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beds down-stairs and out to safety. Sup-
pose that the incongruity of such action
suddenly  becomes  apparent. The
alarmed tenants may reverse the process.
Better still. they may endeavor to put
out the fire. But to cease all effort be-
cause they stand convicted of excited
folly would be absurd.

The inevitable reaction from recent
wild exposures in finance and politics
has latelv shown itself. Prominent men
and leading journals have convicted the
“yellow ™ newspapers and magazines,
and the people influenced Ly them, of ex-
cited folly. Senator Lodge has said in
the Senate. concerning sensational con-
tributors to the magazines:

Writers of that type come and go.
They seize upon the excitement of the
moment and presently rise like a flock of
shore birds and whirl away to another
spot where they think they can find a
fresh feeding ground. These modern imi-
tators of Titus Oates will pass away as
he passed away. They will bring no in-
nocent lheads to the bhlock as he did, al-
though they may here and there cause
distress. They will not end in the pillory
as he did. because the pillory has been
abolished, but they will go out of fashion
just as he did into silence and contempt.

District-Attornev W, T, Jerome,
speaking at a banquet in New York, re-
ferred to magazine articles which have
described the Senate as treasonable, and
said :

Treason is an ugly word. It is punish-
able by death. We have got so used to
superlatives that our own racy tongue
has become debauched and we have no
superlatives left. The Senate of the
United States—is it a treasonabic body?
A Dbody that holds a man like Murray
Crane, of Massachusetts? Because some
men are there who ought not to be there
—some who Dbought the position—shall
we say that the governors of our body
politic are guilty of treason? DBase men
are there, but when in the bright, breczy
sentiments of modern newspaper life you
assert there is treason, you either lie or
misconceive the meaning of the English
language.

Take this treasonable body that would
strike down our national life and contrast
it with your representative hody swayed
by popular opinion. Take the Hepburn
bill, Seven men voted against it, and
not a man able to understand it. But
the yellows said we must have something
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doing. and so your popular branch said
we must do something, whether we under-
stand it or not.

[ hold no brief to defend individual
Senators, but there are many men there
who were there when we were at our
mothers' breasts, who love their country.

he railroads are bad. They ought to be
checked; but not hy something those who
vore for don't understand. It that is the
way we are to govern, give me a benevo-
lent despotism.

On the other side. Norman Hapgood
savs, in Cellicr's:

Who is doing most to malke railroad and
beef trust facts and problems understood?
Who but the same magazine which has
printed the history of Standard Oil and
explained to the people the needed
changes in State and city government?
What a farce to speak of McClure's Maya-
sine as yellow; what a dull, injurious
farce, unless by yellow we mean every
movement of Dbenefit to our kind! Did
Mr. Steffens' printing of the news about
Philadelphia do any harm to the inhab-
itants of that town? Did it, or did it not,
act as a battle cry which spurred the
cood citizens and the newspapers of that
town to action? When original, living,
and conscientious journalism speaks, the
routine newspapers are sometimes forced
to ccho bold words which receive the
public's approving seal.

So the balance of expressed opinion
on the subject shifts up and down. In
all the confusion we sometimes hear an
opinion like the following, uttered by
fierbert 8. Hadley, Attorney-General of
Missouri: '

There is no reason to question the effi-
cacy of existing laws so long as they are
supported by public sentiment, for law is,
in fact, merely the reflection of the moral
sense of the country. What I mean by
that statement may be illustrated by the
fact that while a vast majority of lawyers,
as well as laymen, will to-day agree that
corporations are amenable to laws from
which an individual might be exempt, the
same proposition would have met with
violent refutation hardly more than two
vears aso by most lawyers and many lay-
nmen.

But the public is now practically agrecd,
and the courts have sustained this view,
that corporations are not above the laws
of the State which made their existence
possible. An officer of a company may
to-day refuse to answer questions on the
ground that he would himself be incrim-
inated by replying, but he cannot refuse
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to answer on the ground that his com-
pany would be incriminated. In other
words, corporations are no longer con-
sidered to have the same rights as indi-
viduals and cannot evade investigation
and prosecution by maintaining a policy
of silence.

Such is the moral sense of the counury
and such is the law as determined by
the highest courts, and with such a con-
dition of public sentiment and law it is
no longer possible for public officials to
plead that they cannot get at the facts
whenever there is a suspicion that any
corporation has failed to comply with the
laws of the State which created it.

MANDATES OF ART
TO HER VOTARIES.

A Great Word-Artist Shows That Under
the Levity of Bohemian Life Is a Se-
rious and Lofty Philosophy.

HE late Lafcadio Hearn was onc of
the great prose-poets of the time.
The glimpse inte his intimate
mind which the Critic affords Ly print-
ing a sheaf of his letters to H. IX. Krch-
biel, the music critic, will be appreciaicd
by all who followed his literary wan-
derings up to the time of his settlement
in Japan. The letters were written
many years ago, when Hearn was still in
his early prime. \When he learned of the
decath of Mr. Krehbiel's child he wrote
this exquisite expression of sympathy:
Your letter rises before me as I write
like a tablet of white stone bearing a
dead name. I see you standing Dbeside
me. I look into your eyes and press
yvour hand and say nothing.

Hearn was ever an artist, and he cver
knew what art meant. T'hus he wrote as
follows, urging Mr. Krechbiel to gt
away from the grind of daily jour-
nalism.

Under the levity of Henri Murzer's
picturesque Bohemianism therc is a
serious philosophy apparent which «le-
vates the characters of his romance to
heroism. They followed one principle
faithfully—so faithfully that only the
strong survived the ordeal——never to
abandon the pursuit of an artistic
vocation for any other occupation, how-
ever lucrative; not even when she re-
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1mained apparently deaf and blind to her
wershipers.

The conditions pictured by Murger have
passed away in Paris as elsewhere: the
old barriers to ambition have been broken
:lown. But I think the moral remains.

So long as one can live and pursue
his natural vocation in art, it is a duty
with him never to abandon it if he be-
licves that he has within him the ele-
nmients cf final success. Eveiy time he
labors at aught that is not of art he robs
the divinity of what belongs to her.

Do you never reflect that within a few
vears you will no longer be the vouUxg
aaNx—and that, like Vesta's fires, the en-
thusiasin of yvouth for an art-idea must be
well fed with the sacred branches to keep
it from dying out?

I think you ought really tc devote all
vour time and energies and ability to the
cultivaticn of one subject. so as to make
that subject alone repay you for all your
pains.

And T do not Dbelieve that art is alto-
sether ungrateful in these days: she will
repay fidelity to her, and recompense sac-
ritices. I don't think you have any more
right to play reporter than a great sculp-
tor to model fifty-cent plaster figures of
idiotic saints for Catholic processions, or
certain painters to leiter steamboats at so
much a letter. In one sense, too, art is
cxacting. To acquire real eminence in
any one branch of any art, one must study
nothing else for a lifetime. A very wide
general knowledge may be acquired only
at the expense of depth.

WHAT WE ARE DOING
TO THE RED MAN.

Recent Abolishment of Tribal Rule in Indian
Temitory Will Have Powerful
Efect for Good or Ill.

RE we all to be Indians? There
are ethnologists who sav that in
successive generations the fea-

tures ol Amcricans are gradually suc-
cumbing to the persistent influence of
their climatic envirenment: that a few
centuries will see us a race, high-cheek-
boned. Roman-naosed.

Frederick R. Burton touches the ques-
tien in the Lenden Spiere. He says:

As T have studied the Indian in the field
I have Dheen interested in speculating—
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in an unscientific way, for my research
was not concerned with physical charac-
teristics—on the possible chance of thc
Indian's features consequent upon his ad-
vancing civilization. Indeed, I have often
thought, though imagined may be the bet-
ter word, that in Indians of education I
have observed a distinct softening of the
traditional type and an approximation to
the features of the European.

The Indian is becoming civilized very
rapidly. His appearance has already un-
dergone great change through his general
disregard of native dress, and after a few
generations of living indoors and under
bowler hats, is it not reasonable to sup-
pose that he will look more like the
Yankee than he does now, and thus justify
the anthropologist's theory by a reversal
of the process of reasoning?

The Indian, indecd. is rapidly being
absorbed. On the fourth of last March
tribal government was abolished in In-
dian Territory. The * Five Civilized
Tribes,” numbering all told 102,000,
and claiming to have enjoved continu-
oys independent civil government since
long before Columbus dizcovered Amer-
ica, are now just plain American citizens.
The tribal land has been divided among
them; the right to vote has leen ex-
tended to them ; their separate, independ-
ent constitutions, legislatures, and judi-
ciaries have disappeared.

The Rev. W. B. Humphrey, of New
York, is president of the National In-
dian  Association.  Speaking of the
changed position of the Indians, he said
recently, as quoted by the New York
Tribunc:

The Indian has long Dbeen the " ward "
of the government. OQur statesmen have
found this to be a mistake, for it relieves
him of all responsibility of providing for
himself or of taking care of himself. This
policy was found to pauperize him and to
unfit him for the competitions of civilized
life. In fact it left him as much of a
bheathen as when our forefathers first dis-
covered him, wandering in the woods or
over prairics, the monarch of all he sur-
veyed.

We have taken his land from him and
pushed him beyond our frontier. But now
that the country which was once his has
been so fully settled up, there are no more
frontiers over which we can push him.
This being so, our statesmen have wisely
decided to make the Indian an integral
part of our Union. This they are doing
by breaking up his tribal relation, giving
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him land in severalty as fast as he can
be prevailed upon to accept it, and by
giving him the bullot.

The Indian is thus having civilization
thrust upon him all at once, though quite
unpreparced for its responsibilities. He is
made the victim of the land grabber, the
shyster lawyver. aad the saloon keeper—
powerful forces which he is unable to
resist in his prescnt condition.

Dr. Charics 2\ EFastman. the full-
blooded Sioux. who has shown in his
own development what the Indian may
become with education, is quoted by the
Trivune as saving:

I do not believe in tryving to delay the in-
evitable absorption of my race into the
dominant white race of this country. The
sooner that absorption is accomplished,
the sooner the *Indian question” comes
to an end, the better it will be for all
of us—and this desired result will surely
be hastened by letting down the bars in
Indian Territory. As for the liquor ques-
tion, every individual Indian must solve
that for himsclf, just as he must solve
everything else, as an independent citizen
of this country, not as a * ward,” a con-
dition that brought with it no responsi-
bilities.

There are between 200,000 and 300,000
Indians in the United States altogether,
but of real Indian customs and beliefs
there is very little left. It is only the
showman class that does the dances and
wears feathers and beads, and all the rest
of the masquerading that goes to make
up some Buffalo Bill entertainment. But
there is no sincerity in such manifesta-
tions now; the real reason underlying
these things is buried in the past, when
the Indian stood alone, the malker of his
own laws and customs, and not a govern-
ment ward.

Now the problem for my racc is, how
hest to adapt iiself to the conditions be-
longing to the white man's civilization,
to make these his own, and, hence, to
cmancipate itself froin its present de-
eraded position. This will not be accom-
plished by insisting on the racial isolation,
the government protection, that we have
had heretofore. ‘

It is a difficult problem, though, simply
because the Indian character and tra-
dition are so different firom the dominant
type of the white man, and thus so diffi-
cult of assimilation. During all the cen-
turies of our existence as a people we
have heen accustomed to live under a sys-
tem of pure Socialism. Every Indian
fought and accumulated property for his
tribe, not for himself. It was the tribal,
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materially  affcets  the  ilieoretical, as-
sumed, or supposed relations between the
United States and Canada.

It was with apparent doubt that the
American jpeople read ithe treaty of the
cighteenth centuwry, whether Canada was
to become a part of the United Siates,
and in 1812 the British Governor-General
of Canada wrote that &« majority of his
people were rather in ravor of the Ameri-
cans than the Engiish.

\We must recognize that a great change
hos taken place. Canada is no longer the
outlying country in which a few remnants
of French descendants were left upon its
horders to subsist upon precarious live-
lihcods. It has become a great conununity
with increasing population and wealth.

In her relations with Engzland one can
see that, while she is loyal to her mother
country. s siie has attained maturity she
has contructed a persounality of her own.
Her relations to us have become of great
importance. Witlh  enormous natural
wealth, and with vigor and encrgy, she
is protecting her industries, as we are
protecting ours.

Her pceople are proud of their country,
as we are proud of ours, and we appre-
ciate that from what was a litue dowmin-
ion upon our borders there has grown a
great and powertul nation. And the
people of America look with no grudging
or jealous eye upon her development.

HOPEFUL CONDITION
OF THE NEGRO RACE.

Secretary of War Taft is Glad That the
South Has Placed Educational Re-

strictions on the Franchise.

N his address at the twenty-fifth anni-
versarv of the {founding of Tuskegee
Normal and Industrial = Institute,

the Secretary of War made optimistic
statements regarding the future of the

negro. e declared that all proposals
to deport the colored  Americans  to
Africa were chimerical. After review-

ing the progress made by the race since
the Civii War. he praised the Scuth for
making the franchise dependent upon
cducational  qualifications. for he held
that such laws would. in the end. pro-
duce intelligent negro voters.  Secretary
Taft’s speech was in part as follows:
The white men who can do the most
good for the negro, who can aid him
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in Lis toilsome march to betier material
and intellectual conditions, are the South-
'n white men who are his neighbors.
‘t is one of the encouraging signs of the
‘iine that there is growing up in the
south a body of leading white men who
‘eel that the future of the negro race
atfects the future of the South.

 But,” say the pessimists, * what of the
olitical futuie of the negro?™ And this
wrings me to the consideration of the
hird great war amendment—:he fifteenth
—which forbade that any ESiate should
seprive the negro of his vote c¢n account
of his cclor or previous condition of servi-
ude.

Here were a brave. warliike and master-
ul people, who had been used to a social
condition in which the negro occupied a
servile status, brought by the law to face
“he prospect of sharing political control
sith the poor, ignorant, bewildered and
iresponsible people who bur yesterday
were their property.

Declarations of equality and popular
‘izhts and universal suffrage offer but a
‘eatiier's weight against the inevitable im-
;lse of human nature. It was impossible
kat with the elements I have stated
here should not have been disturbance
nd fraud and violence and injustice and
iMlegality and oppression.

The negroes’ vete, after a long struggle,
:he history of which I shall not recall,
was made to count for notkingz. Then the
‘eaders of the South in many States came
10 realize the dreadful demoralization of
all society if law was to be fiouted and
‘raud was to constitute the basis of gov-
crnment.  So they cast about to make the
‘aw  square with the existing condition
v property and educational gualifications
which should exclude the negro.

The very desire to avoid the fraudulent
~nd violent methods which were wont to
avercome the colored vore in the South
itself indicates a turn for thie better. It
is impossible to frame a law which will,
on its face, stand the test of the Fifteenth
Amendment, and which will not ultimate-
v operate, no matter what the qualifica-
1ion or present effect, to permit a certain
class of the negroes to excrcise the
hallot.

When a class of persons is 2o ignorant
and so subject to oppression and mislead-
ing that they are merely peclitical chil-
dren, not having the mental stature of
manhood, then it can hardly ve said that
their voice in the government secures any
benefit to them. Property and educa-
tional qualifications 2re adopted in order
to exclude those whose lack of knowl-
edge and lack of stability make doubtful
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upon individualism an undeserved odium,
and it behooves the individualist to ad-
dress himsclf energetically to this prob-
lem in order that the advantages of com-
petition may be restored to industry. And
the duty of immediate action is made
more imperative by the fact that the so-
cialist is inclined to support the monopoly.
in the belief that it will be easier to in-
duce the government to take over an in-
dustry after it has passed into the hands
of a few men.”

In the substance of his opiniun Mr.
Bryan's “ individualism ” does not seem
to be very far removed from Fabian
socialism—or at least. not from such
socialism as is expressed, say. by Robert
Hunter, who said not long ago. while
speaking about the problems of poverty:

I have been asked if I think socialism
is the cure for these evils. As we do
not know what state socialism would
bring about, we cannot say. But I am
sure that certain socialistic measures are
neccssary. We neced municipal tenementis,
as they have in Liverpool, Birmingham,
and London, where the children will have
healthful surroundings, plenty of places
to play, and there are no landlords to
exact profits.

Other places have nationalized the coal
fields, and the poor get coal at cost. At
Rochester, in England, the death-rate has
been cut down one-half by the municipali-
zation of the milk supply, and the children
of the poor, instead of the pale-blue poison
they used to have, get a fine, healthful
food. These are socialistic measures and
every advance we make is toward sociul-
ism.

LEGITIMATE SCOPE
OF DRAMATIC ART.

Waxworks May Deceive For a Moment,
But They Do Not Leave the Lasting

Impression of Michelangelo’s Moses.

