
WORK OF SHAMREFORMERS 
How the Fusionists Are Preying Upon the In- 

terests of Taxpayers of Nebraska. 

HONE FOR FEEBLE-MINDED YOUTH AT BEATRICE SCENE OF TURMOIL AND DISCORD 

Fraud and Spoliation, Drunkenness, Incompetency, Dishonesty, 
Treasury Raids and Kindred Offences Committed by 

Officers High and Low—Public Officials and 

Employes Held Up for Part of Their Sal- 
ary Each Month bv Party Leaders. 

Shameful Incompetency—gross per- 
version of the public funds—use of the 

appointive power to reward party satel- 
lites regardless of merit—manage- 
ment’s hands tied by high-up fusion 

officials—official records in bad shape— 
and over the Poynter administration in 
its entirety hangs the shadow of cul- 

pable negligence and scandal. This in 

brief is an epitome of the condition of 
the Home of the Feeble Minded Youth 
at Beatrice. 
Several years of fusion mismanage- 

ment and Jugglery have sufficed to 

bring about a state of affairs- in this 
institution so terrible as to almost 

challenge public credulity. ,. 
Dispassionately recited. If the truth 

be only half told, it is enough to cause 
the cheek of every citizen to burn with 

Indignation. Especially is this true, 
and especially does it become a fit sub- 
ject for careful and solemn judgment, 
when it is considered that the victims 
of these abuses are among the most 

helpless and defenseless wards of the 
state. 
When the fusionists came into power 

in Nebraska the republicans relin- 

quished supervision of this institution, 
bequeathing to their successors and to 
the public a record of splendid achieve- 
ments. In selecting officials, teachers 
and employes for this institution it was 
the unvarying rule that merit and fit- 
ness alone should command recogni- 
tion. Then, as now, the institute had 

upwards of 225 inmates. There were 

few changes in the official family, and 
in no instance was a change made for 

political reasons or party expediency. 
The last republican in the superin- 

tendency held the position for upwards 
of seven years; and a change occurred 
at the end of this time only by reason 
of the fusionists acquiring control of 

the state government. 
How does this compare with the re- 

cord of the fusionists? The fusionists 
have been in power about five years, 
and in that time two superintendents 
have come and gone and the third one 
has been compelled to enlist the ai' 

of the courts to keep hi3 official head 
from under the axe. Thus, in about 

five years (including the recent ap- 

pointee whose right to the office is be- 

ing contested in the courts) four differ- 
ent persons have been appointed to the 
superintendency. This has kept the in- 
stitution in strange hands nearly all 

the time, as a result of which, and by 
reason of other causes hereinafter 

enumerated, discipline has disappeared, 
disorder prevails, feeble minded in- 

mates, slow to familiarize themselves 
with strange faces and restless in their 

presence, have progressed slowly, if at 
all, and the state has expended thous- 
ands of dollars wholly without com- 

pensatory results. Never since the fu- 

sionists acquired control has there 

been harmony in the official family of 

this institution. This is due entirely 
to the fact that positions high and low 
have been acquired through political 
‘pulls” and not by reason of merit. 

Since the populists obtained control no 
superintendent has gone in there free 
handed. All of them have been under 

the party bane, and, no matter how 
much it impaired or interfered with 

the welfare of the institution, they 
have been compelled to accept such 
teachers and appointees as the party 
managers have seen fit to give them. 

On can easily judge of the condition of 

things by considering that the party 
bosses have invariably selected for 

these positions the sons, daughters, or 
henchmen of leading politicians. 
They have done worse than this, 

they have selected for positions of 

trust and responsibility persons, not 

alone mentally incompetent, but mor- 

ally as well. Making selection with- 
out regard to qualifications, giving 
no particular person authority to con- 

trol, but making each a superior unto 
himself, thus causing incessant clash- 

ing of authority and wrangling among 
themselves, and placing the party or 

appointive authority under direct obli- 
gation, by levying an assessment 
monthly on all appointees and compel- 
ling them to pay a fixed per cent of 
their salary to some one designated to 

r- receive it by the triumvirate for a cor- 

ruption fund-combine to account for 

this sad state of affairs. There are 

some facts connected with the con- 

temporaneous history of this institu- 

tion painful to recite. They go beyond 
the confines of ordinary happenings 
and trespass upon the domain of scan- 
dal and criminality. 

