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CHAPTER VIII—Continued.

We went eagerly forward at the news
and saw in a kind of bay, formed by
a lakelike expansion of the river, a
Ittle Jsland green and low, Its banks
trimiyv set with a single row of poplars,
It was perhaps a guarter of n mle ev-
ery way, and a channel one-fourth as
wide separated it from the nearer shore
of the river, to which, however, a long
narrow bridge of planks laid on tresties
| gnve nceess, On the outer side of the
I tsiand, facing the river's course, stood
& low white house, before which was a
mloping green terrace, also bordered
with poplars, led down to a tiny pier.
Behind and around the house were
meadows as trim and neat as a child's
i toye, over which the eye roved with
’ pleasure until It reached the landward
e @lde of the island, and there detected,
Ehs nestling among gardens, a tiny village

of helf n dozen cottages. It was a
scene of enchanting peace and quietude.

not a peaceful place—a very garden of
Eden?"

I looked to see her fall Into raptures
such as women are commonly more
protie to than men. But all women
are not the same., Mistress Anne was
looking, indeed, when I turned and sur-
priged her, at the scene which had so
moved me, but the expression of her
face was sad and bitter and utterly
melancholy. The weariness and fatlgue
I had often seen lurking In her eyes
had invaded all her features. She
fonked flve years older--no longer a
&irl, bt a gray faced, hopeless woman,
whom the sights of this peaceful haven
rather smoie to the heart than filled
with antleipations of safety and re-

e,

It was but for a moment I saw her
®0. Then she dashed her hand across
her eyes—though I saw no tears In
them—and with a pettish exclamatlon
turned away. “'Poor girl!" I thought.
*'She, too, In homesick. No doubt this
reminds her of some places at home

- or some other person.” 1 thought this
fore than ‘likely, as Master Bertie
came from Lincolnshire, which, he sald,
had many of the features of (his
#irange land, and it was concelvable
enough that she ghould know Lincoln-

- @hire, too, heing related to his wife.

I soon fm-Fot the matter in the ex-
cltement of landing. A few minutes of
bustle and It was over. The bont put
out agaln, and we four were left face
to face with two strangers, an elderly
man and a girl, who had come down
to the pler to meet us. The former,
stout; bluff and red faced, with a thick
&ray beard and a gold chaln about his
neck, had the alr of a man of posi-
tion. He graeted us warmly. His com-
&nn&m. who hung behind him, some-

hat shyly, was as pretty a girl as

one could find In & month. A second
assured mie of something more—

~ ®hat she formed an excellent foll to the
‘plauant brightness and keen vivaecity,

'the dark halr and nervous features of
Mistress Anne. For the Dutch. girl

was fair and plump and of perfect
complexion. Her hair was very light,
almost flaxen (ndeed, and her eyes were

_Boftly and llmpldly blue—grave, inno=

nt, wondering eyes they were, I re-
ber. I guessed rightly that she

4 the elderly man‘s daughter, Later
| that ghe was his only chlilq,

“xqi i‘;lt--hﬁt&ﬂhﬁ%m;brmphm.

_He was A Master Lindstrom, a mer-

~ehant ot'i&nulnl in Arnheim, He hnd
islted -En_'n;nd and ‘spoke English

ﬁ;i: nﬁsd_.m nE under some obliga-
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1 wared to the duchess,|
herine was to be our Host.

We all walked up the lttle avenue
ttogether, Master Lindstrom talking as|

- went to husband or wife, while his

hter and Mistress Anne came next,

eavh at each In sllence, as wom-
en they first meet will gage, tak-
stock, I suppose, of a rival'a weup-

1 wa last, wondering why
hﬁ ng to say Lo one another,
. A8 we antereid the house the mys-

ry was explained, “She speaks no
mglish,” sald Mlstress Anne, with a
of scorn.
. YAnd we no Duteh” T answered,
aml . “Here In Holland I am afraid
1 she will have somewhat the best
us. Try her with Spanish.”
nigh! I know none.”
Well, T do—a lUttle”
- "What, you know Spanish?" Mis-
Aress Anne's tone of surprise amounted
alinost to fneredulity, and It flattered
mne. boy that T was. I dare say It
would have flattered many an older
hend than mine, “You know Spanish?
- Where dld you learn it?" she continued
' sharply,
“At home."
- “At home. Where Is that?" And she
eyed me still more closely. ‘“Where |g
your home, Master Carey? You havoe
never told wme"