TIS SKINNER. the actor, re-
cently made a plea for the teach-
ing of dramatic art in our public

schools and colleges. In that way, he
urged, public taste can be improved to
the point where a better quality of plays
and acting will be required to fill the
theaters. He was speaking before the
Ethical Culture Society, in New York.
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In beginning he explained at some length
what he considered art, drawing his dis-
tinctions very carefully:

The purpose of the play is to hold a
mirror up to nature, although such things
as horror, meanness, lust, or crime must
not be shown for their sake alone, merely
to display accurate dramatic photographs.
They must be utilized toward a definite
end. The stage has many detractors, and
among them are the ones that say the
stage does not represent real life always.
Nor should it. I will give you a definition
of art which I get from Dr. Adler. It
explains what I mean: *“ Art is the pat-
tern, and not so many ells cut from the
fabric of life.”

Some Yyears ago in London I went to
Mme. Tussaud's waxworks. Curious to
identify the figures, I turned to a lady and
asked her where I might obtain a pro-
gram. There was no answer. I Dbe-
came embarrassed and a little angry when
I saw I was the subject of amusement
for the crowd. I looked closer. The lady
was made of wax. Well. I don't remem-
ber how she looked, but I do remember
every line of the beauties of the Venus of
Milo, which I saw in the Louvre, and of
Michelangelo's Moses. I did not consider
them figures of real persons, yect they live
with me.

The charge that the theater gives too
much attention to vice was discussed by
Mr. Skinner. When used on the stage to
heighten the dramatic effect, the simu-
lation ol drunkenness, he said. is ethic-
ally right.  ““ Mrs. Warren’s  Profes-
sion,”  he  declared flatly, was quite
properly suppressed. since there was no
reason for it except the exhibiticn of
vice.  Talse and namby-pamby meclo-
drama, on the other hand, is fully as
detrimental to dramatic art.

He outlined the plot of a play in which
a poor voung man. after rescuing the
daughter of a multimillionaire by a feat
of virtually Impossible agility  and
strength, is promptly provided for by the
thankful parent, and marries the girl.

The story. as he told it, was glaringly
untrue to life—wherefore he denounced
it as immoral. It represented the ex-
treme of romantic falsity, just as * Mrs.
Warren's Profession” represented the
extreme of disgustingly literal reality.

In art no extreme is acceptable—a les-
son which the Greeks. with their supreme
intuition of artistic fitness, taught the
world once and for all.
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mediately arose and went out upon 2

rising ground frem whence he might get
a bhetter sight of this very uncommnion i
pearance.

A cloud, from which mountain was un-
certain at this distance (but iv was foun:l
afterward to come from Mounrt Vesuvius),
was ascending, the appearance of whici
I cannot give You a niore cxact descrip-
tion of than by likening it to that of a
pine tree, for it shot up to a great height
in the form of a very tall trunk, which
spread itself ocut at the top into a sort
of branches, occasioned, I imagine,
either by a sudden gust of air that im-
pelled it, the force of which decreascd
as it advanced upward, or the cloud iiself
being pressed back again by its own
weight, expanded in the manner I have
mentioned; it appeared sometimes bright
and scmetimes dark and spotted, according
as it was either more or less impregnated
with earth and cinders.

The Elder Pliny’s Hercism.

This phenomenon scemed to a man of
such learning and researcli as uy uncle
extraordinary and worth further looking
into. He ordered a light vessel to be
got rcady, and gave mie leave, if I liked,
te accompany him. I said I had rather
go on with my work, and it so hapnenad
he had himself given me somcthing to
write out.

As he was coming out cf the house Le
received a note from Rectina, the wife
of Bassus, who was in the utmost alarm
at the immminent danger which threaiencd
her, for her villa lying at the foot of
Mount Vesuvius, there was no way of cs-
cape by sea; she earnestly cntreated him,
therefore, to come to her assistance.

He accordingly changed his first inten-
tion, and what he had begun from a philec-
sophnical he now carried out in a noble
and generous spirit. He ordered the gal-
leys to put to sea, and went hLimself on
board with an intention of assisting not
only Rectina, but the several towns which

lay thickly strewn along the beautiful
coast.
Hastening then to the place from

whence others fled with the utinost ter-
ror, he steered his course direct to the
point of danger, and with so much calm-
ness and presence of mind as to be able
to make and dictate his observations upon
the motion and all the phenomena of that
dreadful scene.

He was now so close to the mountain
that the cinders, which grew thicker and
hotter the nearer he approached, fell into
the ships, together with pumice stones
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and Dblack pieces of burning rock; they
were in danger, tvo, not only of being
aground by the sudden retreat of the sea,
but also from the vast fragments which
rolled down from the mountain and ob-
stiructed all the shore.

Here he stopped to consider whether
he should turn back again, to which, the
pilot advising him, ' Fortune,” said he,
*favors the brave; steer to where Pom-
ponianus is.” Pomponianus was then at
Sitabiae (Castelamare), scparated by a
bay which the sea, after scveral insensible
windings, forms with the shore.

He had already sent his baggage on
board, for though he was not at that time
in actual danger, yet being within sight
of it, and indeed extremely near, if it
should in the least increase he was de-
termined to put to sea uas soon as the
wind, which was blowing dead inshore,
should go down.

It was favorable, hcwever, for carry-
ing my uncle to Pomponianus, whom he
found in the greatest consternation. He
cmbraced him tenderly, encouraging and
urging him to keep up his spirits, and, the
more effectually to soothe his fears by
seeming unconcerned himselr, ordered a
bath to be got ready, and then, after hav-
ing bathed, sit down to supper with great
cheerfulness, or at least (what is just as
heroic) with every appearance of it.

Meanwhile broad flames shone out in
several places from JMount Vesuvius,
which the darkness of the night con-
tributed to render still brighter and
clearer. Dut nmy uncle, in order to soothe
the apprehensions of his friend, assured
him it was only the burning of the vil-
lages, which the country people had
abandoned to the flames; after this he re-
tired to rest, and it is most certain he was
so little disquieted as to fall into a sound
sleep, for his breathing, which on account
of his corpulence was rather heavy and
sonorous, was heard by the attendants
outside.

The court which led to his apartment
being now almost filled with stones and
ashes, if he had continued there any time
longer it would have been impossible for
him to have made his way out.

So he was awalkened and got up and
went to Pomponianus and the rest of his
company, who were feeling too anxious to
think of going to hed. The) consulted to-
gether whether it would be most prudent
to trust to the houses, which: ncw roclked
from side to side with frequent and violent
concussions as though shaken from their
very foundations, or fly to the epen fields,
where the calcined stones and cinders,





















SIDELIGHTS FROM STAGLELAND.

ceremony of this sort i{n that the sup-
posed corpse proved not to he dead after
all, but rose and tlourished in popular ecs-
teem like unto the green bhay (rec of tra-
dition.

The first occasion was the second night
of ‘“Mexicana,” at the Lyric. The review-
ers had been most unkind, and in an
upper proscenium box were gathered Miss
Driscoll, the author of the book; Raymond
Hubbell, the boyish-looking composer of
the music; Robert B. Smith, brother to the
prolific Harry B.. who supplied the lyrics;
and R. H. Burnside, general stage director
for the Shuberts,

With solemn mien they watched the
‘ passing show " of their work as the play-
ers handed it out over the footlights, won-
dering if, in truth, the critics had spoken
the last word and that the labor of so
many weeks was indeed passing into that
abode dreaded of all stage-follkk — the
storage warchouse. This sober quartet
were supposing all this when I Was Just
Supposing,” the catchy song in the last
act, was reached. Again and again the
audience demanded that it be sung., and
the inquest broke up with hopeful e¢xpec-
tations, which were duly realized.

The second occasion was a few weeks
later, at the Princess. following close on
some hard words by the newspaper men
anent “ Brown of Harvard.” Far to the
rear in an orchestra chair sat Mrs. Young,
the author, and groupcd about her during
the entr'actes were sympathetic friends
who bade her not mind what the critics
said, that the public were the best judges,
after all. But she did mind, to the extent
ol changing a badly built last act.

Miss Driscoll is a woman of wealth, who
dabbles in playwriting for the love of it.
Mrs. Young is the wife of James Young,
the actor, now with the Proctor stock at
the Fifth Avenue, and for whom *‘ Brown
of Harvard'" was originally written.

Y

CAMILLE A BOOK-PLAY.

Story Was Not Dramatized Until Pub-
lisher Refused to Bring Out Third
Edition of Novel.

1.\' these days of reaction against the
boolk-play, how many people realize

that ** Camille” was but a dramatized
novel?

It was called *“ The Lady With the
Camelias,” and the author, Alexandre
Dumas, Jr., based his central character on
Marie Duplessis, a Parisian actress, to
whose kindness and patronage he¢e owed
much of his early success.

He stopped one day, through missing a
train, at a common little inn at St. Ger-
main, frequented by laborers and carters.
The idea of the story struck him while
there, and he began it, writing on a cor-
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He remained there
time it was fin-

ner of the inn table.
three weeks, at which
ished.

The first publisher of the story gave the
voung author $240 for the privilege of
printing two cditions, aggregating twenty-
xeven hundred copies. When Dumas pro-
posed a third edition he was told to go
about hisx business, which he did, making
an immense sum for himself and his next
publisher.

* * " *:

LOST ARMFUL OF BEAUTY.

Otis Skinner Tells How, Threatened With
a Fall from a Rope Ladder, He Let
Fool’s Daughter Drop Instead.

l ALWAYS enjoy attending the graduat-
ing exercises of the Empire School of
Acting. President Sargent invariably
provides an interesting spealker for the oc-
casion, and then it is a never cloying
spectacle to watch the young men and
women step  forward to - receive their
diplomas, done up in tight rolls, tied with
ribbon in the center, and looking for all
the world like the wafer one gets with his
ice-cream at the Vienna Bakery. They
must bow in three different directions in
acknowledgment, and the varying person-
alitics conveyed in the fashion of these
bows is alluring.

This spring the speaker de résistance was
Otis Skinner, and the only portion of his
excellent discourse that seems to have es-
caped the reporters was a capitally told
anecdote of his salad days when he was
playing in *“ The Fool's Revenge ' with Ed-
win IBooth. On one memorable occasion it
fell to young Skinner to assist in carrying
the abducted daughter down the ladder,
but the leading lady was by no means
a sylph, and Skinner was only a strip-
ling.

“We must have a dummy,” decided the
stage manager, at rchearsal.

S0 one of those figures used in dry goods
stores on which to display gowns was pro-
cured, and the unight of the performance
arrived.

At the crucial moment Skinner ascended
the ladder, with Booth waiting at the foot,
cager for the culmination of his revenge on
the duke. A stage hand passed the dummy
over the balcony., Skinner received it, but
in his eagcrness taok too large a half in
his arms. He fcit himself being over-
balanced, and in ordcr to save his neck
let go his hold on the figure to grab a rung
of the ladder.

Out into the air shot the lightweight
daughter of the feol, down on the stage
upon her head she lunded, and those who
had come to shudder remained to laugh
until their sides ached.

Over what 1was said to the strioling
actor afterward Mr. Skinner drew th: veil
of silence.





cavalca.de

























HOW THEY GOT ON

pany was organized, Pitkin was made
vice-prexzident, for it was recognized that
he 1was probably the most thoroughly
cquipped man in the business, There was
not a department with which he was not
acquainted, nur a mechanical operation in
the shops thut he could not perforni.

Two years ago. Sumuel B. Calloway,
president of the company, died, and Pitkin
was unanimously chosen as his successor,
It took him thirty years to climb to that
height, and the thir:iy years were marked
by hundreds of improvemenis in locomo-
tive constriuction and by wonderiul rec-
ords in turning out lccomotives against
time.

There were many inechanics who started
with him and kad an equal chance, but
they were soon disianced in the race.

** They were coutent,” he said, “with a
steady, plodding., uniform way of doing
things, and. while they were methodical
and obtained good results. I tried to fiz-
ure out some wa) of getiing better re-
sults and getiing them more easily. [
took chances on doing a thing in other
than the prescribed way, but often the new

.o

way was the better wuay.

ELECTRICITY HIS FIELD.
Steinmetz is Not Yet Forty Years Old and
Has Taken Out Over One Hun-
drad Patents.

HARLES P. STEINMETZ, chief ex-
pert at the Schenectady Llectrical
Works, was born in DBreslau, Ger-

many. Though Le is only forty years old
he has already itaken out more than one
hundred patenis for electrical devices,
and some of these are of immense value.

His failer was a railroad employee, and
on German raiireads the pay is smail and
the duties exuacting. IZut the father man-

aged to iid his son 1o the University of
Breslau, and - he distinguished him-
self in mathematies and chemistry, and

spent his leisure time in chemical and me-
chanical experiinents at home.

At that time. the German government
was making an effort to stamp out social-
ism, and laws of unusual severity were
passed against those who advocated it.
Bismarck. who hcaded the anti-socialist
movement, saw to it that the laws were
vigorously enforced. ‘The natural result
was a reaction against the conduct of the
government. and ti:e universitics became
permeatcd with socialism.

Steinmetz, then a boy of seventeen, was
drawn into the work of socialistic agita-
tion, and he became the editor of a paner
during a period when the real editor was
in prison for lésr majesté.

The paper was finally suppressed and
Steinmetz® connection with it was re-
ported to the university authorities. Then
he received information ihat a warrant
was out for his arrest and he fled to Zu-
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rich, Switzerland. Here he supported him-
self DLy tutoring, writing for electrical
magazines and for a daily paper.

The articles for the daily paper paid him
$2.00 a week. His income wuas pitifully
small, but he managed to save a few dol-
lars, and meeting with a young American
from Sun Prancisco, he decided to relin-
cuish his ambition to become a professor
of mathematics in some German univer-

sity. He then enligrated to America.
Lands as an Immigrant.
Steinmetz and his American friend

landed in New Yorik with just twenty dol-
lars betwecn them. They hired a small
room in DBrooklyn whrre they started
housekeeping together. Steinmetz had ac-
quired this knoack during his Zurich days,
and through his first year in America he
lived with his friend in one room, doing
their cooking and washing on a gas stove,
and at the same time conducting clectrical
and chomical experiments.

Steinmetz had wiith him when he ar-
rived in this country a coupie of letters of
introduction, one to a man who manufac-
tured elcctirical and chemical sunplies on
a small scale. This l-tier was the first
presented, bui on visiting the place, Stein-
metz was unable to sce the manufacturer,
He was, however, told to call again. He
called again, and was once more put off
with a polite invitation to return. After
two more cails Sieinmetz realized that he
was an unwelcome visitor. He thought it
over for a few momeits, then laughed and,
g to the clerk, said:

, well, all right, He'll have to call
on me novw, if he wants me—and I think
he will.”

Eventually the manufacturer did want
Steinmetz, but never got him, for Stein-
metz took lis secend letier of introduc-
tion to Rudolph Eickemeyer, head of the
Lickemeyrer Eievator Company, of Yon-
kers. Eickemeyer sized the young muan
up, and at once put him to work as a
draftsman, at twelve dollars a week.

Contributed to Magazines.

It was while in Yonkers that Steinmetz
drew attention to his ability by a series
of articles in an American electrical mag-
azine on allernating currents. This was
followed by the first of the inventions and
improvements that laid the fouudation of
Steinmetz’'s substantial fortune.

I'rom the first Steinmetz had taken a
lively intercesi in America and everything
American, and the views for which he was
forced to fly from Lurope were so modified
that they agreed with the new conditions
in which he found himself. Spcaking of
them he said:

“In this country theyv would be theories
without any chance of practical applica-
tion, and there is no use in a theory
merely for thcory's salke.”

For all that, he remained as radical in
thought as ever, but in science and poli-
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fifteenth century, when art interest was
awalkening, and the Roman débris of cen-
tries was  being  turned  topsyturvy in
the search for buried treasures of art.
This statue cmerged from the ruins of
the " Golden House ™ of Nero.o It was
probably one of the five hundred statues
of which Delphi was despoiled by this
emperor for the adornment of his palace.
Somewhere therein ir had a place of
honor, and the " Golden House,” with its
roof of golden tiles and walls of mothcr-
of-pearl and precious stones, its ceilings
of ivory and zold was doubtless a fit
setting for o rare a gem of art.

It is called " the Belvedere ™ from the
name of the apartment of the Vatican in
which it is placed. Tt stands erect. over
seven feet in height, a form so pertect in
manly grace and hcauty that to-day, in
all lands, to speak of " a perfect Apollo ™
is to express the limit of the ideal.