Passing by the history of the insti- 
tution under the superintendency of 

Dr. Fall and Dr. Sprague (and there is 

little, difference between that portion 
of the history and that to which refer- 
ence will be made) attention will be 

given evil, wrongs and outrages preva- 
lent now. 

Dr. Lang, the present superintendent, 
■was appointed about one year ago. 
The next most responsible position— 
that of bookkeeper and steward—was 
given to James Millikin, a political 
satellite from Fremont. Though Mili- 
kin knew nothing of bookkeeping, he 
was entrusted with keeping the rec- 

ords. How he kept them, needs only 
to be seen to be comprehended. Had 

the figures been blown upon the pages 
of the records by a cyclone, they would 
be just as easily interpreted. The de- 

bits are mixed with the credits and 

the credits with the debits. Entries 

are seldom properly made, and there 
is no way of ascertaining from the rec- 
ord the condition of accounts, of the 

funds, or whether anybody is debtor or 
creditor of the state. The undisputed 
fact is that the records have not been 

kept at all and a searching investiga- 
tion would, no doubt, result in startling 
disclosures. It is an open secret about 

' 

the institution that Millikin was not 
alone incompetent, but that he was 

frequently intoxicated while «a duty, j 

, Foreman Ellis of the brush factory of 
the Institution stated that he had re- 

J peatedly seen Milikin with a bottle of 
whiskey at the institute, and that he 
did not only drink the liquor himself, 
but presisted in making other em- 

ployes drink with him. One of the 

employes who had taken the Keeley 
cure and who had not tasted liquor 
for several years was persuaded by 
Milikin to indulge. He then again be- 
came a confirmed drunkard and finally, 
to get away from the temptation, had 
to leave the institute. Superintendent 
Lang remonstrated with Millikln, tell- 
ing him that he was setting a bad ex- 
ample for the inmates and employes, 
but to no avail. Millikin claimed that 
he was backed by Governor Poynter, 
by the fusion contingent of the beet 
sugar element at Fremont, and was not 
amenable to the rules or orders of the 
superintendent. 
NEW BRAND OF “CORN MEAL.” 
Nor were Milikin’s shortcomings con- 

fined to traditional consistency. 
Scarcely had he entered upon his du- 
ties when he resorted to methods most 
questionable. On one occasion Super- 
intendent Lang discovered, among sup- 
plies delivered, a choice lot of straw- 
berries. There was no provision in the 
contract covering supplies for the In- 
stitution for this quality of food, and, 
looking over the bill or statement of 
the goods delivered, he observed that 
the bill called for corn meal, but there 
was no corn meal delivered. “How is 

this, Milliken?” said Superintendent 
Lang, “I fail to see any entry on the 
bill for strawberries? ’ 

There it is, said Millikin, pointing 
to the entry, “corn meal.” 

“It was right then and there,” said 
Dr. Lang to the writer, “that I discov- 
ered that Millikin would bear watch- 
ing. I told him that kind of dealing 
would not do, and that he must stop 
it. But he paid no attention to me. 

