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EYNOPBIS,

Goorgs Anderapn and wile nes Mo

mutkable loolting mnn come out of tha
Clermnon holel, ook round Curtively,
wishi his hhands In g W onipl pa o
Commation attenets them 1o the Clearmont,
Where It I8 foand that the besutiful SMise

Falth Challonar hun fallen deasd A niitet

Ean describes the toug A waw wisdh his
hands in the snow. The hots AR

deciures b o be COelnndo ant

Phivaloluns find i Min hal

miabibod und not . (iryes, un agod do

tnclive, and Hy -»I'-I-;.nr-- liim musisiant,
tikhe up the case Mr Challoner tells of a
batieh of tottern found [0 hisk  de A
deak, #laned O, B AN ar ve leltern

eYoepl one, whileh shows thet Lthe writer
whaH 4“”-7--".--.!_ Thin Ietter wns signed
by Orlando  HBrolherson Anderson goos
with Bwestwater to Idantify Brotherson

who s found In . tonemont under the
nime of Dunn. e is waentor. Broth
eraon alle the cortaesr Mlan Challoner re
{:-:ina-“ Bobv wlily s 1 vhen he offerold her
a jove Hwosiwialer recilis Hhia mysier)

of the murdoer of n washarwoman ln whivh
pome delipils wers similar (o the Chelloner

afMale Bwovlwator guts lodgings  In tha
sams hoitling with Rrotherson, He boros
& hole In the wall to spy on Brotherson |

HMe vinita him and napints the Inventar In
s work A gl went by Hweelwater with
Rdith Chinllonse's Wettam Is ordared out hy
Braothearnon., He declares the lstlers wore
not writton by him, HAweeslwater in un-
makkad by Hrothersmon, who decinres hs
recoguiged him at once. The discovery |a
made that the lettern slgned 0. D" were
written by two differant men. Sweetwater
aes ko Dechy o sewrch of the second "',
fl " whom lie oxpecin to locate through
ong Dorte Bcotl, mentloned in the letters,
Hhe In found acting as burse for Oswald
Hrothereon, who tn critienlly slek and onlla
1he pnome of Wdlth In his dslirfum, Bwoet-
waler comas across a pecullar hut in the
woods,  THe ssen & Toad of Doxes marked
“0, Brotherson,” taken Into the hut under
the wmuporvision of Doris Sooit Dorls
telle Challoner of seelng in o dream the
fave of o man who killsd Tdith. The
door bell rings and ahe recognizen In the
visltor the man of her dream. It Is Or
lando Brotherson, who reguests an inter-
view with his hrother. [t develops that
Orlanda In working on a flying machine,
Oawnld i told of BAIth's death, Orlando
telle Liin birother of his repulse by Miss
Challaner, Orlanda asits hin bhrothear to
amsint In testn of hin alr car, ne ha ocan
trusl no one elte. Oswnld refuscs owing
o ks woeakenml ponditlon  PBweotwater
nifers his sorvices na an asalstnnt  and
whay e known somathineg of Hrother-
ron‘gdden. The alr cur proves a succoss,
Uinwald declarea his grief over Edith's
o renders him Incapable of accapting
lila thar's offar io sharn In hls work
nnd umphn. Orlando offers himself to
Daorta nnd in refused, Hoe apendas the night
in the hangar in a dazed conditlon

CHAPTER XXXIX.
The Avenger.
"Den r. Chnllonar:

“With%ewery npology for the intry.
glou, may I request a few minutes of
private conversation with you this
ovenlng at seven o'clock? Let (t be
In your own room,

“Yours truly,
“ORLANDO BROTHERSON."