The left outstretched arm has caught
the folds of the light chlamys, or cloak,
flung back from the shoulders: the weight
is poised upon the right foot. the left
being slightly raised: the right haund is
spread above the trunk of a tree. and the
direction of the head and eye seems (o
be with the outstretched left hand. This
grasps some broken fragment, over which
there has been a world of printing and
writing and discussion. Some have held
that it was the fragment of the archer's
bow from which the arrow had been dis-
charged at the monster, Python, and that
the god is intently watching its tri-
umphant flight.

Byron's description of the statue. in the
famous stanza beginning ** The lord of the
unerring bow.” follows this idea. The
bow theory was disturbed when another
statue was discovered almost identical
with the Apollo Belvedere. holding in its
outstretched left hand. not a bow, but an
gis or shield. The Apollo Belvedere is
thought to be a copy of a hronze statue by
Pythagoras of Rhegium.

Just as the Italians despoiled Greece
of her treasures of art to beautify Rome,
so Napoleon despoiled Italy in turn to
beautify Paris, and the Apollo he regarded
as his choicest prize. It and other art
treasures were restored to Rome in 1815
by the allied powers.

The Laocoon Group.

Only a few steps distant from the
Apollo Belvedere, in the Vatican sculp-
ture galleries, one comes upon another
masterpiece whose subject is associated
with the God of the Silver Bow. This is
the T.aocodn.

SIN MASTERPIECES OF
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According to mythology. Laocodn wus a
Trojan priest of Apollo who vainly
warned the people of Troy against draw-
ing within the city gates the great hollow
wooden horse left behind by the Greeks.
His suspicion of a trick @and his advice
that the horse be burned brought upon
him the vengeance of Athena (Minerva,
who favored the Greeks and to whom
the horse had heen consecrated. In re-
turn for his striking the horse with his
spear, she struek Laocodn with blindness
and doomed him and his two sons to
destruction by two enormous serpents.
The group is a terrifying representuation
of the feartul death strugele and agony of
the father and s=ons.

The fragments of this group were found
inst four hundred years ago in the ruins
of the Paths of Titus. So perfectly have
the parts been joined and the missing
portions reproduced that it seems in-
credible that., when tound, it was in six-
teen pieces. lHere again we have no clue
10 origin except from references by Pliny,
the Roman historian, who says:

*“ The Laocodn, which stands in the
palace of the Emperor Titus, may be con-
sidered superior to all other works both of
painting and statuary The whole group—
the tather. the boys, and the awtul folds
of  the “serpents—are formed out of a
single block.”

So delighted was the Roman populace
when the order was given for the removal
of the Laocodn to the Belvedere, where
all might enjoy it. that tons of Howers
were showered upon it, en route, and its
progress to the Vatican resembled an
emperor's triumph, accompanied by con-
tinuous cheers and clapping of hands.

Niobe and Her Children.

Curiously enough, the theme of another
of the six most treasured conceptions in
sculpture is associated with Apollo; this
is the well-known group of " Niobe and
Her Children ™ in the Uffizi gallery in
Florence.

According to the legend, Niobe, in arro-
cant pride over her possession of seven
sons and seven daughters, referred dis-
paragingly to Latona, who had only one
daughter—Diana—and one son—aApollo.

For this presumption Diana slew the
seven daughters with arrows, and Apollo
in a similar manner destroved the sons.
Niobe was inconsolable, and " her grief
changed her into stone, from which ran
water emblematic of her tears.” Thus we
have in " Hamlet " the famous line, " Like
Niobe, all tears'; and Byron wishing to
picture the fallen greatness, poverty. and
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In the sixteenth century this statue was
dug out of the mighty ruins of the Villa
of the Emperor Hadrian, a structure
probably erected in the second century
after Christ.

When gathered up. the statue was in
thirteen pieces and without arms: ° the
legs were severed, the body broken across
the waist, and the head snapped off at
the neck; furthermore. there were vi-
rious wounds and losses of- substance "
but so skilfully was the whole put to-
gether and restored that the general ef-
fect of the statue is wholly unimpaired.
Like many of the discovered treasures of
art, it was gathered in by the wealthy
family of the Medici and later brought to
Florence. Hence it is cualled Venus de
Medici.

We do not know whose chisel wrought
it—it may have been that of Cleomenes.
an Athenian sculptor of 200 B..., or it
may have been that of Alcamenes. a pupil
of Phidias. who lived in the fifth century
B. ¢. Then, too, it may have bheen ingpired.
as some think, by the Venus of Cnidos, of
Praxiteles, which was regarded as the
most beautiful of all artistic representa-
tions of the goddess, though it has not
been seen by man since the first century
A. D.

The Venus de Medici. though nude.
conveys no impression of vulgarity, but
it is of a lower type of art than the Venus
de Milo. The face is innocent, and, as
one writer says, “ her modest attitude is
partly what unmakes her as a heathen
goddess and softens her into a woman.
The world has not grown weary of her in
all these ages.”

Really Greatest Masterpieces Lost.

But, alas! the really greatest master-
pieces of sculpture exist only in handed
down descriptions and traditions. They
never crossed the threshold of the ancient
world. They were lost to us centuries and
centuries ago. The poor handful of beau-
tiful things that have drifted ashore in
our era represents only the flotsam and

jetsam of achievements that we can
scarcely comprehend, for imagination
cannot picture the sculptured riches of

Athens in the days of Pericles. Then
Phidias, the master sculptor of all ages,
was enriching the Parthenon, still, to-day,
the only perfect building in all the world.
Phidias was the “ sculptor of the gods,”
whose own masterpiece—and therefore
the masterpiece of all time till now—the
Olympian Zeus, or Jupiter at Elis, was
one of the Seven Wonders of the World:
a statue not made of common marble. but
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height of forty fect in
rarest gold and ivory: a statue so fa-
mous that it was considered a calamity
1o die without having beheld it.

In contrast with this. we should
liked a few of the tiny things wrought
by the cunning of the great master's
hand; for example. those bees and flies
of such extraordinary finish that visitors
to his studio tried to flick them from the
marble. How we should have delighted
in Myron's cow, so lifelike that the sculp-
tor's admirers would have it that Myron
had not modeled it. but that time had
changed the animal into bronze, and that
Myron had then passed it otf as the worlk
of his hand!

measuring its

have

Who Wrought Pompey's Statue?

\What a pity that no ruins have ever
vielded to us the fascinating marble maid
of Praxiteles that irresistibly " invited to
a kiss ™! We also should have liked to
have seen that fair stone Thespian. which
@ Roman knight was so entranced with
that he slew himself in despair.

\Vill time ever bring from its hiding
that other tamous statue of this great
sculptor that the Cnidians cherished so
that, rather than part with it, they cheer-
tully refused a king's offer to pay their
national debt? We should like to know
whose hand wrought Pompey's statue. at
whose Dbase *“ great Casar fell,”” which
still stands erect in Rome, triumphantly
surviving imperious Ceasar., dead and
turned to clay; we should like to know if
the dull red stain upon the leg is really
the splash of Casar’s blood!

But though gone forever those golden
days of Greece, still does their greatness
live, and live in us and in our native land
and in our inherited art, literature. phi-
losophy. and all else of civilization in our
day.

God of our fathers, keep off the day
when some dominant alien race shall pick
the bones of our beloved America and
gather in the treasures of our shrines of
art and the monuments of our hero dead!
When some Moro scientist or Captain of
Industry from far Cathay shall pack VLe-
teen the decks of his aeroplane the noble
fragments of our Statue of Liberty and fly
with them to some imperial capital be-
vond the Pacific seas! Keep far the day,
and give us time—time to make good—
time to understand our rich inheritance
and to grow great in all that made Greece
great and all that makes us greater; and
so keep far away that fatal knell that
sounds at last for every nation when
wealth accumulates and men decay!
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of the willows that dip therein and the white clonds that foat high over the giant
trees.  And | leave to children the long, long davs to be merry in. in a thousand
wavs, and the night. and the moon. and the train of the Milky Way to wonder at. but
subject. nevertheless: to the rights hercinafter given to lovers.

Ttem: | devise to boys jointly. all the userul. idle ficlds and commons where
ball may be playved: all pleasant waters where one may <wim: all snowelad hills
where one may coast: and all streams and ponds where one may fish, or where,
when grim winter comes. one may skate. to have and to hold these <ame Tor the
period of their bovhood.  And all meadows, with the clover blossoms and butter-
flies thereof : the woods with their appurtenances. the squirrels and the birds and
echoes and strange noises. and all distant places which may be visited. together with
the adventures there found.  And I give to said bovs cach his own place at the fire-
side at night. with all the pictures that may be scen in the burning wood. to enjov
without let or hindrance. and without anyv encumbrance of care.

Ttem: o lovers, I devise their imaginary world with whatever they may need.
as the stars of the sky, the red roses by the walll the bloom of the hawthorn. the
sweet strains of music. and aught else they may desire to figure to each other the
lastingness and beauty of their love.

Ttem: To voung men. jointly. | devise and bequeath all boisterous. Inspiring
sports of rivalrve and T ogive to them the disdain of weakness and undaunted confi-
dence in their own strength. Though they are rude. | leave to them the power o
make lasting friendships. and of possessing companions, and to them exclusively, [
give all merry songs and brave choruses to sing with lusty voices.

Ttem: And to those who are no longer children. or vouths, or lovers, [ leave
memory. and [ bequeath to them the volumes of the poems of Burns and Shake-
speare and of other poems. if there be others. to the end that they may live the ol
davs over again. Ireely and fully without title or diminution.

Jtem: To our loved ones with snowy crowns, I bequeath the happiness of cld
age. the love and gratitude of their children until they fall asleep.

THE LAUGHTER OF CHILDHOOD.

THE laugh of a child will make the holiest day more sacred still.  Strike
with hand of fire, O weird musician, thy harp strung with Apollo's
golden hair, fill the vast cathedral aisles with symphonies sweet and dim, deft
toucher of the organ keys; blow, bugler, blow, until thy silver notes do touch
and kiss the moonlit waves, and charm the lovers wandenng ‘mid vine-clad hills.
But know your sweetest strains are discords all, compared with childhood’s happy
laugh—the laugh that fills the eyes with light and every heart with joy.

\ O rippling river of laughter! thou art the blessed boundary line between
the beasts and men, and every wayward wave of thine doth drown some
fretful fiend of care.

. O Laughter, rose-lipped daughter of Joy! there are dimples enough in |
thy cheeks to catch and hold and glorify all the tears of grief.

Robert (5. Ingersoll.
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time. There may be, and usually are,
several: but one will, or ought to. predom-
inate, and this is the one to watch. The
shutter speed should be regulated accord-
ingly. to make the moxt of the others also,
and of the flying spray.

In wave photography. shutters and ex-
posure require much more careful consid-
eration than the lens itself.

Most wave xubjects, like all seaxcapes,
are very actinic. and the lens will bear
considerable xtopping down. thus dis-

counting to a great extent the powers of a
high-class anastigmat. In fact. it will be
found. except under exceptional conditions.
that an ordinary good R. R. lenx is quite
sufficient for the work.

The subject itself iz so varied that tore-
ground, focal-plane, and ordinary curtain
shutters will all be found useful. Shun
metal and diaphragmauatic shutters for ob-
vious reasons.

The foreground xhutter will probably
score when dark rocks in the foreground
need extra exposure, while the focal-plane

and ordinary roller-blind before-lens .
shutters are gencrally useful for most
wave pictures.

The focal-plane xcorex distinetly  when
the light is bad. owing to its high effi-
ciency. A comparatively smaller stop can

be used with this shutter with approxi-
mately the same exposure given by the
before-lens variety, and 1-30 to 1-130 will
be found to cover the limits of shutter
speed for nearly all wave work, using a
fairly fast plate. say 200 H and D. and
F. 16.

In all caxes the tront of the lenx should
be protected from flying spray. either by
a cap to be removed the instant before the
focal-plane s<hutter is released. or by the
before-lens shutter itself.

The Camera.

The ideal camera for the work would
be a box magazine camera—absolutely
waterproof, and with no projections what-
ever beyond, say. the shutter release,
focusing screw, and view-finder. This
last, whether of the direct vision or re-
flex kind, should be independent of the
camera and merely fixed to it for use.

The camera should have a reliable fo-
cusing adjustment and scale: fairly long-
focus lens—about eight inches for 5x4
and ten inches for half-plate.

A half-plate camera will be found quite
large enough for the work. and larger sizes
are not recommended.

A tripod is of very little use, and not
much scope is offered for focusing on the
ground-glass. The worker. therefore.
should accustom himself to holding the
camera steadily in the hand at eye-level,
which experience certainly points to as
the best position for all-round work.

Exposures.

There is no doubt that the actinic value
of the light in seaxcapes is enormous, and
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with the majority
first  will Dbe

the moxt probable fault
of the exposures made  at
aver-exposure,

Naturally  the same  condition: as re-
gurds the relative value of the light at
morning. noon, and evening apply here as
elsewhere: but ax a rough guide it will be

found that with a rairly rapid plate F. 18
and 1-100 sec. will give a fully exposed
plate at noon on a hright Jday in early
spring.

An exposure meter will be w great help
in determining the value of the light. us
occaxional  thunder-clouds, «te.. alter its
actinic quality in an astonishing manner.
When the =xun shines the exposure can be
lessxened  considerably or o smaller stop
used. ax there ix po=sibly nothing of more
material  whiteness  than  the  tfoam  of
breakers in direct sunlight.

Whether orthnchromatic plates offer any
~pecial advantages over the ordinary kind
ror wave photograph pure and simple is
@ moot paoint. When a pale screen. how-
cver. ix used—as it undoubtedly can be
used, even with exposurex  of  one-
ecightieth of a xecond—the orthochromatic
plate naturally offers advantages. But it
will be found that the intense white toam
ix quite ~ufficiently rendered against the
usual slaty or blue sky on an ordinary
(unorthochromatized) plate to need no
further correctinn., and in the muwjority of
cases where a xcreen is uxed it will be
found to over-correct skyv values.

The plates should alirays hHe backed.

Plates and films should be carefully
packed after exposure (film to tilm—noth-
ing between) in oiled paper. well wrapped

in a final cover: put in their original
hoxes, and kept in an air-tight tin case if
possible.

A notebook of exposures should always
be carried. for reference when the platex
are being developed. In addition to the
usual data. notes should always be made
whether dark rocks or other special teat-
ures are in evidence. Each plate, when tu-
ken from the slide or carrier, should be
numbered to correspond with its number

in the notebook: this can be done with u
hlack lead-pencil.
Development.

This brings us to a consideration of the
development of negatives.

Our negatives are practically all high-
~peed snapshots of subjects teeming with
light and atmosphere; conditions most
likely to produce flat over-exposed nega-
tives, and sometimes containing the most
violent contrasts in the shape of dark non-
actinic rocks and the whitest of foam in
juxtaposition. Such difficulties should be
treated with all due respect and caution.

Personally. I must confess to having a
Jdecided predilection in favor of adurol as
an all-round developer.

The following formula I invariably use.
and for the production of most wave nega-
tives it is excellent: Adurol-Hauff. one-
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| FACTS FOR THE WEATHERWISE.

Some Simple Explanations of Climatic Conditions That Will Enable Ordinary Obser-
vers to Understand More Thoroughly a Few of the
Vagaries of Old Dame Nature.

The Hottest Day on Record.

HE highest temperature recorded is one
hundred and twenty-tour degrees and
a fraction. taken in Algeria, July 17, 1879.

The Hot Wind from the Desert.
“ HAMSIN " is the hot wind from the
desert which blows out of the
Sahara upon Egypt. The word means

fitty, from the idea that it lasts for fifty

days.
The " kKhamsin ™ is terribly hot and dry.
and sometimes brings pestilence with it

Wondrous Variety of Snow-Crystals.
ATURE'S infinite variety is well illus-
trated in the collection of photographs
of snow-crystals made during the past
twenty vears by Mr. W. A. Bentley, of

Vermont.

He has now more than one thousand
photographs of individual crystals, and
among them no two are alike,

Where it Snows in Summer.
S.\'t')\\" it appears, only falls in the
Antarctic in summer. and on those

rure occasions at other seasons when the
wind blows almost due south. And, strange
to say. these south winds are warm winds,
raising the temperature to fifty or sixty
degrees IFahrenheit. They seem akin to
the snow-melting Féhn winds of the Alps.

Hail the Size of Hens' Eggs.

NTRAORDINARY conditions must be

required to account for the formation

of the huge hailstones which sometimes

fall. occasional specimens actually reach-
ing the size of hens’ eggs.

Thirty years ago a storm of this kind
destroyed a million dollars’ worth of glass
in the vcity of Philadelphia, and many
persons were severely hurt by the larger
stones—yveritable projectiles of ice—which
drapped from the skies.

Where Rain Never Falls.