But 1 had said already more than I
Antended, and I shook my head. I
mean,” I explained awkwardly, “that
I learned It In 3 home I once had. Now
.~ my home {3 here. At any rvate, 1 have
llo'r:tha;;; i

e teh girl, standing patlently
heside us, had looked first at one face
and then at the other as we talked.
. 'We were all by this time In a long, low

parior, warmed by a pretty closed
 Nireplace covered with glazed tiles., On
~ the shelves of a great armoire, or
dresser, at one end of the room, ap-

. peared o fine show of sllver plate,
At the other end stood a tall linen
press of walnut  wood, handsomely
earved, and even the gratinga of the
windows and the handles of the doors
were of hammered ironwork. There
tere no rushes on the floor, which was
ude of small pleces of wood delicate-
¥ joined and sot together and brightly
polished. But everything In sight was
<clean und trim to a  degree which
~ would have shamed our great house
@l Coton, where the rushes sometimes

(lay for a week unchanged, With each
#iznee round I felt a liveller satisfac-
on. 1 turned to Mistress Dymphna.

. “Senorita,” 1 sald, mustering my no-
blest mecent. ''Beso los ples de usted!
Eabiz-usted (,':utllla:;:;"

Mistress Anne stared, while the ef-
ﬁeg on the girl whom I addressed was
savater than | had looked for, but cer-

il
s

ng her
tand?

ened color,
T ¢

I‘*m 1t?" she asked eageily.
aslkred

E : A Romance of Queen Mary’s Reign.
|
|

~ wainly of a different kind, She siarted
drew back, an expression of of-
ity and of something like
acld face. Did she
1 es, for after a mo-|as If to retreat,
sitation, and with a height-
she ansawered, “Si, senor.”
! ined manner was not prom-
t 1 was golng on te open a
Tsation if I could, for it looked lit-
1 of us to stand there speech-
#nd staring, when Mistress Anne
)l “What did you say to her?

That was all,” 1 replied, my eyes on
| Dymphna's face, which still betrayed
trouble of some kind, “except that I
pald her the usual formal compliment,
Hut what is to  her
father?"”

It was like the Christmas game of
crosd questlons. The girl and 1 had
spoken In Spanish. I translated what
we had sald Into English for Mistress
| Anne, and Mistress Dymphna turned it
| Into Dutch for her father, an anxious

she saying

|look on her face which needed no
| translation.
"What Is 1t?" asked Master Bertle,

Iﬂhﬂf‘l"\'hlg that something was wrong.

“It is nothing—nothing,”" replied the
merchant apologetically, though as he
spoke his eyes dwelt on me curlously.
“It Is only that J did not know that
you had a Spaniard In your company.”

“A Spaniard?' Master Bertie an-
swered. "“We have none. This,” point-
ing to me, "Is our very good friend and

As we slowly plowed out way up to faithful follgwer. Master Carey, an
the landing place 1 saw the rabbits El?ﬁ;!rhwﬁg;n " added - the  duchess
stand to gaze at us, and then with a i avaly. . I am reat] in-
fick of their kh“l‘h dart t‘t:lﬂ to thielr ;:f}ut;:l‘.. EERVOIT E ¥
L holes. 1 marked the cattle moving | =y o0 gy explained the mistake
{5 !“v‘;m“;‘:‘}d ﬁl::‘ iln :_i";lé’lf af,ﬂdpg:f’muﬁh: and brought at once a smile of rellef
o whir of wings, I turned with a full :39 "i"' g‘;:’;‘:f:h“';o;a.f’e'h;‘*:;mpaffﬁ?
% :‘;ﬂ't ltocrrines& "\.:ltfl?bzrr;’th;;?ala;'.‘m"II%VT; dm.llshttr was In error.” And he add-

ed something In Dutch which caused
Mlstre}uh Dymphna to blush. "Yoﬁ
know,"” he contigued, ‘I ma a

freely to you, I!ncesi our g:l& mlrgpiﬁ-
In the main the same—you know that
our Spamsh rulers are not very popu-
lar every day, especlally with those
who are of the reformed falth. We,|
have learned, some of us, to speak
thelr language, but we love them none
the better for that.”

