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WIT OF ALL
NATIONS
By Helen Leah Reed

F we haven't the intuition that instantly
recognizes wit and humor, it is vuin to
consult the dictionary as to the difference
between them. We may agree with Licke
and Addison that wit and humor consist in
findling resemblances in unlike ideas to delight
and surprise the hearer, or with the French-
man whu called wit a fusion of smiles and tes
Whatever our detinitions, we Americ:
are ready to appreciate wit and humor, so ready
in fact that we are likely to smile befure the
witticism  has been actually uttered. But
beyond ull other proofs of our own wit is the
fact that our periodical repartee makes up
almost the complete contents of more than
one funny journal acruss the water.

Undoubtedly many of vur own gems are
not wholly indigenous to our own suil.  Old
bulls in new clothes are as mirth-provoking
to a succeeding generation as to that in which
thev originated—provided only that the
clothes are modern and ample.

In a brief space one cannot give examples of
the more elaborate forins of wit, and perhaps
after all repartee displays most clearly the
essence of nativnal w *The boundury of
Sparta s the point of our spears,”” suid Ayesi-
laus, and ut once we feel the spirit of anaent
fireeve.

Although the English press, when it tries 1o

e funny. borrows its jukes from us, this
should not biind us te the fact that there
is such a thing as English humor. In
delicate repartee. for example, 1 am not

sure that the English do not surpuss us.
But really to enjov any of the much—quoted
tons mots. we  should never suspect their
truthfulness, so fur-us the persons to whom
they are attributed are concerneld.

Why should we doubt that Lord
fur exumple, prodigy f a courtier
when as a smadl oy he answered  Queen
Elizabeth’s inquiry as to his age: “Two vears
elder than your majesty's happy reign.”

It is to the evighteenth und nineteenth cen-
turies, however, that we turn fur most of our
gems uf repartee. *

N\ certain physiciun comforted @ woman
(knowing her t e well past thirty) who
compluned that she was near her thirtieth
tarthday. with: " Oh, well do not fret; you'll
get further away from it vvery day.”

Bicon,
W

Tt was Swift who warned u friend who was
extolling the air of uvertaxed Ireland: * Hush!
if they hear you say that, they’ll certainly
tax the air.”’

" Thut pea will never come to perfection,”
remarked @ voung woman walking through
a yarden with Sklney Smuth,

“Then Jet me lead perfection to the pea,”
and he gallantly oifered her his irm.

“Murriage,"” said Smith, “is like a pair of
shears,sn joine] that they cannot be separated,
moving in opposite dircctioms, vet punishing
everything thaut comes hetween them.'

“Churles,”  asked  Colenidge  of  his  old
friendd Lamb, *did vou cver hear me preach? ™

1 never heard you do anything clse,” was
the answer.

“1t's a shume to spoil two good things.” <aid
Chirles Laml, when some one spoke of mining
brandy and wuter.

“Have vou sufhdient confidence to lfend
me a guinea?” usked Dibdim the younger of
Jerrold.

“Oh, ves, ['ve
tasven't the yuinea.

all the

contidence; Lut 1

“| hear you can make u pun on any sul-
' said 4 woman to the irresistible Fox.
one un King."”

“Ring is no subject,”” promptly rephed
the joker.
“1 dJdun't see why that tune haunts me

constantly?"" complained @ dull man who was
always humming.

* Beciuse you are forever murdering it,”
came the quick reply from Foote.

“How can the blind be happy?” asked
some one in the hearing of Charles Matthews,
“* Because they see no reason why not.'

Theodore Hook replied to sume one who
asked him to contribute to & society for the
cunversion of the heathen: *1 have no money,
but bring along yeur heuthen, and 1'll con-
vert him."

“Have you heuard that So-und-So is mar-
ried?" asked some one, speaking of a political
opponent.

“1'm glad to hear it; yet,'’ reflectively, *' he
never really did me any hurm.”

It was Hoek who watched with interest a
friend trying to make a pig out of orange
peel. in imitation of one made by his neighbor
at tuble.  \hen the imitator failed to accom-
phsh this he apologized for his lack of skill und
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LING-BEE

By John Ludlow

The spelling-bee at Robin's Cove!

We boys and girls that night

Were lined up in twe rival rows to wage our verbal fight
And learnedly contest the prize. in our old district school—
A double-eagle every vear from Squire Vanderpool.

Our mas and pas were there clate. and each was sure as sin

(Espe

Iy our doting mas) her prodigy woukd win.

I knew [ stood no show myself, as hooks were not my role
(Bird-nesting was my specialty. my forte a fishing-pole).

And thought, of course, the tournament would dwindle to a draw
Between Darius Appleby and Henrietta Shiaw.

Haunk Withers was the first to fall when * javelin'' pierced him through.

The murderous

aitaghan.” anon, de

patched Llewellyn Drew,

Horatio Smithers could not ¢limb the “eucialyptus’ tree,
Nor Prudence Slocum navigate the ** Mediterrancan’ sea.
Before the horned ' rhinoceros’ Budd Jones inglorious fled

Beneath the Dlowdy ' guillotine’ Jane
“Alvssum” decked Ann Pinkham's grave: Seth Tuttle’s.
Larkins from the
suomnolence”” put Cynthia Kipp and jenkins Dutl to sleep.

" as she sat dovn, made Polly Wilkins weep.

Like Lucifer,
Twas
And “Lwchrymos

Lem

In old "' Euphrates’’

Todd Snilfen left a “*monolith™

>arsons lost her heal.
asjphodel.”

“empyrean’ fell

classic tide Joy Witherbee was drewned.
to mark his early mound.

Elzada Biggs and Bedford Tutt the engulfing ** maelstrom”” caught.
Philander Squires was mangled by the dreadful ** Juggernaut.”

When “*bludgeon ' smote his
As fatal the

apl

< sconce Job Onderdonk went down,
“shilleluh's™ thwack on Abner Cruickshank’s crown.

Their “omelet™ EN Snedeker and Susan Mapes declined.
When Merey Biles withdrew she left her ' succotash ™ hehind.
And grief wuas in her purents’ eves when dolefully they saw

That “fricassee” did not agree with Henrietta St

In vain the * hicroglyphic’

aw.

strange Budora Bulltineh tried.
On bleak Siberia's frozen “'steppes”
Uriah Bumpus seemed to think that **

Jake Smith tuy down and died.
yclops’” had une 1

Paor Hannub Phipps was eaten up by “‘anthropophagi.’
*Euripides’™ was Greck indced to Silas Duddery's ear.

Lobelia Bighed's

“Surcophagus” inwrned the hog

catafuljue’” was her untimely bicr.

of Georgiana Stout,

And left Darius Appleby and me to fight it out.

But short the conflict was and st

arp: with one victorious blow

I caught him in the “diaphragm™ and laid my riviad Tow.

The plaudits and the prize were mine

Ly chance, and not by right:

Not one of all the words | guessed conld 1 guess wrong that night!
And many that had tripped them up had knocked me down as well,
Had not the peril heen removed hefore my turn to spell

They did not think my " flush of pride” was guilt that blazed within:

1 felt like o dissembling

s beneath a lion's skin,

But I have leiwrned since then how true the ancient Hebrew's song

o UHTISH
And Fortune sull, by

s 1o the swift the ruce, the lattle to the strong.™
‘time and chance,™

as in our district school,

Oft flouts the worthy and the wise, to smile upon a fool

the many picces of orange peel he had seat-
tered on the tuble.
TOh well,” sand Hook, " vou haven't fuiled.
Instead of & g you have made a litter.”
When semebody spoke to him of poverty
virtue, That's making a virtue of
necessity,” he retorted.

as i

These are only a few of the bhous mots
attnbuted to the Enghshmen mentioned: but
enoupgh has been said to show that if the
average Englishmuan is slow in understanding
a juke, LEnglund has hal muny wits whose
powers are abuve ordinary.

*

Most modern bulls, correctly or not, are
attributed to the Irish, and it must be admatted
that the Irsh excel in repartee, even though
no professedly camic paper has ever Hourished
at Dublin,

“The only wuay that a true gentleman will
ever lpok at the faults of @ pretty woman is
not te see them? is a good example of Irish
gallantry  and  Irish  blundering. On  the
whole, Irish humor is more imaginative than
any other. and even in repurtee there is little
of the play on words, though this of Lut-
trell's is good:

At a crowded dinner when he wus asked:
Please make room, if you cun.”

“Room must certainly be made” he
answered, "'for it doesn’t exist &t this table.”

According to our ideas of Irish humor, it
might have been at an Hibernian court that
the foBewing incident ovcurred:

“‘1f you go on in that way,” said the prisoner
to his lawyer, “I know they'tl hang me.”

:* Never mind if they «lo."” wus the consoling
repfy'l “ 't make them repent it.”

But it wasn't of necessity an Irish second
wife who replied to her hushand’s eulogy of her
predecessor: ' No one regrets her death wore
than ! do.”

We can justifiably doubt a retort like this,
doubt the story of the dying
courtier whe praved that he might Jive until
he dual paad his ddebts.

Then vou'll he sure never to die,’
the frniend who stood near him.

Just as we i

* said

1 owe you a grudge,” said a maun to his
enemy.

“1em't worry, I never knew you to pay
anything.” *

Critics may  say  that the great Italian
humorists have passed away, that there have
been none since Ariosto. yet it is still true that
madern Jtaly appreciates und produces good
hons mots. It must be admitted, however, that
much [taliun humor turns on the ludicrous
incirdent, rather than on the play of words.

s, waiter. this fish isn't fresh!™ in-
sistedd 4 restaurant patron.
“Oh ves, sir, it is.”
* But it smells."”
“Oh nou, sir! It isn’t your fish, but that

other gentleman's cutlet.”

“Oh no, sir, its hotter than it looks. 1've
tried it."”

“ What? o

**Oh no, sir, only dipped my fingers in.”

Tasted it?""

A man, bemoaning the scarcity of corn to a
peasint, expressed the fear that all the beasts
would die.

* Heaven preserve yeur worship!" responded
the other fervently,

This story bears a close resemblance to one
told of the King of Portugal. When he met
L.andseer the animal painter he expressed
much delight at the introduction. “I am
very glad indeed tr meet you, for I am so
fond of beusts."” *

Rut it would be dangerous to attempt to
trace the urigin of most jokes. As long as the

time of the vurly tirecks, we read of a man
who vowe:d that he never would touch water
until he had learned to swim, and here
quuint seventeenth century forin we have
the sume thing,

Although we often find it in mesdern furm,
the following query had a place in Greek
Hterature

“Which of yim died.” suid 2 man to a twin,
‘you ur your Lrother?'”

*

‘The French are said to have wit. but no .

humar.  But whether or not this is true
should be left to a Frenchman to decide.
Yet with little effort we disecover in the

depths of our remembrance muny a jei J'esprit
as well caleulated to create i laugh as the
Lroader witticisms of the Englishman.

Said & physician to Fontundle:  “Cotlee
kills by slow porson.™

“Ye repliecil Fontanelle, “very slow. |
have drunk it four-store vears, und still live.”

We all recall Talleyrand’s reply to a man
who apulogized for soinething that he hald
done, with: " But ane must live.’”

“Fodon’t see the necessity fur doing s,
responded the eynical wit.

¥*

While Spanish wit is seen at its best in the
longer works hke Don Quixote, thronghout
Spumsh hterature one finds ballnt flashes
of humor. Some of the modem anccdotes
instantly make us smile.