“RU has hundreds of square miles along
its coast of rainless country. In this
tract rain is never known to fall from
one century's end to another. Yet the re-
ginn is not entirely bharren of vegetation,

Nome parts of it indeed. are compara-
tively fertile.

‘This is due o the extraordinary rfogs
kuown as ‘garuas.” They prevail every

night from May to pclober after a sum-
nier that is xultry and extend up to a level
of twelve hundred feet ahove the seoa.
About twelve hundred feet rain falls,

Warm Gales of Switzerland.

M( 1IST peaple have heard of the Fohin
wind of Switzerland—that warm. dry
wile which comes over the mountains and
in spring will melt two feet of snow in a
day.  Its cause is most peculiar,

The Fihn comes from the south.  As it
strikes the Alps it is wet, like most gales
which have crossed the =ea. but the sonth
face of the mountains reccives its rains,
and as it crosses the summits it is dry.

The moving air current is also com-
pressed and therefore dynamically heated,
As it falls into the northern valleys in a
cataract of wir. it gains heat at the rate
of half a degree for every one hundred
leet of descent. It usually blows for two
or three days. causing great suffering by
its dry heat and oppression.

While it lasts, the temperature is about
thirty degrees above the average.

Why Ice Floats in Water.
W.-\TER is the sole exception to the other-
wise universal law that all conling
bodies contract and therefore increas» in
density.
Water contracts as its temperature falls,

and therefore becomes heavier and sinks
until it reaches thirty-nine degrees, At
this temperature water is the heaviest.

This is the point of its maximum density,
From this point it begins 1o expand.
Therefore in winter. although the surtace
may bhe freezing at a temperature of
thirty-two degrees. the water at the bot-
tom of the ponl is six or seven degr=es
warmer.

Suppose that water. like everything else,
had gone on contracting as it cooled until
it reached the freezing point. The heav-
iest water would have sunk to the lowest
place and there become ice. Had the
water when at the bottom turned into ice.
the stones would have locked it in their
interstices and held it there, and before
the winter was over the whole pool would
be entombed in clear. beautiful cry=tal.

Lot












CHURCH STATISTICS FOR

1905.

Figures for the Last Year Show a Gain; Yet There.is a Fallng Off as Compared
With the Preceding Years.

HE church bodies of the United States
continue to grow, but Dr. H. K. Car-
roll’s statistics, covering the advance
made in 1905, are a little depressing to
church people, in that they indicate a
falling off as compared with preceding
years.

The gain in communicants, 519,155, was
the smallest of the past five years. The
gain in 1904 was 898,857. The increase
in the number of churches was 1,636, as
against 2,624 in 1904. The increase in
the number of ministers was 1,815, as
against 3,136 in 1904.

The largest gain of communicants was
reported by the Roman Catholics, whose
figures, however, are not the result of an
actual count, but of an estimate of * pop-
ulation ” based on vital statistics, Catholic
‘“ population” including all baptized per-
sons.

To quote further Dr. Carroll's summary,
as printed in the Christian Advocate:

Next after the Roman Catholic Church,
which reports 10,785,496 communicants,
and which is, therefore, by far the largest
single denomination in the United States,
comes the Methodist Episcopal Church
with 2,910,779 communicants. The Catho-
lic gains were 191.122; the Methodist 62,-
847.

It is worth while, however, to call at-
tention to the fact that Methodist itiner-
ant ministers outnumber Catholic priests
as 17,400 does 14,000. The disparity in
the number of churches is also great, the
Catholic Church having about 11,500 and
the Methodist Episcopal 27,300—more than
twice as many.

The three bodics of regular Baptists
gain in communicants about 67.500. Bap-
tists of all names gained 72.667; all bodies
of Methodists nearly 102,000. The North-
ern Presbyterian Church advanced in
number of communicants 18,803; all Pres-
byterian bodies, 26.174. The Protestant
Episcopal Church reports a net gain of
19,203. The Lutherans added 51.580 to the
number reported for 1904. The Disciples
of Christ report a very small gain of
members.

For the Christian Scientist Church I am
asked to state that the figures of last year
were incorrect. The number of churches
should have been 601 instead of 611, and
the membership should have been 63,673
instead of 66,022. With this correction the
gains of 1905 were 10 churches and 7,441
members.

The plan of the union between the Pres-
byterian Church (North) and the Cumber-

land Presbyterian Church has
proved by the preshyteries of the re-
spective bodies; but the actual merging
of the two bodies has not yet taken place.
If all the ministers and churches of the
Cumberland denomination go into the
union it will make a body of 9,098 minis-
ters, 10,708 churches, and 1,273,759 com-
municants in the United States, not in-
cluding foreign missions.

The Lutherans, who have advanced from
fifth place among the great denominational
families in 1890 to fourth place in 1905,
have five general bodies and seventeen
independent synods. No tendency toward
the absorption of the latter is in evidence.
Of the general bodies, the General Synod,
which is less exclusive toward other de-
nominations, is gaining slowly but steadily
in communicants. The United Synod,
South, occupies a similar confessional and
fraternal position.

The growth of the nonconformist
churches and mission stations in England
in 1905 are given as follows by the Lon-
don Times:

The returns of the Congregational
churches in Great Britain, as officially sup-
plied to the “ Year Book,” show that in the
United Kingdom there are now 4,905 places
of worship and mission stations, with sit-
ting accommodation for 1,774,480 persons.
The church membership is returned at
479.112, as compared with 462,678 a vear
ago, a net increase of 16,434. The number
of ordained ministers is 3,130, a decrease
of 22.

There are now nearly 1,000 churches and
mission stations in the British colonies.
The official returns of the Baptist churches
in Great Britain, as furnished to the offi-
cial handbook for 1906, give a total mem-
bership of 426.563. as compared with 394,-
811 in the previous year. This is a net
gain of 31,752, The average yearly in-
crease for the last decade was less than
6.000, so that the gain for this year is far
above the average.

The yecarly returns of
divisions of \Wesleyan Methodists show
that the membership, including those on
probation, has this year reached through-
out the world ncarly eight millions, the
exact returns being 7,959,549.

In Great Britain and Ireland there are
18.385 Methodist places of worship, with
954,204 members, and 1,803,434 scholars.
The statistics of the Presbyterian churches
in England show 350 places of worship, as
compared with 271 when the synod was
first constituted in 1876. In the same
period the membership has increased from
51,013 to 83,113.

been ap-
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THIX BEGINNINGS OF STAGE CAREERS,

on it. His rfather, George R. Edeson. who
died while comedian and stage manager of
the Philadelphia Girard Avenue stock, in
1899. was so convinced that the actor's
calling UbLrought principally heartsickness
and disappointment that he used every
means to dissuade his son from taking
up with it

As a sort of compromise,
Robert finished school (he was born in
New Orleans. and the tamily now lived
in Brooklyn) he went into the front of
the house and obtained a position with
Colonel Sinn as guardian of the box-office
at the Park Theater.

It was just nineteen years ago that Cora
Tanner was booked to appear there in
a new play, " Fascination.” The first per-
formance was set down for Monday night,
and at a rehearsal on the l'riday previous
the player of a minor part failed to show
up. He sent word that he was ill.

Colonel Sinn strolled into the box-office
where young ILEdeson was (rying to bal-
ance his accounts, and began to bemoan
the ill luck of the thing. 7To a fellow en-
gaged in the task of adding figures this
running accompaniment of self-commis-
eration was not conducive to accuracy in
the totals. So. finally. Edeson turned on
his employer with the exclamation:

when young

**Look here, ('nlonel Sinn. if yvou will
kcep quiet and allow me o straighten
out this account in peace. I'll play that
part next Monday myself.”

Dazed into silence hy this daring propo-
sition, his employer remained speechless
long enough’to permit IZdeson to complete
his task. Taking his coat and hat, he was
in the act of leaving the box-office when
Colonel Sinn called after him:

*“ Young man. I'll bet you one hundred
dollars you can't make good on that bluff.”

“I'll go you.” was Edeson's reply. * Get
me a substitute here and give me the part.”

Concerning the outcome. [Edeson himself
has since observed:

1 remember very little of that first per-
formance. However, 1 believe 1 was not
offensive and thevefore was allowed to
play the week out. The following season.
not being able to come to terms with Colo-
nel Sinn, I determined to wadopt the stage
as a profession and was fortunate enough
to secure the Jjuvenile part in a small
company playing Daly's A Night Off.’
Then came ' The Dark Secret.” in which the
villains and mysclf were the onty members
of the company allowed to go unwashed
In the tank.”

A few seasons later he was with Charles
Dickson in ‘“Incog,” which came to be
called in the profession *“the matri-
monial play,” as no less than four couples

met their affinities while acting therein,
viz: Charles Dickson and Lillian Burk-
hardt, Louis Mann and Clara Lipman,

Harry Davenport and Phyllis Rankin, and
Mr. Edeson and Ellen Burg.

Ten years ago Mr. Edeson was in the
Empire stock. understudy to Willilam Fav-

ersham, and making a particularly good
impression when he played the latter's

part in *“ Under the Red Robe " which ran
so0 far into the spring that the leaders in
the cast became tired out and left their
parts to the next in line. Ila (Conguest
falling heir to Viola Allen's Rénee.

The aftermath of the Spanish-Am-rican
war nearly lost Edeson to the stage. as
for a time he seriously thought of guing
to Porto Rico as the agent for a house sell-
ing sporting goods. Luckily he changed
his mind and accepted a position as lead-
ing man in the splendid cast Amelia EBing-
ham collected for * The Climbers.”

This play. in the esiimation of =ome
critics, made Mr. Edeson. and in the winter
of 1902 he became a star on his own ac-
count. with Augustus Thomas' dramatiza-
tion of Richard Harding Davis' " Soldiers
of Fortune ” as the vehicle.

BREESE EMULATED ANANIAS.

Former Farm Boy and Swimming Instruc-
tor Told a Weird Yarn About Francis
Wilson to Get Behind Footlights.

S().\IE very unusual experiences form the
foundation stones upon which rests
the stage career of Edmund Breese.
who has become \widely known for his
work as the Lion (a multimillionaire sup-
poxed to typify Rockefeller) in the season's
success, " The Lion and the Mouse.”

Breese was a Brooklyn boy., with no
tinge of the theater in any of his forebears
or surroundings. Before he reached his
teens the members of his family were in
the habit of making frequent trips to At-
lantic City. via Philadelphia, where they
had relatives. who now and then took
yvoung Edmund to the play.

On one of these journeys the by
chainced to spy a notice outside the [Clev-
enth Street Opera House, where the Carn-
cross Minstrels were holding forth. This
announced that a number of boys were
wanted for a certain production about to

be made. Instantly young Breexe wus fired
with the determination (o apply tor a
Jjob,

Presenting himself at the box-ofiice he
made Kknown his desires. A man i
looked him over and said he thouyg
would do. and told him to present himself
on a certain day in the following week.
Breese returned home to Brooklyn all
aglow with anticipation. informed his
mother of his good luck. and—well. was
made very clearly to realize that sihonl
and home and the keeping of early hours
were for his.

It was some little time after this stirring
of the Thespian bug in his blood that he
received another inoculation—also in the
City of Brotherly Love. He saw Dore
Davidson in a performance of * Dr. Jekyll
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and Mr. Hyde,” and the characterization
made such an impression on him that after
he reached home, he took the first oppor-
tunity of showing his mother a duplication
of it.

Becomes a Farm Boy.

At first she listened with the complaisant
toleration of a parent anxious to appear
interested in a child's enthusiasms, but
presently young Breese became aware that
she was following his depiction with ab-
sorbed attention.

*I really must have it in me to do some-
thing in the acting line,” the boy told him-
self.

But soon after this a big change in his
life occurred. He left Brooklyn and went
West to study—what do you suppose?
Nothing short of farming. It was decided
that he should learn to become a tiller of
the soil, although he had been born and
brought up in a city.

At twenty dollars a month, then, he
started in to milk the cows, do the chores
and make himself generally useful about
the place. But it did not take him long
to discover that for a young fellow of eigh-
teen, the prospccts in such a life were not
very illuminating.

Finally he decided to give it up and he
went to Kansas City, where he had a friend
who obtained for him a post as bookkeeper
in a mercantile establishment. He con-
tinued in this environment for several
months, but one day he awoke to the fact
that the more satisfactory he proved him-
self as a bookkeeper, the more likelihood
there was that he would never rise to any-
thing higher.

At this time he had twenty-one dollars
in the bank. but it availed him little, as
the bank failed. With what he had in his
clothes, he set out for St. Louis, where he
hadn't a friend. determined to find out if
fate could not do something for him in a
city <o big as that.

Made a Swimming Instructor.

He was walking about the streets on his
arrival, his hands in his almost empty
pockets, wondering if anything would turn
up for him or whether he was expected
to set to work and turn it, when his eyes
were attracted by a gaudy advertising
wagon., emblazoned on both sides with the
announcement of a new swimming school.
The sight set a train of possibilitics stir-
ring in the youth's mind. He was a swim-
mer and a good one; he hadn’'t neglected
his opportunities in having been reared
so close to Coney's isle.

Noting the address of the swimming
school, he hunted out the place, obtained
an interview with the manager, and set
forth his own accomplishments with such
success that he was forthwith engaged as
one of the swimming-masters at a salary
of four dollars a week. This was afterward
increased to seven. and when one day he
saved the life of a man who was drowning
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in the pool, he was raised to the munificent
wage of ten dollars a week.

But now, in a city atmosphere again, the
bug of acting began to stir within him once
more. The sight of the billboards and of
the theaters themselves, reawakened the
old craving to strut behind the footlights.
One day, in poring over the columns of
the papers devoted to amusements, he
came across the advertisement of one Lil-
lian Graves, who desired a comedian to
join the Wild Rose Company at Eureka
Springs, Arkansas.

Breese determined to apply for the post,
but as the advertisement requested that
all applicants should state salary expected,
he was stumped to know at what figure
to rate his services, having, of course, no
criterion by which to gage them. He
consulted a friend in the swimming school,
who advised him to ask fifteen a week, and
then come down to ten, if they kicked.

So Breese sat down and proceeded to
concoct a letter which should have recom-
mended him as a novelist, whatever might
have been its merits as an application
for a theatrical job. For fiction played
the biggest part in its composition. He
boldly stated (in reply to the ad's request
for information as to experience) that he
had been with Francis Wilson, with whom
he had played important roéles, and he
hoped that Miss Graves would consent to
give him a trial.

Imagine the elation of the youth when
back came the answer that he was en-

gaged. He was directed to report in Eu-
reka Springs. at once. Arrived there, he
discovered that his mention of Francis

Wilson had filled his new employers with
awe. He had been billed to play the
leading roéle in “ 2Ny Awful Dad” and
everything in the outfit was supposed to
revolve about him.

A reporter from the local paper waited
upon him soon after his arrival, eager to
interview a man who had consented to
appear with so humble an organization as

the TWild Rose after having played with
Francis Wilson.
How He “ Left Wilson.”
“\Why, Mr. Breese,” asked the young

scribe, " did you come to leave Wilson?"

This was a poser for the Munchaussen
who had never even been with the man
whom * Erminie ” had made famous.

‘“Well, you see it was this way,” re-
plied Breese, speaking slowly, so as to
gain time to think. *“ There was a man
named Plunkett in the company. He be-
came a good friend of mine. He came
to me one day and said. ‘Breese, I want
to warn you. You know you made a hit
with the public and Wilson doesn't like
it. In short, he is jealous, and is apt to
make things very uncomfortable for you
at a time when you are least prepared for
it So I decided it was better for me to
quit when I saw my way clear to make
connections elsewhere.”
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‘The Eureka Springs’ reporter was duly
impressed and went away to write up an
article in which merit sidetracked through
envy was the keynote. Meantime, Breese,
who knew absolutely nothing about make-
up, was tHoundering through his prepara-
tions for the evening, in which the learn-
ing of hisx lines was not the least of his
troubles.

How he tfinally managed to ‘''tix his
face™ he has no clear recollection. The
one thing that stands out in his memory
is a period midway in one of the early
acts when he became conscious that he
was absolutely ignorant of what he had
either to say or do next.

In this emergency he suddenly remem-
bered that he had been told that he, as the
leading man, was to address the audience
during the evening and tell them what the
program was to be for the remainder of
the week, as was the custom in repertoire
companies. So what did he do, but step
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out of his character then and there, and,
walking up to the footlights, start to ap-
prise the spectators of what they would
see if they c¢ame to the “opera house”
during the other nights of the Wild Rose
troupe’s engagement.

As it happened. there was no second
performance, and Breese has now no ink-
ling of how that unhappy first one was ever
brought to a conclusion. He does know,
however. that he never received any pay
for his services, that the company went
smash then and there, and that the hotel
held his trunk for board.

