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poses using a part of the great im-

board will teach better use of the
'soll of a section which is greatly fa-
vored by nature and sadly meglected
by man, in many respects and as to
extensive regions. The instruction
given will be in the form of example
rather than®precept. There will be
enlightenment through the eye. It
will take shape in crops which will
appeal to the matural desire of south-
em landowners and tenant farmers to
make as much as possible from their
cotton, corn, pastures, fruit and other
products.

The opportunity for improvement
is immense. The average harvest in
the south is a national disgrace, as
to many staples of agriculture. The
yield ought to be more than doubled,
in whole states, on the same acreage.
There is defective tillage, lack of fer-
tilizing and careless ignorance of the
rotation of crops and the use of the
soil. In great part these evils are due
to want of knowledge of the soil and
of the needs of farms. Gross mis-
takes are made for lack of informa-
tion concerning seed and the adapta-
tion of crops to fields. There is
urgent need of enlightenment all
along these lines. The money spent
In teaching practical agriculture in
the south will, remarks the Cleveland
Leader, be money well invested. It
will return many fold to the section
most directly interested and to the
country as a whole.

Play in Work. =

Thomsas A. Edison, the famous in-
ventor, announces that be will dis-
continue work and engage in play for
a time. The statement was made on
the day he was 60 years old. This
does not mean, says Troy Times, that
Mr. Edison intends to lapse into id'>-
ness. To a man of his sort mere idle-
ness would no doubt be unendurable.
But, having gained a competience as
one result of what he calls 45 years of
experimeating with electricity, with a
view to developing commercial valne,
he will now pursue the study purely
as a scientist. That additional beae-
fits will come from such investiga-
tions as he will make is reasonably
certain, for Mr. Edison himself has
intimated his belief that, great as
have been the achievements of elec-
tricity, we are still in the infancy of
development. Meanwhile everyone
will wish for Mr. Edison the utmost
pleasure and happiness in the occu-
pation to which he will devote a dig-
nified leisure.

It is mot many years since Ameri-
cans in England were criticized by
Englishmen as using bad English.
This all seems to be changed, for the
other day Sidoey L2e, a well-known
British’' author, said in a lecture in
London that the Americans use better
English than the English themselves,
and some of the London mewspapers
agree with him. One of them, in
speaking of Americans, says, “Their
best writers succeed in maintaining a
purity of style—American law books,
for instance, are models in this re-
spect—which need not fear compar-
ison with that of our own, and their
best speakers are not only almost p2-
dantically correct in their English,
but have a copiousness of vocabulary
rarely attained by English orators.”

— —

Ice from the Alpine glaciers is be-
ing quarried now for distribution in
large cities. Glacier ice is perfectly
pure and transparent, and has many
qualities which are greatly appre-
clated by consumers. What a fine
thing it would be, exclaims the Bos-
ton Budget, if we had a glacier or
two here in New England!

A young man in a Missouri town en-
Couraged the undertakers some by
standing on his head for 20 minutes
for a wager. However, it cannot be
sald that a man who can see no bet-
ter use of his head than to stand on
it i= much of a loss to the aggregated
brain power of the community.
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The Baidwins in Phuadelphia have
turned out 30,000 locomotives since
1870. Before that, in 37 years, only
2,000 locomotives had been construct-
ed. Somebody, of course, will figure
out just how far these 32,000 locomo-
tives would stretch, ranged pilot to
tender along a line of track.

A lot of cattle ont in the state of
Washington have died as a result of
eating dynamite carelessly left along
the roadside by the government road-
makers who worked in the vicinity
last fall, and their owners are all
ready to explode.

The kaiser is in such goed humor
now as the result of the elections that
the kaiserin may safely give an um-
lmited order for a new hat, without
fear of incurring the imperial dis-

pleasure.

“Stick to your telephone” may be
feminine for “stick to your gun.”
Twice, recently, girl operators have
kept their places in the face of actual
danger, and by their prompt action
have avoided panics. .

The attack on Raisuli may be more
or less hindered by a disinclination
on the part of the sultan's soldiers to
being held for ransom.

Gen. Kuropatkin’s little book will
be read with sardonic intereft in little
old Japan.
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this niece of mine. 1 want to see her.
t to see the woman who can

“No woman is worth a serious
man's while.”

“l have few wants, few purposes,”
said 1. “But those few I pursue to
the end. Even though she were not
while, even though 1 wholly
lost hope, still I'd not give her up.
I couldn’'t—that’s my nature. But—
she is worth while.” And I could see
her, slim and graceful, the curves n
face and figure that made my
leap, the azure sheea upon her
skin, the mystery of the

soul luring from her eyes.
After we had arranged the business
—or, rather, arranged to have it ar

“Or far above it,” I suggested.

“I suppose I'll have to ask her over
to visit me,” he went on. “A fine
hypocrite I'll feel.”

“You can make it one o the con-
ditions of your gift that she is not
to thank you or speak of it,” said L
*“1 fear your face would betray us, if
she ever did.”