A futher, «ending his son to college at
Salamanci, bade him live as cheaply as pos-
sible. )n reaching the town, the boy in-
quired the price of an ox. which ke was toll
Next he priced partridges,
which he found to bhe a real apiece.

“Then 1t s evident,” he exclaimed, “that
I must live un partridges!™

*

Germun humeor is likely to have wn element
of the pathetiv, though o fundness for bur-
lTesque is always evident.  Often these johe
are a little heavy, for the non-Teuten.  Ocea-
sionally they huave the kevnaess of real wit

wis ten ducats.

“In other countries,” writes a erman wit,

“when aitizens Lecome dissatisfied with the

Government. they emigrate.  In Fronce, they

request the Government to emgrate.
*

To the average newspaper reader it would
seem to be carrving coals 10 Newcastle ta
attempt to give examples of American humor,
There is not an ehtor wha from time t»
time does not put befure his readers witticisms
that would make even a Scotchman smile,
and if some of these jokes huve an origin ia
the Jdim shades of antigurt thev ure
cleverly rearranyeal that they wmuse the niost
hardened critic.

s

and are

Extravagance holdnuess two of
the chief C’i‘l‘ ructeristics of \mericun humor.
Of u certain miserly man. some one wrote
‘“He Jduesn’t breathe; he ticks.”

Of « lake in Minnesota. wrote an enthu-
siastic editor: [t is so clear that by looking
into it you can see them making tea i Chine.™

In the daily press we probably find maore of
genuine wit and humar than in the labored
proctuctions of professional humarists.  From
Washington Irving, for example. we extrict
little that draws the immediate smile, though
it was he who told of a luwyer converted after
seeing a ghost, who never again  cheuted,
*except when it was to his own advantage.”

Oliver Wendell Holmes, who really was the
greatest wit among American suthors, hal
so many buns mots that to guute a few cun
only tantalize the reader.

It was he who defined the Ked Indian as a
“a few instincts on legs, flourishing 4 toma-
hawk.” B

“Put not your trust in money. but your
money in trust.” wis his advice, und like most
wits he was not averse to the homely pun,

Lowell’s humor was less keen, and its
application wius more in the eur of the heuarer
who must fully comprehend the oijeet of his
satire. " To move John Bull ¥eu must make
a fulerum of beef and pudding; an abstract
idea will do for Jonathan.”

* Listening to Wagner's music is like having
toothache in the pit of the stomach,” says
Mark Twain; but Twain's humer, quickly
though it appeals to the reader, seldom cun
be put beforc us in brief extructs.

“Even Artemas Ward rarely has witticisms
as condensed as his remark about the Mor-
mons: " Their religion is singular, but their
wives are plural.”

*1 appear before a Salt Lake of upturmed
faces,” he said to his Utah audience, and
on his American program he hardly had to
have the notice that appeared in London:

**Mr. Artemas Ward will call en the citizens
of London at their residences. und explain
any jokes in his narrative thut they may not
understand.”



the guests of Emperor William
on board the Hamburg during
the now famous visit to Morocco.
The trip was in many ways a memor-
able one, principally so to me hecause
I found myself in a small circle of
distinguished  men,  holding high
positions in the State and in the
intimate confidence of the Emperor.
Every great name in the late history
of Germany was represented, and
taken together this little party was
like a living cendensation of our late nationul
developments.

At the head steod net our sovercign, bul our
host, a most genial and considerate host, with whom
we were in daily and intimate touch through all the
hours ef the day and evening. All court. ceremonial
was laid aside. e were to a large extent like
a jolly yachting party whose chief interest was the
plcasure of a vacation. ‘The atmosphere of courts
15 the atmosphere of Hattery, and it may be dificult
for a loyal German to give a truc and judicial
estimate of his sovercign as an individual.  Novne
the less, this was the groat. the perpetual. daily
interest of the voyage, the constant opportunity
to study the world-famous head of a grcat nation,
not as a monarch but as a mun.  And this character
study is the rarson «'¢tre of this article: to present a
true picture. in his daily life, of the Emperer of
Germany as he is.

The first and most constant impression he made
upon me was of his high sense of duty as a host.
Nothing. of course, that could contribute te our
comfort had been neglected in the lavish arrange-
ments of the steamship company. Captain Von
Grumme, a t'orjpmr adjutant of the Emperor's, was
in charge of the steamer, and the lavish preparations
for luxury even included a tlower garden in the stern
of the ship which furnished dhily hest flowers for
the table. None the less, the Emperor made jt
evident that it was his desire that cach man should
enjoyv himself fully, and his keen eve, like that
of a true host, was alwayvs upon the comfort of
each and all of his guests.  He was fully oceupied
at the time. as the rceader knows, with momentous
questions of diplomacy, 1t the newspapers were
to be bielieved, this trip to Moroceo strained to the
greatest degree since the war the relations hetween
France and Germany. Of all this, however, we
not enly heard nothing, but had no intimation.

For some hours of each forennon he was occupied
with the reports of his civil and military cabinets,
and the discussions which took place during his
evening walks on the quarter-deck vwere of national
import. To us, however, he wus ever the genial
and thoughtful host. He waould sign his name
as o dinner souvenir upon a memt as readily as the
least important of the party.  One evening he sur-
prisedd us by an invitation to a cinematograph party
1 the cubin.  The moving pictures were scencs in
which he and many men préesent, Jiul taken part in
the recent inauguration and naval maneuvers at
Kiel.  The effect was funny. the grotesiue pictures
of the people present moving as in life before us,
and the laughter, in which he joined heartily, was
Jong and loud.

His geniality was a remarkable characteristic.
From him there constuntly emanated an atmos-
phere of pleasurable good fecling, which made the

l HAD the honor of being one of

which T
non-ceremonious contact with a King—seem cntirel v

avwkward situatien in was placed—the
natural and plausible. And this impressed. too,
a ¢uality which I have heard others speak of as far
more marked in him than in any ether sovereign
of to-day, viz.- the fact that the two personalities
in him, the King and the man, are so entirely dis-
tinct. [ had noticed this before, and as before
it struck me strangely.

It was at Aldershot, in England. and just hefore
a review hegan he was on horseback at the railway
station, talking to the Princess of Wales, now
Queen, and her three daughters.  He was chaffing
them in the jolliest and merriest way and his young
women cousing were replying with spirit. [t was
simply a jolly family party, and he had the gaiety
and unconsciousness of a society man with nothing
to do execept make himsell agrecable.  Five minutes
later he passed the station at the head of his escort.
The whole man had thanged.  His face had settled
down into a hard sternness, into grave lines, a face
with its high cheek-bones and deep eve cavities
which under the polished brass helmet was (Ger-
many's tvpe of blood and iron. “There is nothing
the least imaginative in this description. The
most marked characteristic of Emperor William
is this quality of kecping two distinet natures in
him entirely separated, and this, as [ have said,
was my constant surprise during this trip.

The next most marked impression was of the

extraordinary diversity of his attainments. Of
this much has been heard. and it has not been
exaggerated. A man of abundant energy and keen

mental appetite, he seems to he similar mentally
in this respect to the descriptions of President
Roosevelt.  His memory is marvelous.  As one
member of the party expressed it: ‘‘He holds to
his facts vwith iron pincers.”’

No constraints whatever were imposed upon us Ly
etiquette. Weall wore yachting-clothes, and were ad-
dressed impartially by the servants as ** Excelleney.”
We did not dress for ‘dinner, and the places of honor
at the dinner-table, to the right and left of the
Emperor and the right and left of Teunt Eulen-
Twerg, who sat opposite him, went to all of the
party sconer or later, the Emperor or the Count

announcing the favoredones as we
went to table, and the rest sit-
ting as we pleased. The conver-
sation was equally informal and
unrestrained, and it soon appeared
that although the Emperor held
positive views on all subjects he
had no olijection whatever to
carnest argument and strong dif-
ferences of opinion, even when
they reached the point of centra-
diction to his own. More interest-
ing still were the conversations of
« smaller circle after dinner, in which the Emperor
was the central figure. And herein developed a
quality of his which is marked and which I have
never known to be written of hefore.

The Emperor is one of the most practical men
that ever lived. His mind responds to no trans-
cendental ideas—he is in fact averse to them. It
naturally happened. on the deck of a ship sailing a
dark ocean under Lrilliant stars, that the trend
of the talk now and then ran to philosophy and
the mystery of things in general. No such de-
parture was encouraged by him, however. His only
reference to his feeling on such subjects was the
interesting remark: “These are the emotions which
a man incleses in himself and does not interchange
with others.”” He held precisely the same attitude
ahout any transcendental theories regarding gov-
ernment, sociology and statecraft.  His mind deals
with facts, finds itself fully occupicd with facts,
and is impatient of unproved theories.

He is an admirable talker, well-informed, clear
and incisive, and he told us one evening of his
struggles for the establishment of the German
navy, the secret history played behind the curtain,
and of which even the admirals present had learned
only a part. This was done with all details, as if
the articles which he received at the time had just
been read by him. We could feel how close that
question was to his heart, and that no combination
whatever could make him desist from the develep-
ment of what he had won with so much work and
care for himself and for the German nation. What
was alwayvs most evident was the fact that the
Emperor had identified himsclf absolutely with
the interests of his Empire, and that he never
shirked the working out of the minutest details
when it was necessary to master a difiicult problem.
This was shown most vividly when the news of
the adoption of the Panama Canal preject reached us.
In conversation on this subject he clearly pointed
out the meaning of the decision taken and its
influence upon commerce, industry and agriculture.

As naturally would be expected of such a mind,
his religious faith is of the simplest and strongest
kind. It is as simple and as strong as was the
late Max Miller's,

A scrious note was always struck on Sundays
by the religious services held by the Emperor. and
as foolish prejudice is current with reference to
these, [ want to dwell upon them. 7The impression
they gave us was that they were necessary not only
as a fermalily in connectien with this splendid
journcy, but were a personal necessity to the Em-
perer \which he could not do without. It was
simply a service as it is held at heme, only on a
larger scale. such as [ often have witnessed on the
estate of an elderly” relative in my childhoed.

We dressed for it, but all the ofticers and ofticials
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remained in their civilian clethes, in frock-coats
without any decorations. The Emperor alene was
an exception, wearing an admiral’s uniform. We
assembled in the so-called ladies’ drawing-room
of the vessel, which served us as a reading-room.
The combined orchestras of the Hohenzollern and
the Hamburg took their places in advance, and
precisely at eleven o'clock the Emperor appearcd.
He stood in front of a pulpit and announced the
Psalm that was to be sung. Both times it was the
Lutheran choral ‘“Eine Jeste Burg 1st wnser Gou"
(the Lord is our stronghold). The ritual was then
read, as well as the Sunday epistle
from the Gospels. Lastly came
the selected sermon by Dryander
lasting some fiftecen minutes, fol-
lewed by the Lord's Prayer, the
Emperor leading. Theservice was
concluded by music and the singing
of the last verses of the P’salm.

The whole was dignified and im-
pressive.  The Emperor read with-
out any sign of pathos. but withan
expression which clearly revealed to
one how deeply these questions
touched his innermost thought.
Conversations regarding the sermon
were frequently started after the
service, but they always treated
of the purely human and never
of the theological side of the
contents.

