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“We Ought to Have Brought Henry Here To-Night.”

with banrers of lightnine.

“| flame from a furnace door, and aeain

S\

as though It had never been.”

About one o'clock the wind fresh-
ened and the trees flung out their
arms like runners rushing beicre it:
and from the west marched a storm
It was a
splendid spectacle, and we went In-
doors only when the rain b-zan mi
wash across the terrace. We still |
watched it from our windows after|
we went upstairs, the lishtning now
blazing out blindingly, like sheets of

cracking about the house like a fiery
whip.

“We onzht to have brought Henry
here tonizht,” remarked Gillespie. |
“He's alone over there on the island
with that dago and they're likely cele
brating by getting drunk.™

“The lightning’s getting on your
nerves; go to bed,” I called back.

The storm left peace behind and I
was abroad early, eager to have the
first shock of the morning's meetings
over. Gillespie greeted me cheerily
and I told him to follow when he was
ready. I went out and paced the walk
between the house and St. Agatha's
and as I peered throusgh the iron gate
I saw Miss Pat come out of the house
and turn into the garden. I came upon
her walking slowly with her hands
clasped behind her. She spoke first,
as thouzgh to avoid any expression of
sympathy, putting out her hand.

Filmy lace at the wrists gave to her
hands a quaint touch akin to that im-
parted by the cap on her white head.
I was struck afresh by the background
that seemed always to be sketched in
for her, and just now, bevond the
bright garden, it was a candle-lighted
garret, with trunks of old letters tied
in dim ribbons, and lavender scented
chesis of Valenciennes and silks in
forgotten patterns.

“I am well, quite well, Larry!"

“l am glad! 1 wished to be sure!™

“Do mnot trouble about me. I am
glad of everything that has happened—
glad and relieved. And 1 am grate-
ful to you.”

“I have served you ill enough. 1
stumbled in the dark much of the time.
I wanted to spare you, Miss Pat.”

“I know that; and you tried to save
Helen. She was blind and misguided.
She had believed in her father and the
last blow crushed her. Everything
looks dark to her. She refuses to
come over this morning; she thinks
she can not face her uncle, her cousin
.or you again.”

“But she must come,” I said. *“It
will be easier to-day than at any later
time. There's Gillespie, calling me
now. He's going across the lake to
meet Arthur and Rosalind. 1 shall

take the launch over to the island to
bring Henry. We should all be back
at Glenarm in an hour. Piease tell
Helen that we must have her, that no
one should stay awav.”

Miss Pat looked at me oddly, and
her fingers touched a s:alk of holly-
hock beside her as her eyes rested
on mine.

“Larry,” she said, “do not be sorry

.

HUNS GUSSIPLESS VILLAGE

W. H. Smith, Statistician of Owens
ville, Ind., Issues Book Which
Stops Town Talk.
Evansville, Ind. — Owensville, a
town of 1,500 people, a few mlles
northeast of here, is said to be a gos-
sipless villaze where people attend
strictly to their own business and
where “talking over the back fences™

is a thing of the past
This condition was brought about

for Helen if pity is all you have for
her.”

I laughed and seized her hands.
“Miss Pat, I could not feel pity
for any one so skilled with the sword |
as she! It would be gratuitous! She
put up a splendid fight, and it’s to her
credit that she stood by her father
and resented my interference. as she
had every right to to. She was not |
really against you, Miss Pat; it merely
happened that yvou were in the way |
when she struck at me with the foil, |
don't you see?” |}
“Not just that way, Larry,"—and |
she continued to gaze at me with a
sweet distress in  her eves; then,
“Rosalind is very different.” she added.
“I have observed it! The ways in
which they are utterly unlike are re-
markable: but I mustn't keep Gillespie
waitinz. Good-by for a little while!™ |
And some foreboding told me that |

sorrow had not vet done with her. |

Gillsepie shouted impatiently as I
ran toward him at the boathouse.

“It's the Stiletto,” he called, point-
ing to where the sloop lay, midway of
the lake. “She’s in a bad way.”