By good luck he met a friend in the town
who took him to his home to sta) until
he secured connection with another man-
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agement. and bhegan a legitimate career
which brought him. by way of Danglas
and Nortier in * Monte Cristo” with

O'Neill, on through the Indian and the
football trainer in * Strongheart.” to .Jef-
ferson Ruder in ** The Lion and the Mouse.”

WHEN THACKERAY WENT ON STRIKE.

In a Letter Wiritten to a Magazine Publisher, the Famous Novelist Demanded as Good
Pay as That of the “Monthly Nurse.”

HERE are authors’ clubs and authors’
societies in nearly every national
literary center in the world, but up to
the present time the trade of authorship
has not been formally affiliated with trade
unionism. For this reason, authors are
compelled to maike their demands indi-
vidually.

This was the situation that confronted
William Makepeace Thackeray at a time
when that eminent novelist suddenly con-
ceived the idea that his labors should
yield to him a more satisfactory finan-
cial return. The result was he went on
strike, as may be seen by the following
letter which he wrote to James Fraser,
the proprietor of Fraser's Magazine:

BotruLoGNE., Monday, February.

MY DEAR FRASER:

1 have seen the doctor. who has given
me commands about the hundredth num-
ber. I shall send him my share fromn Paris
in a day or two, and hope I shall do a good
deal in the diligence to-morrow. He re-
iterates his determination to write month-
ly for you and deliver over the proceeds
to me. Will you, therefore, have the
goodness to give the bearer a check (in
my wife’'s name) for the amount of his
contributions for the last two months?
Mrs. Thackeray will give you a receipt
for the same. You have already Maginn’s
authority.

Now comes another and

not a very

pleasant point on which I must speak. I
hereby give notice that I shall strike for
wages. You pay more to others. I find,
than to me, and so I intend to make some
fresh conditions about Yellowplush. I
shall write no more of that gentleman's
remarks except at the rate of twelve
guineas a sheet and with a drawing for
each number in which his story appears—
the drawing two guineas.

Pray do not be angry at this decision on

my part: it is simply a bargain which it
is my duty to make. Bad as he is, Mr.
Yellowplush is the most popular con-

tributor to yvour magazine. and ought to be
paid accordingly: if he does not deserve
more than the Monthly Nurse or the Blue
Friars, I am a Dutchman. I have bec¢n at
work upon his adventures to-day. and will
=¢nd them to you or not. as you like: but
in common regard for myself I won't work
under prices.

Well, T dare say you will be very indig-
nant, and swear I am the most mercenary
of individuals. Not so. But I am a bet-
ter workman than most of your crew. and
desire a better price. You must not, I re-
peat, be angry or, because we differ as
tradesmen, break off our connection as
friends.

Believe me that, whether I write for
vou or not. 1 shall always be glad of
your friendship, and anxious to have your
good opinion. I am. ever. my dear Fraser
tindependent of { = d.). very truly
yours,

W. M. THACKERAT.










































A CASE OF ACCIDENTT.

Quinn  held Dback his breath and
clinched his teeth. They picked him
up somehow and bore him up the bank.

They staggered and stumbled among
the loose stones, the younger man leading
with the lantern in his teeth. They found
a path through the bushes, climbed an
almost perpendicular piece of embank-
ment. and then came out on level ground
above. They tramped on steadily.

Quinn became aware soon that he had
entered a house. He felt the jar of the
wood floor, lights seemed to hasten about.
and he heard quick, anxious voices and
the hurrying feet of women. Then he
was laid down, and he promptly swooned.

When next he opened his eves he was
in bed. undressed, his whole body swathed
in hot. wet cloths, and a small, bright-
eyed old woman with very white hair was
cajoling him back to life with ministra-
tions of her hands and—some whisky.

*“ Don’t say nuthin'! © said the little old
woman as he opened his eyes. / know.”

Quinn took a spoonful of something
that she gave him, and closed his eyes.

But at the sound of her voice a younger
woman came stepping into the room. She
stopped short half-way to the bed.

“Cyn'thy Ann,” said rthe little old
woman, "o away.”

“Law, granny,” coaxed the other wom-
an. coming close and placing her hand
on the little old woman's shoulder, "1
want ve should go to bed now. You heen
up the hull blessed night. T can take
care of him now, an' the doctor’ll be yere
directly. Go to my room, I want ye
should, an' get some rest.”

By this Quinn vaguely surmised that
he was in the little old woman’'s room.
He was too weak to think about it, but
it seemed a very barren room, as revealed
by the flare of the kerosene lamp; and
the bed was extremely hard.

“Don't talk so,” said the
woman.  ‘I'm goin' to stay
This is where / belong.”

“I'm younger'n what you air.” protested

little old
right vere.

the other woman. I ain't got nuthin’
for to do.”

* Yes. you hev.” said the little old wom-
an.  Make some tea! That's what you

can do, Cyn'thy Ann.”

* Shucks! ” said the other woman.
she withdrew.

“ Bed! " said the little old woman as
she gently smoothed the pillow. *1 know
my place.” And Quinn, as far as he was
conscious., was rather glad that she did.

The doctor came after a while—when
he could. He and other doctors, and
many who were not doctors but ought to
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have been, were rather busy that night.
The Belle had a number of victimis and
the river had carefully distributed them.

The doctor looked at his patient with
a prolonged stare. Quinn had passed into
a kind of stupor. Then he scrutinized
with a swift glance the face of the elder
Weakling. who had come to the bedside
to asgsist him. The doctor set about his
work with a very peculiar expression.

There was much too little to do. 1l
he back at daylight.” said the doctor at
last. " Keep him as easy as you can.”
He stood ready to leave the sick-room
when he suddenly fixed sharp ev:s on
the face of the Weakling. He lail his
finzer on his arm.

“John Hopkins.” <aid the doctor. in
low. cool tones. " do you know who's go-
ing to die under yvour roof? ™

The \Weakling’s face expressed only
blankness. and some added distress at
the word - die.”

Said the doctor:  That's "Dolphus C.

Quinn Jlimself!

The little old woman and her duuchter-
in-law were in the next room. wairing to
assail him as he came out.

" He's pretty—had,” said tle® doctor.
He paused a moment to put a cigar into
his mouth, and went to a shelf for a
match, which he scratched on the kitchen
stove. When I'm busy.” he remurked,
1 smoke.”

“.Jim Peters.” said the little old woman,
“do yon consider yourself fittin® in pass
indgment on my patients?

*“1 don’t,” said the doctor. * You cure
by witcheraft.  But he's bad. Do what
vou can for him,” he said. looking at her
queerly.

He reached the door and then turncd
back. " Coming out. Johnnie? ™ he asked
of the younger \Weakling—who thereupon
shambled after him.

“lLook here.” said the doctor on the
outside. " This man’'s people must be
notified—and evervbody else. That's
‘Dolphus C. Quinn you've got in there,
and he's going to die.” The doctor spoke
quickly, and the Weakling gasped.

“I'd jump on a horse, if I were v, and
ride to the nearest telegraph office.
You won't need any address.” he added
as the young man started to say some-
thing. * That’ll be the operator’s bus-
iness. If he don't Lknow ‘Dolphus C.
Quinn’s address he’ll lose his job. There's
news for the world to-night "—the doctor
smiled shortly—" but I haven't time to
deliver it.

“ Tell the operator,” he went on, as the
Weakling still seemed inclined to inter-
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pose, “if he doesn't know what else to
do, to notify a newspaper office. They'll
'tend to it and be glad of the chance.”

The doctor moved to his horse and
swung up into the saddle. He was a
country doctor, and was having the most
strenuous night of his life.

* But he hain't dead yit,” said the un-
satisfied Wealkling.

**He will be. Don't worry.” The doc-
tor clucked to his horse. ‘It's a question
of hours.” He added: " I'll be back at

daylight,” and was off into the night.

In the kitchen pain, consternation, and
distress sat on the faces of the elder
Wealkling and his wife. The little old
woman had returned to the bedside of
her patient.

“1 'low it best not tell her,” said the
man.

**She’ll find it out,” said the woman,
‘“then it'll be worse yet.”

Then came the little old woman with
a glass in her hand to get water. They
looked at her guiltily. The little old
woman peered at them quickly, and then
set down her glass.

‘“What's the matter of you,
Hopkins? " she demanded.

“Why, mammy, it's this a-way,” said
the man—he was visibly embarrassed—
‘that man—he—he That hain’t no
else'n 'Dolphus C. Quinn. That's who it
is”

“Jim Peters, he told
little old woman. ' But
nodded her head solemnly.
minit I set down by him.
from the picters.”

They watched her intently.

“It's a jedgment on me—that’'s what
it is,” said the little old woman. *1I said
I hated him. I told everybody I hated
him. I stuck to it I hated him. Him
gettin' soldiers to shoot down my son
that had worked an' slaved twenty year
in the mines for him! Well!
The little old woman paused. * Don't pou
never hate nobody,” she told them, and
then picked up the glass and got the water
she had come for. The man and woman
stood merely looking in each other's faces.

The doctor kept his promise. He came
again at daybrealk, but not to remain. He
looked at the millionaire critically, gave
him some medicine, patted the little old
woman on the shoulder. and then went
away.

‘“Four dead in that little smash,” he in-
formed the Weakling, who was trying to
eat Dbreakfast. The doctor was mainly
human, but he naturally leaned toward
his profession.

Johnnie

vou,” said the
it's so.”” She
*“ I knew him
I knew him
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Dawn streaked in at the window. The
little old woman extinguished the lamp
and raised the curtain a little.

In about an hour, almost with a start,
Quinn came out of his stupor. The pain,
except for a heavy strangeness in his
head, seemed to have left him.

But he knew! The daylight was not for
him. A dark shadow, hanging in the cor-
ner of the ceiling, was getting ready to
fall and cover him. He looked at it com-
prehendingly. He knew he was to die,
and he did not in the least object, but was
still a little interested. ' It seems—odd,”
he whispered.

The little old woman stirred in her
chair. Their eyes met, and Quinn re-
garded her steadily. Something about her
moved him and he smiled, at the same
time wondering why he did so.

He was not in the habit of smiling at
old women, but rather of considering
them scientifically—with one eye on the
poorhouse.

The little old woman did exactly the
right thing. She took his hand. “I'm
going to die,” Quinn whispered affably.

“You air not!” said the little old wom-

an. She spoke fiercely, almost tearfully.
Quinn studied her, marveling. How lit-
tle, how weal, but how valiant! For hers

had been the struggle—the battle. He
realized that. He himself had given up
—1lay vanquished, willing—Dbut she refused
to permit it. Why?

*Do you know who I am?”
faintly.

The little old woman thought merely
that he wished honorably o renounce all
claim to her sympathy by proclaiming
himself the murderer of her son. She did
not realize that he had probably never
heard of her son in all his life.

“You're a gywod man!” she answered
unhesitatingly and finally.

Quinn marveled anew. * Good!"” Be-
cause he was dying she accused him of
being good.

Still, he did not regard it as particularly
distasteful, and it was another evidence
of her bravery. She was determined to
do her best for him. He saw that, after
all, he had come to the right place to
die. But what had he done to deserve it?

He thought of the Wealkling. This was
the Weakling's mother, probably. He be-
came possessed of a desire to see him.

The Weakling came, he and his wife
and son. He came into the room—as
gaunt, as ineffectual as ever. He ex-
pressed a queer mixture of servility and
compassion as he uncouthly approached
the bedside.

he asked



A CASE OF ACCIDENT.

*1 gave you—your trouble for nothing,”
whispered the millionaire with a sort of
grim tightening to his features. " I'm
going to die.”

“You ain't!” sobbed the
woman. She took his hand
firmly.

The Weakling had nothing to say. He
opened his mouth, but shut it again, and
stood there awkwardly. But the pity in
his eyes was very real, and the man of
force and character, striving to look up
at him quizzically between his gasps, felt
himeself giving way before it.

little old
and held it
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The law of supply and demand seemed
bardly relevant. He sighed briefly. closed
his eves and opened-them again.

* Shake—hands! " he said.

How quickly the man changed'! It was
the acknowledgment. He Dbent beside his
brother and took the weakening hand in
his.

“I'm sorry, cap'! " he said, love and pity
shining in his eyes.

And Adolphus C. Quinn nad discovered
his relationship to his fellow man. But
it came a trifle late, and he died a pen-
sioner.

THE WORLD'S MOST NOTED ERAS.

Dates of the Beginnings of Several Higtorical Periods That Take Their Names from
Individuals, Nations and Religions.

'‘EW words in the English languag:
mean at once so much and so little
as the word "era.” It is applied now
to almost everything under the sun
that is capable of being developed. Thus
we hear of the "era of electricity,” the
“era of labor unionism,” the " era of the
automobile,” the *“era of the subway.”
and the “era of the skyscraper.”
Properly speaking. however, the era de-
notes a historical period, and of these
the following are the more important:

The era of Abraham October 1,
B. C. 2016.

The era of Augustus beguan in
of Rome 727. twenty-seven yecars
the Christian era.

The era of Tyre began B. C.125.in the
year of Rome 628, and in the 186th of the
Seleucida or Grecian era.

The era of Antioch fixed the creation
B. C. 5492, After 235, however. it coincided
with the Alexandrian era.

The era of the Hegira datex from the
fiight of Mohammed from Mecca to Me-
dina on the 1ith or 16th of July, A. D. 622,

The Chinese era begins B. (. 2277, hut
since the year 163 B. C. Chinesc writers
have dated the year from the accession of
the reigning emperor.

‘The Cesarean era of Antioch was insti-
tuted in conseguence of the victory of
Pharsalia, gained by Julius Cesar in the
year of Rome 706 and B. C. 48.

The era of Nabonnassar began Febru-
ary 26, B.C. 747. It lasted until the death
of Alexander the Great, and was brought
down to the reign of Antoninus Pius.

The Hindu era is guite complicated and
its elucidation has given rise to much con-
troversy. The current era—the fourth of
the world’'s existence, the Kal Yug—began
B. C. 3101.

The French Republic era hegan Septem-

began

the year
before

her 22, 1792, The republican calendar was
tirst used on the 26th of November. 1793,
and was discontinued December 31. 1805,
when the Ceorgian was resumed.

The Persian era began on the accession
of King Yezdegird to the throne ot Per-
xjia. June 16, A. D. 632. The Persian year
was ‘readjusted in AL D. 1075, and the sys-
tem continues to the present time.

The Jewish era was adopted in the ff-
teenth century. ‘The Jews date from the
creation of the world, which they consider
to have taken place 3760 years and three
months before the commencement of the
Christian cra.

The Alexandrian era of the creation of
the world was fixed at 5502 years betore
C‘hrist. so that A.D. 1 corresponds with
the Alexandrian year of the creation 3503.
This computation was continued until the
yvear A.D. 284, but in A.D. 285 t=u years
were subtracted.

The era of Spain began at the conguest
of that country by Augustus, B. C. 33, It
wuas adopted in Portugal. Africa, and the
southern provincex of France. [{ was
abolished in Catalonia in 1180; in Aragon,
1350; in Valencia, 1358, and in Castile in
1343, but it prevailed in Portugal (s late
as 1415 or 1422,

The Grecian era commences in tixe vear
ol Rome 442, twelve years after the death of
Alexander, B, . 311. This era is still in use
among almost all the people of the Levant.
The Jews, when they became subject to
the kings of Syria. adopted it, and did not
abandon it for the one now used by them
until within the last four hundred vears.

The era of Constantinople, which was
adopted in that city before the middle of
the seventh century. likewise commences
with the creation of the world. which is
assigned to B. C. 5508. The Russians fol-
lowed this calculation until the reign of
Peter the Great, having received it from
the Greek Church, by which it is still used.
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himself abhoard the
But

guard, ready to hurl
other boat at the fauvorable moment.
the moment did not come then.

The Kilby was responding swiftly to the
roaring fire caused by the turpentine. She
lurched ahead amid shouts of derision from
her passengers and groans of despair from
the Memphis.

The St. Louis trader said there was a lot
of butter aboard and. as the “sides’” were
almost gone, suggested that the tubs be
broken open and the butter thrown on the
fires. This wanton waste might have been
carried out had not an accident that, for
a time., promised direful things, happened
aboard the Kilby.

In carrying the dripping wood to the fur-
nace the track became saturaicd with tur-
pentine which, in some manner, caught
fire. Like a flash, exultation gave place to
dismay.

All hands fell to in the endeavor to ex-
tinguish the flames bhefore they should
reach the barrel of turpentine. At this
critical moment, the “crankiness' of the
Kilby manifested itself in a most pecculiar
manner.

