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.. . - CHAPTER 1.

The Fall of the House of Frode.
: As the blackness of the midsummer

. aight paled, the broken towers and
- wrecked walls of the monostery loom-

Frall o - 2 up dim and stark in the gray light.

Through a breach in the moss-grown
wall, the first sunbeam stole in and
pointed a bright finger across the
cloiser garth at the charred spot in
the center, where missals and parch-
ment rolis had made a roaring fire to
#arm the invaders’ blood-stained
aands.

As the lark rose through the bright-
ening air to greet the coming day, a
woman in the tunic and cowl of a nun
opened what was left of the wicket-
gate in the one unbattered wall. She
struck a note in perfect harmony with
her surroundings, as she stood under
the crumbling arch, peering out into
the flowering lane.

Like the straggling hedges that
were half buried under a net of wild
roses, red and white, the path was
half effaced by grass; but beyond,
her eye could follow the straight line
of the great Roman road over marsh
and meadow and hill-top.

Between the dark walls of oak and
beech, it gleamed as white as the
Milky Way. The nun was able to
trace its course up the slope of the
last hill. Just beyond the crest, a
pall of smoke was spread over a burn-
ing village. "Shivering the nun turned
her face back to the desolate peace
of the rulms.

“Now is it clear to all men why a
bloody cloud was hung over the land
in the year that Ethelred came to the
throne,” she said. “I feel as the
blessed dead might feel should they
be forced to leave the shelter of their
graves and look out upon the world.”

Rising from its knees beside a bed
of herbs, a second figure in faded
robes approached the gate. Sister
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Sexberga was very old, much older

than her companion, and her face
was a wrinkled parchment whereon
Time had written some terrible les-
sons.

She said gently, “We are one with
the dead. beloved sister. Those who
el lie under the chancel lay no safer than
we, last night, though the Pagans’
passing tread shook the ground we lay
on, and their songs broke our slum-
The shadows deepened in the eyes

of Sister Wynfreda as she turned them
* back toward the 1ane, for her patience
: was not yet ripe to perfect mellow-

ness.
- “The peace of the grave can mnever
y's be mine while my heart is open to the
8. sorrows of others,” she answered with
£ sadness. “Sister Sexberga, that was
Pies o an English band which passed last
ot might. 1 am in utmost fear for the
Dames of Avalcomb.”

““They that take the sword shall
perish with the sword.,'” the old nun
guoted, a little sternly. “An English-
man was despoiled of his lands
when Frode the Dane took Avalcomb.
If now Frode’s turn has come—"

: Her companion made a gesture of
i entreaty. “It is not for Frode that I

am timorous, dear sister, nor for the
boy. Fridtjof; it is for Randalin, his
P daughter.”

Sister Sexberga was some time si-
lent. When at last she spoke, it was
but to repeat slowly, “Randalin, his
daughter. God pity her!”

Sister Wynfreda was no longer lis-
tening. She had quitted her hold
apon the gate and taken a step for-
ward, stralning her eyes. Out of a
tall mass of golden bloom at the far-
ther end of the lane, an arm clad in
brown homespun had tossed itself for
pme delirious instant. Trailing her
robes over the dsisied grass, the nun
came upon a wounded man lying face
dowaward ip the tangle.

When the united strength of the
four arms had turned the limp weight
upon its back,K a cry of astonishment
rose from each throat.

“The woodward of Avalcomb!”

“The hand of the Lord hath fallen!™

After a moment the younger woman
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we will get him to his feet and bring
him in, and he will tell us what has
bappened. See! He is shaking off

The face under the black locks was the face of Randalin.

“Master!” he muttered. “Master?
Have they gone?”
In an instant Sister Wynfreda was

on her knees beside him. “Is it the
English you mean? Did they beset
the castle?”

Slowly the man’s clouded eyes
cleared. “The Sisters—" he mur-
mured. “I had the intention—to get
to you—but P fell—" His words died
away in a whisper, and his eyelids
drooped. Sister Sexberga turned again
to seek her ve. Sister Wyn-
freda leaned over and shook him.

“Answer me, firstt Where is your
master? And young Fridtjof? And
your mistress?”

