a tight shingle roof
and a vine growing over the front
poreh.*

Josalie, by the light of the still

erackling fire, drew the guilt from the

g

chest, pressed her fingeras upon the
gecond block and wished for a new
home supplied with every comfort in-
slde and out, to say nothing of the
vine over the front porch. Like the
first, the second block ripped itself free
from the rest of the quilt and flew up
the chimney. Even as Rosalle refolded
the quilt and put it in the chest, there
seemed something unusual golng on
about her, but she went to bed without
trylng to see what it was, and strange
to say, was at once asleep, not to
waken till the sun,an hour high, looked
In through the windows of her pretty
new home and aroused her.

Elsle, too, was awakened by the
bright sun, and, sitting up in her bed
cradle, laughed to see herself in a fine
new room. Her eradle and the chest
in which Rosalle kept the quilt were
the only things unchanged.

“len’t It beautiful here, now?" ex-
claimed Rosalle, “I wish father were
here to help us enjoy It. I am golng to
ask the quilt to write him a letter for
me, because I don't know just where
he is, and tell him to come home this
very day, If he can,”

Bhe opened the chest, drew out the
quilt and, laying her band on the third
block, sald: ’

“Dear qullt, won't you please write
father a letter, and tell him he'd better
come home and see the new house of
stope you have bullt for us alone.”

Immediately there shifted out from
the edges of the block a letter stamped
and addressed to Rosalle's father,while
the block flutte qdor‘m trom ghe ress
of the qullt and salled across the roo
to the new fireplace, up which It dis-
appeared,

“Dear!" exclaimiéd Rosalle, plcking
up the letter, “why didn’'t I wish It sént
directly to father; he won't get it for a
long time if I gend it by the village
post,” and touching the fourth block,
ghe sald;

“Please, quilt, speed today, father's
letter on its way, Bring him ere night
to his daughters, two, as you know so
well how to do.”

Nu sooner had she sald this poor 1t-
tle rhyme than the letter vanished and
the fourth block followed the others up
the chimney. She put what was left
of the magie qullt again Into the chest
and began at once to get everything
ready for her father's return,

During the day no one eame, but to-
ward nightfall there was a heavy step
upon the new front porch, Rosalle,
watching, knew it was her father and
hurriedly opened the door to find him
standing there, his hand covering his
eyes,

“Oh, father!"” she cried, “I knew you
would come; the qullt never fails, Why
do yon cover your eyes?"

“lI am just off the battlefield, Rosa-
lle,” he sald, “where a shot destroyed
my sight. The rest I cannot tell you
about, only that I am here. If I could
only see you and Elsle, we would never
complain."

“You shall see us, father,” gald Rosa.
lle, taking his hand and leading him
across the room to the cheat. “'Feel
this, father, it Is all that s left of the
quilt, Now I shall wish that you get
back your sight,” and she pressed her
hand upon the fifth block,

In & twinkling it had separated from
the last block and whirled up the

chimney, and Rosalie's father's sight
had been perfectly restored,

“What magic is this?' he cried. *|
can see as well as ever!”

“It is the precious quilt, as I teld

|

you, father,” she anawered, putting the
last block loto bis hand,

“Heeing In belleving,” hegnld, looking
at the block curlously. “Put it away,
Roealle, to wish by when you are mar-
ried,”

Rogalle took It from him.

“I wish for nothing more, now tha)
you are home, but that we shall live
long and be happy.”

This was enough! The block flutter.
ed from his Ongers, drifted across tha
room, up the chimney, leaving the gift
of long life and happiness In the pretty
home on the edge of the wood,—De-
troit Free Press,

A TAILOR OUTWITTED.