When probably a length ahead of the
side-wheeler, she ‘“tnook a sheer” and ran
squarely across the bow of the big boat.
The pilot of the Kilby saw there was no use
trying to pull the boat back. To scop her
was to let the side-wheeler run her down;
so he simply pulied the wheel hard down,
and the little stern-wheeler actually ran
clear around the Memphis, coming up
abreast on the starboard s«ide and grinding
against the guard.

The big side-wheeler shivered under the
impact, and Neil and Ralph, who were
standing close together, were almost
thrown from their feet. But the moment
had come for which they had been waiting.

“Now’s the time!" shouted Ralph.
“Jump, Preston!”

Simultaneously with the words, Ra.>h
hurled himself to the deck of the Kilby.
The boats were again drawing apart as Ncil
made his leap, yet he made it successfully.

Hamilton, from the deck of the Memphis,
saw Ralph rush at Pringle; and then the
smole from the burning timbers of the boat
rolled heavily over the scene and blotted
it from his eyes.

CHAPTER XIX.
A Startling Disclosure.

PaxpeMoxtvM reigned on the Kilby. Had
it not heen for the clear heads of captain
and crew, a terrible catastrophe would have
resulted.

The barrel of turpentine was rolled into
the river, and while the flames were being
fought the pilot headed for the landing at
New Carthage.

During this exciting tilne not much at-
tention was paid to Ralph and Neil. Ralph
had rushed at Pringle, and the latter had
tried to fling something over the side of
the boat.
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Meil cauzht the obhject out of his hand
and found it to be a long envelope. This
he thrust into his pocket and then gave his
assistance to Ralph.

Pringle fought with desperation. Again
and again he attempted to pull a revolver
from his coat, but the struggle was at such
close quarters he found it impossible.

Naturally he could not hope to win with
both Neil and Ralph against him, and when
his strength was all but gone he sur-
rendered. A rope was found, and the cap-
tive's hands were bound at his back, and he
was disarmed.

By then the Kilby was lying at the New
Carthage wharf. the tlames had been ex-
tinguished. and the more collected of the
passengers were doing their utmost to re-
assure the others. The Memphis followed
the Kilby to the landing and some of her
deckhands were sent over to see if they
could be of any assistance.

Neil and Ralph took Pringle ashore, and
Mr. Hamilton mct them on the wharf. The
broker's relief was too profound to find ex-
pression in words.

*“You are well out of a serious predica-
ment,” said he, “and the captain of the
Kilby has been taught a lesson which he
will not soon forget. Of course we want to
get back down the river as soon as we can,
but I think we arc entitled to a little rest
and refreshment. We will go to the hotel
here and return to Belle Marie to-morrow.”

“You’'ve no right to take me with you,”
demurred Pringle. ‘““What have I done to
be treated like this?”

" You shot Joyce,” said Mr. Hamilton.

“Did I kill him? "

**He was alive when we left the planta-
tion."”

* I did it in self-defense. If I hadn't shot
him he’d have done for me.”

“ You will have an opportunity to explain
that all in good time. At present, however,
it will be well for you to come with us and
not attempt to make any trouble.”

Mr. Hamilton led the way into the town,
Xvil and Ralph following with Pringle be-
tween them.

“You've got a package of papers belong-
ing to me,” said Pringle to Neil, “and I
want it.”

*If vou are entitled to the package,”
said Neil, “I'll give it to you after we reach
the hotel. If I am not mistaken, you were
going to throw the papers over the side of
the boat.”

Pringle did not reply, but took refuge in
a sullen silence. It was dark when they
reached the hotel. and after they had been
served with supper they took Pringle to a
room where they could talk undisturbed.

The prisoner appeared disposed to make
the best of his situation. His hands had
been freed of the rope while he ate his
supper, and it had not been thought neces-
sary to bind them again.

Lighting a cigar, he tilted his chair back
against the wall and awaited the further
pleasure of his captors.
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“Jim was working the river boats with
Joyce, and I told him how young Wetherell
had gone to Louisville to collect in some
money and made a payment of interest and
a little on the principal. Jim allowed he
and Joyce had better get the funds from
Wetherell.

‘““They tried it, but Preston was there and
called their game. Then they knocked
Preston into the river and thought they
would still have everything their way.

“Joyce was a graspin’ villain. He
wanted his share of anything Jim and I
shouid find in the cellar, and said he'd talk
if I didn't come to time. I got on a boat
and went down the river with him, and he
bulldozed me into letting Lhim into the deal
along with Jim.

‘“WWhen we got to Natchez, where we was
to meet Kissane, we saw Preston there,
and I thought Joyce would have a fit. He
didn’t feel safe a minute while Preston was
around, and sent word right down to New
Orleans that Preston had been gambling
with money belonging to the firm he
worked for.

‘“Then Joyce found out that the money
won from YWetherell, and some more be-
longing to Preston, was at Bayou Baptiste,
and that WWetherell and his sister and Pres-
ton were to go after it. That looked like a
favorable time for us to do some work at
Belle Marie, and we laid our plans accord-
ingly.

“I went to the plantation on the same
boat that carried Miss TWetherell, and was
considerably disappointed when she didn't
get off at the wood-landing with her
brother and the nigger. When Joyce and
Kissane came along, that night, I met them
and we made a try for what was left of
WWhitney Wetherell's money, but there
wasn't any left.

“Jim was reasonable, but we couldn’t do
a thing with Joyce. He came to the planta-
tion this morning to get even with me. He
vowed he'd talk, and swore he’d do this,
that and the other, and finally he pulled a
gun. Right there, though, I was too quick
for him.

“ After I shot him, I hid in the woods and
waited for a boat to come along. Didn’t
much care whether it was going up-stream,
or down, just so it would take me out of
the way for a spell. As hard luck would
have it, it was the Kilby, ahead of the
Memphis, and racing with her. that came
along and took me aboard.

“If it hadn’t been for the Kilby. and that
race, I calculate I wouldn't be here now.
And if Joyce had cashed in before he got
a chance to talk. I'd still be afier the plan-
tation, and with a fair chance of gettin’ it.”

Mose Pringle set forth the various details
of his villainy with ill-concealed zest. It
was plain he labored under the delusion
that he had attempted a brilliant cowp, and
had failed only because luck went against
him at the last moment.

“You are a conscienceless wretch,
Pringle.” said Mr. Hamilton. ‘“You de-
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serve severe punishment, and I hope you

will get it.”

I won’t, though,” he grinned, the lids
half closing over his yellowish eyes.
‘ IXverybody knows what Joyce is, and I

can put up a good case of self-defense.
MWhen I get clear, I'll travel the river with
Jim, and we’ll make so much money we
won’t know what to do with it.”

The man who had turned his back on the
cards, and the man who was looking to
them for a career, gazed at each other
fixedly for a few moments.

“ Pringle,” said Neil earnestly, ‘‘ take my
advice and leave gambling alone.”

Pringle laughed cynically.

“ Because you lost your nerve and quit,”
said he, “ that ain't any sign some one else
can’t hang to the cards and win out.”

“It is useless to talk to him., Preston.”
said Mr. Hamilton. ‘ He can’t take to the
cards until the law is done with him on
Jovce's account. If he gets what he de-
serves. he will have plenty of time to
change his mind.”

CHAPTER XX.
Neil Returns to New Orleans.

PRINGLE was taken care of by a local
constable that night. The constable de-
livered him to Hamilton, Neil, and Ralph at
the wharf, next morning, and they caught
a down-river boat.

By a coincidence, the boat happened to be
the Belle of Natchez. There were many
stops en route to Belle Marie and the plan-
tation was not reached until the middle of
the afternoon.

Miss Letty had been on the alert, and
when the whistle sounded for the landing
she and Gaynor hurried down the slope.
They were very anxious to learn whether or
not Pringle had been captured, and were
not kept long in suspense.

The prisoner, walking bhetween Ralph
and Neil, crossed the landing stage to the
wharf, and the girl rushed forward to con-
gratulate her brother. DNMr. Hainilton fol-
lowed the prisoner and his captors ashore,
shook hands with Gaynor and asked about
‘Joyce.

*The doctor toolk him to Rodney,”
otficer replied.

“Will he get well?”

“The doctor thinks his chances are
promising.”

Pringle turned to Hamilton with his old,
leering smile.

“TI'll get out of that all right, see if I
don’t,” said he.

Gaynor volunteered to take Pringle to
Rodney, and Ralph gave orders for Scip to
get out the mules and the wagon. As soon
as they had started the rest repaired to
the house, and Miss Letty was made ac-
quainted with the details of the exciting
chase. Her astonishment equaled Ralph's
when she learned that the money borrowed
from Job Pringle had really been Uncle
Whitney’s.

the
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Napoleon, and George Bryan, famous as
Beau Brummel.

RULERS—United States, Martin Van
Buren; Great Britain, Victoria; France,
Louis Philippe; Spain, Isabella I1, with her
mother, Maria Cristina, as regent; Prus-
sia, Frederick William IV; Russia, Nicholas
I: Austria, Ferdinand; Pope, Gregory XVI.

THE SCRAP BOOK.

POPULATION — Washington, D. C,,
23,364; New York (including boroughs now
forming Greater New York), 391,114; New
York (Manhattan), 312,710; London (Met-
ropolitan District, census 1841), 1,873,676;
London (old city), 125,009; United States,
17,017,723; Great Britain and lreland (cen-
sus of 1841), 27,019,558,

WIT OF THE ANCIENT GREEKS.

A Gamenng of Old Jokes from the Classics Impresses the Reader with the Fact that
Modern Wit Isn’t as New as it Ought to Be.

E moderns find it hard to improve
on the ancients, except in such in-
significant conveniences as speed in trav-
eling. Even our humor is in large part
no more than the retailored mummies of
Roman, Greek, and Egyptian humor—
which means, of course, that those
ancients merely resurrected the jokes of
their own dim ancestors. Humor comes
before speech.
The Greeks had a pretty wit. And how
modern the old Greek jokes do sound!

A truly didactic saying is attributed by
Aelian to the Spartan magistrates. ‘“\When
certain persons from Clazomenz had come
to Sparta and smeared with soot the seats
on which the Spartan magistrates sat dis-
charging public duties; on discovering
what had been done and by whom, they ex-
pressed no indignation, but merely ordered
a proclamation to be made, ‘ Let it be law-
ful for the people of Clazomenz to make
blackguards of themselves.””

A number of apothegms, proverbs, or
sayings of more or less wit occur in the
collected works of Plutarch, although
Schneidewin does not hesitate to attribute
those to some impostor usurping his name.
At any rate, they are handily classified, and
form a bulky addition to Mr. Paley's trans-
lated specimens.

Here is a brief and bright saying which
this writer attaches tn King Archelaus,
when a talkative barber, trimming his
beard, asikecd him, ‘ How shall I cut it?"”

» In silence,” replied the king.

The anecdote recalls one of Charles II's
bragging barbers, who boasted to him he
could cut his majesty’'s throat when he
would—a boast for which he was only dis-
missed; though for a like rash vaunt, ac-
cording to Peter Cunningham, the barber
of Dionysius was crucified.

To return to Plutarch, he tells the fol-
lowing stories, both good in their way, of
Philip of Macedon.

In passing sentence on two rogues, he
ordered one to leave Macedonia with all
spced, and the other to try to catch
him.

No less astute was his query as to a
strong position he wished to occupy, which
was reported by the scouts to be almost im-
pregnable.

“Is there not.” he asked, " even a path-
wiay to it wide enough for an ass laden with
gola?”

Philip, too, according to Plutarch, is en-
titled to the fatherhood of an adage which
retains its ancient fame about *“calling a
spade a spade.”

Another sample of a witty saying from
Plutarch’'s mint is one attributed to The-
mistocles, that his son was the strongest
man in Greece.

*“For,” said he. “the Athenians rule the
Hellenes. I rule the Athenians, your
mother  rules me, and you rule your
mother.”

Others are connected with ornithology,
like the apothegm of one who plucked the
feathers from a nightingale, and, finding it
a very small bird. exclaimed:

‘“ You little wretch, you're
voice! "

And again. the rcepartee of a Laconian to
a man of Sparta who twitted him with
being unable to stand as long as himself
on one leg.

" No! " replied the other, * but my goose
can.”

An ancedote of Strabo gives a vivid
picture of the clashing of a harper's per-
formances with the sounding of a bell for
opening of the fish market. All the au-
dience vanished at once save a little deaf
man.

The harper expressed himself unutter-
ably flattered at his having resisted the
importunity of the bell.

“What! " cried the deat man, ‘“has the
fish bell rung? Then I'm off, too. Good-
by! "

nothing but
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burying party,” or to talk of a *fit of
coffin ", a weeping relative struggling to
conceal his grief may be likened to a
commander of * pricate tears”; throw in
a joke about the phrase of “ funerals
performed,” and a re-hearsel; and wind up
with the anagram rcel-fun, funeral.

I give this instance first, in order to
explain that nothing, however solemn the
subject, is to stand in the way of a pun.

It is allowable, when you have run a
subject dry in English, to hitch in a bit
of any other language which may sound
to your liking. For instance, on a fish-
ing party. You say fishing is out of your
line; yet, if you did not keep « float, you
would deserve a rod; and if anybody
affects to find fault with your joke, ex-
claim: ™ Oh, veus Ubéte!”

There you have line, rod, float, and bait
ready to your hand.

Call two noodles from the city in a punt,
endeavoring to catch small fry, * Fast
Angles”; or, if vou please, observe that
“the punters are losing the fish,” ** catch-
ing nothing but a cold,” or that ‘ the fish
are too deep for them.” Call the Thames
a “tidy " river; but say yvou prefer the Isix
in hot weather.

Personal deformities or constitutional
calamities are always to be laid hold of.
If anybody tells you that a dear friend
has lost his sight, observe that it will
make him more hospitable than ever,
since now he would be glad to sce any-
hody.

If a clergyman breaks his leg, remark
that he is no longer a clergyman, but a
lume man. 1f a poet is seized with apo-
plexy, affect to disbelieve it, although you
know it to be true, in order to say—

Poeta nascitur non fit;
and then, to carry the joke one step fur-
ther, add, “ that it is not a fit subject for
a jest.”

A man falling into a tan-pit you may
call “sinking in the sublime’; a climbing
boy suffocated in a chimney meets with a
sontable death; and a pretty girl having
caught the smallpox is to be much pifted.

On the subject of the ear and its de-
fects, talk first of something in which a
cow sticks, and end Dby telling the story
of the man who, having taken great pains
to explain something to his companion, at
last got in a rage at his apparent stupid-
ity, and exclaimed, “ Why, my dear sir,
don’t you comprehend? The thing is as
plain as A, B, C.” “I dare say it is,” said
the other; “but I am D, E, F.”

It may be as well to give the beginner
something of a notion of the use he may
malke of the most ordinary words, for the

cdrehes as well

THE SCRAP BOOK.

purpose of quibbleism. For instance, in
the way of observation: The loss of a hat
is always felt; if you don't like sugar, you
may lump it; a glazier is a punes-taking
man; candles are burnt Dbecause wick-ed
things always come to light; a lady who
takes you home from a party is kind in
her curriage, and you say *“ Nunc est
ridendum” when yvou step into it; if it
happen to be a chariot, she is a
charitable person; Dbirds-nests and king-
killing are synonymous, because they are
high trees on; a bill for building a bridge
should be sanctioned by the Court of
as the House of Picrs,
when a man is dull, he goes to the seaside
to Brighton; a Cockney lover, when sen-
timental, should live in Heigh Hoburn; the
greatest fibber is the man most to re-lic
upon; a dean expecting a bishopric looks
Jor lawn;: a suicide Kkills pigs, and not
himself: a butcher is a gross man, but a
fig-seller is a wrocer; Joshua never had
a father or mother, because he was the son
of a Nun; your grandmother and great-
grandmother were your aunt's sisters: a
leg of mutton is better than heaven, be-
causce nothing is better than heaven, and
a leg of mutton is better than nothing.

Races are matters of cowrse: an ass
never can be a horse, although he may be
a mayor: the Venerable DBede was the
mother of Pearl; a baker makes bread
when he Iacads it; a doctor cannot be a
doctor all at once, because he comes to it
by degrees: a man hanged at Newgate has
taken a drop too much; the bridle day is
that on which a man leads a woman to
the Thalter. Never mind the aspirate;
punning’'s all fair, as the archbishop said
in the dream.

Puns interrogatory are at times service-
able. You meet a man carrying a hare:
ask him if it is his own Zare, or a wig?—
there you stump him. Why is Parlia-
ment Street like a compendium? Because
it goes to a Wridgye. Why is a man mur-
dering his’ mother in a garret a worthy
person? DBecause he is above committing
a crime. Instances of this kind are in-
numerable; and if you want to render
yvour question particularly pointed, vou
are, after asking it oncc or twice, to say
“D've give it up?”—then favor vyour
friends with the solution.