I shall never forget how the dis-
cussion fell on the last Sunday
upon the theme of *'Bible and
RBabel 7 which already had given
rise to so much controversy.  The
Empcrer gave us a half-hour lee-
ture on the histerical connection
between the old Assyrian and the
Biblical versions. and the charm
of his discourse arose not only from
the case and assurance which
evinced his mastery of the subject—which by no
means could bie superficially treated—but also from
the clearness of the rendering, and his broad. free
and. | would say, historically lucid view of this
problem.

We had a wireless telegraph plant en board and
were in touch with home for two hundred miles

THE OTHER SIDE OF TI

HAT enchanted ground it seems,
W the other side of the chalk-line,
cven though only an instant
before we stood indifferently upon it. It would
take many sages to explain just why we long to
trespass the instant it is prohibited, and to do
those delightful things which we ought not to do,
and to leave undone thosc health-giving things that
we ought to do.

Had the Tree of Knowledge not been so definitely
forhbidden, Eve's reputation doubtless would have
remained intact.  Except among a godly few there
is obviously & personal devil in us all, that clamors
Do it!"” whenever a forbidden finger is raised or a
stern command given.

Especially are women incited by opposition to
investigate tortuous paths along which men jaunuly
tread. Sometimes they throw caution to the winds,
whereafter somebody is weeping and wailing by the
wayside

From men to make-up woman's wilfulness runs
amuck, especiolly when the men are labeled ‘‘ Dan-
gerous’ by Grundy or the make-up tabooed by
kinsmen.

Our contention is not that man is less fond of
things prohibited than woman—the contrary may
lie proven hourly. The fact that nothing, com-
paratively speaking, is forbidden man explains the
riddlc. To e just, we must acquit him of poaching
upon feminine fancies and frills.  What is masculine
he loves. The things that are Cwesar’s, Cicsar revels
in. He haies borrowed property and spyving. Not
so woman. Ever since Clubbdom began its ses-
sions has she harkened and tiptoed about its doors,
eager to know the doings therein. Whereas man,
as a hare from its tormentors, will flee from an
assemblage convened cspecially for women.

Like a thief in the night, has woman stolen from
man. Who nowadays carries crested head because
of a goedly array of four-in-hands. of bow-ties that
really tie, of scarf-pins, and boiled shirts that glisten,
to say naught of socks and glorious pajamas?
Woman, of course. pour quoi? Does she love a col-
lar that half decapitates? Longs she for a rattling.
starchy front? Does she admire her bifurcated
image robed manfully for the night? Not so. She

out from Scheveningen. After that we were in
constant communication with the Friedrich Karl,
which accompanied us. The Emperer is deeply
interested in this new and important development
in signalling at sea, and though thoroughly well-
informed upon the subject was fond oi talking with
the chief operator as to future possibilities. Alert,
cager, always showing the same kcen appetite for
facts which are new to him, he also showwed that he
was as excellent a listener as he was a talker: but this
indeed was our constant experience of him through-
out the trip. And that ripc sense of humor in

Emperor William Receiving the Deputations at Tangier

him which is rarely the gift of Kings always lightened
all conversation in a most agreeable way.

Some of us were late to dinner, on occasion, with-
out comment or rebuke. In the evening we plaved
cards in the smoking-room, while the LEmperor,
who mnever played. walked the quarter-deck in
conversation with some official. But whenever

1E

By Minna Thomas Amntrim

merely objects to monopolies (for men) and mar-
tyrizes to her cenvictions. And man! Does he in
1urn go questing among her chiffons, seeking what
he may purloin? Heaven forfend! Rather war or
sudden death for him than bodily torture of un-
accustomed wear.

Why has cigarette smoking such siren charms for
certain dainty maidens? Not because these girls
are lacking in purity, or have a desire to acquire a
vice. It is simply and solely because it seems
naughty and is prohibited by convention.

If there were fewer digressions, there also would
be fewer transgressions. Woman hates skeletons;
but tell her there's one in a closet. she'll goquaking
to listen to its ratthings. In bu iness why has the
new woman invaded trade centers and rented
down-town oflices? Because man. her rival, wishes
her to remain up town, keeping the domestic fires
atight and the household gods in order.  She scorns
his chalk-line, and letting who will rock cradies and
dust bric-ii-brac, she goes to. and does, she thinks,
a man's work. Ry the sweat of her brow she will
eat bread, or starve, or marry for spite.

Wonien who are ‘'born and raised” in ultra-
refinement often develop rampant follies.  Daugh-
ters of prudes are us apt to astound the natives as
sons of parsons. ‘fuvo many “‘Don'ts'’ spoil the
youngster.

Nothing is so dangerously fascinating to yeuth as
mystery. A locked door may hide nothing except
dusty emptiness; but make a mystery of 1t and the
child will cither pick thelock or risk its neck to climb
in at the window.

** Wine when it's red " appeals to the palate never
so keenly as when gleaming in a decanter guarded
by overwatchful eves. Temptation clamors, and
the tempted tastes, and often tastes again.

What is Bohemia? wonders the débutante. She
is teld by Prejudice, then anon by Follv.  Instead
of Ragmuffinville, as P’rejudice had sneeringly

dubbed it, Follv has called it the Land of the
Free, where laughter is Goddess and Talent
King. Henceforth she slumbers not nor sleeps,
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we landed anywhere he instantly became King
and Emperor again, and the peculiar sensc of
ceremonial distance from us as contrasted with the
freedom of men and yachtsmen of an hour before
always struck me strangely. It needed no regula-
tions to enforce it; it was in the man himself.

Lisbon, which in the course of its history saw
for the first time a (German Emperor. gave us every-
where an enthusiastic and magnificent reception.
We passed through the principal streets as under
an arch of German flags. and the manifestations
of the population left no doubt as to the pleasure
with which the high guest and his
companions were secn.  But the
most gratifying impression was
afforded us by the behavior of the
German colony there. The mag-
nificent hospitality which it offered
us, the proved fact that even the
social democrats among the Ger-
man working-men did not wish
to forego the honor of greeting
their Emperor, the flourishing
condition of the school and its
fresh and healthy connection with
the German Protestant Church of
Lisbon, in short the German spirit
pervading all, combined to gladden
a German heart. We sent our
Lisbon compatriots our thanks on
a card on which the Emperor's
name stood at the head of the
signatures, a commemorative sheet
which will surely find a place of
honor.

A fully different character had
our visit to Tangier. The sea
was restless when we anchored
in the roadstead. and the lowered
boats danced en the waves which
at times seemed to swallow them
up. This impeded our landing
until the waves somewhat calmed
down under the rising sun. Emperor William
and his suite were the first to sail in a steam-
launch to the landing-place. while we followed in
boats at shorter or longer distances from each other,
so I could not witness the rzception of the Emperor
by Mulai Hassan, uncle of the Sultan. It is said to

Continued on page 17

CHALK-LINE

until at least she peeps hetween the
bars of its gate. Later she cntersin. to
come out, sometimes with laughter, some-
times with tears.

In parental and marital repression lies untold
strength.  In sympathy lies salvation.

Who elopes? The girl whose parents disapprove
of ““company.” Who recklessly runs up debts?
My friend whose father frowns dewn an allowance,
Who is unreligious? She whose Sabbaths are
ordered for her, and whose church-going and whose
home-coming are tabulated upon the slate of bigotry.
Who reverences not gray hairs? The woman whom
gray hairs reverence not.

How are liars made? By chalk-lines interlaced;
by eternal espionage: by unjust suspicion: by nar-
rowness; by false reasoning; by malicious interro-
gation.

Find me a wholesome woman. and I'll find in
her a truth-lover-—one of clean heart. and a mind
that thinketh no evil, and back of her will be parents
whose loving kindness refrained from heavy chalk-
lines and the eternal ** Don'ts. ™

Normal women crave nothing that is hurtful
The wasted curiosity ofttimes inflames itself into a
fever. and so becomes abnormal.  To see all things
in this wicked werld 15 not for women. but to know
of things that are evil often results in a purging
of seul.

God macle refinement in woman as a complement
to man's sense of honor. and hoth are saving graces

Where nothing is forbidden, where there is no
mystery, true there is less enthusiusm, also there is
less sin and folly.

The man who ignores trivialities. for example,
the rouge-pot and the powder-putt, is a philosopher
Protest in these things sutlices not. whercas diplo-
matic blindness may result in a swift voluntary
reform.

It's born in woman, bred in her, and she ever
will be wilful; therefore the wider permitted paths
are this side of moral quicksands. The more fully
she is trusted, the less thrall, as years go on. will the
forbidden have for her, the more lovely will the right
become in her eves, the more impossible will wrong
seem.
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BELIEVE that this case. all things
l considered. the most puzzling

that ever came under my notice.
Men, bad' or good. are logical creatures
and move on regular lines. Women are
spasmodic and temperamental, and meve
to their own ends on lines which no man can guess.
More than this, truth is ever stranger than fiction,
and the most ingenious etforts of the story-writers
are now and then put out of court by the every-
day happenings of ordinary life.

There was brought to me in my office on Mul-
berry-st. one morning a card with a name not unlike
“Count Ghirardelli.””  Real names cannot be used.
as all these people were and are well-known in
opera circles, and musical people have been said to
be not the least vindictive and jealous of their
kind. The Count, who was shown in. proved to
be one of the most companionable fellows I ever
met.  He was hetween thirty and thirty-five, just
under six feet, and strikingly handsome, though
fair rather than dark, a tvpe rather unusual among
Italians. He was plainly but admirably dressed,
neat in all his appointments, and he gave me a
really line cigar from a gold-and-copper cigar-case,
with his crest in diamonds. which was a work of art.
He told his troubles in a direct man-of-the-world
way  that made us friends from the start. And
there was a twinkle in his eye. revealing a quick
sense of humor that materially enlivened our many
meetings and dinners together which the case
brought about afterward.

He was the husband, he said, of Mademoiselle
Blank, a woman with iwvhose wonderful voice the
opera-goers and newspapers were then fully occu-
pied. She was Mademoiselle Blank to the public,
but in private life was the Countess Ghirardelli.
She had a valuable collection of jewels. several
hundred thousand dollars' worth, the major portion
of which were kept in a bank in Rome, while she
carried with her, for public and private use, per-
haps seventy-five thousand dollars’ worth. Of
these. a diamond tiara, valued at fiftcen thousand,
had disappcared. His wife did not speak English
well, and was so nervous and upset over the loss
or theft that she had asked him to notifv the au-
thoritics, and he had come to me. 1 took up the
case at once and went with him to their apartments,
an expensive suite in a leading Broandway hotel.

When we entcred the parlor 1 found madam, in
a pale blue wrapper, voluhly talking about her loss
10 a group of members of the company, her most
intimate This was bad, as the first
essential in recovering stolen jewclry is keeping
quiet about it. and 1 whispered to Ghirardelli to
send the visitors away. ‘This was done, and the
interview narrowed down to madam, the Count,
the maid Suzanne and myself.