“An excellent idea!™ he exclaimed.
Then, as he shook hands with me in
farewell: “Tou will win her yet—
if you care to.”

As [ steamed up the Sound, 1 was
tempted to put in at Dawn Hill's har-
bor. Through my glass I could see
Anita and Alva and several others,
men and women, having tes on the
lawn under a red and white awning.
I could see her dress—a violet suit
with a big violet hat to match. 1
knew that costume. Like everything
she wore, it was both beautiful im it-
self and most becoming to her. |
could see her face, conld almost make
out its expressidn—did 1 see, or did
I imagine, a cruel contrast to what 1
always saw when she kmew I was
Jooking?

I gazed until the trees hid lawn and
gay awning, and that lively company
and her. In my bitterness I was full
of resentment against her, full of self-
pity. 1 quite forgot, for that mo-
ment, her side of the story.

XXVIL
BLACKLOCK SE
1 was mext day, 1
Mowbray Langdon
Tom Iin the emntrance of
Bauilding. Mowbray
2 week from his
Tom I had seen and
day, eften several
as he went to and

taking almost all the profits and the
depositors and poliey holders taking
almost all the risk. It had mever
once occurred to me to have any feel-
ing of any kind Tom, or in any way
to take him into my calculations as to
Anita. He was, to my eyes, too op-
viously a pale understudy of his pow-
erful and tascinating brother. When-
ever 1 thought of him as the man
Anita fancied she loved, I put it aside
fnstantly. “The kind of man a wom-
an rally cares for,” I would say to my-
self, “is the measure of her true self.
But pot the kind of man she imagines
she cares for.”

Tom went on; Mowbray stopped.
We shook hands, and exchanged som-
monplaces in the friendliest way—1

was harboring no resentment against

“*BUT I HAVEN'T THE SLIGHTEST INTEREST IN CROOKED ENTE?!—
PRISES NOW. "

ed my property so that not even a
panic would trouble me.”

“That’s good,” he drawled. I saw
he did not believe me—which was nat-
ural, as he kmew nothing of my ar-
rangement’ with Galloway and as-
sumed | was laboring in heavy weath-
er, with a bad cargo of Coal stocks
and contracts. “Come to lunch with
me. ['ve got some intercsting things
to tell you about my trip.”

A few months before, I should have

I decided, however, that it was bet-
ter to wait until they had stoppea
rattling their beaks and claws on my
shell in futile attack. “Meanwhile,”

Their first new move, after my Lt
tle talk with Langdon, was intended
as a mortal blow to my credit. Mel-
ville requested me to withdraw mine
and Blacklock and Company's ac-
counts from the National Industrial
Bank; and the fact that this huge and
powerful institution had thus branded
me was slyly given to the financial

bhave thought of doing as he would
have thought of slipping into tae
teller's cage during the iunch hour
and pocketing a package of bank-
notes. He gave me his motto—a cu-
rious one: “Belleve in everybody;
trust ia nobody.”

“Only a thief wishes to be trusted,”

he explained, “and only a foool trusts.
I let no one trust me; I trust no one.
But I believe evil of no man. Even
when he has been convicted, 1 see the
mitigating circumstances.”

How Thornley did stand by me!
And for no reason except that it was
as necessary for him to be fair and
just as to breathe. I shall not say
he resisted the attempts to compel
him to desert me—they simply made
no impression on him. I remember
when Roebuck himself, a large stock-
holder in the bank, left cover far
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Joe didn’t understand me—he rarely |

did. “‘I'm a hen. You're an eagle,”
said he.

CHAPTER XXVIIL.

she would like to live im,

would like to open her

the morning, what surroundings she’d
like to dress in and read in,

that?”

Alva had no difficulty in
out the suggestions. And by harass-
ing Westlake incessantly, I succeeded
in realizing her report of Anita’s
dream to the exact shade of the
draperies and the silk that covered the
walls. By pushing the work, I got the
house done just as Alva was warning
methatshomldnotmmhlmm
at Dawn Hill, but must go home and
get ready for her wedding. When 1
went down to arrange with her the
last details of the surprise, who should
meet me at the statiom but Anita her
self? I took one glance at her serious
face and, much disquieted, seated my-
self beside her in the little trap. In
stead of following the usual route tg
the house she turned her horse fnfé
the bayshore road.

“Several days ago,” she began,
the bend hid the station, “I:otalx
ter from s6me lawyers, saying that
an uncie of mine had given me a large
sum of money—a very large sum. |
have beea Inquiring about it, and find
it is mine absolutely.”

(To be Continued.)
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Hardy Carriers in Morocco

—

Rural Free Delivery Basis of System

The rural free delivery system in
America is the outgrowth of many
years' experience, says the Youth's
Companion. It comes as a late result
in the process of development.

Moroceo, on the other hand, it seems |

to be the basis of a system yet to be
formed; only there is one respect in
which the two methods differ; that
of the United States is maintained at

Melood's oppressor adorned a gate
way in the principsl market o- Maras
keah.