“The storm Dblew her out,” I sus-
zested. but the sight of the boat, list-
ing badly, as though water-logged,
struck me ominously.

“We'd better pick her up,” he sald;
and he was already droppinz one of
the canoes into the water. We pad-
dled swiftly toward the sloop. The
lake was still fretful from the storm’s
lashing, but the sky was without fleck
of flaw. The earliest of the little |
steamers was crossing from the vil- |
lage, her whistle echoing and reecho-
ing rovnd the lake. 1

“The sloop’s about done for.” =said |
Gillespie over his shoulder; and we
drove our blades deeper. The Stiletto
was floating stern-on and rolling log- |
gily. but retaining still, 1 thought. |
something of the sinister air that she
had worn on her strange business
through those summer days.

“She went to bed all right; see, her |
sails are furled snug agd everything's

in shape. The storm drove her over

| here,” said Gillespie. *“She's struck
 something, or somelody’s smashed
her.”

It seemed impossible that the storm
unassisted had blown her from Battle |
Orchard across Lake Annandale; but |
we were now close upen her and seek-
ing for means of getting aboard.

“She’s a bit sloppy,” observed Gil-
lespie, as we swung round and caught
hold. The water gurgled drunkenly
in the cuddy, and a broken lantern rat-
tled on the deck. 1 held fast as he
ciimbed over, sending me off a little
as he jumped aboard, and I was work-
ing back again with the paddle when
he cried out in alarm.

As [ came alongside he came back
to help me, and when he bent over to
catch the painter I saw that his face
was white.

“We might have known It,” he said.
“It’s the last and worst that could hap-
pen.”

Face down across the cuddy lay the
body of Henry Holbrook. His water-
soaked clothing was torn as thouzh
in a fierce struggle. A knife thrust
in the side told the story; he had |
crawled to the cuddy roef to get away
from the water and had died there.

“It was the Italian,” said Gillesple.
“They must have had a row last night
after we left them, and it came to
this.
to and set her adrift to sink.”

I looked about for the steamer,
which was backing away from the pler
at Port Annandale, and signaled her
with my handkerchief. And when 1
faced Gillespie again he pointed si-
lently toward the lower lake, where a
canoe rode the bright water.

Rosalind and her father were on |

their way from Red Gate to Glenarm.
Two blades flashed in the sun as the
canoe came toward us. Gillespie's lips
quivered and he tried to speak as he
pointed to them; and then we both
turned silently toward St. Agatha's,
where the chapel tower rose above the
green wood.

“Stay and do what is to be done,” 1
sald. “I will find Helen and tell her.”

THE END.

Like Nothing

Night Lights of New York Are a Vision
of Magnificence.

The sky lina of New York Is always
changing. So, too, the night lights
shift and grow in wonderful magnifi-
cence, creeping continually further up-
ward toward the stars, until th2 lower
city, grouped around the Singer tower,
has become a veritable Chimborazo of
glitter and giow. The little lamps that

Else on Earth

twinkling in a kaleldoscope, the pal-
aces begin to glitter in the gloom.
‘there Is no vision like it elsewhere in
the world, yet only now and then does
a bridge pedestrian pause in his hur
ried walk to give the spectacle a mo
m=ntary glance. 1he usual New York.
er cares little for the splendor of his
town.—N. Y. World.

When Tower Loomed.

It was while Charlemange Tower
was ambassador to Russia that a New
York city newspaper “spread itself”
upon a fete held at St. Petersburg. A
mm copy-reader produced this re

t:

“As pleasing to the eye as was all
tals decoration there was additional
pleasure in the sight, as one stood at
the head of the Prospekt Nevska, of
Charlemagne Tower, bruliantly ille-
minated, lcoming grand and imposing