Brietly summarizing the facts, madam had been
entertained at supper by some prominent Italian
residents three nights before. She had worn the
tiara to the supper. and had worn it home. She
distinctly remembered taking it off when disrobing,

associates.
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placing it on her dressing-table. The maid, by her
order, had gone to bed hours before. The Count
occupied the adjoining room. The next morning
she had had her chocolate in bed abeut half-past
eleven, and the same party of friends had grouped
as usual about her bedside. She always had friends
and gossip with her morning chocolate. They in-
cluded threc women and two men, and all had been
among the people who had just gone out. The
things she had worn the night before remained
just as she had left them. 7The maid had had no
chance to put them away, because when she brought
in the chocolate madam had sent her out to do some
shopping for some things she needed immediately.
When she returned at half-past twelve she dressed
madam and then proceeded to put the things away,
She asked madam where she had put the tiara.
The tiara had disappeared. It was careless, of
course, but ‘“Corpo di Christi!”’ who could believe
that one's best-loved and most intimate friends
were thieves? Careless? Yes, but one got used
to having such things about and nothing had been
stolen before.

This last was important. If she had a thief
among her personal attendants in her extensive
travels over Europe, something would have been
stolen before that day. To suspect Suzanne the
maid was out of the question, she said. She had
been with her for ten years: they were like sisters.
She had sent Suzanne to the bank in Italy with
hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth of jewels.
Before accusing Suzanne she would sooner accuse
herself, ete.
*

It seemed perfectly clear, a burglar or sneak thief
being out of the question, that the tiara had heen
stolen by one of the five visitors. I may here re-
mark that, the people all being strangers to me, [
had no conception whatever at that time of the
extraordinary game which I had been officially
marked to sit in.

Madam did all the talking, in broken Ttalian-
English. Suzanne heard her mistress’ protesta-
tions of affection and of trust like any honest
maid or companion. ‘There was a steady, calm
gaze of appreciation in her cyes, and she received
the tribute calmly as if she was bevond all sus-
picion and the compliments were no more than her
due. T made up my mind at once that Suzanne
was innocent.

1 took the names of the five visitors and learned
all I could of their private lives and characters.
They were all members of the company, had come
from Italy togecther, were making more money
than ever in their lives and, including madam and
the Count, were like one affectionate family.

Madam in private life was a stout, rather short

] Found Madam Volubly
Talking About Her Loss

woman of thirty-five or more. who. in
her Bblue wrapper, with her black hair
down her back in two braids, appecared
like anything rather than a grand-opera
queen. She was vigorous, hearty and
strongly affectionate by nature. She clearly loved
the whole five, and not the least part of her unhap-
piness was the painful doubts of them which the theft
had made necessary. She was several years older
than her handsome husband, but fond of him as he
was of her. The only clue that arose in the gen-
eral description of the five, as given by hersclf and
the Count, was the fact that one of them. a yvoung
baritone whose name was not unlike Del Bonti,
was madly in love with Suzanne.

I told Ghirardelli that 1 had all his and
madam’s facts in the case, and that, as servants
were oftentimes shrewder observers than their
employers. I would like to have a pnvate talk
with Suzanne. He and his wife accordingly went
into another room. and I was left alone with the
maid 2

This Suzanne was as attractive and as intercsting
a girl as I ever met. Though a Neapolitan, she
had adopted the French name and spoke French
perfectly and English tolerably. She was dark,
tall rather than short, slender, perfectly shaped,
strong and supple. Her bodily strength and sup-
pleness, shown as she walked or sat straight-
backed in a chair, impressed me. A streng will
was marked in the slight acuiline cut of her nose,
in the firm set of her lips and in the fine, clear-cut
modeling of her chin. She was not handsome;
but, as I have said. hetter than handsome. she was
interesting. She did not yet appear to have a life-
story; but she was one of those women, who. having
one, are certain to keep it locked within themselves,
and they are rare.

*Suzanne,” said [, **how old are you?"

“Twenty-eight.””

‘*Are you married?"”

*“No. I am jeune fille” She used this phrase
with the Continental meaning, the modest claim
of propricty and virtue.

**Who do yeu think toek the tiara?™

“I don’t know. I was out.”

“You have no idea?"”

‘“None.”

““But we must suspect one of these five pcople.
Now if vou had to suspect one of the five, which
would it be?"”

“They are all the same.
and not the other?”

““But if you had to choose between the women
and the men, which would it be?"

**The women. of course!” she said promptly. In
saying this she spoke quickly and sharply. 1 had
an instinct at that moment that Suzanne knew
the thief. Why I had it I could not say.

“Why the women?”

“Women are weak.
They envy them.”

City

How ceuld I say one

They leve pretty things.
She spoke with a certain con-
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tempt for womanly weakness.
herself was not weak.

“*But don't men also care for pretty things?”

*“Only for their value in money."

‘““How do you know that?”

“I don't know; but it's true, isn't it?’

“*Is Del Bonti in love with you?"

“ Del Bonti is a foolish boy,"” she said.

‘““But he is in love with vou?”

*“‘He says so. They all laugh at him.”

“And do youlaugh at him too?"

“Yes, I laugh at him too,”" she said, smiling,
showing a remarkably pretty set of teeth. She
was evidently good-humored and gratitied. in a
womanly way, at Del Bonti's affection, but did not
appear to take it seriously.

“Does he want to marry vou?™

““le says se.”

‘‘But he gets a large salary., and it would be «
good marriage for you. Dees he save his money 2™

i es it

‘“‘How do you know?”

“He said so.”

“Why don’t you marry him?"

“I don't want to marry."” said Suzanne sharply.
There was a pressure on her lips as they closed and
the chin curve deepened. Suzanne had some feel-
ing in the matter, but what it was remained to
he seen,

‘“You have net told Del Bonti that you would
marry him when he was rich enough, have you?"

1 have never told him that 1 would marry him
at all.”

**Do you think Del Bonti took the tiara?”

*Tmpossible,”” said she.

“Why? It must have hbeen one of the five.”

““No, no! Not Giovanni!” she said wurmly.

Whereupon I made up my mind to pay par-
ticular attention to Giovanni.

I had a young Ttalian detective on the staff for
this sort of work, and on returning to my office
put him on the case. He was to be a special
writer for an Italian paper (the editor was a
friend of mine), stop at the hotel, meet all the
people in the case, give them putfs now and then
in the paper, hear all the gossip and seek a clue.
His particular line of investigation was to be Del
Bonti. ‘I'wo days afterward he reported that Del
Bonti lived at the Hotel Marten in Lafayette-pl.,
took supper there every evening, and someiimes
went afterward to the Gambetta Club, an inter-
national club not far from Marten’s, where bac-
carat was the chief social relaxatien. This was
encouraging, as baccarat, in spite of Suzanne's
belief, was not the safest
means of saving one’s money.

He was going to take
supper with Del Bonti that
evening, and I suggested that
I would drop into the res-
taurant by accident. This 1
did. and was introduced to
Del Bonti and invited to join
them. Del Bonti was a stout
voung Italian of madam’s
stamp, the peasant rather
than the aristocratic. He
had a round face, round fea-
tures and slightly projecting
brown eyes. Hewas generous,
enthusiastic, and as far as I
could see anything but a
potential thief.  Ga-mbhling
and love, however, do strange
things with men’s natures.

In keeping clese watch on
Del Bonti and the others of
the five a week passed. The
Count, eagerly interested,
dropped in to see me daily.
He shrewdly picked my time
of greatest leisure, after lunch,
and being, as I have said,
the most companionable fel-
lowy I ever have met, I rather
cnjoved his company. I
dined with him one evening
at Delmenice’s, and we had
then. as always, a good ti e
together. T could give hin
10 news of the tiara or the
thief, and bevond telling him

Clearly Suzanne

ihat we were doing our best She Nept Her
gwe him no information as

to the lines which had been laid. I pumped
him quictly as to the five. and icarned that

he strongly suspected Del Bonti. Ie intimated
that the latter was a good fellow. hut impulsive,
hinted that Del Bonti was a gambler, and in-
dicated a belief that there was more between
D¢l Bonti and Suzanne than appeared on the
surface, all of which agread with my own ideas

of the situation in so far as it had developed.

My interest in the case received a tremendous
impetus one morning frem a telegram from the
chief of detectives in Philadelphia. A tiara some-
what resembling the one described had heen found
by the Philadelphia police in a pawnbroker’s shop.
Preferring to get my information at first hand, I
immediately slipped over to Philadelphia and saw
the jewel. It was in the hands
of a pawnbroker on Arch-st.,
and proved to he a great puzzle.

It was a tiara all right, and
was worth about fifteen thou-
sand dollars. It had been
pawned two davs after the theft
at the hotel, and thus corre-
sponded in point of time. But
it was so different from the one
described that it could not T
scized on the description
nor could the man who
pawned it be convicted.
The one stolen from
madam, as described,
was all diamonds, with
a large almond-shaped dia-
mond at the top. The Phila-
delphia article was an arrange-
ment of diamonds and pearls
entirely different in appearance.
It was of the same value, how-
ever, had been pawned just
after the theft, and no other
lost tiara had been reported
from any direction.

I cross-examined the pawn-
broker closely. He said the
tiara had been pawned by a
man, unmistakably a German,
who gave his name as Max
Yeldman and his address at a
certain number on a certain
street in Cincinnati.  Te wore
a light Alpine hat, -a mustache
and Vandyke beard closely

clipped, and was evidently
pressed fer money. On the tiara
he had heen loaned five thousand dollars. I

immediately telegraphed the “police department
of Cincinnati for information. Before [ got an
answer | had looked through a Cincinnati directory
and found that Max Feldman lived at the address
given, and was the head of a firm there dealing
in German importations. The reply veritied these
particulars, and this settled the
question of the Philadclphia
tiara, for a time at least.

Nothing more happened in
a week, and then came an-
other surprise. A pawnbroker
en Fourteenth-st. called on
me and showed jne a narrow
gold-and-diamond wristlet con-
taining cighteen fine diamonds.
He said that a friend of his,
a man whem he knew well,
had called on him the night
before and wanted to borrow
three thousand dollars on it.
The pawnbroker did not like
te lend the money, in fear
that .it hid been stolen. I
asked where his friend got it,
and the pawnbroker said:

‘“He lent three thousand
dollars on it to a man who had
lost heavily at the Gambetta
Club.”

*\Who was the man?"

I don't know.”

**What is your friend's busi-
ness.”

‘‘lle’s a gambler."”

"'Send him to me, will you,

and lcave the bracelet with
me."”’

The gambler called that
afternoon. I found he was

well-known in a certain set,
was "'sruare’’ as gamblers go,
and that there was nothing
against. him.

“Whom dil you get this
from?" 1 asked.

‘A German, Feldman is his name.
plunger at bacearat.”

The name startled me. The Cincinnati German had
turned up again, this time in New-York. and once
more touching the lines of the New-York case, vet
apparently having no connection with it whatever.

“'How long ago was this?’" I asked.

*'Four weeks.”

Eves Strained

He's a

190§

This was two weeks prior to the theft of the
tiara.

*“How did youlearn his name?”’

“1 gave him a receipt, saying I would return the
bracelet on repayment of a loan of three thousand
dollars.  He {idn't want to lose it; said he could
take up the loan at any time.”

I immediately wired Cincinnati for full particu-

lars as to Feldman. The

The Most answer came back that

Graceful, Feldman was rich and

Heartless had been in New-York

Scoundrel and Philadelphia at the
1 Ever Met times mnamed; that he
was married, but that

his wife had no jewels
of the kind described.
I usked for further par-
ticulars, which I wen't
go into—I'eldman might
have other women {riends
who had jewels.