1 ean sympathize with you, In-
deed,"” crled the duchess fmpulsively,
"God grant that our country may never
be In the same plight, thought It looks
a8 If this Spanish marriage were like
to put us In it. It is Spain! Spain!
Spain! and nothing else nowadays.”

"Nevertheless the emperor 18 &
great and pulssant monarch,” rejoined
the Arnhefmer thoughtfully, “and could
he he rule us himself, we milght do
well. But his dominions are so large
he knows little of us. And, worse, he
Is dylng, or as good as dying. He
can scarcely sit his horse and rumor
saysa that before the year I8 cut he
will resign the throne, Then we hear
little good of his successor, your
fqueen's husband, and look to her less.
I fear that there is a dark time he-
fOl'E" us, and God only knowa the is-
sue,

“And alone will rule it
Bertle rejoined plously.

This saying was in a way the key-
note to the life we found our host lv-
ing on his island estate. Peace, but
peace with constant fear of an as-
szllant and religion for a supporter.
Several times n week Master Lind-
atrom would go to Arnhelm (o super-
intend his business, and always after
his return he would shake his head
and speak gravely, and - Dymphna
would lose her e¢olor for an hour or
two. Things were golng badly. The
reformers were belng more and more
hardly dealt with. The Spaniards were
growing more despotic. That was his
constant report, and then 1 would see
him, as he walked with us in orchard
or garden or sat beside the stove, caat
wistful glancea at the comfort and
plenty round him. T knew that he was
rgking himeelf how long they would
last. It they escaped the clutches of
a tyrannleal government, would they
bhe saf¢ In the times that wers com-
Ing from the violence of an 1l paid
soldiery? The answer was doubtful, or
rather it was too certain.

I sometimes wondered how he could
pailently foresee such pessibilltles and
take no steps, whatever the risk, to
prevent them. At first I thought his
patlence sprang from the Dutch
character. Later 1 traced its deeper
roots to a simplicity of faith and
n  deep rellglous feeling, which
either did not at that time exist in Eng-
Iand or existed only among people with
whom T had' never come in contact.
Here they seemed common enough and
real enough. These folks' faith sus-
tained them. Tt was part of their lives
=a bulwark agalnst the fear that oth-
erwise would have overwhelmed them.
And to an extent, too, which then sur-
priced me, I found, as time went on,
that the duchess and Master Bertfe
shnred this enthusiasm, although with
them it took a less obtrusive form.

1 was led at the time to think a good
deal about this, and just & word |
may say of myself and of those days
spent on the Rhine island—that where-
as before I had taken but a lukewarm
interest in religlous questions, and while
clinging instinctively to the teaching of
my childiood had conformed with a
light heart rether than  annoy  my
uncle, T came to think somewhat dif-
ferently now, differently and more se-
rlously. And so 1 have continued to
think since, though I have never be-
come a bigot, a fact 1 owe perhaps to
Mistreas Dymphna, in whose tender
heart there was room for charfty as
well as faith, for she was my teacher.

Of necesslly, elnce no other of our
party could communicate with her, I
became more or less the Dutch girl's
companton, I would often of an even-
Ing join her on a wooden bench which
stood under an elm on a lttle spit of
grags looking toward the ety and at
some disiance from the house., Here
when the weather was warm, she would
waleh for her father's return, and hepe,
one day while talking with her, I had
the opportunity of witnessing a sight
unknown In England, but which year
by year was to become more common

Maaster

In  the Netherlands, more heavily
fraught with menace In  Netheriand
eyes,

We happened to be so deeply engaged
in watching the upper end of the beach
it the time In question, where we ex-
pected each moment to see Master
Lindstrom’s boat rownd the point, that
we saw nothing of a boal coming the
other way until the Happing of its sails
#s It tacked drew our eyes toward it,
Even then in the boat itself I saw noth-
Ing strange, but in its passengers 1
did. They were swarthy, mustachlioed
:3;!1. who in the hundred poses they

sfumed, as they lounged on deck or
leared over the slde. never lost a pe-
cullar alr of bravado. As they drew
nearer to us the sound of thelr loud
volces, thelr oaths and laughter reached
us plainly and seemed to jar on the
evening's stillness, Thelrr bold, flerce
eyes, raking ‘the banks unceasingly,
reached us at last. The girl by my
side uttered a ery of alarm and rose
But she sat down
ngain, for behind wus was an  apen
stretch of turf, and to escape unsean
wag lmpossible.  Already a score of
eyes hud marked her beauty, and as
the boat drew abreast of us I had to
listen to the ribald Jests and laughter
of those on hoard. My ears tingisd and
my cheelks burned. But I could do noth-
ng. 1 cordd only glare at them and