Only a few days afterward he became 
possessed of a half dozen boxes of ci- 
gars. I asked him how he got them 
and he said the boys down town gave 
them to him. I knew that he got 
them in one of two ways—either by 
the ‘corn meal’ dodge, or that some- 
body was dealing with the institution 
selling supplies and with dishonest mo- 
tives had given them to him. I again 
cautioned him against doing wrong, 
but he met my warning with a defiant 
sneer. Finding I could do nothing 
with him I went to Lincoln and laid 
all the facts before Governor Poynter. 
That ended it; Governor Poynter never 
stopped to consider the matter for a 
moment. Millikin followed this up by 
getting drunk and coming to the in- 
stitute in a drunken condition and 
bringing liquor with him. Again I pro- 
tested to the governor, and again noth- 
ing came of it. Finally things became 
so bad that in desperation I went to 
the governor and begged of him to act. 
The governor came down but did not 
have the moral courage to do any- 
thing. Millikin himself told the gov- 
ernor that he was unable to keep the 
books and wanted to be relieved of it, 
but still no. action. The governor at 
last concluded that he would get rid 
of Millikin, and he asked me to hand 
in my resignation that he might show 
it to Millikin and have an excuse for 
asking him for his. He said my resig- 
nation was only a blind to fool Milli- 
kin, and that he would not consider it 
as effective, and would use it only to 
get Millikin out of the way. I re- 

garded it a strange mode of procedure, 
but I complied with his request, think- 
ing I was dealing with a man of prin- 
ciple. Imagine my surprise when he 
announced a day or so later that we 
had both resigned, and subsequently 
followed this announcement by the ap- 
pointment of my successor. It was an 
act of subtle and Vagrant perfidity, un- 
worthy of a man of honor. I resisted 
and the courts will determine whether 
a resignation obtained in that way 
shall be effective 

“I lay much of the blame for the 
condition of affairs In the institute 

upon Governor Poynter and his hench- 
men. They have forced upon the sal- 
ary list of the institute as teachers and 
for one position and another, persons 
who are notoriously unfitted for such 
service. These appointments have 
been made on the strength of polit- 
ical “pulls” and without regard to 

qualification or fitness. The governor 
has done more than this, he has tacit- 
ly, if not openly, advised subordinates 
that his whims and not my rules 
should be respected. He has encour- 
aged them to resist my authority as 
superintendent from almost the very 
commencement of my term. Under 
such conditions the worst is the best 
that could be expected. 

ROTTEN WITH FILTH. 
“When I came to this institution it 

was rotten with filth. My predecessor 
had had just such experience as I am 
having. There was no such thing as 
discipline. There was constant strife 
among the employes and teachers. 
The rooms in the buildings were very 
filthy and unsanitary. This caused 
Bickness among the inmates and in 
some instances deaths occurred. 

FEASTING AT THE CRIB. 
One has only to glance at the pay 

roll to see to what extent the fusion 
reformers are milking the public treas- 
ury. 
Of the Sprecher family, the son and 

(until recently) the mother are draw- 
ing fat salaries and the daughter was 
until recently living in luxury at the 
state’s expense. 
The Sullivan’s are represented on 

the supreme court bench and as ma- 
tron at the institute at Norfolk. 
Ex-Senator Mutz has a daughter on 

the pay-roll at Beatrice (or rather 

up to a few weeks ago did have, sh,e 
having been discharged by Superin- 
tendent Lang for insubordination.) 

Belle Spanogle, of Red Cloud, Is on 
the pay-roll at Beatrice at the Instiga- 
tion of one of Poynter's clerks at Lin- 
coln. 
Edith Ross, daughter of ex-Repre- 

sentative Ross of recent fame, is an- 
other name on the pay roll. 
Several fusionists who have not even 

been brevetted are on the pay roll as 
farm hands at the munificent salary of 

$25 a month and everything found. 
In no instance has there been an 

appointment made on the grounds of 
merit. Indeed, it is an open secret, 
that not one of the teachers has a cer- 

tificate, and it is admitted by those 
who are familiar with the facts that 
none of them could pass a teacher’s e»- 
amlnation. 