Mr. Challonar had been erlled upon
te face many difienlt and heartrend-
ing duties since the blow which had
desolpted his home fell upon him

But from none of them had he
shrunk an he did from the Interview
thus démanded. He had supposod
himsell rid of this man. He had dis
misaad him from his life when he had
dismisssd Sweetwnter. His face, ao
cordingly, wore anything but u pro
pltdatory look, when promptly at the
heur of sovan, Orlendo Brotherson en.
tarod his apartments,

His plensure or his displeasure was,
however, a matter of small conse-
nuence (o his self-invited visitor. He
had come there with a set purpose,
and nothing in heaven or earth could
deter him from !t now, Declining the
offer of n seat, with the slightest of
ancknowledgments fn the way of a
bow, ho took a ecureful survey of the
room before saying

“Are we alone, Mr. Challoner, or Ia
lurking some-

that man Sweotwater
where within hearing 7

“Mr. Swootwater 1s gone, as 1 had

the honor of telling you yestorday,”
wan the somewhat stiff reply.

that {8 whal you wish to know.”

“Thunk you, bul you
my laslstence il | request the privilag
of closing that door”
the one communicating with the bed
room  "The Inforwmation | have

glva you la not such as 1 am willing

to have shared, at leant for the pres
.nl_"

“You may clos¢ the door,” sald My
Chulloner coldly.

othare, why oot spare me till you ean

1 huve gone through much, Mr, Broth:

erson.'

]
“You bhave,"” came Ih steady assent
as the man thus addressed stopped to

the door he had Indleated and guietl
closed 1L, "Bul” bhe continued, as h

orossed back 1o his lformer position,
you to go

“would It bo susler for
through the night now in antlelpatio

it at once from my lps while 1| am |
the mood o speak?"

The nnswer was slow (n
The oourage which had upheld
rapldly aging man through so man
trylog Interviews, seemed inadoguat
for the Lest put #o cruelly wpon it 1
faltered and sank heavily tnto & chal
while the nilern man

foy-Ltommperad renolve.

“I oannut llve In uncortuinty ;" such

wora fioally Mr, Challoner's word

“What you bhave
Edith "

“Thare
are no witnesses to this conference, 17

will pardon

He poluted to

“But is It neceseury
for you to glve me the information
you mention, tonight® [f It is of such
4 nature that you cannot accord me
the privilege of sharing it, as yot, with

ooming
thils

watching Lim,
gave uo signs of responkive sympathy
or aven inturest, only a pativnt wod

to eay coucerns
The pause he made wabn io
finlteslmanl In length, but It was long

"TW'-I;;I. for a quick discialmer
no such disclalmer came. "1 will hear |
| IL" came in reluctant finigh |
Mr. Hrotherson took n step forward, |
Hix monner wns as cold as the heart
which lay llke o stone In his bosom
“Will vou pardon me If | ask you to
"1 have my woaknosaes |
too. (He gave no algn of them.) “1 |

| risG?* nald ha

panno! spenk down from such a haight |

Ag If answerlag to the constralnt of |
a will quite outside his own, Mr, Chal-
loner rose. Thelr heads were now
more nearly on a level and Mr. Broth-
arfon’s volee remalned low, as he pro 1
caeded, with guiet intensity: |

"Thete hits beety a time—and 1t may |
oxiet yel CGod knows-—when you
thought me lo soms unknown and se
erél way the murderer of your daugh- |
ter, 1 do not quarrel with the kus
picion; It was Justified, Mr. Challoner
I did kill your daughter, and with this
hand! 1 ean no longer deny Jt."

The wretched father swayed, follow
Ing the gesture of the hand thus held
out; but he did not fall, nor did a
sound leave his lips,

Brotherson went coldly on:

“I did It becausa 1 regarded her
trentment to my sult as jusolent. I
have vo meroy for any such display of
Intolerates on the part of the rich and
the fortunate. [ hated her for it; 1
hated her ciasa, herself and all she
sloud for. To etrike the dealor of such |
n hurt 1 felt to be my right. Though n
mpon of small beginnings and of a
stock which such as you call common,
! have a pride which few of your
blood can equal. 1 could not wark, or
sleap or et with soch a sting in my
breast as sbe had planted there. To
rid myseif of t, [ determined to kil
her, nnd 1 did,. How? Oh, that was
oasy, though it has proved a great
stumnbling-block to the detectives, as 1
knew it would! [ shot her—but not
with an ordinary bullet, My charge
was a small lelole made dellberately
for the purpose, It had strength
enough to penetrate, but it left no
trace behind it. ‘A bullet of fee for a
hoart of lce, I had snld in the tor-
ment of my rage. But the word waa
without knowledge, Mr. Challoner, |
gee It now; 1 have seen it for two
whole weaks. [ did oot misjudge her
condemnation of me, but 1 misjudged
its cause. It was not to the compara-
tively poor, the comparatively obscure
mae ahe sough' to show contempt,
but to the brother of Oawald whose
claime she saw Insuiled. A woman |
should have respected, not killed, A
woman of no pride of station; a wom-
an who loved & man not only of my
own class, but of my own blood—a
womnn, to avenge whose unmerited
death | stand hera bafore you a self
condemnad eriminal, That Is but jus-
tiea, Mr. Challoner. That is the way
1 look at things. Though no sentl-
mentalist; and dend to nll bellefs save
the eternal truths of sclence, 1 have
that in mo which will not let me prof-
it, now that | know myself unworthy,
by the great success 1 have earaed.
Honeo this confesslon, My, Challoner.
It has not como easily, nor do 1 ahut
my eyes In the least to the results
which must follow. But I eannot do
differently. Tomorrow, you may tele-
graph to New York. Till then I dealrn
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forward to, po—"

A ery of bitter execration from Mr.
Challoner cut him short. Turning with
a shrug, he was about to 1ift his hand
to the door, when he gave a violent
atart and fell bawtily back before a
quickly entering fgure of such pas-
#lon and fury se neither of thessa men
hus éver seen before.

It was Oswald! Oawald, the kindly!
Oswald, the lover of men and the
adorer of women! Oswald, with the
words of the dastardly confession he
Lad partly overheard searing hot with-
in his brain! Oswald, raised in & mo-
ment from the desponding invalid to
# terrifying minlatrant of retributive
Justice, .

Orlando could seardely raise his
hand before the other's was upon his
thronl

“Murderer! donbledyed murderer of
inpoeent women!" was hissed In  the
strong man’s ears, “Not with tha law,
but with me you must reckon, and
may God and Lhe spivit of my mother
nerve my arm!"”

CHAPTER XL
Desolate.

The struggle was flerce but momen-
tary. Oswald with hls weskened pow-
ern could not long withstand the
steady eyortion of Orlando’s glant
strangth, and ere long sank away from
the contest inte Mr, Challoner's arms

“Youn should not have summoned the
shade of our mother to your aid,” ob-
served the other with a amile, In
which the irony was lost In terrible
prasage. “l1 was always her favorite.”
Uawald shuddered. Orlando had
spoken truly; she had always been
blindly, arrogantly trustful of her eld-
ost son. No fanlt could she sea In
him: and now—

Impetuously Oswald strugsgled with
his weakness, ralsed him-alf In Mr.
Challoner's arms and cried in loud re
volt:

“But God s just. He will not lat
yon escape. If he does, I will not, 1
wiil hound you to the ends of this
earth and, if necessary, into the ater-
nitles, Not with the threat of my arm
—-you ure my master there, but with
the curse of a brother who belleved
you Innoeent of his darling’'s blood
and would have belleved you so In
face of everything but your own
word." '

“Peace!” adjured Orlando. "Thero
ig no account 1 am not rendy to settle,
1 linve robbed you of the woman you
love, but 1 have despolled myself. |
astand desolate in the world, who but
an hour ago could have chosen my
peat among the best and greatest
What can your curses do after that?™
“Nothing” The word came slowly
lika a drop wrung from a nearly spent
heart. “Nothing; nothing, Oh, Or-
lando, I wish we were both doad and
buried and that there were no further
Ifo for elther of un”

The softened tone, the wistful pray-
er which would blot out an immortal-
ity of joy for the one, that it might
save the other from an {mmortality
of retribution, tonched some long un-
sounded chord in Orlando's extraordi-
nary nature.