her if she spoke Spanish.!grind my teeth,

“Who are they?' I muttergy. *“The
cowardly knaves!"” o Y

“0Oh, hush! hush!"” thehz'r} pleaded.
She had retreated behind me. And in-
deed I need not have put my question,
for though I had never geen the Span-

them to recognize them now. In the
year 15066 thelr reputation was at [ts
height, Their fathers had overcome the
Moora after a contest of centuries, and
they themselves had overrun Italy and

bloodthirsty and leentirus everywhere,
it may be imagined that in the sub-
ject Netherlands, with their pay always
In arrear, they were Indeed people to
be feared. It was seldom that even

excesses,

as It may seem, with mingled feelings.
With

all thelr faults they were few
agalnst many, a conquering race in a
forcign land. They could boast of

blood and descent. They were proud
to call themselves the soldiers and gen-
tlemen of Europe, I was against them,
yvet I admired them with a boy's admir-
atlon for the strong and reckless,

Of course 1 sald nothing of this to
my comparnlon. Indeed, when she spoke
to me, 1 did not hear her., My thoughts
had flown far from the burgher’'s
daughter sitting by me and were with
my grandmother's people, I saw, in
imagination, the uplands of Old Caastlile,
as I had often heard them deseribed.
hot In summer and bleak In winter.
I pletured the dark, frowning walls of '
Toledo, with 1its hundred Moorish
trophles, the castles that crowned the
hills around, the gray olive groves and
the box clad slopes. I saw Palencia,
w:here my grandmother, Petronilla: de |
Vargas, was born; Palencla dry and !
brown and sun baked, lylng squat and
low on its plain, the eaves of its cath-
edral a man's height from the ground.
All this T saw. I suppose the Spanish
blood in me awoke and asserted {tself
at sight of those other Spaniards. And
then—then I forgot it all as I heard
behind me an allen volce, and I turned
and found Dymphna had stolen from
me and was talking to a stranger,

CHAPTER IX.

He was a young man, and a Dutch-
min, but not a Dutchman of the stout,
burly type which I had most common- !
ly seen in the country. He had, it Is |
true, the usual fair hair and blue eyes,
and he was rather short than tall, but
hig flgure was thin and meager, and
he had a pointed chin and a scanty falr
beard. I took him to be nearsighted.
At a second glance I saw that he was
angry, He was talklng fast to
Dymphna—of course in Dutch—and
my first Impulse, in face of his exclted
gestures and queer appearance, was to
laugh. But I had a notlon what his
relationship to the girl was, and I
smothered this, and Instead asked, as
#oon as [ could get a word In, whether
I should leave then.

“'Oh, no!” Dymphna answered, blush-
ing slightly and turning to me with a
troubled glance. I belfeve she had clean
forgotten my presence. ‘“This is Master
Jan Van Tree a good friend of ours,
and this," she continued, still in Span-
Ish, but speaking to him, " is Master
Carey, one of my father's guesats.”

We bowed formally, for he had not
recovered hils temper, and —I dare say
I still had my Spanish ancestors in
my head—with condescension. We dis-
ltked one another at sight, I think. I
dubbed him a mean little fellow, a
trader, a peddler, and, however he
classed me, it was not favorably, 8o it
was no particular desire to please him
which led me to say with outward
sollcitude, “I fear you are annoyed at
something, Master Van Tree.”

“I am!" he sald bluntly, meeting me
half way.

“And am I to know the cause?" T
asked, “or Is it a gecret?”

VIt Is no secret!'" he retorted. “Mis-
tress Lindstrom should have been more
careful. She should not have exposed
herself to the chance of being seen by
those miserable forelgners.”

"The foreigners—in the boat?” I said
dryly.

“Yes, of course—in the boat,” he an-
swered., He was obliged to say that,
but he glared at me across her as he
spoke. We turned and were walking
bick to the house, the poplars casting
long shadows across eur path,

“They were rude,” 1 observed care-
lesaly, my chin very high. *“‘But there
i» no partigular harm done that ¥ can
#ee, Master Van Tree”

"Perhaps not, as far as you can see,"
he retorted in great excitement. ‘“‘But
perhaps also you are not very farsight-
ed. You may not see it now, yet harm
will follow.”