1 put another detective
on the case, sending him
every night to the Gam-
bettu Club with the gam-
bler; but there was no
sign of Feldman. He
had not heen at the Club
in somectime. and ap-
peared veritably to have
Leen a transient visitor
to New-York. I was
waiting for information
from Feldman himself,
but he was not in Cin-
cinnati, and the police
there were trving to
locate him by wire. This
wias not easy, as he
scemed to have gone East
for a little pleasure trip.

He seemed so close to
the case, however, that
I determined to show the
DLracelet to madam. I
called on her that after-
noon and found her with Suzanne. 1 asked to see
her privately. and she sent Suzunne out.  As Suzanne
went out I saw her face in the mirror. She had
flashed a glance at me so full of hate and venom that
it abselutely changed her expression. I was aston-
ished, but felt a glow of satisfaction. My interesting
Suzanne was not so innocent as she seemed. She
was probably the thief and was playving a deep game.

““Madam,” said I, “"have you a gold bracelet
or wristlet containing eighteen fine diamonds.”

“Yes,” said she, surprised at the question,

““‘Have voulostit?” I asked.

““No,"” she said.

“‘Ts it like this?"” I showed her the wristlet.

“My God!" she exclaimed. springing to her fect.
“That too?” She stared at the jewel, thunder-
struck.

‘‘But no, no, no!" she cried. ‘I saw it but
vesterday."”” She dashed into her bed-room and
came back with a similar bracelet. ‘‘See, it is
riot mine!” she said.

She snatched the ene I had brought, and com-
pared the two in the light from’the window. Her
face became blank and puzzled. ‘“What a mys-
tery!"” she said. ‘‘'The one you brought is mine—
I am sure of it. It is an old friend, yet how can
you have it and I have this one?"

I took ‘‘this one” from her and examined it care-
fully. It was an excellent duplicate, but the dia-
monds were paste. | did not know at the moment
what to do. To reveal the discovery would put the
thief or thieves on their guard. The real bracelet was
unmistakable from the dust around the diamonds
and the old appearance which came from use.

“I think vou must be mistaken,” I said.

“Impossible!  The one you have is mine.”

I made her promise to say nothing about it,
promising in turn that the bracelet should not
leave my hands and that if it proved to te hers
it should he returned. [ left her staring at the
imitiation and volubly invoking the gods in tluent
Ttalian.

As 1 went away I felt sure that madam'’s jewel-
case contained more imitations than the one dis-
covered. Her jewels. in Rome might be in the
same condition. I was not ready at that time
to examine the other valuables she had breught
with her, as the thiel or thieves would surely take
flight. I believed that I held the key to the situ-
atien in Suzanne. [ told the detective to keep
constant watch over her and net let her out of his
sight, Lf she attempted to run he was to arrest
her.

The Count called on me at tive o'clock, greatly

Continued on page 18
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Red Fox Waited a Long Time for Kis
Vengeance But It Came at Last

By CHARLES G. D. ROBERTS

HIZ den of the
T great red fox
was in a lit-
tle well-drained
helov: in the crest
of the ridge, under
a high and naked
rock, and surround-
ed by an expanse
of rocky débris and
harsh scrub where
the scent would not
lie. This was the
place for sccurity,
a  security which
Red Fox, by rea
son of his many
triumphant  raids
upon the farm-
vards of the valley
settlements,  par-
ticularly  needed.
Here the woolly
little red-fox pup-
pies could play
about the mouth
of the den without
any risk. Soremote
and  inaccessible,
indeed, was the re-
treat, that the old
foxes, wary as they
were, took no pains
to hide the en-
trance or conceal
the evidences of
their  eccupancy.
The ground about
the hole was lit-
tered with the skins
of rabbits, wood-
chucks and squir-
rels, with feathers,
and also with the
Lig spike-tails of
muskrats.

In this retreat
Red Fox and his family had few neighbors to in-
trude upon their privacy. Over the naked ridge-
crest the winds blew steadily, sometimes humming
toa gale: but they never disturbed the quiet of that
deep pocket in the rocks, with its little plot of
bright, bare soil where the young foxes mauled each
other in the sun. Nomatter what the direction of the
wind, no matter from what quarter the driven rain
came slanting, the hollow was perfectly protected.

On the top of the bare rock which partly overhung
it from the north Red Fox would sometimes lie
and watch, with eves half closed and mouth half
open, the world of green and brown and purple and
blue outspread below and around him. Far down,
on both sides of the ridge, he would note the farmers
of both valleys getting in their crops, and the cease-
less, monotonous toiling ef the patient teams. And
far over to the eustward he would eve the bold
heights of old Ringwaak, with the crow-haunted fir-
groves on its flanks, and plin to go foruging over
there some day, for sheer restlessness of curiosity.

But though neighbors were few up here, there
was one pair on whom Red Fox and his mate looked
with strong disapproval, not unmixed with anx-
iety. On an inaccessible ledge, in a ravine a little
way down the other side of the ridge toward Ring-
waak, was the nest of a white-headed cugle. [t
was a great, untidy, shapeless mass, a cart-load
of sticks, as it were, apparently dropped from the
skies upon this bare ledge. but in reality so inter-
woven with each point of rock, and so liraced in
the crevices, that no tempest could avail te jar
its strong foundations.

In a hollow in the top of this mass. on a few
wisps of dry grass mixed with feathers and fur,
huddled two half naked, fierce-cved nestlings. their
awkwurd, sprawling. reddish hodies sprinkled with
short, black, rapidly growing pin-feathers. Al
around the outer edges of this huge nest and on
the rocks below it were the hones of ralbits and
young lambs and minks and woodchucks, with
claws and little hoofs and bifls and feathers, a hid-
eous conglomerition that attested both the appetites
of the nestlings and the hunting prowess of the
wide-winged. savage-eved parents.

Of the cagle puir. the larger. which s the
femule, had her aerial ringe over Ringwaak and
the chain of lonely lakes the other side of Ringwaak.
But the male did all his hunting over the region of
the scttlements and on toward the Ottanoconsis

In an Instant Red Fox Was Upon Him

AR

Ilustrated by Charles Livingston Bull

Valley. Every morning, just after sunrise, his
great wings went winnowing mightily just over
the crest of the ridge. just over the lofty hollow
where Red Fox had his lair. And as the dread
shadow, with its sinister rustling of stiff pinions,
passed by the little foxes would shrink back into
their den. well taught by their father and mother.

When the weather was fine and dry, it was Red
TFox's custom to betake himself, on his return {rem
the night’s hunting, to his safe lookout on the rocky
summit above the den, and there, resting with his
nose on his forepaws, to watch the vast and austere
dawn roll up upon the world. Sometimes he
brought his prey, when it was something worth
while like a weasel or woodchuck or duck @r rabbit,
up to this lonely place to be devoured at leisure,
beyond the solicitude of his mate and the irrepres-
sible whimperings of the puppics. He would lie
there in the mystic spreading of the gray trans-
parencies of dawn, ll the first long fingers of goicl
light touchcd his face and the thin flood of amber
and rose washed all over the bald top of the rock.

He would watch with ceaseless interest the
mother cagle swoop dovm with narrowed wings into
the misty shadows of the valley. then mount slowly,
ijuesting, along the slopes of Ringwaak, and finally
sour high above the peak, a slowly gvrating speck
against the young hlue. 1le would watch the muale
spring into the air resolutely, leat up the ncar
steep, wing low over his rock, and sail majestically
down over the valley farms.  Later he would sce
them return to the nest, from any peint of the com-
pass as it might chance. sometimes with a big lake-
trout snatched from the tndustiious fish-hawks,
sometimes with a luckless mallard trom the reed-
beds  southward, somcetimes with o long-legged,
pathetic white lamb from the rough upland pas-
tures.  With keenest interest and no small appre-
ciation he would watch the great birds halance
themselves, wings half uplifted, on the edyge of the
the nest, and with terrihle beak and ¢hows rend the
victim to bloody fragments.  He marveled at the
insatinlile appetites of those two ugly nestlings
and congratulated himself that his four playful
whelps were more comely and less greedy.

One morning when in the gray of curliest dawn
he climbed o his retreat with a plump woodchuck
in his jaws, it chanced he was in no hurry for his
meal.  Dropping the limp body till he should feel
more relish for i1, he lay down to rest and contem-
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plate the waking
earth. As he lay,
the sun rose. The
female eugle sailed
away towuard Ring-

waak. The mule
beat up and up,
high above the

ridge, and Red Fox
paid no more at-
tention to him, be-
ing engrossed in
the antics of a
porcupine that was
swinging in a tree-
top far below.

But sucldenly he
heard a sharp, hiss-
ing rush of greut
wings in the air
just above him, and
glanced upward as-

tonished. The next
instant he felt a
butTeting wind,
huge wings almost
smote him in the
face. and the deasl
woodchuck, not
thrce feet away,
was snatched up

in clutching talons
and borne up into
the air. With a
furious snarl he
jumped to his feet;
but the eagle, with
the prize dangling
froni his claws, was
already far out of
reach and slanting
down mujestically
toward his nest.

The insolence
and daring of this
robbery fixed in
Red Fox's heart a
fierce desire for vengeance. He stole down to the
ravine that hell the aery and prowled about fer
hours secking a place where he could c¢limh to the
ledge. It was inaccessilile however; and the cagles,
knowing this, looked down upon his prowlings with
disdainful serenity. Then he mounted the neur-by
clitf and peered down directly into the nest. But
finding himself still as far off as ever, and the cagles
still undisturbed, he gave up the hope of an imme-
diate scttlement of his grudge and lay in wait for
the chances of the wilderness.

He was frank enough. however, in his declaration
of war; for whenever the eagle went ivinging low
over his rocky lookout he would rise and snarl up at
him defiantly. ‘The great bird would lend his
flight lower, as if to accept this challenge; hut having
a wise respect for those long jaws and white fangs
which the fox displayed so liberally, he took care
not to come within their reach.

A few days later, while Red Fox was hunting
down in the valley, the fox-puppies were playing
just in the mouth of the den when they saw their
slim mother among the rocks. In a puppy-like
frolic of wclcome they rushed to meet her, feeling
secure in her nearness. When they were half way
across the epen in {ront of the den there came a
suclden shadow above them. Like a flash they
scattered—all but one, which crouched flat and
stared irresolutely. There wus a dreadful. whistling
sound in the air, a pounce of great: flapping wings
and wide-reaching talons, a strangled yclp of
terror, and before the mother fox’s leap could
rcach the spot the red puppy was snatched up and
carricd away to the beaks of the eagiets.

When he learned about this Red Fox felt such
fury as his philosophic spirit had ncver known
hefore. He paid another futile visit to the foot of the
cagles’ rock; and afterward for days wasted much
time from his hunting in the efTort to devise some
means of getting at his foe.  He followed the eagle's
flight and foraging persistently. sceking to be on the
spot when the robber made a kill But the great
bird had such a wide range that this effort seemed
likely to he a vain one.  In whatsocver region Red
Fox might lic in wait, in some other would the eagle
make his kill.  With its immeasurable superiority in
power of sight, the royal marauder had no trouble
in avoiding his enemy-’s path, so that Red Fox was
under surveillance when he least suspected it

One day, however, when he wuas not thinking

His Nech
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of cagles or of vengeance, Red Fox's opportunity
came. It was toward evening, and for a good half
heur he had bLeen out of sight, watching for a wary
old woedchuck to venture from its hole. As he
Ly there, patient and moveless, he caught sight
of a huge blacksnake gliding slowly across the open
glade. He hesitated, in doubt whether to attack
the snuke or keep on waiting for the woodchuck.