Mail trains and native post offices
being nonexistent, these hardy letter
carriers represent the whole postal
system of Morocco. Superintended by
a government commissioner, a corps
of couriers, as trustworthy as they
are Indefatigable, is to be found in
every town. :

Ready at an hour's notice to under
take the longest journey, perhaps
through disturbed districts, always
over miserable roads, generally sleep
ing in the open air, the courier has
been known to do the double trip from
Mogador to Marakesh—about 276
miles—within five days and a half
the fee, a small portion of which
Eoes to the government, being just $2
This, it should be borne in mind, is
the pay of a special courier. On amy
additional chance letters he may ear
ry the charge is something under twe

" “What shall we do?" demanded
Helen's father.

“I think you are safe in waiting at
the church,” I said. "l don't kmow
what else can be done. He said he

be here in time, and unless he
word to the contrary we must
upon him. If he is alive he

it will be here or send word.”

After that I had no further message.
1 waited, waited, waited.

The train was late, of course. When

walting for it? _

It was 3:55 whem it came, and
Wantman was not on board.

1 leaped into the ecarriage and drove
madly to the church, where 1 knew
the bridal party would be waiting.
Poor Helen.

1 met Beaumont at the door.

“He did not come,” I cried.

four,” said Beaumont. “You have
missed him somehow. The ceremony
must be over by this time. And say”
—he drew me to one side and spoke
in whispers—“something awful must
have happened to Wantman. He was
white as a ghost and he did not speak
nor look to right or left. It made me
shiver just to see him. Look, there
they come now!™

As the bridal party left the church
saw that Wantman indeed was as
hite as a ghost. His eyes turned
me for one fleeting moment,
was no speculation in them.
were like the wide, staring eyes

man who just has died.
clung to his arm. She seemed

by some fiendish mischance or else
as the result of some hideous joke,
the organ pealed forth a funeral

A shwdder passed over the throng
of guests. 1 could hear some of the
women weeping hysterically. .

With a curse that I could not
restrain 1 leaped into a carriage by
Beaumont's side and we were driven
rapidly to the house. We reached
the door ahead of the bride’s carriage,
and as the door was thrown open the
vehicle in which the eouple had rid-
‘den seemed to be empty.

Wantman was not there.

Helen was huddled on the fioor, un-
conscious, a pitiful thing

Her father took her in his arms
and carvied her into the house.

As we gathered at the door, silent,
aghast, the driver was swearing that
bis vehicle had not been stopped, and
that the carriage door had not been
opened between the church and the
‘house

Wl;t hideous mystery was before

“Waniman was killed in a runaway
at 12 o'clock as he drove to the sta-
tion at Milwaukee.”

Subsequent investigations proved
that the message was correct.

There could be no possible doubt
or dispute of the fact. He had been
driving madly to the station in a cab
—there had been a collision, and the
lifeless Wantman had been taken
from the wrecked vehicle. Eis body
had been taken in charge by the po-
lice, and in the delay that was caused
by identification and addresses, word
was not seat to us until half past four
o'clock.

At the time of the ceremony, when
Wantman appeared in the church be-
side his waiting bride, before scores
of people who knew him and won-
dered at his spectral appearance and
inanimate responses—at this time
Wantman was lying dead in Milwau-
kee.

It is unbelievable—]1 myself cannot
believe it.

But these are the facts.

Waniman was killed in Milwaukee
at noon.

He was married in Chicago at four
o'clock in the afternoon.

* “Alive or dead, 1 will be there in
time.” he had wired me just before he
Jeft his hotel for the station.

I have no explanation to offer.

And poor Helen never spoke again.
Within a week she was lying beside
her husband in the cemetery.

How He Did It

“The real hero of the fire was little
Crimmins. Did you see him run into
the blazing house and carry out the
stout lady?”

“Yes. I can't imagine how he de-
veloped the strength.”

“Why, he lived in the suburbs a
dozen years or more and worked up
his muscle carrying home packages at
night.”

Even

“Beg pardon,” sir,” said the barber,
scerutinizing the proffered tip, “but
this dime is mutilated. It is full of
sacks.”
“So was your razor,” chuckled the
humorous patron, as he hurried out.—
Chicago Daily News.

Machine Does Fireman's Work.

A machine that will hurl coal into
the firebox of 2 locomotive at the rate
of 200 shovelfuls a minute, if neces-
sary, will lighten the labor of the fire-
men on many engines. An order has

“0, ves, he came at the stroke of |’
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few hours later she was invited to at-
tend a dancing party that night. She
not only went, but danced until three

Sunday mornin~ —Atchison

ity all the time. Your dealer or

is' Factory, Peoria, 1ll

An epinion carries conviction oaly

been placed for 700 of these mechaal-

cents.

cal stokers at 3 cost cl §350,000.

W. A. Mitchell, dealer in general
merchandise, Martin, Ga., writes:

“My wife lost in weight from 130
to 68 pounds. We saw she could
not live long. She was a skeleton,
so we consuited an old physician.
He told her to try Peruna.

anddnuherotnhouewwknd'
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