“Possibly.” 1 said, and I was going
to follow up this seemingly candid ad-
mission by something very boorishi}
when Mistress Dymphna struck in ner-_‘
vously, &
“My father }s anxlous,” she explained, |
speaking to me, "‘that I should have |
us Httle to do with our Spanish gov-
ernors as possible, Master Carey. It
always vexes him to hear I have fallen
In their way, and that is why my rrlena‘
foels annoyed. It was not, of course, |
your fault, since you did not know o
this. It was 1,” she continued hurriéd-
Iy, “who should not have ventured to
the elm tree without seeing that the
coast was clearn,"

(Continued Next Week.)

A Courteous Repulse.
Tit-Bits: There was an {gnorant man
who once applied to President Lincoln
for the post of doorkeeper to the House,
This man had no right to ask Lin-
colu for anything. It was necessary
to repulse him. But Lincoln repulsed”
him gently and whimsically, without
hurting his feelings In this way:

8o you want to be doorkeeper to the
House, £h?"

“Yes, Mr. President.”

“Well, have you ever been a doors
keeper? Have you ever had any ex=
perience of doorkeeping?"

“Well, ho—no actual experience, sir."
“Any theoretical experience? Any in-
structions In the duties and ethics of
doorkeeping 7"

“Um—no."”

“Have you ever attended lectures on
doorkeeping ™

“No, sir”

“Have you read any text books on the
Subjeet

“No."

“Have you conversed with anyone
who has read such a book?"

“No, sir; I'm afraid not, sir.”

“Well, then, my friend, don’t you see
that you haven't a single qualification
for this important post?’ sald Lincoln,
in a reproachful tone.

“Yes, I do.” sald the applicant, and
he took leave humbly, almost grate-
fully,

A Youthful Sociclogist.

New York Times: “Everything has
It= cause, its simple and striking and
satisfactory cauwse, if we can but find
it,” said J. McKee Borden, secretary of
the department of charities, at a4 ban-
quet in New York.

“Take the question of poverty and
wealth,

“Onee in a miserable slum I heard
two Httle beggars talking, ;

“*Why la It said the first, ‘that the
poor is allus more willin® to help us
than the rich? ]

bitterly: -
**Them wot don't mind givia® Is the
ones wet stuys poor. ™

Ish soldiery I had heard enough about |

lowered the pride of France. As a re- |
sult, they had many milltary wvirtues |
and all the military vices,  Proud, |

thelr commanders dared to check their |

Yet when the first flush of my anger |
had subsided I looked after them, odd |

COPYRIGHT, 1902, By

Juarez Is a Mexlcan town of some
size. Irrigating canals run through Its

! prineipal roads enforcing the growth of

A narrow green patch on the dusty, bar-
ren soll and nourishing long lines of
fruit trees. High walls of sun-baked
mud bricks border the roads, along

| which the dark-skinned inhabltants In

“The second answered promptly and

their gaudy serapes drive the Mexlcan
burros loaded with mesquit wood. The

| streets are in lines of straggling one-
| atory stores, many filled with Mexican
! eurlor, queer

little brown eloth or
waxen figures, representing the occu-
pations of the people and miniature
pottery, rude Imitations of the cook-
Ing and drinking utensils of the coun-
try.

From a patio back of one of these
storea on an exquisite moonlight night
came the dulcet tones of a young girl's
volce singing “‘Sobre las Olas.” The
sound so perfectly accorded with the
silvery night it seemed as though the
moeonlight radiated In sweet music. To
the accompaniment of Antonio's guitar
gang Benita Flores. This lovely Mexi-
can girl was the soul of musle, and
whether the melody was grave or gay
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He knew the ways of women. “Benlt
did I not swear to marry you?"

“Yes,"” she answered, tearfully, he
head bovied down with the shame o
it all.