1

!
t

against the winter asky."—Success

| recently published a book

| reer.
| tional encounters and mever got the

He chopped a hole in the Stilet- |

W. W. Smith.

by W. W. Smith, who is called the
statistician of the town. Smith has
entitled
“The True Record of Owensville” in
which is found births, deaths, mar-
riages, accidents and the like for the
past year. Up to the time the book
was published the town people found
a great many things to gossip about,

but now instead of gossiping, they go |
| to the book and find out what they |
| want to krow about anvthing that

has happened in the town for the
past vear. '

Mr. Smith has ascertained that five
per cent. of the population of Owens-
ville are widows. Seventy-five good-
looking and marriageable widows live

in the town and most of them own |
and |
many of them are in good circum- |

and manage their own homes

stances.
There is a “Widows® Row™ in the
town that is pointed out to all visl-

tors who happen to go to Owensville. |
| Smith’s book on town everts and the
| widows has enjored a wide circulation

and Smith has given it out that he

will publish such a book at least once !
| a year.

ROOSEVELT CALLS COWBOY |

Seth |

Former President Asks Capt.
Bullock, Friend of Plains, to
Meet Him.

Deadwood, S. D.—Captain Seth Bul- |

lock. who received a letter from Theo-

' dore Roosevelt asking him to join the |
| ex-president in London about May

L)
is United States marshal of South
Dakota and has had a picturesque ca-

He has figured in many sensa-

worst of it. At President Roosevelt's
Inauguration he led a company of

Capt. Seth Bullock.

Black Hills “cow punchers™ and has
been a close friend of the ex-presi-
dent since the early '80s.

Darwin’s Religion.

Darwin came of Unitarian stock
and was never much of a believer in
theological systems. In reply to a
question that had been put to him in
a letter he wrote over his own signa-
ture: “1I do not believe that

the questions of God and the future
Iife he was an out-and-out agnostie,
claiming that they were matters that
had mever been settled and concern-
ing which he had no right to make
any statement. i'e never once denied
the existence of a personal God or =
future for men after death, but con
tented himself with saying, “1 know
nothing about them, one way or the
other.”

The Cormerant at Work.

How a cormorant dives for sea
trout and gets them is told by a
writer: *“l1 had the cormorant under
observation only for the space of five
minutes, and during that short period
it had captured four sea trout, all ot
considerable size. After being under
water for a few seconds the bird
would reappear with a sea trout wrig-
gling in its bill; but in spite of the vic

deftly swallowed, and after a few
gulps the cormorant would resume its
fishing operations.”

Bill and Jim.

Mayor Reyburn of Philadelphia, at a
dinner given him by the Boost club,
said of a New York politician:

“But he is better than he appears tc
be. In that respect he resembles Bill
and Jim Cox.

“Bill and Jim Cox were brothers.
They lived in Philadelphia. Thelr
mother, an aged Reading woman, used
to say of them:

“+0Oh, yes, Willlam and James is do-
ing very well. Will is an impostor and
James is a malefactor.’

“As a matter of fact,” the mayor
concluded, “"the two men were respect-
ively an upholsterer and a manufac
turer in rather a large way of trade.”

Magazine.

~

RULES 34 000 ALONE

lliinois Soldier and Wife Idolized

by Filipinos. ‘

What a Regiment Could Not Do |
Lty Force, According to |
General Bell.

Waskington.—A former Chicago |
boy, aided by his tactful wife. an ni- |
nois girl, is ruler over 34000 semi-
civilized and wild people in the Phil-
ippines. He lives with them as a
brother and master combined. who |
rules them by the sheer force of his
personality and accomplishes in many
ways what a host of the best trained !

l
|
i
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|
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i OF ISZAND OF PAIAWA
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any |
revelation has ever been made.” Upon |

tim's desperate efforts to escape it was |

regulars could not accomplish.