He shrank from her touch with a
gasp of pain. “Dead” he muttered.
“Dead—at the gate—Frode and the
boy—the raven-starvers cut them
down like saplings.”

“And Randalin?”

“] heard her scream as the English-
man seized her—Leofwinesson had
her round the waist—they knocked
me on the head, then—I—I—" Again
his voice died away.

Sister Wynfreda made no attempt to
recall him. Mechanically she held his
head so that her companion might
pour the liquid down his throat. That
done, she brought water and band-
ages, and stood by, absent-eyed and
in silence, while Sexberga found his
wounds and dressed them. It was
the older woman who spoke first.

“The fate of this mpiden lies heavy
on your mind, beloved,” she said ten-
derly; “and 1 would have you know
that my heart also is sorrowful. For
all that she is the fruit of darkness,
it was permitted by the Lord that
Randalin, Frode's daughter, should be
born with a light in her soul. It was
in my pravers that we might be en-
abled to feed that light as it wefe a
sacred lamp, to the end that in God's
good time the spreading glory of its
brightness might deliver her from the
shadows forever.”

In the ehapel four feeble old voices
raised a chant that trembled and
shook like a quivering heartstring.
Tremulously sweet it drifted out over
the garden and blended with the aroma
in the air. The wounded man smiled
through his pain.

The chant ceased, the wavering
treble dying away in a note of haunt-
ing sweetness. The man moaned and
clutched at his wound; and the bowed
figure by his side roused Lkerself to
tend him. Then a grating of rusty
hinges made her turn her head.

Under the crumbling arch, relieved
against the green of the lane beyond,
stood the figure of a slender boy
wrapped in a mantle of scarlet that
bore a strangely familiar look.

Sister Wynfreda rose and took a
step forward, staring at him in bewild-
erment.

“Fridtjof?” she questioned.

At the sound of her voice, the boy
turned and hastened toward her. Then
a great cry burst from Sister Wyn-
freda, for the face under the black
locks was the face of Randalin

She made a convincing boy, this
daughter of the Vikings. Though she
wasd sixteen, her graceful body had re-
tained most of the lines and slender
curves of childhood; and she was long
of limb and broad of shoulder.
out-of-doors had given to her skin a
tone of warm brown, which, in a land
that expected women to be MNMly-fair,
was like a mask added to her dis-
guise. The blackness of her hair was
equally unconnected with Northern
dreams of beautiful maidens. Some

locks, and for her eyes that were of

yet labor under the curse
ness?

“I do mot understand you.” Randa-
lin said wearily, sinking on the grass
and passing her hands over her strain-
ed eyes. “When a man looks with
eyes of longing upon another man’s
property, it is to be expected that he
will do as much evil as luck allows
him. Though he has got Baddeby,
Norman was covetous of Avalcomb.
When his lord, Edric Jarl, was still
King Edmund’s' man, he twice beset
the castle, and my father twice held
it against him. And his greed was
such that he could not stay away even
after Edric had become the man of
Canute.”

It was the nun's turn for bewilder
ment. “The man of Canute? Edric
of Mercia, who is married to the
King's sister? It cannot be that you
know what you say!”

“Certainly I know what I say,” the
zirl returned a little impatiently. “All
English lords are fraudulent; men can
see that by the state of the country.
Though he be thrice kinsman to the

English King, Edric Jarl has joined

the host of Canute of Denmark; and
all his men have followed him. But
>ven that agreement could not hold
Norman back from Avalcomb. He
lay hidden near the gate till he saw
my father come, in the dusk, from
hunting, when he fell upon him and
slew him, and forced an entrance—the
nithing! When he had five-and-fifty
men and my father but twelve!”

She paused, with set lips and head
flung high. The nun got down stifly
beside her and laid a gentle hand upon
upon her knee.

“Think not of it, my daughter,” she
urged. *“Think of your present need
and of what it behooves us to do. Tell
me how you escaped from the cham-
ber, and why you wear these clothes.”

(To be continued.)

SHE WANTED TO KNOW.
Then When She Found Out Al
About It She Was Unhappy.

“John Billus, I found this photo
graph in the inside pocket of an old
vest of yours hanging up in the closet.
I'd like an explanation. Whose is it?’