The Vietlm Tells the Story at s Own
Exponne,

At the expense of himself a certain
fashiouable Philadelphia tallor told
the following story: Quite recently a
man went into his establishment and
told him that Mr. 8o and 80, n prom-
ment customer (in full standing) had
sald that Mr. Taflor had several mis-
fit sults to dispose of and as he neaded
a new sult immediately he thought
he'd like to look them over. One was
found to fit him perefetly and he took
It at the priee, $50. “But,” ho said,
“Mr, Tallor, 1 have not enough ready
money to pay you. [ must have the
suit. Now do you know Mr, Pancake,
the Chestnut street confectioner?
Well,” on belng assured that Mr, Pan-
cake was also a enstomer in gool
standing, "he owes me some money,
which ho has promised to pay thia
afternoon, and {{ you nre agreed 1 will
walk over there with yon and ask him
to send $30 of It to you™ Such a
proposition and the riddance of a bad
sult eonld not be overlooked, and
when they arrived at Mr. Pancake's
shop, without preliminaries the man
sald: “You know that hundred you
promised to send me to New York
Mr. Pancake? Well, just send fifty
of it to Mr. Tallor and the other fifty
to the address | gave you.”

That afternoon Mr. Tallor recelvad
a neatly done up package containing
50 Dbeautiful ecream puffs.—Phlladel-
phia Times.

MAX NORDAU AT HOME.

Peonllar Style o Which the Great Man
Lives,

Max Nordau lives in Parls above n
drinking shop. It appears that the
name “Nordau" was originally used
by its owner as a psendonym (o news-
paper contributions. With the consent
of his father, Herr Sudfeld, a well-
known Pesth Hebraist, he legally as-
sumed it, transforming himself from
“S8outh Field" (Sudfeld) into “North
Meadow" (Nordau). Except when he
Is visiting his patients, Dr. Nordau
spends all his time in his study. The
room la plainly furnished. A bookcasa
Is one of ita consplcuons features,
Among the books are many presenta-
tlon coples of Lombroso's works, With
this author and sclentist Dr. Nordau
keeps up a constant correspondencs
and prides himself on belng one of the
very few men in Europe who can de-
cipher the professor's handwriting,
which appears to most people entirely
lllegible. Leading out of this room =
Nordau's barely furnished bed room,
the camp bedstead of which may be
seen through the open door. A amall
trapeze hanging through the doorway
would seem to Indlcate that he has
falth in “parlor gymnasties.,” It Is
in this room that all books since tha
publication of “Degeneration™ havae
been written, and where he ia at pres-
ent writing a novel.—Literary Life,

Poultices for leauly's Faer.

All women cannot go to Paris to
consult a celebrity who has just come
to the fore with a plan to benefit com-
plexion. It consists of making poult-
ices of the Interior of frult, and wear-
ing these over the face at night, says
the hiludelphin Inquirer. All frult is
good, but the best of all s the straw-
berry. 0 nug“ t use poundg of
frult, llkg Ime, Bﬂvn—-a yory 1?([?','
le suffice, You spread the fruit on
o band of linen, aitd tle t[lil over the
wrinkled part of the face. Even offy
trial will astonlsh you; but if you con-
tinue the result will exceed your wili-
est expectatlons. Women who follow
this treatment never wash the face in
quite plain water, nor in cold water,
nor with soap. Never, elther., uss
glycerine or any fatty substance on
the face., A little powder may com-
plete the perfect drying of the face,
but it must be of the very best qual-
ity, Plain orris root s the best of
all. However, by continually usingz
fruit plasters or bandages nothing elsa
will be required to maintain the com-
plexion young, and restore it to youth
and beauty If damaged by slcknes-,
bad cosmetics or time.

Polities and Long Tife,

Lady Georglana Grey, who just cale-
brated her 100th birthday, attributes
the wonderful preservation of her fac-
ulties, says an Engllsh exchange, to
the calm which she has always been
careful to practice. She considers agl-
tation the great consumer of health.
To a young kinsman of hers who via-
ited her the other day she expressed
her earnest hope that he would not
enter upon a career of politics, "It ls
g0 agitating, my dear,' she sald,
“Why, it my poor brother had kept
clear of politlea 1 Armly belleve hs
would have been alive today.” The
brother referred to was the famous
third Earl Grey, who was long a prom-

fnent member of Whig cabinets. He
was 32 when he died.
The Effect
“What a lot of bric-a-brae Mra,
Knolly bas In her parlor!” *“Yes.

Looks exactly as though she were go-
Ing to have an auction. dossn't 1t?"—
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