“I do not wish to marry you at the
pistol's point. Send these people away
and I shall make Immedalate arrange-
ments to marry you as a man of my
standing should.” Benita pleaded for
her own undoing, and in the end her
father, brother and  the priest with-
drew,

Ralph Cassing selzed her flercely In
hisa arms., “Marry you!"” he whispered
savagely. ‘Marry you! Never!"” and
glng'lng her from him he ran for the

00T

Qut of the shadow sprang Antonlo
Laoveta, and a bullet whizzed by Ralph's
head as he made his escape to the
atreet. -Mad with the desire to avenge
Benita, Antonio pursued, firing. In that
frontier town shooting was too com-
mon an occurrence to even arouse the
inhabitants from sleep.

Ralph felt his enemy gaining upon
him. Having no means of defense he
musat baffle his pursuer. He was ap-

AND PINIONED H13 8RM) BY 13 SIDE I¥ AN {RON GRUP

she would stir the passions of the
world. The fire of love burned in the
dark eves of Antonio Loreta, softening
his stern features as he leaned toward
the sweet singer.

Suddenly the musie stopped abruptly.
Only the fountain splashed, solashed
in the sllver light. In the glare of the
oll lamp of the store stood a tall man
about to join the musicians In the cool
patio. Benito started to her feet with
a glad cry of welcome, but Antenio
sunk into the shadow.

Ralph Cassing crossed rapidly to the
girl, “Why did you send for me?" he
sald. In hls large black eyes there was
neither tenderness nor love te answer
the animal llke devotion In her own.

Benita's eyes flashed at the questiomn,
and she stamped her amall foot, “You
neglect me,” she sald angrity, “You
would not be here now if I had not sent
for you. They say you are going to
marry that blond doll in El Puso, but
you swore to marry me.'"" There was
pain and terror In her faee as she
paused—what If he should fall her?
It was true Benita had not been pro-
tected as her Mexican sisters. Her edu-
catlon in the Unlited States had given
her a gelf rellance that deluded her fa-
ther Into believing his orphan daughter
could take care of herself. 3

Halph Cassing smiled his slow, cold-
blooded smile down at the angry,
flushed face; then something hap-

pened. Three peonle entered the court, |

Benor Flores, his son, Juan and Padre
Jacinto. As Ralph turned Juan sprang

‘upon his back and pinioned his arms

by his side In an iron grip.

“Good people,” sald Ralph, with a
sneer, “‘may I ask the meaning of this
violence?"

“It means,' said Senor Flores as he
made an emphatic pass with his siiver
mounted revolver, “that you shall
marry my daughter, Benlta, whom you
have wronged. The priest fs wafting.”

Completely taken by surprise, and
unarmed, Ralph was at their mercy.
He trled stratagem. Benita Toved him.

lealy the groans of a dying man.

proaching what appeared to be a sunk-
en adobe with only a window above
the sidewalk, The window was open,
and heedlegs of what. he might %ﬂ-
counter within, he ¥prifng” through 8
aperture. Instead eof landing on a
floor, two or three feet below the win-
dow, he eontinued his descent, almost
losing consclousness in the dizzy whirl
through space. With a dull thud he
struck the hard ground floor. Soft
bodles pressed against him, and as he
trifed to rafse himself the moving ob-
Jects uttered welrd cries. These sounds
were repeated in every part of the
room. He receiled In horror, and as he
rested a mement he saw, some ten or
twelve feet above him, the little win-
dow he had so rashly entered. The
bright meenlight sireaming fm failed
to light up the dungeomn imte which

. he had fallen. Even as he looked up,

the window darkened and Antonlo fell
gpon him, knife in hend
The third figure at the window, a
United States custom offfcial, lwaéd
e
forced an entranee inte the sheep fold
froen the eother street and raised the

uncenscioeus Antonle from the pros--

trate body of Ralph Coassing. Antonio,
tn falling, had buried his knife to the
hilt tn the heart of Benita's betrayer.
In ano.yer moment a crowd had
gathered, but Ralph Cassing was be-
yonou help.

The coromer's jurv returned a ver-
dict of "death by accidemt'” thus ac-
quittine Antonle Loreta of the crine of
morder. The eustoms official testified
that he found the accused man un-
conscious as be had fallen with his
knife buried im the heart of Ralph
Cascing. It made a sensational story
for the papers. A lovely Mexican girl,
wronged by &n Americay, who met
with a horrible death in an uncanny
sheepfold at the hands of an uncon-
gclows man. Perhaps the day came
when broken-hearted Benlta lifted up
her head and asccenied the hand of
faithful Antonio Loreta.