DOCTORING THE BOOKS. 
As has been said before, the accounts 

of the institute are in very bad shape. 
The records are bo badly mixed up and 
confused that no one knows anything 
about the status of the funds. Goods 
have been bought and sold, but for 

what, or what became of the money, 
nobody can tell. When the governor 
removed Steward Mlllikln, who was 

bookkeeper, he then learned of some 
of the fruits of his blunders. He dis- 

patched a bookkeeper from his office 
at Lincoln named Mclntee to Beatrice 
to untangle the mess. Mclntee pro- 
ceeded to arrange the records as he 
saw fit, and before Superintendent 
Lang knew what was going on he had 
changed about 60 accounts. Fearing 
the governor and his representatives 
had ulterior motives the superintend- 
ent ordered the "expert” out of the 
building, and he departed. 
The records as they now stand are 

in a bad way, and constitute a sweep- 
ing indictment of the fusionists, being 
mute yet unimpeachable witnesses to 
glaring incompetency and possible 
fraud. 

It is due to Dr. Lang that he be ex- 
culpated from all blame. His hands 
have been tied and he has been a su- 
perintendent in name only. At no time 
has he been free to administer the 
affairs of the institute without interfer- 
ence from sources involving a higher 
power. 

SUSPICIOUS REVELATIONS. 
Steward Ball and Superintendent 

Lang are hard at work rectifying er- 
rors in the records and about the In- 
stitute. One thing is already notice- 
able and that >s a decrease in the cost 
cf groceries for the institute. The 
grocery bill for the month of May is 
$157. less than for April, and $172 less 
than for March. Milikin retired about 
April 1st, but his errors did not cease 
to bear fruit until recently. He used 
to permit the contractors to bill goods 
in bulk like, say for example, he pur- 
chased a sack of flour or sugar, it 
would be billed “one sack of flour or 
sugar $1.50,” or whatever it might be, 
without giving the quantity in pounds 
or the quality. This left an opening 
for fraud, and a rectification of this 
practice has resulted in a large de- 
crease in the expenses and In the com- 
plete cessation of presents, such as 

cigars and pther luxuries which used 
to be sent to the steward by parties 
selling goods to the institute. Why 
the cigars were sent and why they 
stopped coming, and why the cost of 
the groceries dropped nearly 30 per 
cent, is a problem carrying with it the 
odor of suspicion and fraud, and is a 
problem which Steward Millikin might 
experience some difficulty in satisfac- 
torily explaining. 
CORRUPTING THE PUBLIC SER- 

VICE. • 

Every month all the employes of the 
institute from superintendent down to 
farm laborers are required by the fu- 
sion leaders at Lincoln to give up a 
portion of their salaries. The amount 
which they have to give up varies all 
the way from three per cent to five per 
cent. The rule is that this money must 
be paid over or those who fail must 
step down and out. Last year the de- 
mands for money were heavy, and one 
of the employes, an engineer named 
Adams, rather than submit, handed in 
his resignation. In this respect the 

present year reveals no disposition to 
reform. Already the officials and em- 
ployes in the various state institu- 
tions are being bled by the committee 
on extortion. Under date of April 2nd, 
1900, the following letter, which shows 
very clearly how the work is being 
done, was received at the Beatrioe in- 
stitute: 

LINCOLN, Neb., April 2, 1900. 
Gentlemen: 
We, the Finance Committee appoint- 

ed by the populist, democratic and free 
silver republican state central com- 

mittee, do hereby call on you for the 
amount of assessment due from your 
department, or office, as provided for 

by the resolution sent you. The 
amount due at this time from your 
department is $148.84. We desire to 

say to all who are called on for funds, 
you have been recognized and honored 
by our forces and placed where you 
are drawing revenues from the state, 
and we shall expect you to contribute 
the Bmall amount asked for monthly. 