Advancing & step, he held out his
hand—the left one. "We'll leave the
future to {tgelf, Oswald, and do what
we cap with the present,"” sald he
“I'va made a mess of my e and
spolled a oareer which might have
made us both kinge. Forgive me, Os.
wald. 1 ask for nothing else from God
or man. 1 should ke that. It would |
atreagthon me for tomerrow."”

Put Oswald, ever kindly, gunsrous |
and mora ready to think of others
than of himsalf, hud yet soms of Or- |
lando’s tenaclity He gazed at that
hand and n flush swept up over his
chieak which instantly became ghastly
agalin.

laft one, May God forgive me!™

Orlando, struck sllent for a moment,
dropped his hand and slowly turned
away. Mr. Challoner felt Oswald stif
fen In his armsa, and break suddenly

“Murderer!
of Innocent Woemenl"

¥
o
to be-left andisturbed
things to disposs of In the loterim

n Mr. Chualloner, very white by now
of what | have to reveal than to hear

Doubly-Dyed Murderer

1 huave many

away. only to stop short before he
had taken oune of the half dosen staps
between himself and his departing
brother

“Whoere are you going?’ he demand
ed In tones which made Orlando turn

“1 might say, to tha dovil," was the
parcastic reply “But I doubt if he
would receive me, No," he added, In
, | more ordinury tones as the other shiv

polnted to the door before he sank | ered and again started forward, “vou
0 | ugain Into his chalr. Wrotherson took | will have no trouble In flnding me o
it for dismissal and atepped slowly | my own room touight, 1 have letters

buck
Mr. Challoner spoke his first word:
y “There was another-
4 | —uho died suddenly
¢ was not unllke that
r, | Edith. Did you—"

“1 did™

o tremor

Infilcted

“You may say and so ma

gea it Lhat way, A theory doey uot a
8. | ways work in practice. 1 wished
st the unusunl means |

Then thelr ¢yes metl again and

A Poor woinan
and her wound
upon
The answer came without
othoers' that | was lese Justified in this

wttack than in the other; but | do not

cantem:-
plated, and the woman | saw before

to write and—other things. A man
like me cannot drop out without a rip
ple. You may go to bed and gleap. |
will keep mwake for two,™
“Olando!" Vislons were passing be
fore Qawald's eyes, soulerushing vie
lons sueh as In bhls blameless life heo
¥ | sover thought could enter into his
consclousness or hiast his tranguil
outlook upon life, “Orlando!* he again
I | uppenled, covering his eyes In a fron

“1 oanuol let you go ke this

"

Tomor
row-

my sorous the court was

hard-work-

“Tomorrow, In every niche and cor
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But | Ing and with nothing In life to look

| pxplainablo resson, In the direction of
| the station
“1 eannol,” snid heé—"not even the | paases along, noting little till he ar

o

ner of this world, w«herever Edith
Challoner's name has gone, wherever
my nawme has gone, [t will be known
that the discoverer of a practieal alr
ship, I8 & man whom they can no
longer honor., Do you think that is
not hell enough for me; or that 1 do
not realize the hell it will be for you?
I've never wearled you or any man
with my affection; but I'm not all
demon. [ would gladly bave spared
you this additional angulsh; but that
was Impossible, You are my brothor
and must sulfer from the connectlon
whether we would have It so or nol
If it promises too muoch misery-—and
I know no misery like that of shame

comeé with me where 1 go tomor
row. There will be room for two"

Oswald, swaying with weakness, but
maddened by the sight of an over-
throw which earried with It the
stifled affections and the admiration
of his whole life, gave a bound for
ward, opened his arme and——t‘qg.