An Implication. :

It was a Saturday night and all parts
of the theater were crowded.

In the gallery a young woman sat In
front of a corpulent man, who caused
much annoyance by hils frequent and
free observances.

The lady's patience became ex-
hausted, and turning Yound to her tor-
mentor, she dellvered a sharp rebuke,

“1 wish you would be qulet, sir, and
remember that we did not come here
to listen.to your impertinent remarks.”

“Yery well, 'Liza,” sald the gar-
rulous one, “but pray don't eat me."

“You are in no danger,” replled the
yonng woman. "I am a Jewess."

" William R. Smith; a Scotchman by
birth, is about to complete his 65th
year as superintendent of the botanical
garden In Washington. He says he has
served the federal government in the
same position longer than any other
of its employes.

The Critic's Shrug.

During Willlam Archer's American
visit a young actress, at a dinner, con-
gratulated the noted dramatic critle on
the unswerving falrness of his re-

views,

“Apnd It is hard, It is even cruel,
sometimme® isn't i, to be fair?" she
sald.

“Yes"” sald Mr. Archer, smlling,
“to he fair Is sometimes hard and
ceuel, and sometimes it is rash. You
know there are veprisals, The un-

swervingly fair critic often takes up
his pen with the shrug of Omar, the
old Perslan poet. f
“You have heard of Omar's shrug?
Na? Well, it is eloquent. The shah,
one day sent for the old” poet.
“Omar, said he,. 'l have written
gome verses. Listen and I will read
@ to yo..
l.h"Tnul hg read the versea, and In the
enauing silence looked at Omar anx-
jovaly. "well? he sald.
“Heaven born,' said Owmar, gently,

each to his oewn calling, Scepter In
hand, you are moct wise, just and pow-
erful; but pen In hand—Omar shook
his head and chueckled. *‘Heaven-born,'
sald he, ‘such verses would disgrace
a 9-year-old schoolboy.’

“Hlis eyes flashed with rage, the shah
shouted to his guards:

““To the stables with thls old fool,
and let him be soundly flogged.”

“Yet the shah, for all, respected
Omar's judgment, and when a week
later, another ldea for a poem came to
his mind and was feverishly executed,
he sent for the fearless and fair critic
agaln.

“*Another poem, Omar. A better
one, I'm sure you'll think it is a bet-
ter one,’ he sald wistfully., And he
began to read the second poem to the
old man.

“But In the middle of the reading
Omar turncd and started for the door.

“*Where are you going? sald the
shah in amazement.

“Omar looked back and shrugged his
shoulders.

“*“To.the stables,’ he answered, ‘for
another flogging.'"”

A Vacation.

A certain scientist in the service ol
Unecle S8am at Washington s sald te
be a hard taskmaster to both his official
and hils domesic servants,

Belng detailed once to accompany a
sclentific expedition on an extended
cruise, the scientist {s sald to have un-

bent a trifle in communicatinig the news
to hls personal attepdan®.

“Hen:y,"” said he, "how would »uu

like to go with me around the world?" |

“Do we go from east to west, sir?"’
asked the rman,

“Yes."

“And we lose a day going that way,
do we uot, sir?”

“We do.” .

“Then, sir, 1 should ke very much
to go. It would give me a day off.”

oy

Professor 8mith, the Nebraska au-
thority on live stock feeding, says: 1
have had experience in fesding rye to
fattenir~ hogs. Rye alone makes a
fairly good fattening ration though It
is less satisfactory than either corn or
wheat, In tests made at the Ne' nska
station, we have found that rye .as a
ferding value very nearly 10 per cent
helow wheat and practically the same
per cent below corn. In composition
It is much like wheat, but rye does not
seem to be nearly as well relished, at
least hogs will not eat as much rye as
wheat on full feed, A mixture of equal
parts of corn and rye make a much
more satistactory fatiening ration than
rye alone, and equal “nrtg of corn, rye
and shorts Is still better,

\"’.

RIMHEUmAT!SE
IPHT‘S lef’
lag S,

Making Assurance Doubly Sure.
FProm Christian Register.

A T-year-old had a great appetite for
buckwheat cakes, and could stow away
an amazing number. One morning his
grandfather, who was watching the
performance, asked:

“Have you ever in your life had all

lhe“buckwheut cakes that you could
eatr?™" 1
“Yes, sir,” replled the boy. ‘“'Lots of

times I've felt I'd had enough.”