Just then came that whistling sound in the air
that he knew so well. The snake heard it too and
darted toward the nearvest trce, which chanced to
be a bare young birch sapling. 1t had barely
reached the foet of the tree when the feathered
thunderbolt out of the sky fell upon it, clutching
it securely with both talons about a foot behind the
head.

Easily and cffectively had the eagle made his
capture: but when he tried to rise with his prey his
Vroud wings Leat the air in vain. At the instant
of attack the snake had whipped a couple of coils
of its tail around the young birch-tree, and that
desperate grip the eagle could not break. Savagely

he pecked at the coils, and then at the reptile’s
head, preparing to take the prize ofl in sections if
necessary.

Red Fox's moment, long looked for and planned
for, had come. His rush from cover wus straight
and low and swift as a dart: an;l his jaws caught
the cagle a slashing cut on the upper leg.  Iox-like.
he bLit and let go, and the great bird, with a yelp of
pain and amazement, whirled about, striking at
him funously with beak and wings. He got one
buffet from those wings, which knocked him over;
and the cagle, willing to shirk the contlict, disengaged
his talons from the snake and tried to rise. But
in an instant Red Fox was upon him again, reaching
up for his neck with a lightning-like ferocity that
disconcerted the bird's defense. At such close
quarters the bird’'s wings were incfTective, but his
rending heak and steel-like talons found their mark
in Red Fox's heautiful ruddy coat, which was dyed
with crimson in a second.

For most foxes the king of the air would have
proved more than a match; but the strength and
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cleverness of Red Fox put the chance of battle
heavily in his favor. In a few scconds he would
have had the eagle overborne and helpless and
reached his throat in spite of beak and c¢law: but
at this critical moment the bird found an unexpected
and undeserved ally. The snake which he had
attacked. being desperately wounded, was threshing
about in a mad effort to get away to some hiding
Red Fox happened to step upon it in the struggle;
and instantly, though blindly, it threw a convul-
sivie coil about his hind legs. .Angrily he turned
and bit at the constricting coil. While he was
tearing at it, secking to get free, the cagle recoveral
himself with difficulty, and succeeded in
flopping up into the air.

Bedraggled, Lloedy and abjectly humiliated. he
went beating over the forest toward home: and
Red Fox, fairly well satistied in spite of the incom-
pleteness of his victory, lay down to lick his wounds.
He felt that his vengeance was sufficient, and that
the big eagle would give both him and his family
a wide berth in the future.

NEST-BUILDERS OF THE SEA

about a certuin little bay
on the St. Lawrence. In
the center of the river [ found
this lilv-environed spot, reached
Iy a so-called lost channel that wound in and out
and finally led to a sylvan dell of woodland joys
and beauties. The entire surface was a mosaic
of white and green—the blossoms and leaves of
the pond-lily, the numbers of the former telling
the story that the place was still free from vandals
and known only Ly those who were satistied to
go and look and leave the water-garden undisturbed.
The mystery to me was that it had not been
devastated, but the real mystery was several minia-
ture mountains that rose from the clear sandy
bottom to within a foot or six inches of the surface,
piles of pebbles or stones about an inch or an inch
and a half long. My boat ran aground on the
summit of one of these woodland Ararats, and my
boatman, who knew all the rcefs and shoals where
black bass congregated, and all the secrets of the
tribe, shook his head ominously. [ suggested that
it was the ash-dump ef semesteamer, forgetting that
a steaner, even if small, could not have reached the
spot. Then I picked up some of the material and
found it to be stenc or pchhles. One of the piles
was four feet in height and six or ¢ight fect around.
1 discovered that it was the nest of a fish, one
of the suckurs, a silvery fish ahout six inches long,
with a sucking mouth on the under side. This
chub-s icker, as the men called it, Letter known as
Semotilues, was a home, castle or nest-builder of
extraordinary talents, and the big heap of stone
was its efforts to protect its voung and eggs. The
water of that region was infected with yellow perch,
rock-bass, sunfishes and a variety of small fry that
reduced the chances of life of a young chub-sucker
to a minimum; hence the parent fishes, doubtless
the male, built er piled up this fortress and in its
interstices the female deposited her cggs. and here
the voung firs¢ appeared and found protection in a
fish's castle. The same nest was uscd year after
vear. The ice of winter gencrully carried ot the
top when the spring floods came, but the sucker
supplicd and remedied the deficiency by dropping
more stones or pebbles upon it—huilding material
that must have been brought in their sucker-like
mouths from a distance. asin the immediate vicinity
of the mourds there were no stones or pebbles, the
ground having been cleared and apparently swept
clean
‘fhis nest is typical of what might be termed a
class of stone nest-building fishes.  Onc of the most
interesting.  the cemumon sunfish, at times will
bring pebbles and heap them up, but the largest and
most congpicuous work of this kind is accomplished
by the lamprey ecl. A few years ago some farmers
in the vicinity of the Saco River, in suiling over it,
dicovered what appeared 10 be an artificial dam
of stones, and it was suggested that at an carly
date the natives of the reginn had Leen scized with
a desire to dum up the river and had started a
breakwater, but had been forced to abandon it.
The structure was fiftcen or twenty feet in length,
three or faur in height und two or three feet through.
The theory of the buman origin of the work held
for yvears: but finally one day an inquisitive man
went to one of the farmers, a man who seemed fond
of plants, fishes and animals of all kinds, and it
wius not long before he heard the stury and had
examined the stone dam or hreakveater amd had
a well-detined plan of it on paper. . Not only this,
he spent hours on the river tloating over the curious

TIIERE was a deep mystery

Avuthor of “The Adventures of Torqua,™

By Charles Frederick Holder

““Life of

Charles Darwin,”” Etc.

structure, it from all

studying
one day he announced that he had learned how it

points.  Finally

was made and who the builders were.

This aroused much interest amonyg the neighbors,
and not a Little laughter when he stated that the
so-called Jdam was made by lumprey ecls and was
their nest, a castle, a stone fortress for the pro-
tection of their youny.  While the nest of the stone
toter or sucker was a mountain-peak, a pile of
stones, this was & miniature mounlain-riange, a
breakwater fifteen feet long v three in height, each
stone of which had been carried to the spot by the
builders.  No little intelligence was displayed by
the Tampreys in their work.  Some of the stones
that composed the nest were as large as half a brick,
and the observer suw the fishes bringing them,

two ecls being fastened to each
stone. Suchmaterial wassought
up the 1iver. doubtless so that
the current could be employed.
The lamprey is an eel with a
peculiar sucker-like mouth. Two fishes would
swim about until they found a large stone:
they then would {asten their mouths to it
and by squirming lift it f{rom the bottom,
and the moment it was clear the swift current
would sweep them down the stream in the direction
of the nest. If the weight of the stone carried
them to the bottom, the action would be repeated
indefinitely, or until they were carried or swept over
the nest, when the load would be dropped. In-
dividual stones were brought by single fishes almost
ahways in the same way, the tail being heid upward
or vertically to offer the greatest resistance to the
current, which at this locality was swift. How
long the ncst had been in course of erection no one
knew, but doubtless a number of vears were re-
quired to produce a structure that must have
weighed several tons.

In their home or nest-building the fishes recall the
birds, and in some instances the resemblance is
pronounced, a notable one being the common
stickleback, the several varieties bLuilding compli-
cated and bird-like nests. The stickleback is a
pugnacious little creature, with an armament of
spines that makes it dreaded by larger fishes
Nearly if not all make nests, and when kept in an
aquarium their movements may be watched from
day to day. When the breeding season begins, the
male fish becomes active, and assumes what can
be termed a nuptial garb of reds or pinks. In some
the entire body is a flaming red, at least this was
the hue assumed by some of my prisoners. The
female did not figure at all in the nest-building, the
male selecting some convenient spot and at once
driving off all other fishes. It was a comical sight
to see a diminutive stickleback, a little over an
inch and a half long. charge and put to flight a
“*Goliath” of a goldtish six inches in length and
large in proportion

Once having the field, the stickleback began to
forage for buililing-material, selecting small sticks
or twigs that had bheen sent te the bottom. often
apparently tryving them. as though testing their
weight, then carrving them off in his mouth. These
would be pliced i the locution selected; then others
brought and piled up until a mass of material as
large as an cgg was scen formed of refuse of all
kinds, particularly threwd, which 1 had thrown in,
just as one provides birds with string.

When the material coliccted seecmed to suit the
builder. he would 1ift it about, change it after same
architectural plan of his own, then suddenly Lutt
into the mass head first and force his way into it
with a wriggling motion, rubbing himself against it,
and going over it with the rubbing motion, until
after several days an object was scen, of irvegular
cgg-shape, with an orifice about the size of the fish
through it. This had Leen shaped and molded by
the nest-builder, and when he was rubhing his abdo-
men  against the mass he was taking a glutinous
thread-like secretion from a pore in his belly, that
was virtually a thread and which hardened when
in contact with the water. With this the nest-
builder beund his home into shape. just as a man
would hind hay or cotton 0 hold it in form, but
all Lthe time keeping an opening in the center.

At last the middle portion is large enough so
that the stickleback can poise or rest in it, and then

Contenued on paye 16
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T has come to this.”
l said 1, and I flung
a tulip-bulb over
the wall in my excite-
ment. ‘‘that we don't
amount to a row of
pins in our own house!™
“*Oh, hush, they'll
hear you!” said Delice,
looking behind her ap-
prehensively. ‘‘I know
it amounts to oppres-
sion, but what can we
do?"

“Do?” said I. ‘Do
them: they have done
us leng enough! You
and I presumably mar-
ried and went to housc-
keeping for our own
comfort and happiness,
and with that end in
view we surrounded
ourselves with all the
things we liked; and
just look at the state
things are in now!
Where is our automo-
bile? John and Elinor
have gone over to the
Country Club in it.
What is the matter
with our playing ten-
nis? David and Jeannette are en the court morn-
ing, noon and night. Why can’t we enjoy our-
selves peaceably in the house? Burgess and Laura
are gracefully draped all over it. And you and 1
have to sneak out into the back garden like a
couple of convicts for fear of blighting some
budding romance."

‘“‘But they are your sisters, dear."” said Delice,
gently soothing the back of my head, which she
claims is the scat of my temper, with her sun-
burned little hand—'‘they are your sisters, and
it is so—so desirable that they should marry and
be as happy as we are!”

“*As we would be if we ever got the chance
said I savagely, and I sent two hyacinths flying
after the tulip. *I tell you, Delice, it has got to
stop! Those six pecople have been in possession
long enough: and little Wille is about to become
strenuous and make a change.”

Delice has not that entire confidence in me
which we are duly instructed is so desirable in
the matrimonial estate, or she would not have
put up the petition of **Oh, Billy. don’t be rude to
them!" in the heartfelt accents that she did.

Delice need not have feared

By

1 was not rude.
1 decided to adopt instead a course more effectual
than the most flagrant rudeness. 1 would simply
grow completely unobservant of the tender cxac-
tions. the shrinking. yet enormous, requirements of
budding love.

I was not, perhaps, so entirely callous as it
seemed to my interest to appear. It gave me a
qualm or two to boldly approach the tennis-court
en three consecutive mornings and suggest that we
play a few sets of doubles—Jeannette and [ against
David and Delice. An almost irresistible impulse
to take to my heels when I perceived the injured
resignation of their faces was cenquered only by
noticing that Delice was standing at the extreme
edge of the court, like some winged figure tiptoe
for flight, and with an expression of abject apology
upon her face.