T. H. TIBBLES. 
J. E. COAD, Jr. 
L. L. CHAPIN. 

Thi3 letter throws the white light of 
truth upon the hypocrisy and false 
protestations of the sham reformers. It 
not only reveals the inside workings of 
the machine, but it strongly corrobor- 
ates the charge often made by populist 
officials who have felt the blighting 
curse of this evil, that one of the pri- 
mary elements entering into the con- 
tamination and demoralization of state 
institutions is the practice of extort- 
ing contributions to a campaign cor- 
ruption fund. That this is the prac- 
tice, now a axed policy of the fusion 
campaign managers, the foregoing let- 
ter abundantly proves. Much of the 
insubordination and consequent dis- 

cord which exists in state institutions 
among the officials and employes is 
due largely to the fact that having con- 
tributed to the corruption fund, every- 
body feels that he is at liberty to do 
as he pleases. This has greatly im- 

paired the public service and has low- 
ered it to that level where the money 

expended in the maintenance of these 
institutions is practically dissipated. 

His Wife, Too, is an American. 

Baron Mumm von Schwarzenstein, 
the new German minister to China, 
married an American, as did his pre- 
decessor, the murdered Von Ketteler. 
The baror>ess, though born in London, 
is the daughter of a New Yorker, Mr. 
Le Vinsen, a cousin of Governor 

Roosevelt. Her husband was former- 

ly connected with the German em- 

bassy at Washington. 

i A Fascinating 
» Romance 

Way* Xian Adair., 

' 

CHAPTER V. 
A dirty, untidy lodging In an Eng- 

lish Hum. An unkempt man, with all 
the signs of drink and dissipation 
upon his low face; such was the man 
and such was the surroundings of a 

man whom Alan Mackenzie used to 

visit In his beautiful estate of La Paz. 
His had never been an honest, attrac- 
tive face; but now there had come into 
it a look of such devilish cunning and 

dissipation had given him such a 

bloated appearance, that it was evi- 
dent he would soon reach the lowest 

depths of degradation. 
Alan Mackenzie’s denunciation of 

him had been his ruin. He had tried 
to retrieve himself, had speculated, 
and had floundered deeper into the 

mire. He made even Rio too hot for 

hinj, and returned to England. Veron- 
ica’s disappearance meant nothing to 
him. He would have got rid of her to 
the highest matrimonial bidder, that 

was all. She was not his daughter, 
as he had told her, only the orphan 

1 child of a man he had ruined, and 

whom he had brought up because her 
beautiful mother had been the one 

woman he had really cared for. But 

for Veronica herself ho had not the 

slightest affection. She was too 

quiet, too affectionate. Her mother, 
who had Jilted him, had been a co- 

quette, and had thus won Hutchin- 
son’s love and admiration. 
He was just now sitting at the cor- 

ner of a very dirty bed, with a glass 
of some spirits' at his elbow. He 

looked pleased with himself. “So he 

married her!” he said, and burst out 
into rude laughter. “He married her 

and she got drowned! Who would 

have thought it of them, both so inno- 
cent! Now there is only one thing to 
be considered. Shall I let him marry 
the other, and bleed him afterwards, 
or shall I stop it now? Which will 
hurt him most, I wonder? I think he 
loves this girl. Shall I separate 
them?” 

He thought a moment. A look of 

cunning came over his face. “No,” he 

said, “they shall get married. I will 

give him six weeks, and then he shall 
either bribe me or be exposed!” 
He rubbed his hands with glee and 

then pulled himself up again. “But 
he isn’t going to cheat me of my re- 

venge!” he cried. “That would be 

nothing—a man soon forgets a wom- 
an. After all, it will be the woman 
who suffers most; but he—he has beg- 

gared me! He has deprived me of 

my very life! He shall suffer for it. 
I shall never rest until my knife is 

driven into his very heart!" 
Hutchinson took a draught at his 

glass. “There’s nothing left me but 

this,” he said—“nothing! And I have 

so much—carriages and horses, and 
fine living and everything going well. 
I should have been the richest man in 

Rio, the most powerful Englishman 
over there. There is no need for me 

to prompt my memory lest I forget; 
the wonder is that I did not come 

across him before. Let me see, he is 

such a soft, he will have told this girl 
all about it before. No, no! My best 

plan will be to wait until after the 

marriage—his second marriage! And 

Veronica? 