Orlando stopped short. azing
down on hls prostrate brother, he
stood for a moment with a gleam of
someéthing llke human tenderness
showing through the flare of dying
passions and perishing hopes; then
he swung open the door and passed
quietly out, and Mr. Challoner could
hear the laughing remark with which
he meot and dismissed the half-dozen
men and women who had been drawn
to this end of the hall by what had
sounded to them llke a fracas botween
ANgry men.

CHAPTER XLI.
Five O'clock In the Morning.

The clock in the hotel ofMee struck
three, Oriando Brotherson counted
the strokes. then went on writing.
His transom wus partly open and he
had just heard a step go by his door.
This was nothlng new. He had al-
ready heard It severnl Uimes before
that night It was Mr. Challoner's
step, and every time it passed, he had
rustled his paper or scratched vigor
ously with his pen. “He s keeping
waleh for Oswald,” was hls thought.
“They fear a sudden end to thls. No
one, not the son of my mother knows
me, Do 1 know myself?"

Four o'clock! The light was still
burning, the plle of latters he was
writing Increasing.

Five o'clock! A rattling shade be-
trays an open window, No other
sound disturbs the gulet of the room.
[t 18 empty now; but Mr. Challoner,
long since satisfled that all was well,
goes by no more. Silence has settled
upon ths hotel; —tha’. heavy allence
which precedesa the dawn

There was silence in the sireets
also, The few who were abroad, crept
guietly along. An electric storm was
in the alr and the surcharged clouds
hung heavy and low, biding the mo-
ment of outbreak. A man who had
laft & place of many shadows for the
mors open road, paused and looked up
at these clouds; then went calmly on.

Suddenly the shrisk of an approach-
Ing train tears through the valley. Has
it a call for this man? Neo. Yet he
pauses In the midst f the street he |
\g crossing and watches, as a child |
might watch, for the flash of Its lights
at the end of the darkened Vista, It
coines—Iiilling the empty space at
which be stares with moving Hfe— |
engine, baggage car and & long atring |
of Pullmuns. Then all is dark again |
and only the nolse of its sglackening |
wheels comesa to him through the
night, It has stopped &t the statlon A
minute longer and It has started
agnin, and the quickly lessening rum-
hle of (ts departure |s all that remalns
of this vision of man's activity and
coaseless expectancy. When It |Is
quita gone and all 18 qulet, 8 sigh
falls from the man’s lips and he
moves on, but this time, for some un-

With lowered head he
| rives within slght of the depot where
| woma frelght la being handied, and a |
trunk or two whealod down the plat
form. No slght ecould be more or
dinary or unsuggestivo, but’ (it has its
atirpotion for him, for he looks up as

that trueck down the platform ti11 it

has reached the corner and disap
wl-pnrl'(]. Then he sigha agnin and
again snd moves on

A cluster of houses, one of them

open and lighted, was all which lay
petween him now and the country
vond, He was hurrying past, for his
step had unconsclously quickened as
ho turned his back upon the station,
when he was selzed agnin by that

| mood of curiosity and stepped up to
the door from which a lght lssued
and looked In. A common enting-
room lay before him, with rudely

gproad tables and one very sleepy
walter taking orders from A now ar-
]1!\'“] who sat with his back to the
doar. Why did the lonely man on the
idewalk start a2 his eve lell on the
luttar's commonplace Ngure, 4 hungry
man demanding breakfast in n cheap,

o | ziod attempt to rhut out those horrors, l'.,,u,itr, restaurant? His own physique

Wiks puweﬂu! whila that of the othoer
| lnoked sllm and frall. But fear was
Jin the wair, and the brooding of a

he goea by and follown the passag: of |

tempest allects some temperaments
In & totnlly unexpected mannar. As
the man Inside turns elightly and
looks up, the master figure on the
sldewalk vanlshes, and his step, if any
one had been Interested enough to
llsten, rings with 1 new note as it
turna into the country road [t has at
Inst reached,