I realized from her attitude that nothing hut the
most dogged resolution on my part would save
the day, and 1 played on and on and on, in no
way discouraged Ly the limp uid veuchsafed me
by Jeannette.

Rallies so languid, serves so feeble, and play in
gencral so thoroughly uninterested, it has rarely
been my lot to endure in a game of tennis. As
for David, he on his part appeared to have been
bereft suddenly of the power to move with even
moderate rapidity. [t was indeed perplexing to
see twa such splendid playvers as those two usually
were degenerate so suddenly into such a pair of
dufters.  Delice (let us pause to lay a luurel leaf
upon the penetration of the female sex) appeared
to fully understand their behavior. und though she
could not but sce that [ was acting for the best,
she said [ was a wretch.

[ was. For four mornings [ devoted my entire
time and the greater part of Delice’'s to making
ings sociable for my eldest sister and her pros-
with the result that the fifth morn-

fianed

Domestic Rulership,

Abdicated, Resumed Through Stratagem

CATHARINE MATHEWS

Elinor Sitting on the
Wall, and John Like
a Worm in the Dust

ing they borrowed my golf clubs and set off, rather
huffily, for the links, and the court that had known
them knew them no more.

Nor were my afternoons idle. After assiduously
playing tennis every morning, I took occasion to
announce each day at lunchecon that Delice and 1
would be needing the automobile in the afternoon.
‘The first day I felt distinctly uncomfortable, and
my tone had the deferential inflection of one who
seeks a favor from the powers that be. John's
manner, however, put me entircly at my ease.

‘“Why, certainly, eld man,” he said with easy
kindness. *‘Nell and [ can hire one from Murphy's
for the afternoon."”

I bad to bite my tongue to keep mysell from
thanking him for the loan of my own machine. The
six of them had so ground Delice and me under the
heel of their oppression that our sense of our own
rights and privileges had dwindled almost to the
vanishing point.

He and Elinor did not hire a machine that after-
noon, 1 afterward learned, but mooned disconso-
lately around the plice instead, and when I men-
tioned the next day that Delice and [ were prepar-
ing for another spin their annoyance was reaily
visible—s0 much so that Delice was almost reduced
to tears, and besought me to let them have the
automobile.  She said she was getting perfectly
miserable about the way I was behaving, and she
didn’t know what they would think.

But [ wanted them to do some thinking, so I
remained serene.

The third day John went down to Murphy’s
and hired a machine. [ presume it was the hest
they had to offer, but it must have seemed odd after
my beauty. We passed them going over, and the
thing was apparently proceeding by jerks and
gasps, with a weird asthmatic wheeze and a most
abominable smeli.  They did not show up at the
Country Club at all, and when we came back, along
about dark, we came upon them at the feot of D yck-
man's Hill, Elinor sitting on the stone wall, and
John, lik¢ a worm in the dust, investigating the
vital parts of his machine from underneath.

\We offered to take Elinor in with us or to send
a tow out for them: but they refused. and their
tones gave us to understand that although they
were samewhat reduced in  circumstances they
were not yet fallen so low as to associate with
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REGAINING A RINGD

That Was Sometime

two monsters like our-
selves.

At this [ am sure that
the heart of Delice
turned to the consist-
ency of pulp within
her. and that she would
willingly have changed
places with them and
patiently perched upon
the wall while 1 grov-

eled in the dust. An-
tivipating some such
otfer on her part, 1

started off toward home
at a pretty good speed,
and her cxpressions of
solicitous regret  were
borne back to them by
the wind.

Iam fully aware that
I must be appearing in

rather a poor light,
and am almost growing
sensitive about con-

fessing that my mach-
inations 1vere getting
to be of the continuous-
performance order; but
my odd moments dur-
ing this entire weck
were occupied to the
fullest in making my-
sell agreeable to Bur-
gess and Laura. At
all such times as [
was not playing tennis
with David and Jean-
nette, or making away
from John and Elinor
in the automobile, I
was endeavoring to en-
ter into and share the
pleasures of Burgess and
Laura in a mannur
that was so attentive
and whole-souled that
their lives were ren-
dered miserable in conscquence.

“0 Love, for you the skies are blue!" sang
Laura in her heautiful contralto voice, of which
we are all so proud.

“Exactly so”" said I to myself in the hall with-
out; “‘but why not also have them a little bit blue
on Delice’s account and mine?"’

With this reflection, I pushed open the drawv-
ing-room door and went boldly in. Burgess
wis leaning with both arms on the piano and
apparently sighing his heart eut to his lady as I
entered

1 sat down peacefully upon a puffy satin sofa
and remarked that the song was admirably adapted
to Laura’s voice, and that [ loved to hear her
sing: neither of which statements, though hoth
were true, appearcd to be pleasing.  Laura left off
singing and took to running her fingers up and
down the keys in long screaky scales; then she said
the room was awfully hot and she was going out.
Burgess treated me to something that had a strong
family likeness te a scewl, and followed her. Nouw,
solitude, as a usual thing. is dear to my soul: but
on this occasion [ found the room hot too, and as
I am not fond of sitting upon satin sofas [ went out
after them

[ found them in a retired corner of the conserva-
tory, and with a view to intercsting them called
their attention to some rare African cacti [ had
got lately. Had the plants been anything clse
than cacti, they would have shriveled to the root
beneath the glance Laura cast at them. She
muttered something which seunded like * Perse-
cution!” and swept out in so stately a manner that
the tail of her gown knocked over three geranium
slips and an azalea as she went: and Delice, who
apparently had had her suspicions of me, came in
and lectured me until I came within an ace of
giving up my struggle for the home which 1 felt
should be my kingdom

As [ mentioned a few minutes ago, I was hegin-
ning to be a little bit ashamed of mysell anyway,
and with Delice encouraging me to consider myself
a wretch I can’t help acknowledging that T might
have beceme weak enough to abandon a course
that really was not proving entirely agreeable to
a person whose whole previous training had tended
to a politc consideration for those about him. But
just at this moment of wavcering I had some
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triumphs that restored my waning self-respect.

This agregable change began an evening when
John and Elinor, as a sort of clilax to their adven-
tures in Murphy's machine, joggled off one of
its wheels somewhere over' near Vreeland's
Station, and had to walk six miles, at the
hour poectically described as that when
lingering daylight takes its soft departure,
before they got home. My suspicions,
not to say my hopes, began to be aroused
when [ observed the cheery nonchal-
ance with which they assured us that
the walk had not wearied them in
the least—it had been such a perfect
evening!

This was so pretty that I only regarded
it as a natural sequence when John
sought me out in the library at about
ten o'clock that night and began to walk
round and round the room like one who
takes un aimless strell, picking up things
and then laying them down aguain, and
kicking up the rugs and then kicking
them out straight again. Finally he
brought up at the far end of the room,
wheeled himself about, stittly and straight-
Iy, and blurted out:

“I say, Billy, Nell and I have made
up our minds to be married. I sup-
pose it's all right as far as you're con-
cerned?”

Notice the nice defercnce to brotherly
authoiity, calculated to soothe my oppo-
sition, which could not by any remote
possibility have arisen in counection with
so satisfactory an arrangement. I can
only say that Delice would have been
proud of me had she been there to sec me
enact the part of the surprised but cordial
Lrother-in-law to be.

It was truly charming, and also it
was contagious, for the next morning
I was waited upon by David the dignitied,
who begged to inform me that my sister
Jeannctte had done him the honor to
consent to be his wife. No defer-
ence to brotherly authority this time;
simply the stately announcement that an
cminently desirahle alliance had been
arrunged: but on my side the honors
were equal, and I endeavored to duplicate for
David the exact degree of cordiulity extended to
John.

Then for three long, tedious, weary days there was
a dewl calm on the sea of courtship.  The contrary
winds which against all precedent had bLlown the

COL. VALO

B
night chill, the various leaders of

the Yellow-Jacket stronghold issued forth with
their followers for the day's dutics.  The labor
chief assigned his forces to their ditTerent fields
with the accuracy and despatch of experience,
some to making clover and mignonette honey for
the Queen. others to the indiscriminate gathering
of cheap food for the common lalorers, while a
corps of the more daring sought a nerve-tonic honey
for the soldiers anid scouts, gathered exclusively
from thistles and nettles and thorns.

This merning Colonel Valor stood at the entrance
of the intrenchments and watched the lahor
chief.  As the last of the workers swept through
the air toward their fichl of lahor, and the chief
followed with a click of his heels and military
salute, Colonel Valor turned to  his lieutenants.

*'Stabhard,” he ordered, addressing a much-
scarred veteran who had lost one eve in service,
“veu will take ffty lancers and guard that side of
the field, next te the main road. In case those
T-uys who threatened to burn us out should attempt
to even climb the fence, lance them unmercifully
until they retrcat. Fifty of you ought to be able 1o
wurn back u few headstrong boys.”

Stabhard howed. saluted. and a
rose into the air with his men.
to his next oflicer.

“Licutenant Dash.” he saild, **vou will tuke 1he
south side of the field, and Prod and  Zzip here
vill look after the cast anid west. | shall tuke the
center of the field myself with the remaining lncers,
for | have reliidide information that a herd of eattle
arcto be put in our territory to-dav.  Lvvaill requine
the utmost vigilance 10 koen their destroving hoofs
from our strongheld’

UST as soon as the sun was high
enough to dry the dew and dispel the

moment liter
Colonel Vidor turned

It was a Lusy dav. but for tae most part with tao
Iittle read danger to suit the warlike lancers. The
cattle were unruly wanl prone to make wild dashes
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first two couples into port secmed to be of no avail
against the curious way in which the third pair were
tacking. I put in my time watching Burgess out

of the tail of my eye, and discovered that he was
watching Laura out of the tail of his.

It was a

The Tail of Her Gown noched Over Three Slips

and an Axzalea

game of observation that seemed wound up to
run forever, and probably would have done so had
not Delice—the tenderly tactful Delice—sutTered
slip of the tongue. She was entirely innocent of
any such intention, but she put such a grace-
fully artistic and rounded finish to any efforts I
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might have been making that she thrust them
far into the shade as far as effectuality was
concerned.

It is necessary to explain that my sister Elinor
is a woman whose mind changes every fiftcen
minutes; Wut nevertheless it is firmly
set on material things all the time,
and we had listened while she weighed the
merits of a pink pearl set with diamonds
as balanced against an enormous solitaire,
until our minds also became perplexed,
and went around in the same circles as
hers; and my dear Delice, confused, in
spite of the affectionate interest which [
amn convinced she genuinely feels in jall
their triple affuirs, attempted to say in
the pause between the salad and the ices
at luncheon:

““Have you decided on your engage-
ment ring vet, Nell?”

And a most harmless little cffort at
conversation it would have been, had
net the little god of luck given her tongue
a tiny twist, and caused her in making
the inquiry te blandly say " Laura” when
she meant to sav * Nell.