Puns scientific are effective whenever
a scientific man or men are in company,
because, in the first place, they invariably
hate puns, especially those which are
capable of being twisted into jokes which
have no possible relation to the science
of which the words to be joked upon are
terms; and because, in the next place,
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his younger companion in entering the
house.

This was a strange kidnaping—a deal
stranger, in truth, than when Kirby and
his fellow blacklegs had harried the major
away to the descrted down-town residence
of ‘ Alfred K. James."

Not by word nor look did either Elder
or Carringford intimate that he was in
durance. Carringford paid the cabby, and
then Harcourt hobbled up the steps be-
tween the two gentlemen.

The ankle pained him so greatly that it
took first place in Harcourt’'s mind. He
knew no bodily injury was intended by
his companions, and beyond that he did
not, at the moment, care.

Elder lived as well as Carringford.
These men were not of the middle class;
they were wealthy and evidently traveling
in good society.

They were taking great risks in trying
to restrain Harcourt from doing as he
pleased, or from leaving them when he
wished. It was preposterous to think that
they should try to seclude him against his
will.

And, indeecd, c¢ven did they suspect that
he had becomc doubtful of their honorable
intentions, they seemed undisturbed by the
fact. Nor did they take any precautions
to keep him from seeing other pcople.

Elder called a man servant and with his
help they fairly carried Haicourt up-stairs
and into a room where they laid him upon
a couch.

“TI'll have the doctor here in a jiffy,
clared the fat lawyer, bustling out.

And Harcourt heard him ringing up
somebody on the telephone a moment later.
Carringford hadn't much to say, nor did
Harcourt speak to him. He had a good
excuse for Kkeeping silent, for when the
physician came they had to cut off the
Englishman’s shoe.

It was only a strain, however, and the
professional man made light of it.

“You'll be out as good as new in forty-
eight hours,” he said. * Only you’ll have
to be careful not to turn it again. I'll
give you a brace to wear for a while.
First to reduce the swelling and the fever.”

Now was the time for Harcourt to take
a disinterested person into his confidence,
if he wished to do so. But if the thought
entered his mind it was only a fleeting
idea, to be ridiculed the next instant by
his common sense.

What should he say?

‘“ Doctor, these two gentlemen have de-
signs upon me. They wish to keep me
from sailing for England next Monday, or
otherwise intend to put a ban upon my
frce movements.”

How would that sound?
the doctor think?

Certainly he could not put upon either
Carringford or Elder the onus of his pres-
ent helplessness. He had leaped from the
carriage himself, and the wet roadway had
done the rest.

de-

What would
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It was a far cry to the sailing of the
Quirinal yet. Besides, Harcourt desired
very much to probe deeper into the reasons
for his mix-up with the claimants of the
property of the late Lord Armadone.

He had promised to see that girl again
the next cvening, and he proposed to keep
his promise. Why give these men the ad-
vantage over him of knowing that he dis-
trusted their good intentions?

While they could be made to believe that
lie did not suspect their underhanded work,
did he not have an advantage over them?

They might wonder what he and Irma
Sloan had talked about in the carriage,
and why he had gone with her from Car-
ringford’s house. But hc¢ would not tell
them. He would leave that to the girl,
and he judged her to be a very close-
mouthed person.

He had a measure of her confidence,
and she showed that she had begun to
doubt the disinterestedness of her cousin
and her other advisers.

So the physician made the ankle com-
fortable and departed. Then it was Car-
ringford's turn to go. He =said with a
laugh that it was past time for decent
folk to be abed. Indeed, he grew quite cf-
fusive before he left.

‘“Don’t you be under any worriment of
mind, major,” he said. “TIll bluff those
reporters, and the police can be flxed until
Mr. Elder looks over the case. There is
no need of your giving yourself up until
you have to—especially as you don’t care
to have your name mixed up in the shoot-
ing.”

“You are very kind.” rejoined Harcourt
erimly, thinking the reverse.

Carringford seemed determined to look
at the matter as though young Badger had
been shot with malice prepense.

Mr. Elder sent up his own man to attend
the invalid and Harcourt managed to get
to bed, and slept until past noen. Indeed,
he might have slept longer had he not
felt the presence of somebody in the room,
and found a man bustling silently about,
laying out clean linen and underclothing
for him. .

“Fledgely: " he exclaimed, and actually
this turn of affairs startled the major.

“Yes, sir,”” said the valet quietly. * Mr.
Elder sent down to the boat, sir, and I
was there. I was a bit worried about ye,
sir——""

“I thought you wanted the week to stop
with your folks?"” said Harcourt curious-
ly, and making no mention of having seen
the traitor at Carringford's the night be-
fore.

It didn't seem just
sir. So 1 went back
vou did not come.”

* No,” said Harcourt dryly.
say I have been detained.”

*“I heard of your haccident, sir,”” went
on the valet, playing his part to perfec-
tion. ‘ The doctor will be here soon. Will
you get up, sir? Mr. Elder's butler will

what I expected,
to the ship. And

“I might















WHEN FATE CASTS THE DICE. 725

she cried im-
mean noth-

to be dealt with fairly,”
pulsively. *“ Your warnings
ing.”

“1 tell you frankly, Miss Sloan, you have

been ill-advised. Your friends are not
your friends in the best sense of the
word "

‘“And they tell me the same of you. I—
I have heard that you are engaged to that
other girl, and that, therefore, you will be
a biased witness before the courts.”

The major started angrily, his
flushed, and he drew away from her.

*Will you please tell me who
that?"”

‘““That you are going to
Alice Kent?”

*“That I am a biased witness,” he re-
turned, ignoring the other statement.

“No, no. I am doing enough harm as it
is. I must not set men at each other's
throats. But if—if you love her, you can-
not fail to wish to sce her win.”

“1 cannot fail to wish the right to win.
And you are not in the right, Miss Sloan,”
he declared sternly.

“Why not? My mother was Lord Ar-
madone's first wife. I am his eldest child.”

“True. And in my opinion you should
be provided for. Indeed,” he added, with
hesitation, “I believe if you had gone
about it right some provixion might have
been made for you "

“Stop! ” she cried, anger lighting her
eyes as it had during their former inter-
view. *“You are determined to consider ine
as being after the filthy money which they
tell me should be mine. I already have
money enough. I have plenty. I desirc a
name—a, namec! Do you understand, sir?

“I wish the world to know who I am
by right. I want every breath of scandal
swept from my mother’'s memory. And I
want to know if you, sir, will tell the truth

face
says

marry Lady

when you arc called to the witness-
stand?"”
“You insult me, Miss Sloan, the

Englishman said quietly.

“Insult you!” she cxclaimed. “If you
are honest, and intend to play us fair, it is
no insult. I hear all kinds of stories about
you, and I do not know which to belicve
are true—nor can I trust my own judgment
of your character.

‘“One tells me that you are a cold, un-
chivalrous man—that you deliberately tol-
lowed up a quarrel with a drunken boy at
the Carolus Club, and that in the trouble
he was shot, perhaps to death; another
tells me that you are a brave, high-
minded gentleman "

‘“ At least,” broke in Major Harcourt,
with a sardonic smile, *“if you will not tell
me who gives me the ill-name, say who
the person is who so praises me.”

‘A man I met to-day for the first time
—>Mr. Richard Onslay, the war correspond-
ent.”

‘“ Good fellow, Onslay.
him,” murmured the major.

The door opened behind them, and Har-

I always liked

court heard a quick step on the marble
floor of the conservatory. He turned to see
the angry face of Carringford.

‘““So you two are together again, eh?”
he e¢xclaimed gratingly. *“ 1 wish you luck,
Irma, of all you get out of him.”

“I presume,” said the major, speaking
to the girl, ‘“that this is the gentleman
who, on the other hand, maligned me?”

* Oh, she’s been tattling, has she?” ex-
claimed Carringford.

Harcourt’'s face flushed deeply, and he
swung squarely about and took a limping
step toward the fellow.

‘“Have a care what you say and how you
say it—Dbefore Miss Sloan,” he said, be-
tween his teeth.

‘“ As you have probably found out from
vour man Fledgely, I know your game,
and I have known it for some time. Now,
when Mliss Sloan releases me I shall leave
this house, and I warn you that if you
undertake to interfere with me again, in
any way, you will regret it.”

“Tll talk to you myself a bit, I think,”
snarled Carringford. * You get out, Irma.
This is a man’s job.”

‘“Don't speak so,
*“It—it is not right.”

‘“You don’'t know the kind of a cad he
ix”” returned Carringford.

Harcourt turned himsclf to the girl.

“1 beg of you to retire, Miss Sloan,” he
said gently. ‘“That your cousin evident-
1y has to say to me is not fit for your
ears."”

“I—I will not
she cricd, in fear.

Carringford grabbed her roughly by her
arm. His fingers sank into the tender
fiesh as he dragged her harshly toward
the door.

It was too much for the Englishman’s
self-possession.

‘“You hound, you!"” he muttered, and
his fist caught Carringford under the eye.

The fellow went down with a thud on
the marble floor.

Miss Sloan screamed under her breath.

The door flew open, and the bulky figure
of Elder entered and clashed it to behind
him.

But Harcourt had eyes only for the livid
marks of Carringford's fingers on the girl's
bare arm.

He did not even glance at the half-
stunned brute at his feet.

Larry!"” cried she,

leave you two alone!”

‘“He has hurt you, Miss Sloan?” the
Englishman said, with anxiety.
‘“He has, sir; but he shall never hurt

me again,” was her proud reply, and biting
her lip again to keep back the tears, she
swept from the conservatory and left the
three men alone.

CHAPTER XIX.
A Smuggled Hand.

‘“Tor God's sake, Carry, what have you
done now? " stuttered the attorney, as he
helped the younger man to his fcet. ‘“ Now



726

the fat is in the fire. Will you never be
guided by me? You let me go about so
far, and then you put your foot in it.”

“Shut up!” roarcd Carringford. “It's
gone too far for peaceful measures, I tell
you. I'll have his life, damn him!"—and
he glared at the Englishman, all the hatred
in his nature sparkling in his eyes.

“I like to have a man come out fair and
square and say what he means, don't you
know,” drawled Harcourt. “I know—
always—how to mecct open enmity.”

‘“ Why, bless you, Major Harcourt, we
are not your enemics, exclaimed Elder
soothingly. * We are far from being that.
If Carry was hasty——"

‘“ As for you,” interposed the English-
man, with his glass at his eye¢ and coolly
looking the fat attorney over, *“you are
one of those slimy sort of fellows that I
never could abide. TYour friend there is
merely a cad, by Jove! But you are as
unsafe to handle as a cobra. I would not
trust you for a minute.”

“You misunderstand me!"”
pathetically.

“I know you. I Kknow that you are the
brains of this scheme that has been
hatched up to disgrace a noble family of
England, and to bring sorrow upon two
noble women. Two, mind you! For this
girl here”—with a gesture toward the
door through which Irma had disappeared
—"“is not, I believe, a party to your dirty
plot. You hope to use her as a catspaw.
You wished to bribe or otherwise influence
me to testify in your favor next month.
Or else——"

He stopped and looked over the crin-
ging Carringford and the pale and gasping
lawyer.

“ Tell me, gentlemen, did you really
think you could hold me a prisoner in this
city of New York—that you could kidnap
a man and hold him against his will? You
are a pair of fools.”

‘“Are we?” snarled Carringford, at last
getting his voice again. ‘“Wuait! You'll
see. By God! if you sail in the Quirinal
next Monday you'll be a smarter man than
I think you.”

“That's right! Come out squarely and
say what you mean.” laughed Harcourt,
while Elder tried to stifle his companion's
unwise obscrvations.

“Don’t talk this way—stop it! stop it, I
say! ' groancd the attorney. ‘ You'll ruin
us, Carry!”

cried Elder

“TI'll ruin him!"” roared the other.
‘“IWho shot Ilarry Badger? Answer me
that? "—and he shook his fist in Har-

court's face.
shut up in jail this very night.

“If I cay the word, you'll be
Don't for-

get that, you damn Johnny Bull! I saw it
done! I was the only witness to that
matter, NMajor Bramwell Harcourt. And

”

let me tell you

“Stop! " cried Elder, under his breath.
‘“ Somebody is coming. The parlors are
filling up, Carry. For God's sake take us
up-stairs by the back way, and we can
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talk it over there. Do you want to dis-
grace your mother and Miss Irma?"”

Carringford turned sullenly to another
door, which masked a steep stairway.

“Come this way, dn!"” begged the at-
torney, of Harcourt. ‘“Don’t let us go
through those rooms. They'll all know
som«thing has happened.”

* Lead on,” said the major grimly. “ You
understand it is not safe to fool with me
any further”

“Great heavens! ' groaned the lawyer;
“1 only want to see you out of the house

quictly. The boy is a fool. He has spoiled
everything.”

‘“Has he?"” grunted Carringford from
the top of the stairs.

But he did not turn back, leading his
companions into the very sitting-room
which  Harcourt had first seen on

Tuesday night.
But as the trio entered the apartment,
loud voices rose from the lower hall.
Carringford stared at Elder.

“What can that be?” he muttered.
“YWait; I'll see.”
“Is it time?"” whispered Elder, as the

other passed him. ‘ Are they here yet?"”

“They must be,”” was the rapid reply:
and this aside was unheard by Harcourt.

“You must know, Mr. Elder,” the
Englishman said quietly, *that your
game—whatever it was—is up. You can-
not fool me any longer. I have a good
case of kidnaping against you, for I believe
that I can prove it was by your orders
I was taken to that house the other night
by those blacklegs.

“It is true that I do not fancy being
mixed up in any law case on this side of
the water; but if your young friend puts
any obstacle in my way—regarding this
shooting., for instance—I shall swear out
warrants for your and his arrest. If I am
to be delayed here, I'll make it a costly
affair for you——"

“Pardon me. sir!”
‘“Do you hear that?
has occurred.”

The angry voice nf nld man Badger now
came up from the hall. The attorney was
excited.

“IWait till I see what it is,”” he gasped,
and fled from the room.

Harcourt, believing that some further
trick was being hatched against him,
started to follow him; but Elder was back,
and with Harcourt's own hat and coat, as
well as his own. almost instantly.

“The most unfortunate thing, sir! Do
you hear him?"” Indeed, the roarings of
the angry DBadger had not yet died away.
“ 1t is Harry Badger's father. He is sure
you are here. He demands to see you. He
is a madman. Will you please hurry away,
major? TI'll show you out by the rear door.
If you attempt to go by the front en-
trance he will see you, and there will be a
disgraceful scene.”

“I might as well meet him now as
later,” said the Englishman coldly.

interrupted Elder.
Something certainly


















THE GLORY OF THE CORN.

An Eloquent Appreciation of One of the Greatest Agricultural Staples Produced in the
United States, to Which Richard J. Oglesby, the Famous Old War

Veteran and Governor of llinois, Gave Expression.

HE corn! the corn! the corn! that in
its first beginning and in its growth

has furnished aptest illustration of the
tragic announcement of the chiefest hope
of man. If he die he shall surely
live again. Planted in the friendly
but somber bosom of mother earth, it dies.
Yea, it dies the second death, surrender-
ing up each trace of form and earthly
shape until the outward tide is stopped by
the reacting vital germs which, breaking
all the bonds and cerements of its sad de-
cline, come bounding, laughing into life
and light, the fittest of all the symbols
that make certain promise of the fate of

man. And so it died, and then it lived
gain.
See it—look on its ripening, waving

field. See how it wears a crown, prouder
than monarch ever wore; sometimes
jauntily, and sometimes, after the storm,
the dignified survivors of the tempest
seem to view a field of slaughter and to
pity a fallen foe. And see the pendent
caskets of the cornfield filled with the
wine of life and see the sillken fringes
that set a form for fashion and for art.

And now the evening comes, and some-
thing of a time to rest and listen. The
scudding clouds concecal the half and then
reveal the whole of the moonlit beauty of
the night; and then the gentle winds
make heavenly harmonies on a thousand
thousand harps that hang upon the bor-
ders, and the edges, and the middle of the
field of ripening corn, until my very heart
seems to beat responsive with the rising
and the falling of the long, melodious re-
frain. The melancholy clouds sometimes
make shadows on the field and hide its
aureate wealth; and now they move, and
slowly into sight there comes the golden
glow of promise for an industrious land.

Ayve, the corn, the royal corn, within
whose yellow hearts there is of health and
strength for all the nations. The corn
triumphant! That with the aid of man
hath made victorious procession across
the tufted plain and laid foundation for
the social excellence that is and is to be.
This glorious plant, transmitted by the
alchemy of God, sustains the warrior in
battle, the poet in song, and strengthens
cverywhere the thousand arms that work
the purposes of life.