HBut ne one heeded. The new ar
rival munches his roll and walts im-
patiently for his coffee, while with-
out, the clouds pile soundlessly In the
aky, one of them taking the form of
a huge hand with clutehing fAngers

reaching down Into the hollow vold
beneath.
CHAPTER XLIL.
At Six,

Mr. Challoner had been honest in
his statement regarding the departure
of SBweetwater. Ha had not only pald
and dismissed our young detecilve,
but he had seen him take the traln
for New York. And Sweetwater had
gone away iu good falth, too, possl
bly with his convictions undisturbed,
but acknowledging at last that he had
reached the end of his resources, Dut
the brain does not loose {ts hold upon
its work as readlly as the hand does.
e was halfway to New York and had
congclously bldden farewell to the
whola subject, when he suddenly
startled those about him by rising
impotuously to his feet. He sat again
Immediately, but with a light In his
small grey eye which Mr. Gryce would
have understood and revelled in. The
idea for which he had searched in-
dustriously for months had come at
last, unbidden; thrown up from some
remote recess of the mind which had
seamingly closed upon the subject
forever.

“l have {t. I have 1t,"” hae murmured
In ceaseless reiteration to himself. “I
will go back to Mr, Challoner and let
him decide if the iden is worth pur
sulng. Perhaps an experiment may
be necessury. It was bitter cold that
night; 1 wish it were {ley weather
now. But a chemlist can help'us out.
Good God! if this should be the ex-
planation of the mystery, alas for Or-
lando and alas for Oswald!"

But his sympathles did not deter
him, He returnaed to Derby at once,
and as soon as he dared, presanted
himself at the botel and asked for
Mr. Challoner,

Hg was amazed to find that gentle-
man already up and in a stato of
agitation that was very disquleting.
But he brightenad wonderfully at
sight of his visitor, and drawing him
inside the room, observed with trem-
bling eagerness:

] do not know why you have come
back, but never was man more wel

come Mr. Brotherson has con-
fosmed—""

“Confessed!”

“Yes, he killed both women; my

daughter and his neighbor, the wash-
erwoman, with a—"

“Wait,” broke in Sweetwater, eager.
Iy, “let me tell you" And stooping,
he whispered something in the other's
AT,

Mr. Challoner stared at him amaz
ed, then slowly nodded his head.

“How came you to think—'" he ba-

The Airahip Was Not There,

gan; but Sweetwater in his great anx-
lety interrupted him with a qulck:
“Hxplanations will keep, Mr. Chal
loner. What of the man himself?
Where is lis? That's the Important
thing now.”
“He was In his room U1l early this
morning writing letters, but he is not
thers now, The door 18 unlocked and
1 went in
the worst, That Iy
one rolleves mo sy

why your pres-
Where do you

From appearnnces | fear |

Doris and her father are with him.”
“We will not walt & minute, How

the storm holds off. 1 hope It will

hold off for another hour."

Mr, Challoner made no reply. He

hind spoken becauss he felt compeolled

to speak, but It had not been easy
for him, nor could any trifles move
him now,

The town was up by this time and,
though they chose the least frequent-
od strects, they had to suffer from
some encounters, Il was A good half
hour befors they found themselves In
the forest and in sight of the hangar.
One look that way, and Bwoetwater
turned to see what the effect was upon
Mr. Challoner.

A murmur of dismay greoted him.
The oval of the great lid stood up
against the forest background

“He has escaped,” cried Mr. Chal
loner.

Hut Bweetwater, laylng a finger on
his lip, advanced and lald his ear
against the door. Then he cast o
quick look aloft. Nothing was to be
seen there, The darkness of storm In
the heavena but nothing more.—Yes!
now, a flash of vivid and destructive
lightnlog!