First Lieut. Edward Y. Miller,
Twenty-ninth infintry, who is on de-
tached duty as governor of Palawan,
Philippine islands, is the man. He is |

paratively little time with his brother
officers. knows little of the regiment
to which he is attached, and probably
| would not have been heard of at this
{ time had not Maj. Gen. J. Franklin |
Bell, chief of staff. arguing before the
il:n::se military committee for an in-
| crease in the number of army officers,
{ brought the work of this officer to the |
| fcre. I

Commenting on the fact that army |
officers are used for many particular |
government positions that are neces- |

l
|
|
|

NIAF SHOWING LOCATTQN

| sary but not strictly military in char
| acter, Maj. Gen. Bell said:

“Lieutenant Miller while a volun
| teer officer commanded some troops
!In the island of Palawan, which is
i very isolated in the Philippine islands.
| far away from the balance and back:
|wurd in civilization. While in com-
 mand of troops there as a volunteer
| officer he acquired such an influence
with the people and gained their con- |
fidence to such an extent that they !
simply left him there as governor. Ha
is practically alone and he controls
the people simply through the force
of his personality and through their
personal regard for him.

“He was subsequently appointed an |
officer in the regular army. He has
never joined his regiment; he has
never seen it

“1 have heard it insisted that he
could not be replaced. certainly not
by a company, probably not by a bat- |
talion and po=sibly not by a regiment
cof troops.”

Maj. Gen. Bell is wrong in one re-
spect—that is when he says that
Lieutenant Miller is alone in the
Fisinnd. He has a very efficient co-

worker and helper in the person ot
his wife, a little lllinois girl. He mar-
ried her before he undertook his pres-
ent work, which has extended over
ten vears, and much of his success he
owes to her. She has entered into
the work with the same interest and
enthusiasm as her husband and if the
natives of Palawan have greater love
| and admiration for anyvone on earth |

i

| than for Lieutenant Miller it is for |
| Mrs. Miller.

The Moros and natives of Mindanao |
and Jolo had in previous wars found
the Palawans easy prey and thought
it about time to replenish their cof
fers at the Palawans® expense. Lien
tenant Miller learned of this as a mat- |
ter of course. The invaders were com- |
ing to visit, levy tribute, collect it and |
denart. The Palawans were willing |
to let matters take their course |

“Suppose we don't pay.” he said; |
“what then?" He was informed of the |
probable consequences and forthwith |
replied: “We don't pay.” |

It was then that Lieut. Miller |
thought of his little company of Phil- 1
ippine scouts. He drew them togeth- |
er. a mere handful in comparison to!
the invaders, told the Palawans to |
trust in him and started out. The lll-l
vading horde was routed and driven |
pell mell in all directions. News that |
there was a “fighting demon™ on Pa-
ijawan island spread as fast as the |
month-to-mouth process in these wlldsi
could carry it

Led on by the Minister.

“Then you don’t think 1 practice
what I preach, eh?” queried the minis- |
ter in talking with one of the deacons |
at a meeting.

“No, sir, I don't,” replied the deacon.
*You've been preachin’ on the subject
o' resignation for two years amn' yve
haven't resigned yet."—Ladies’ Home
Journal.

The Triumph of Democracy.
“Pa, what does verbum sap. mean?®™
“Oh, 1 dunno. It has something to

do with maple sugar making, 1 guesa,
Run out and play now, 1 want to read
about the triumph of democracy in

England.™

Ore Man, by Kindness, Accompﬂshel'[ th

not a West Pointer, he has spent com- |

| and dizziness,

| crecy!™

MORE THAN TWO
THOUSAND PEOPLE
SEE COOPER DAILY

——

During L. T. Cooper's recent stay In
Boston, it is estimated that sixty-five
ousand people talked with him and
purchased his medicine. This is an

| average of over two thousand a day.