“Well, she does not know where to 
find either him or me. I can drop her 

for a week or two. She has more cun- 

ning in her than 1 should have 

thought possible, for she never men- 

tioned Mackenzie’s name to me. I 

had no idea that he knew anything 
about her. It was the merest guess- 
work; but what a chance! I haven’t 

had a chance for more than four 

years. Perhaps the luck has turned, 
and the man who ruined me is des- 

tined to put me on my legs again. But 
no quarter! Whatever he does I shall 
still take my revenge!” 
Meanwhile, the object of all these 

plots and plans had gone home a lit- 
tle disturbed. Alan Mackenzie could 
not look unmoved at the picture of 

the wreck of a man’s life. He knew 
that he counted for something in 

Hutchinson’s ruin—nay, for a great 
deal. Hutchinson had never been a 

good man; but there had been a differ- 
ence between the man who schemed at 

La Paz, surrounded by every luxury, 
and the dirty, drunken scoundrel he 
had met in the streets of London. 

Then, too, the mention of Veronica 
disturbed him. He had never thought 
so much about her as he had lately, 
perhaps because he had never under- 
stood before what love meant. Now, 
in his love for Joyce, he began better 
to understand the poor dead girl’s 
feelings. He did not regret that he 
had not loved her better; he rather re- 
joiced that his best love should go to 
Joyce. And he knew that he had al- 
ways been perfectly kind to her, as 

he was to most women; but he knew 

now what the separation from him 

must have meant to Veronica, and 

how, when she was drowning even, 
her one regret would be that she 

should see his face no more! 
The preparations for the wedding 

went on apace. Joyce was very popu- 
lar among her friends, and quite recog- 
nized to be a pearl among womanhood. 
Old General Grenville, her father, had 
a large acquaintance, who were all 

disposed to make much of the beauti- 
ful, bright girl. Not a few men were 

envious of Alan’s luck. There was 

quite a little stir in the circle of which 
Joyce was the ornament. It only 
wanted a fortnight to the wedding. 

I and Joyce and her betrothed were 

driving down Regent street together. 
It was the beginning of May, and they 
wero to be married on the seven- 

teenth. Both Joyce and Alan were 

willing to forego the details of the 
London season. They had taken a 

charming house In the country, where 
they intended to spend the summer in 
honeymooning. If they liked the 

neighborhood, and It Bulted them, 

they thought of buying it, as a little 

country house where they could live 
when tired of London. But for this 
season it was to be their home as 

soon as they had returned from 

abroad. They wero on their way to 

Liberty’s to buy hangings for their 
new abode when a block occurred In 

the traffic. Joyce and Alan were 

laughing at some foolish joke, and 

waiting for their hansom to be allowed 
to move on. A slight woman with a 
child in her arms attracted his atten- 
tion. 
The child was about three, and 

Alan could see that his head was cov- 
ered with rich brown curls. Ho could 
not see the woman, but tho pose of 

her head seemed familiar to him. In 

an instant the color forsook his face, 
and everything seemed to turn black 
before his eyes. When ho had re- 

gained control over himself the wom- 
an was gone. Joyce turned quickly 
and saw the pallor on his face. 

"Alan,” she cried, in alarm, “my 
darling, what is it? Are you not 

well?” 
“A passing faintness,” he said. He 

could not tell her that this strange 
woman carrying a child, and whom of 
course he had never seen before, re- 

minded him of Veronica, and it gave 
him a shock. 
“Are you often like this?” she 

asked, anxiously. “Oh, Alau, there is 

only a fortnight more, and then I 

shall he able to come and take care of 

you always! I am sure you do too 

much,” she added, tenderly. 
He gripped her hand hard. It would 

be exquisite to have her with him al- 

ways; but he was truthful above all 

things. “I have never been faint be- 
fore,” he said. 
“Then it is the prospect of spending 

life with me that alarms you,” she 

said, gaily. Alan had regained his 
usual color and his usual manner. 