The two men drew back and their
glances crossed.

"Let us return to the highroad,”
whispered Bweetwater; “we can see
nothing here.”

Mr. Challoner, trembling very much,
wheeled slowly about.

“"Walt,” enjolned Swaeetwater. “Flrst
let me take a look lnslde ™

Running to the nearest tree, he
qulekly climbed it, worked himaelf
along a protruding branch and looked
down into the open hangar. It was
now 8o dark that detalls escaped him
but one thing was certain. The alr
ship was not there.

Descendiug, he draw Mr, Challones
hastily along. "“He's gone,” snid he,
“Let us reach the Ligh ground as
quickly as we can. !'m glad thac Mr.
Oswald Brotherson Is not with us or
—or Mlss Dorls.”

But this expression of satistaction
died on his lips. At the point whers
the forest road debouches Into the
highway, he had already canught a
glimpse of their two dgures. They
were walting for news, and the broth-
ér spoke at the Instant he saw Sweeat.
water:

“Where ia he? You've not found
him or you wouldn't be coming alone.
He caonot have gone up. He cannot
manage it without an aseistant. Wao
must seek him somewhere else; in
the forest or in our house at home,
Ah!" The lightning had forked again,

"He's not in the forest and he’a not
in your home,” returned Sweetwatar,
“He's aloft; the alrship is not In the
shed, And he can go up alone now."
Then more slowly: “But he cannot
come down."

Thoy strained their oyes in a mad
dening search of the heavens But
the darkness hud so Increased that
they could be sure of nothing.

Doris sank upon her knoes.

Suddenly the lightning fashed
agaln, this time so vividly and so near
that the whole heaven burst into flery
Hlumination above them and the
thunder, crashing almost simultane
ously, seemod for a moment to rock
the world and bow Lthe heavens to
wards them Then a sileunce; then
Sweetwater's whisper In Mr. Chal
loner's ecar:

“Take them away! 1 saw him; he
was falling like a shot.™

Mr. Challoner threw out his arms,
then steadied himself, Oswald was
reeling; Oswald had seen (oo, Buat
Dorise was there. When the lightning
flashed pgain, she was slanding and
Oswald wns weeping on her bosom.

(THE END.)

For Roumania's Charlty.

Carmen Syl¥a, the poetess quean of
Roumanla, Is lssuing a new serles of
postrge stamps to ald the charities In
which she s inlerested. Unlike -nost
stumps of this kind, the Roumanian
gueen's lesue i8 good for all mziling
purposes, The four designg of the
new geries will represent (1) the gueen
of Houmuania spioning, the motte on
the stamp belng "“God gulde our
hand;" (2) the gqueon weaving, motto
“Woman weaves Lhe future of tha
country:’ (3) the queen nursing a
wounded soldier, motto "The wounds
dressod and the tears wiped away,"”
and (4) an anllegorical picture, motto,
“Hut, glory, hopor and pesce to all
that do good.,” Another gel of stamps
of eimilnry character, lssued In 1907,
hore a pleture represeniing the Prin-
coss Maria and her cuildren receiving
a poor famlly at the gates of their
palace/
1 e —— — e
| Harmonious Cobbler.

Angrily the woman walked across
the floor while the shoemuker listened

think he Is?"

“In his hangar In the woods, Where
else would be go to-

*l have thought of that Bhall wo
start out alone or take witnesses with
| us?

“We will go alone
notleipate—"
“He Is sure.
| L0 move,

Does

Fut he lacks strength

Oswald |

I1s 1es on my béd o there, |

o her unmusical tread
| “Your hear that?" she said
| erenk all the time
| drive me craxy
money back?
“U'm afrald I can’t do that,” he said,
“but 'l tell you what 1 will do. 1 will
take one of those shoes back and
Eive you another that will squeak ig
tune with the oneé you have lafr *

'‘Creak,
These shoes wii?
Will you give me my

L e e e e