“How do you tell when you have had
enough?"

“I just keep on eating until T get a
piin, and then I eat one more to make
sure.’”

WOMEN’S KIDNEYS

Are the Soanrce of Moat Women's
Sicknensn,

Mrs. Rebecea Mock, 1705 E. Rich
sfreet, Columbus, Ohio, writes: “I be-
ileve I would still be a victim of kid-
ney troubles but for
Doan's Kidney Pills.
for when [ started
uging them I was in
constant pain  with
my back, and no oth-
er remedy had been
%l any use, The kid-
ney secretions were

’ irregular, and [ was
nervous and lacked energy. But Doan'a
Kidney Pills gave me prompt relief and
continued use cured me.”

Sold by all dealers, 50 cents a box.
Foster-Milburn Co.. Buffalo, N. Y.

Poverty and Morality.
Bernard Shaw's “Major Barbara.”

o you call poverty a crime?

The worst of crimes. AN the other
ecrimes are virtuea beside it. All the
other dishonors are chivalry itself by
comparison. Poverty blights whole
cities,  spreads horrible  pestilence,
girikes dead the very souls of all who
come within sight, sound, or smeil of it.
MWhat you ecull ¢rime i3 nething; a smur-
hder here and i theft there, a blow now
and a curse then; what do they matter?
They are only the accidents and ill-
nesses of life; there are not 50 gemuine
professional criminsls in Lendon. But
there are milllons of poor people, abject
people, dirty people, ill fed, lil clothed
people, They poisen us moraily and
physleally; they kill the happiners of
soclety; they foree us to do away with
our own llbertles and to organiz: un-
natural cruelties for fear they should
rise agalnst us and drag us down in
their abyss. Only fools fear crime; we
all fear poverty. Bal! You talk of your
half saved rufflan in the Salvation
army shelter? Bring himy tor me here,
and I will drag his soul to salwation
for you. Not by wonds and dreams,
but by 38 shillings: a week, a sound
house In a handsome street, andi a per-
manent ‘job. In three weeks he will
have a fancy walstcoat; imn three
months a tall hat and a chapel sitting;
before the end of the year he wiil
shake hands with & duchess at a
Primrose league meeting and join the
conservative party. ) 1

He will be better fed, better housed,
better clothed, better hehaved] amd his
children will be pounds heaviter and
bigger. That will be better ukam an
American cloth mattress in a shelter,
chopping filrewooed, eating beead and
treacle, and being forced to kneel down
from time to time to thunk heaven for
it; knee drill, I think yeu call it. It is
cheap work converting starving men
with a bible in one hand and a slice of
bread in the other. 1 will mndertake
to convert West Ham to Mohammedan-
{sm on the same terms. Try your hand|
on my weckmen; their souls are hungry!
because their bodles are full.

EBUILT RIGHT.

Bralm and Nerves Heniored by
Grape-Nuis Foed.
The sumber of persobs whose all-
ments were such that no other food
could be retained at all, is large and
reports are on the increase,
“For 12 years | suffered from dys-
pepsia, finding no food that did not dis-
tress me,” writes a Wis. lady. “I waa
reduced from 145 to 90 1bs., gradually
growing weaker until 1 could leave my
bed onily a short while at a time, and
became unable to speak aloud.
“Three years ago [ was attracted by
an article on Grape-Nuts and decided
to try it
“My stomach was so weak I coeld
not take cream, but [ used Grape-Nuts
with milk aud lime water. It helped
me from the first, building up my sys-

‘tem in a2 mapner most astonishing to

the friends who had thought my
covery impossible,

“Soon 1 was able to take Grape-
Nuts and cream for breakfast, and
lunech at night, with an egg and Grape-
Nuts for dioner.

“I am now able to eat fruit, meat
and nearly all vegetables for dinner,
but fondiy continue Grape-Nuts for
breakfast and supper.

“At the time of beghning Grape-
Nuts [ could searcely speak a sentence
without changing words around or
‘talking crooked' in some way, but my
brain aod nerves have Dbecome 8o
strengthenad that I no longer have
that trouble. “There's a Reason.”
Name given by Postum Co., Battle
Creek, Mich. Read “The Road te Well-
ville,” In pkgs.
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