The cab stopped at the door of the 

shop, and he sprang out to help her 
down. They were both very much in 
earnest over their purchase. Joyce 
had exquisite taste, and Alan was 

deeply interested in getting all that 
she wanted; but he was conscious all 
the time of a feeling of strain. Do 
what he would he could not get the 
woman’s figure out of his head. It 
was an utter absurdity that this 
strange woman with her child should 
have so upset him, and he hated him- 
self for the thought that he must al- 
ways keep something from Joyce. 
Although she knew all about it, yet 
he felt that he should not have liked 
to tell her why he turned faint when 
the hansom stopped. He did so yearn 
to be entirely one with the girl who 
had promised herself to him, and how 
could he with the shadow of the past 
over him? And all the time that he 
criticized Joyce’s hangings, and the 
colors and tints that would do well 

with her fair skin and light hair, he 
felt an undercurrent of restlessness. 
“It’s only because my happiness has 

made me nervous. I feel like the old 

Greeks, who made libations to their 
gods when some great good fortune 

happened to them. If I could only give 
something—a thank-offering—for what 
I have got!" 
Joyce was too much in sympathy 

with him not to know that something 
was worrying him. They went to 

lunch at some quiet place, and when 
she had got her gloves off she put her 
hand in his and said: “Now, what is 

worrying you? I must know!” 

He looked at her. and, to her sur- 

prise, his eyes were full of tears. 
“Joyce,” he said, “I cannot quite tell 

you, because it is difficult .to make you 
understand. When our cab stopped in 
Oxford street, and I turned faint, I 

saw a woman with a child who re- 

minded me of poor dead Veronica. 
Mind you, I did not see her face, but 

something in her walk was like, 
and-" 

Joyce was as pale as Alan had been. 
“It has made you sad. Alan. You 

loved her more than you thought.” 
“No, no!” he said, “it Is not that 

at all, Joyce, but the sight of thnt 

strange woman made me realize how 

necessary you are to me. Darling, It 
is because I love you so that I cannot 
bear to think of losing you. If I had 
to wait another two months instead of 
two weeks I think I should go mad!" 

He pushed his hair from his brow 
and leant his head on bis hand. Joyce 
saw that he was overdone and nerv- 

ous, and that she must brace him up 
a little. She recognized, with a gush 
of thankfulness to God, that here was 
a man who loved her as few men love 

women, and that the poor dead girl 
could never have had his heart. It 
was only pity, as he had said. She saw 

this in a flash even as she looked at 
him. 

“Alan,” she said softly, “put away 
these fears, sweetheart. See, here I 

am; look at me. I am yours till death 

and after. Death itself has no terrors 
of separation for people who love as 
we. What do you think—that flesh 

and blood could contain our love? 
No; we belong to each other for al- 
ways, and-1 Here comes our lunch, f 
and you will have to eat it" 
And he did eat it, cheered by the 

sunshine of her eyes j$d ^he music 
of her voice. And after lunch they 
sat up in one of the balconies and 
watched the boats go down the grimy 
but sunlit bosom of Mother Thames, 
for the hotel looked out upon the river. 
And Alan smoked, and they made 

plans for the future. Where they 
would go, and what they would do, 
and what they would see, together, to- 
gether, together always. And they 
talked Of the folly of married men and 
women who go their separate ways, 
not recognizing the divinely blessed 
link between husband and wife. And 
when they rose to go they knew that 

they were nearer to each other than 

they had ever been before. It had 
been a golden afternoon, although now 
the sun. had gone from the river, and 
the mist was rising a little. Still, as 
Joyce said, “No mist can blot the sun 
out forever.” She meant-lt ns an alle- 

gory, and as an allegory Alan under- 
stood it. 

And then they drove home again to- 

gether, nnd that evening Alan spent 

quietly, doing a little work which was 

necessary, seeing that he had spont a 

good many hours doing nothing but 

making love to Joyce. And on the 

morrow ho had forgotten the strange 
turn that the woman had given him. 