“Can’t you see it's an old picture,
Maria? What's the use of stirring up
memories that—"

“I want to know whose picture that
l.‘"

“Rather a pleanlgt-taeed girl, isn't
she?

“l want to know her name.”

“No jealous tury in that counte
nance, is there?

“Whose is it?"

“It's a portrait of a girl I used to
think a great deal of, and—"

“Her name, sir?”

“Well, you sat for it yourself,
Maria, about nineteen years ago; but
to tell the truth I always did think
the pleasing expression was a littls
overdone. Put on your spectacler
and look at it again, and then com:
pare it with the reflection in that mir
ror over there and see—what are you
getting mad about?”

How Success Succeeds.

Col. Weis was once at Carlsbad with
the treasurer of a Cincinnati brewery.
There is a system of “Kur tax” in
Carisbad. You pay from $5 to $10 if
you stay over a week, the fund going
to defray music and improvement ex-
penses. [t is plain robbery, but can’t
be avoided. The tax is graded ac-
cording to your wealth or income, and
the wily Pohemians generally know
who's who. They came to Weis and
asked his occupation.

“I'm in the express business.”

“Vat's dat?”

“Oh, we deliver packages, you
know."”

So they put Weis down as a wagon
driver and assessed him the very
lowest, although he draws $36,000 a
year. The brewery employe gave his
occupation and was hit for the high-
eft tax, although his salary was but
$5,000 a year —Philadelphia Ledger.

imorove the Canals.

A movement has been started in
several centers in Europe to improve
the camals, which have been neglected
through the influence of the railroads
just as they have in many American
states.

There are in France 3,000 miles of
canals. Belgium has 1,242 miles of
canals and other waterways. In Hol
land the camals are put to more gen
eral use than they are in other coun
tries.

In England there are 3,907 miles of
canals, and it has been pointed out
that the raiilway companies own 1,376
miles of these canmals. The railroad
companies keep the canal rates so
high that there is no competition be-
tween the canals and the railroads.
There are few canals in any country
that are not fifty years behind' the
times.

Salary Regular, Anyhow.

George Gilliland, now secretary to
Senator W. H. Clark, of Montana, was
for six years secretary and political
adviser to the late Senator Brice, also
a millionaire. One day Gilliland was
at the White House and President Me-
Kinley asked him:

“What are you doing now, George.”

his swoon. After he has swallowed | “Gram told us—that they had takem “Oh, I'm in the senate again.”
some of your wine, he will be able to | ¥ou.” “How's that?” asked McKinley.
speak and tell us.” Gazing at her out of horrorfilled “I'm secretary to Senator Clark of
It was muscle-breaking work for | €e¥es, Randalin stood quite still in her | Montana.”
women's backs, for though he tried in- | embrace. Her story came from her “Well, George,” said McKinley, “you
. stinctively to obey their directions, | in jerks, and each fragment seemed | certainly display good judgment in
- the man was scarcely conscious; his | to leave her bresthless, though she | picking out your employers.”
. arms were like lead yokes upom his | spoke slowly.
3 supporters’ shoulders. Just within the “I broke away,” she said. “They Double Vision.
. gate their strength gave out, and they | stood around me a ring. Norman “See here,” exclaimed Beneédick’s
were forced to put him down among | Leofwinesson said bhe would carry | friend, “you'll have to give up your
. the spicy herbas. There, as one was | me before a priest and marry me, 20 | old ideas of seeing life. You're not
9 pulling off her threadbare cloak to | that Avalcomb might be his lawfully, | single any more.”
g~ make him a piljow, and the other was | whichever king got the victory. 1 “Zhat’s all right,” gurgled Benedick.
startiag after her cordial, he opened | said by Do means would I wed him; | “I don’t shee shingle, eizher; shee
3 4 his eyes. sooner would I slay him. All thought | donhle "
Police Perguisites. Hot Water Either Way. Mutual.
Casey ar-| Bogss—Why is social conversation Mrs. Kratchett—Bridget, I domt
Hike a hot bath? like the looks of that man who called
Ml-b-:' -hw-ﬂivelt-;m to see you last might.
*| Bogge—Because, cases,whea | Bridget—Well, well, ain't it funny,
station in | you put your foot in it you get inte | me’am? He said the same about you.
Lt-t-nrm-w. —Philadelphia %
think Mies Bedds | Sharpe—The Japaness Mrs. Stubb—I
Rover getex-| Mrs
ﬁmwﬂhdﬂp-ﬁhzh‘mm;g&'
i soal™ Mr. Stubb—Why so, Maria?
n*rln. Mrs. Stabbe—They call the toments
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Annice Wheatley strolled to the
window and gazed idly out. This was
strictly in accordance with the in-
structions conveyed in the little blue
covered book of typewriting which
read:

“—and 1 will explain it all to you.
(Gertrude walks to window R and
gazes idly out.)”

Considering that this was the 217th

i
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time she had done this the view
the window had lost somewhat of
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fell at the close of the act she turned
to Cameron.
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Annice was able to give her whole
attention to the ficor, on which some
one had chalked “I love you,” in &
clear print.

She wondered idly who might have
done this. Some stage hand, prob-
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the floor, struck by
Maltravers, who in private
most unvillain-like villain.

After that it was a busy time until
the fall of the curtain, when she had
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As usual, Annice stood by the win-
dow, wondering who her unknown ad-
mirer might be. Lady Gwesadolin
gave her customary shriek and Annice
turned with a scream of terror to be-
bold the villain’s wicked work.
To-night she
stage horror with
Lady
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< “This, the of the sea,
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: the of the earth
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Let the old worid keep its ways:

- §:.,,.,‘.:,_,*_" hate, ot .

v For all swords be sheathed bere.

y Yea, the shall be free

: Unm‘:n.m to sea:

0 Shall defile its sacred water:

@ But—the hand that oped

L

!

f
¢

:
|

|
§
?

5
g
i
|

Wi
[
E
E

§

£
I
5

i
5§
B !

:
1
|
:

T,
EF
i
E¥

T
i
i

2o R
ihy
:
;
E B
8
:

E R
Z
¥
z
¢
3

H;
Peaf
i.5k;
i
3!
5.3.';%

:
e
95
i
4
i

I
HY
£3

T
,;EEE i
i He L
i
Ség E
Hiil

:
!

A
i
|
:

1
fg %ifgi

iy
J
i

iF

:

T
i

i
I
;

!

THHTTE
HETHET
it

5 %Eigég?si g

:
e
i
aiii

:

1t
8§
§

i
i?i

P8

:
B
i

:,
t
;

ciothes, says a devout lover of that
harmiess and slimy creature. At cer-
tain seasons he begins to undress. He
begins by rubbing his elbows
against his sides, and pressing
ward. In a second the old
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Some Indian Names.
Kakagos—A wood raven.
Musquash—A muskrat.
Cheokhes—The mink.
K'dunk—The toad.
Hawahak—The hawk.
Malsum—The wolf.
Moween—The bear.
EKagax—The weasel.
Killooleet—The white-throated spar
row. :

Meeko—The red squirrel.

Target Shooting.

Figure 1 shows the target cut out
of cigar box wood. A circular plece is
first cut, about one inch in diameter,
and eight small round pleces of card-
board with the numbers 1 to 8 on
tuem are mounted on toothpicks and
grouped around it at even distances;
the other ends of the toothpicks are
then inserted in the sides of the circu-
lar plece of wopd. The target itself
is fastemed to a stick of wood about
eight inches long, fastened to a stand,
as shown in the picture. The gun con-
sists of a paper tube, which is made
by winding cardboard, well covered
with glue, around the stem of a lead
pencil. When it is dry a plece about
five Inches long is cut off. At 1%
inches from one end we make an in-
cision about two inches long, cutting
down to about half the thickness of
the tubes. (See Fig.2.)

Figure 2 shows how a plece of
whalebore about six inches long is in-
serted, acting as the propelling power
of the gun. You shoot with a wooden
peg about 13§ inches long, fitting

loosely into the barrel of the gun. To
give it more weight and strength" we
insert a carpet tack as shown in Fig-
ure 3.