His success is so pheromensl as to
cause universal comment both by the
public and the press. There must be a
reason for this. Here is the reasonm
given in his own words by Mr. Cooper
when interviewed on the subject. He
said:

“The immense numbers of people
who are calling on me here in Boston
is not unusual. I have had the same
experience for the past two years

| wherever I have gome. The reason is

a simple one. It is because my medi-
cine puts the stomach in good condi-
tion. This does not sound unusual,
but it is in fact the kev to heal:h
'he stomach is the very foundation of
life. I attri
sickness directly to the stomach.
“Neither animals nor men can re-
main well with a poor digestive ap-
paratus. Few can be sick with a diges-
tion in perfect condition. As a matter
of fact, most men and women today
are haif-sick. It is because too much
food a2nd too little exercise have grad-
ually forced the stomach into a hali-
sick condition. My medicine gets the

ute 9 per cent. of all

stomach back where it was, and that
is all that is necessary.™

Among Roston people who are
| staunch believers in Mr Cooper's

theory, is Mr. Frank D. Brown, of 57
Bloomingdale street, Chelsea, Mass.
He says:

“For five years 1 have sought reliof
for indigestion, stomach treuble and
dyspepsia, spending pearly all my
wages with doctors and obtaining no
results. 1 had dull pains across my
back, radiating to the shoulders. I
fad splitting headaches, which nothing
seemed to cure. There was a gnaw-
ing and rumbling in my stomach and
bowels. 1 was troubled with vertigo
and at times almest
overcome by drowsiness,

“l felt tired and worn out all the
time, my sleep was not refreshing, and

| [ would get up in the morning feeling

as weary as when [ went to bed. My

| appetite was variable—ravenous &t
i times, then again nauseated at the

sight of food. Sometimes my face
was pale, at other times flushed. I
was constipated and bilious, and had
catarrhal affection in nose and throat,

| which caused me to bawk and spit a

£-=at deal, especially in the morning.
I heard so much of the Cooper reme-
dies that I decided to try them. After
taking one bottle, a tapeworm 30 feet
long passed from my system. 1 felt
better almost immediately. All my
troubles disappeared as if by magis,
and my improvement was rapid. I now
feel entirely well, and can honestly
recommend Mr. Cooper's medicine to
anvone who suffers as I did.”

Cooper’s New Discovery is sold by
all druggists. If your druggist can-
not supply you, we will forward you
the name of a druggist in your city
who willl. Don't accept “something
just as good."—The Cooper Medicine
Co., Dayton, Ohio.

PAPA’S POSITION SET FORTH

Explanation of Youthful Suitor That
Doubtless Satisfied Father of His
Adored One.

“Yes, =ir,” said the pale youthful
suitor; “I've come to ask you for your
daughter’s hand. She is fair as lil-
fes, sweet as honeysuckle, tender as
violet, charming =

“Is that Mary you are

talking

| about?" asked papa.

“Yes, sir. It is a mere formality, 1
know, this asking for your daughter's

| hand; but we thought it would be

pleasant to you if it were cbserved.”

Mary's papa stiffened.

“And may 1 inquire,” he asked,
“who suggested that asking my con-
sent to Mary's marriage was a mere
formality T

“You may, sir,” replied the young
man, simply. “It was Mary's mother.”
—Philadelphia Inquirer.

Was Taking No Chances.
Once upon a time a fond mother

| disapproved of her daughter marrying.

This was the more awkward because
the young lady had picked the young
man out. Also he had wealth. And
the mother, who was widowed, had
not the wherewithal to furnish her
daughter with the wvariety of frocks
and things which her youthful heart
craved. *“I might mot object to the
man so much,” sald the mother one

| evening, “if you would only let me

see him. But here is & man whom 1
have never set eyves on, and yet one
whom you Insist on taking for a hus-
band. I dom't understand such se
The daughter replied: “it
1 ever Introduced him you'd insist on
marryving him yourself.™

An Improvement.

“Yes,” said the man with the shaggy
evebrows, “we have a phonograph.
We've got several Italian grand opera
records, and last week | discovered a
way to make their reproduction abso-
lutely perfect.”

“Indeed?" asks the man with the
purple nose. “What is it?"

“I rub a little garlic on the record
before it is played.”

The Appetite

Calls for more

Post
Toasties

Let a saucer of this
delightful food served
with cream tell why.

“The Memory Lingers™
Phgs. 10c, and 15e

Postum Cereal Co., Lad,
Battle Creek, Mich.
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