Nothing happened during the next 

fortnight, which want all too slowly 
for him, until his wedding day; On 

the contrary, each day his heart be- 

came lighter, and ho looked forward 
each day to that which would see the 

consummation of his dearest desires. 

.And so the wedding day came, and 

Alan forgot everything but that the 

sweetest woman in the world was go- 

ing to belong to him from that day 
forward forevermore. His responses 

rang out clear and fluent, as did hers. 

He forgot Hutchinson and Hutchin- 

son's enigmatic prophecy—that there 

might be a strange wedding guest— 

though he could not have known that 

Hutchinson had changed his mind, and 

that there would bo no strange wed- 

ding guesl that day. 

He forgot everything, save that the 

time was coming nearer and nearer 

when the carriage door would be closed ";s 
behind him and Joyce, and he would 

whisk her off. his own dear bride. And 

it is no exaggeration to say that the 

aun had never shone on two happier 

people than Alan and Joyce MacKen- 

zie. 
(To be continued.) 

Coulil Not Be Fooled. 

MiBB Elizabeth Alden Curtis, the 
talented niece of United States Attor- 

ney General Griggs, and one of the 

latest versifiers of the Rubaiyat, haB 

a penchant for scientific pursuits, and 
takes great pleasure in mountain 

climbing, forest searching and geolo- 
gizing, sayB the Philadelphia Post. 

Last summer, while rusticating a£ 
Lake George, she went walking with 

a party of friends, chiefly college men 
and women, and came across some of 

the beautiful minerals which abound 

in that district They picked out a 

number of specimens which they car- 
ried back to the hotel. Here they ex- 
hibited their treasure-trove to the 

other, guests, more especially a piece 
of roBe quartz, in which were many 

flakes of plumbago. Miss Curtis, after 

explaining, left the veranda, giving 
the quartz to a benevolent looking, 

spectacled old lady. She had scarcely 

departed when the latter, who had 

been scratching the specimen with her 

scissors, broke out: “That girl is 

either fooling us or else she is crazy. 
Plumbago, indeed! It is nothing but 

an old stone with some black pencil 
lead in it!" _ ,../j 

. 
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Born Among the Bullrosb.es. 

There is a variety of grebe (colym- 
bus minor) which hatches its young on 

a regular raft. Its nest is a mass o£ 

strong stems of aquatic plants closely 
fastened together. These plants con- 

tain a considerable quantity of air in 
their cells and set free gases in the 

process of decaying. The air and the 

gases imprisoned in the plant make 
the nest lighter than water. The bird' 

usually sits quietly on its eggs, but it 

any intruder approaches or gny dan- 

ger is feared the mother plunges one 
foot in the water, and, using it as a 

paddle, transports her floating nest 

to a distance,often dragging along with 

it a sheet of water plants. A natur- 

alist who frequently watched this re- 

markable removal says: “The whole 

structure looks like a little floating is- 

land carried along by the labor of the 

grebe, which moves in the center of a 

mass of verdure."—Cincinnati En- 

quirer. i'. • 

Famous Echoes. 

Most people are familiar with the 

famous whispering gallery in St. 

Paul’s, but there are other instances of 

curious, if less well known, echoes in 

churches. In a Sussex church there 

is said to be one of the most remark- 

able ever known, while in a Hertford- 

shire church the tick of a watch may 

be heard from one end of the building 

to the other. It is also stated that the 

cathedral of Girgenti, Sicily, the 

slightest whisper is borne with perfect 
distinctness from the great western 

door to the cornice behind the altar, 

a distance of about 150 feet. 

Powerful RuhmkorS Coll*. 

Two of the largest Ruhmkorff coils 

ever made have been ordered In the 

United States for a foreign govern- 

ment, and will give an electric spark 

forty-five inches in length expending 
energy amounting to three or four 

horse power, and having, a potential of 
half a million volts. 