To shoot, hold the gun with the
right band, pulling the whalebone
back with the index finger and insert-
ing the peg. As soon as thq index
finger releases the whalebdne it
gprings forward and forces the peg
out. To aim well hold the tube in
such a way that the whalebone spring
points downward.

Tricks for the Tongue.

Try to read the following sentences
aloud and quickly, repeating the chort-
er ones half a dozen times in succes-
sion:

Six thick thistle sticks.

Flesh of freshly fried fiying fish.

The sea ceaseth, but it sufficeth us.

Give Grimes Jim’s great gilt gig
whip.

Two toads, totally tired, tried to
trot to Tedbury.

Strict, strong Stephen Stringer
snared six sickly, silky snakes.

She stood at the door of Mrs.

Swan swam over the sea; swim,
swan, swim; swan swam back again;
well swum swan.

A haddock, a haddock, a black spot-
ted haddock, a black spot on the black
back of a black spotted haddock.

Susan shineth shoes and socks,
socks and shoes shineth Susan. She
ceaseth shining shoes and socks, for
shoes and socks shock Susan.

Fox After Chickens.

“Fox after chickens,” is a rather

good game. An older person is the
fox, and her position is to run about
pretending to pick up sticks. The
“hen,” who is the mother of the chick-
ens, should also be an “elder,” and
should have a long train of chicks
behind her, all standing one behind
the other, holding on to each other's
frocks; the one next the hen should
take hold of her. When the hen sees

The Cat that Went to a Fire.

The other day in Boston an alarm
came in from box 9, for a blaze im
the temement house at 410 Commer-
cial street, caused by an overturned
lamp. A strange sight was witnessed
watertower No. 2 rolled in upon
scene from its headquarters omn
street. A black-and-white eat.
pet of the repair shop, had
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Sweet

is way.
Get a plece of thin black rubber cloth
and line the inside of the glass with
it, then tie a black thread to the up-
per edge of the cloth. Attach a little
button or bit of cork to the end of the
thread ow as
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means of the attached thread and

ed first in order to do this without
spilling the water In the glass, but
after you have tried it several times
you will find that the cloth may be
removed without spilling a drop, and
that you are in possession of a very
clever trick.

Butter Boys.

Every morning the people of the
large towns of Porto Rico are awak-
ened by little merchants erying “But-
ter! Butter of the country!™

These are the butter boys, who go
trotting in each morning as soon as
the tropical dawn begins, to sell the
native butter which has been made by
their mothers the day before.

Each little merchant carries a
plate on his head, balancing it expert-
ly like a juggler, and never bothering
to steady it with his hand, whether he

is running or making change.
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he dreamed of.
Balancing Cup on Knife Point.
If the subject of too much coffee

The Balanced Cup.

Your hand should be very steady
and must not tremble a particle or
the cup will slip off, because its bot-
tom is usually glazed and very
smooth. The same result may be ob-
tained by us’ng two knives instead of
the fork.

It would not be wise to try this bal-
ancing feat with any coffee in your
cup on the first attempt.

Value of Bees’ T

A curious note is found in the In-
ternational Review of Agriculture, W
the effect that an emntomologist had
succeeded in measuring the length of
the tongues of bees for the “purpose
of determining the possible eflect of
crossing Italian and native bees upon
the lengthening of the tongues.” Eyvi-
dently, on the principle that the long-
er the tongue the easier the access o
hidden stores of flower honey.

PICTURES

Showing Smoke Pictures and How They Are Made.

If you can draw even a little bit
you can make pretty pictures of a new

earthen pie dish or pane of glass. If
you use tin or zinc, take care that you
do not burn your fingers, as a piece of
bot all over, though oaly

large a as you need is blackemed
evenly.

Draw your picture with a pin or a
pointed stick, which will scrape away
the

wrong has to be rubbed out. and if
you use the rubber too much you
make a soiled and spoiled pictore,
but if yon make part of your smoke
wrong you merely have to
part again and do it over

ezn make as many changes
as you wish. When the picture is as
good as you can make it, lay on it a
dampened plece of paper. press the
paper lightly and take it off. Yom
will find the smoke picture trans-
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ting <
from illustrated papers, wetting them.
them on the plate, smoking
and then remove the paper.
In this way you get white figures on a
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