Oh! that I had the voice of song or skill
to translate into tone the harmonies, and
symphonies, and oratorios that roll across
my soul when, standing, sometimes by
day and sometimes by night, upon the bor-
ders of the verdant sea, I note a world of
promise; and then before onc-half the year
is gone I view its full fruition and see
its heaped gold await the need of man.

Majestic, fruitful, wondrous plant!
Thou greatest among the manifestations
of the wisdom and the love of God that
may be seen in all the fields, or upon
the hillsides, or in the valleys. Glorious
corn that, more than all the sisters of the
field, wears tropic garments. Nor on the
shore of Nilus nor of Ind does Nature
dress her forms more splendidly. My
God! to live again that time, when half
the world was good and the other half un-
known.

And now again the corn! that in its ker-
nel holds the strength that shall (in the
body of the man refreshed) subdue the
forest and compel response from every
stubborn field; or, shining in the eye of
beauty, make blossoms of her cheeks and
jewels of her lips, and thus make for man
the greatest inspiration to well-doing, the
hope of companionship of that sacred,
warm, and well-embodied soul, a woman.

RICHARD J. OGLESBY, from whose lips came this eloquent praise of Indian corn,

was himself a son of the Corn Belt.
July 25, 1824,
continuously until 1869.

He was born in Oldham County, Kentucky,
He was elected governor of lilinois in November, 1864, holding the office
Again, in 1872, he was elected governor.

IFrom 1873 to March

3, 1879, he was a United States senator from Illinois, when he declined reelection. In

November, 18S4, he was once more elected governor, serving four years.

Elkhart, Indiana, April 24, 1899.

He died at

The above speech was delivered before the TFellowship Club in Chicago, Septem-

ber 9, 1892, on the occasion of the Harvest Home Festival.

At the speaker’s table that

night ex-Governor Oglesby sat between Joseph Jefferson and A. Conan Doyle.
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Flageolet, corporal of the Third Battalion
of Paris.! I took my brother's body, and
had the skin removed from his breast. T
vowed that this skin, picerced with three
holes, should eternally cry vengeance
before my cyes. I made it my battle
waistcoat.”

““Ah! " cexclaimed Morgan, with a cer-
tain astonishment, in which, for the first
time, was mingled something akin to ter-
ror—** Ah! then that waistcoat is made of
your brother's skin? And the trousers?”

““Oh! " replied the Vendéan. *the trous-
ers, that's another matter. They are made
of the skin of Claude Flageolet, corporal
of the Third Battalion of Paris.”

At that moment the vuice again called
out, in the same order, tlie names of Mor-
gan, Montbar, Adler. and d’'Assas.

Morgan rushed out of the study, crossed
the dancing-hall from end to end, and
made his way to a little salon on the other
side of the dressing-room. His three
companions, Montbar, Adler, and d'Assas,
were there already. With them was a
yvoung man in the government livery of
a bearer of despatches, namely. a green
and gold coat. His boots were dusty. and
he wore a vizored cap and carried the
despatch-box, the esxsential accouterments
of a cabinet courier.

D’Assas was a man from thirty-five to
thirty-eight years of age, with bushy hair
that was turning gray. and mustaches as
black as ebony. His eyes were of that
wonderful shade of Indian eyes. verging
on maroon. He was formerly a captain
of dragoons, admirably bhuilt for struggle.
whether physical or moral, his muscles
indicating strength, and his face. obsti-
nacy. For the rest. a noble bearing, great
elegance of manners, scented like a dandy.
carrying. either from caprice or luxury. a
bottle of IEnglish smelling-salts. or a sil-
ver-gilt vinaigrette containing the most
subtle perfumes.

Montbar and Adler. whose real
were unknown, like those of d'Assas and
Morgan, were commonly called by the
Company “the inxeparables.” Imagine
Damon and Pythias at twenty-two—one
joyous, loquacious, noisy. the other melan-
choly, silent, dreamy; sharing all things.
dangers, money. one the complement of
the other; cach rushing to all extremes
but forgetting self when in peril to watch
over the other. like the Spartan youths
on the sacred legions—and you will form
an idea of Monthar and Adler.

It is needless to say that all three were
Companions of Jehu. They had been con-
voked, as Morgan suspected. on business
of the Company.

On entering the room. Morgan
straight to the pretended bearer of de-
spatches and shook hands with him. * My
dear Lecoq.” he exclaimed. “tell us why
this costume? "

‘“The deuce!’ retorted the young man.
“If you don't know already. it's your fault
and not mine. If T hadn't been obliged

names

went
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to call you twice you'd know as much as
these gentlemen, and I wouldn’t have to
sing an encore. Well, here's what it is:
simply of the remaining trceasure of the
lerne bears, which General Lecourbe is
sending  to  the citizen First Consul by
order of Ceneral Masséna. .\ tritle, only
@ hundred thousand francs, that they
don’t dare send over the Jura on account
of M. Teysenncet's partizans, who, they
pretend, are likely to seize it: so it will
be sent by Geneva., Bourg, Macon, Dijon,
and Troyes; a much safer way. as they
will find when they try it.”

“Very good! ™

* The treasure should reach Genoa to-
aay, duadi, and leave to-morrow, tridi, by
the diligence from Geneva to Bourg; so
that, by leaving this very night. by the
day after to-morrow, quintidi, you can,
my dear sonsg of Israel, meet the treasure
of messires the bears between Dijon and
Troyes, near Bar-sur-Seine or Chatillon.
\Wwhat say you?”

* By heavens! ™ cried Morgan. “we say
that there scems to be no room for argu-
ment lefr; we say we should never have
permitted ourselves to touch the money
of their highnesses the bears of Berne
so long ax it remained in their coffers;
but as it has changed hands once. I sce
no objection to its doing so a =ccond time,
only how are we to start?”

“The difliculty is foreseen. my children,”
said the courier; *a messenger has been
scent o Troyes. You will leave your post-
chaise at Delbauce; there you will find
four horses all saddled and stuffed with
oats.  You will then calculate your time.
and the day after to-morrow, or rather
to-morrow, for it is past midnight, be-
tween seven and eight in the morning. the
money of Messires DBruin will pass an
anxious quarter of an hour.”

*Shall we change our clothes?" in-
quired d'Assas.

“AWhat for? " replied Morgan. “1I think
we are very presentable as we are. No
diligence could be relieved of unnecessary
weight by better dressed fellows., Let us
take a last glance at the map. transfer
a paté, a cold chicken, and a dozen of
champagne from the supper-room to the
pockets of the coach, arm to the teeth in
the arsenal, wrap ourselves in warm
cloaks, and—clack! postilion! ™

“Yex! " eried Monthar, * that's the idea.”

I should think added DMorgan.
“IWe'll kill the horses if necessary, and
be back at seven in the evening, in time
to show ourselves at the opera.”

*“ That will establish an alibi.” observed
d.Assas.

S0,

“ Precisely,” said Morgan, with hisz im-
perturbable gaiety. ‘“How could men
who applaud Mademoiselle Clotilde and

M. Vestris at eight o'clock in the evening

have been at Bar and Chatillon in the
morning settling accounts with the con-
ductor of a diligence? "

Morgan pulled out one of the two


clotb.es
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the sky beyond Tréfléon and Saint-Nolf;
it was not the rising of the sun, but the
first rays of dawn. A heavy mist rose
from the earth and prevented the eye
from seeing more than fifty feet beyvond
it.

Cadoudal seemed to be expecting news
before risking himself further.

Suddenly, about five hundred paces dis-
tant, the crowing of a cock was heard.
Cadoudal pricked up his ears; his men
looked at each other and laughed.

The cock crowed again, but nearer.

“It is he.” said Cadoudal: "answer him.”

The howling of a dog came from within
three feet of Roland. but so perfectly imi-
tated that the young man. although aware
of what it was. looked about him for the
animal that was uttering such lugubrious
plaints. Almost at the same moment he
saw a man coming rapidly through the
mist, his form growing more and more dis-
tinct as he approached. The newcomer
saw the two horsemen, and went toward
them.

Cadoudal rode forward a few paces. put-
ting his finger to his lips. as if to request
the man to speak low. The latter. there-
fore. did not pause until he was close be-
side his general.

“Well, Fieur-d'épine.”
‘“have we got them? "

‘“Like a mouse in a trap: not one can
reenter Vannes, if you say the word.”

“]I desire nothing better. How many
are there?”

‘“One hundred men. commanded by the
general himself.”

‘“How many wagons?"

‘“ Seventeen.”

“When did they start?"

“ They must be about a mile and three-
quarters from here.”

“ What road have they taken?”

‘“ Grandchamp to Vannes.”

‘“So that, if I deploy from Meucon to
Plescop——"

“ You'll bar the way."

‘“That's all.”

Cadoudal called his four lieutenants,
Chante-en-hiver., Monte-4-l'assaut, Fend-
l'air, and La Giberne. to him, gave cach
of them fifty men, and each with his men
disappeared like shadows in the heavy
mist, giving the well-known hoot as they
vanished. C(Cadoudal was left with a hun-
dred men, Branche-d'Or and Fleur-d'épine.
He returned to Roland.

asked Georges,

“IWell. general.” said the latter, "is
everything satistactory?”

‘“Yes, colonel, rairly so.” replied the
Chouan; “but y»ou can judge for yourself

in half an hour.”

“ Tt will be difficult to judge of anything
in that mist.”

Cadoudal 1dynlk2d about him.

“It will lift in half an hour,” said he.
Then, turning to the man who seemed to
be in charge of the provisions, Cadoudal
added. “ Brise-Bleu. is there anything for
breakfast? "
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Brize-Bleu nodded affirmatively, went
into the wood, and came out dragging after
him a donkey loaded with two baskets. He
spread a cloak on a rise of the ground,
and placed on it a roast chicken, a bit
of cold salt pork, some bread and buck-
wheat cakes. Thix time Brise-Bleu had
provided luxury in the shape of a bottle
of wine and a glass.

Cadoudal motioned Roland to the tab!s
and the improvised repast. The young
man sprang from his horse, throwing the
bridle to a Chouan. Cadoudal likewise.

* Now,” =aid the latter, turning to his
men. ‘“you have half an hour to do as
we do. Those who have not breakfaste:
in half an hour are notified that they must
fight on empty stomachs.”

The invitation seemed equivalent to ai:
order, so promptly and precisely was it
exccuted. Every man pulled from his bag
or his pocket a bit of bread or a buckwheat
cake. and followed the example of his gen-
eral, who had already divided the chicken
between Roland and himself.  As there
was but one glass, both officers shared it.

While they were thus breakfasting, side
by side, like two friends on a hunt, the
sun rose, and. as Cadoudal had predicted,
the mist became less and less dense.

On the road from Grandchamp to Ples-

cop., a line of wagons were now visibie,
the tail of which was still hidden in the
woods. This line was motionless; evidenly

some unforeseen obstacle had stopped it.

In fact, about a quarter of a mile before
the leading wagon they perceived the two
hundred Chouans, under Monte-a-l'assaut,
Chante-en-hiver, Fend-l'air, and Giberne,
barring the way.

The Republicans, inferior in number—
we said that there were but a hundred—
had halted and were awaiting the complete
dispersion of the fog to determine the num-
ber and character of the men they wers
about to meet. DMen and wagons \were
now in a triangle. of which Cadoudal and
his hundred men formed one of the sides.

At sight of this small number of men
thus surrounded by triple forces, and of
the well-known uniform, of which the
color had given its name to the Republican
forces. Roland sprang hastily to his feet.
As for Cadoudal, he remained where he
was, nonchalantly finishing his meal. Of
the hundred men surrounding the generoi,
not one seemed to perceive the spectacls
that was now before their eves: it seemed
almost as if they were waiting for Cadou-
dal's order to look at it.

Roland had only to cast his eyes on the
Repulicans to see that theyv were lost.
Cadoudal watched the various emotion.:
that succecdsd each other on the young
man's face.

* Well.” asked the Chouan, after a mo-
ment's silence, “do you think my dispo-
sitions well taken?™

“You might better say your precautions.
genceral,” replied Roland. with a sarcastic
smile.















THE COMPANIONS OF JEHU.

Roland felt that he must put himself, at
least in simplicity, on a level with the man
with whom he was dealing.

‘“Shall I see you again,
asked, rising.

“I doubt it, sir. Iy operations call me
to the coast near Port-Louis; your duly
recalls you to Luxembourg."”

“What shall I tell the First Consul,
general? "

“\What you have seen, sir. He must
judge between the Abbé& Bernier's diplo-
macy and that of Georges Cadoudal.”

*“ After what I have seen, sir, I doubt if
you ever have need of me.,” said Roland;
‘“but in any case remember that you have
a friend near the Iirst Consul.”

And he held out his hand to Cadoudal.
The royalist took it with the same frank-
ness and freedom he had shown before the
battle.

“Farewell, Monsieur de Jontrevel,”
said he. “I need not ask you to justify
General Hatry. A defeat like that is fully
as glorious as a victory.”

During this time Brise-Bleu's horse had
been led up for the Republican colonel.

He sprang into the saddle.

“ By the by,” said Cadoudal, *“as you go
through La Roche-Bernard., just inquire
what has happened to citizen Thomas Mil-
liere.”

‘“He is dead,” <aid a voice.

Ceceur-de-Roi and his four men, cov-
ered with mud and sweat, had just arrived,
but too late for the battle.

Roland cast a last glance at the battle-
field, sighed, and. waving a last farewecll
to Cadoudal, started at a gallop across
the fields to await, on the road to Vannes.
the wagen-load of wounded and the pris-
oners he was asked to deliver to General
Hatry.

Cadoudal had given a crown of six ecus
to each man.

Roland could not help reflecting that
the gift was made with the money of the
Directory sent to the West by Morgan and
the Companions of Jehu.

general?"” he

CHAPTER XXXIV.
A Proposal of Marriage.

RoLAND's first visit on arriving in Paris
was to the First Consul. He brought him
the twofold news of the pacification of the
Vendée and the increasingly bitter insur-
rection in Brittany.

Bonaparte listened gravely, almost sid-
ly; ardent as he was for foreign war with
its glorious halo, his soul revolted at the
internecine strife which drained the lile-
blood of the nation and rent its bowels.

It was a casc in which, to his thinking.
negotiation should be substituted for war.
But how negotiate with a man like ('a-
doudal?

Bonaparte was not unaware of his own
personal seductions when he chose to ex-
ercise them. He resolved to see Cadoudal,
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and, without saying anything on the sub-
ject to Roland, he intended to make use of
him for the interview when the time came.

In the meantime he wanted to see if
Brune, in whose talent he had great con-
fidence, would be more successful than his
predecessors.

He dismissed Roland. after telling him
of his mother's arrival and her installation
in the little house in the Rue de la Vic-
toire.

Roland found Madame de Montrevel as
happy and as proud as a woman and a
mother could be. Edouard had gonce, the
day before, to the Prytanée Frangais. and
she herself was preparing to return to
Amélie, whose health continued to give
her much anxiety.

As for Sir John, he was not only out of
danger, but almost well again. He was in
Paris, and Roland found him sitting be-
fore an English brealkfast, a thing rarely
seen in those days, drinking large cups of
tea and eating bloody chops.

As soon as the Englishman saw Roland
he gave a cry of joy and run to meet him.
Roland himself had acquired a deep af-
fection for that exceptional nature, where
the noblest qualities of the heart seemed
striving to hide themselves beneath na-
tional eccentricities,

He begged Roland to share the meal,
telling him to order his own breakfast, o
la Frangaise. Ronland accepted. Sir John's
attention in asking him to make a French
breakfast was scarcely noticed by him at
all.

But what Roland did notice was Sir
John's preoccupation of mind. It was evi-
dent that Sir John had something on his
lips which he hesitated to utter. Roland
thought he had better help him.

So. when breakfast was nearly over, Ro-
land, with his usual frankness, which
almost bordered upon brutality at times,
leaned his elbows on the table, settled his
chin in his hands, and said: ‘ Well, my
dear Sir John, you have something to say
to your friend Roland that you don't dare
put into words.”

Sir John started. and, from paie as he
was, turned crimson.

Roland closed his eyes as if to concen-
trate all his attention on what Sir John
was about to say. But the matter was
evidently. from Sir John's point of view,
so extremely difficult to make known, that
at the end of a dozen secoands, finding that

Sir John was still silent, Roland opened
his eyes.

The Englishman was pale again: bul
this time he was paler than before. Ro-
land held out his hand to him.

“Why. he =aid, “1 sce ynu want to

make some compliment about the way you
were treated at the Chateau des Noires-
Fontaines.”

‘“ Precixely, my friend: for the happi-
ness or misery of my life will date from
my sojourn at the chiteau.”

Roland looked fixedly at Sir John.


