I know a chill ran down her back the
moment after, and [ tried my best to
choke en a bread-crumb, but couldn't.
Poor Laura turned scarlet without making
an effort to answer: but to our com-
plete amazement, and to Lauru's too,

I'll venture to assert, the dumb, the
shy. the ditfident, Burgess spoke up
serenely:

*“Why, certainly, Mrs. Conover!" said
he. ““We are not so changeable as Nell;
we settled on sapphires and diamonds
long ago.” %

Delice appears to fear that they all
will regard themselves as having married
to escape the persecutions of a monster.
It is possible that this is so, and if the
boys should choose to consider that they
were cast for the part of the fairy princes,
the girls for the imprisoned princesses
and Delice anil mysclf fora ceuple of ogres,
why the privilege is theirs.

But then we had a privilege also,
and ours was the Dblissful reflection, as we
shook ourselves free of the varicolored confetti
after the triple wedding, that every man’s
house is his castle, and blessed is the man
who can revel in the undisturbed possession of
the same.

R AND HIS LANCERS

Yy Frank H. Sweet

across the field. Many times they approached the
Yellow-Jackets’ stronghold. only te he swerved
in some other course by a well-direeted lance-thrust.

But such work was easy—too easy. What is
formidable to one species of soldier may be the
merest pastime to another.  Colonel Valor, by him-
sclf, took charge of the worst brute that ever had
been wurned inte the ficld, a vicious bull whose
voice kept the air filled with rumblings, and whose
hoofs tore up the sod in wild bursts of rage; but it
required only an occasional lance-thrust in the nose
to keep the brute from doing harm. Indeed, the
werk was scarcely sufficient for amusement, and
more than once when the tail of the maddened
animal was peinting toward the stronghold, Culonel
Valor made a swift sallv against some menace
which had come down from above, or dug up from
Lelow, or had penctrated the cordon of scouts.
Along in the afternoon, however, when the
adows had Tengthened so far to the castward
as 10 cause the more distant lahorers to start toward
home, there swooped down on them a danger that
wies swift. and real and tervible.

It was only a little bee-marting but to the Yellow-
Jackets it was an enemy a thousand times their own
size, lierce, ravenous. more terrible than wild Lulls
or pillaging hoys; far it could Hy as swiftly as they,
and the quick opening of dis bill as it rushed upon
them meant death i the most horrible form. .\
soldier who ceuld smile in the face of all other
dungurs of the woods and ficlds might well quail
before a hee-martin.

Liscretion in this case would have seemed the
better part of valur, even with the Colonel, except
for one thing—the Lird was fying strajght toward
the stronghold.  Should it diseover that, with its
strong force Of well-fed defenders, the savage glut-
tony of the bird would cause it Lo return again and

again, every time it became hungry, until
in the end the whole garrison would be
destroved.  The only escape would be to
divert the bee-martin from his course before he
discovered the stronghold.

But such an undertaking seemed certain death,
and Colonel Valor never even thought of assigning
any of his men to it, when he was on the spot him-
self. As he shot forward, straight toward the on-
coming enemy, he noticed through the tail of his
eye that his men were following closely,

The bee-martin saw him ten feet away, and with a
savage cry of exultation flashed upon him. But
even in the bill of death, as it were, Colonel Valor
did not lose his vigilance and presence of mind. As
the bill opened for him, he swerved sharply, and
then closed in with a swift unexpected turn and
thrust his lance dcep into the enemy's head.

It was a terrible wound, directly hehind the ear,
and the martin staggered and fell tremDbling toward
the earth.  Half-way there he recovered himself and
began to rise again, dizzily; but by that time the
other lancers were upon him with ready weapons.

The martin was not lacking in hravery; but the

punishment was terrible and unexpected, and with
the second and third’and fourth lance-thrusts. fol-
lowing cach othc_r in swilt and relentless succession,
he suddenly lost heart, anid whirled hystericully to-
ward the western frontier, erying and mouning with

the intense pain. At the west line Lieutenant Zzip
was rewdy with his lancers, and sped upon him
with a few more sharp reminders of his being en
forhidden territory.

As Colonel Valor calmly flew back to his self-ap-
pointed task of lvoking out for the bull, a dozen or
more officers rushed up; but he niotioned them aside.

“Oh, tush, tush!” he huwnmed irritablv.  “Tt
was only what any of you would have donre. Go
back Lo your posts. [ must atiend to that budl
He's coming this wuy aguain, and he must have a
more severe lesson.”
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V.
By

ing armed with a note-book

I did not go to bed until
long after sunrise.’” he said. **\When
I began to marshal my thoughts
into some semblunce of order I
was amazed to find how far back
into the twilight of human origins

I lOOPER turned up next even-

vou carried me with vour cat
language. Has it ever struck you
how old this world is? hew long

men have waited before they took
their first sure step toward knowl-
edge?”

““Are vou speaking of the ¢volu-
tion of mutter in general or of
mankind in asked
Grier.

**Of our noble selves, to be sure.
Geologicaliy, there is practically
no limit backwarch but we have
been so fed up on individualism
we are beginning only mnow to
abandon useless speculations as
to the eternity of the future fer
a mere definite study of the eter-
nity of the past. Now vou, with
your animal language and your
genuine far-seeing, have cleared
the mist from a theory 1 have held
nebulously for a vear or more.
l.et me state it in progressive
theses: (a) Humaninventiveness
is boundcd only Ly the zone of
human intelligence; (b) the cap-
acity of the Lrain extends far be-
yond our present scientific com-
prehension; (c) every new dis-
covery 1s. therefore. a mere
quickening into activity of some
special attribute latent io all prop-
erly regulated brains; (d) a time
may come when man shall know
all things, as nothing can happen,
nor can have happened. which the
brain is not capable of conceiving.”

' Your theorizing vaults a long way in advance
of my experiences.”

‘“Not a bit of it. You are merely a living testi-
mony ef faculties either undeveloped or deemed
dead owing to disuse. Oddly enough, you, my
fricnd, possess powers which vve modern degcnerates
—beef-fed and stodgy with misapplied civilization—
coolly relegate to the lower animals or at the
best to savage tiibes, Watch cattle in a field, birds
in the air—are they not skilled weather-prophets,
far more reliable than any meteorological bureau?
They don't tap a glass cylinder of mercury or write
learnedly about cirrus clouds and convex cumuli
Ne. the cows and horses just nibble the grass on the
exposed hills, the Wirds flv aboout unconcernedly,
if the advancing gloom simply heralds a passing
shower: but sce them all scoot for shelter before
ever a leaf is stirred if a real storm is about to break.
That is pure, undiluted. unijuestioning knowledge.
The power of transmitting news instantly over
long distances possesscd hy certain human nomads
is of the same type.  Therefore, my dear Karl. yvou
hark back in the centuries. You are away down
the social an up-to-date demigod, te
whom the real meaning of nearly every word [ use
is unknown, tell you this unblushingly."”

*1s that o part of yvour theory that the world is
still in its infaney inits search after truth?”

“Well hit, my prehistoric man, my  vitalized
fossil'  You are old as muny of the hills.  Oh, if
only [ could put i date on you! Say, have ever
heard of Eridu?”’

Do yvou mean the Chaldean city?”

“Yes. Welll sik thousand yvears ago it was a
sea-port and the sanctuary of the Chaldean god, Fa.
Now it s @ dust-heap, miles inland, 2\ friend of
mine, sorting among the rubbish last vear, found
a tomb. The gentlemun huried therein must have
been an Akkadian antquiey, wwho hated, even in
death, to be parted from Ins treasures, because the
lrick vault containing his remains also held a va-
ricty of olijects several thousand yvewrs older than
himself ™

“Are the fucts entively clear?’”

“Clear?  Just listen to the evidence. *You, as
a bloated Bnitisher, doulbt, that

particular?”

scule L.

UrG aware, no
The synopsis of preceding chapters will be

found on ncxt page
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Hooper Did Not Think He Was Justified in Permitting the

Trance to Continue Indefinitely

the year, when it first attained the dignity of
record. began with the vernal equinox, and the
opening month was named after the ‘propitious
Bull'? Thus, Bull headed the twelve constellations
of the zodiac, and was an important character.
Well, in the tomb aforesaid, the excavators found
a small stone urn bearing not Taurus the Bull's
sign, but Aquarius the water-bearer. The sun, at
the vernal equinox, has been in Aries since =235
B. C., and it first entered Ta:uwus somewhere about
47¢ce B. C. Lots of centuries must have becn
passed in observation before the astrologers formed
the calendar we use to-day;so the urn could claim,
at the least, a venerable anticuity, unless it was a
hoary Chaldean hoax. There is good reason to
believe it was anything but a joke. It was brought
to Washington, eagerly examined by a gathering
of archeologists, and dropped by some trembling
enthusiast to a marble floor.”

“Goed gracious!”

“Yes, the finder said something like that. In-
deed his language was even more {luent, Yet the
accident led to a discovery. The shattered urn
consisted of two vessels, one within the other.
Between the two was a thin slip of ivory, and on
this was a cuneiform jnscription. with a lively
drawing showing how one gentleman hammered
a big nail into another gentleman's skull.”

Do you propose to treat me in that way?

“I have reached my point now. That record
of a erimme, probalily a murder of revenge, was kept
sceeret for at least seven thousand ye and only
Schliemann or Haynes could tell us how inuch longer.
So vour peculiarly constituted brain, my friend,
has gone on repeuting itself through many a forgat-
ten ancestor until the accident of environment
enabled its hidden recesses to burst their bonds. It
took a great many clever men a great many vears
to decipher the cuneiform characters of the \kka-
disns, and you will probalily be dead tony hefure some
genius yet unborn tells an anxious workd why vou
can see things that are taking place at a distance of
over three thousamd miles. Meamwvhile, beholil in me
your patient olserver aml chronicler. To-night —"

“To-night we shall tulk and smoke and pursue
viin coneeits,'” said Karl determinedly. 1 think
I ought to forego these glimpses into the void
They are unpleasing in many Of what

Wiuys.
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¥)) THE STRANGE STORY OF A
MAN WITH A SIXTH SENSE

Karl’s First Meeting With Steindal
LOUIS TRACY

Author of *“Souls on Fire,” *“ The Wings of the

personal Dbenefit is this unusual
gift? 1 wish to qualify myself for
a commercial career, and the only
practical use of such escapades
as those of the two preceding
nights is something in the detec-
tive Jine. 1 mean to resist the im-
pulse for the future.”

“*Now vou are indulging in ban-
alities. You can no more resist
the ‘occasional use of your splendid
gifts than a duckling reared by
a hen could hold back from a
pond.  And do you rcally think
that [ have written twenty pages
of notes merely to fool away three

hours? 1 guess Maggie can’t be a
nice girl, or it’s a sure thing
yvou would want to see her

again.”’

Karl smiled, and a charming
way he had of revealing his white
teeth with the kindliest and most
good-natured expression of genu-
ine fun. ‘'Even if you are smug-
ging at law, Frank,” he said,
‘* you should spare your friends the
tricks of counsel, You fancy,
and probahly your belief is justi-
fied, that if I allow my mind to
dwell on Miss Hutchinson’s ap-
pearance, such as I have recently
discovered it to be, I shall wander
off hopelessly across the ocean
to find her. [ am sorry to dis-
appoint you, but [ am firm in my
resolution to disceurage these tele-
scopic escapades as much as pos-
sible.””

Hooper sighed. He put away
his note-book and viciously bit
the end ofT a green cigar, a feat by
no means so easy as the smokers
of British dry weeds may imagine.
““Then let us talk of ships and
kings and sealing-wax,” he said.
' am rather strong on ancient Egypt. Would you
like to hear my views on Ka?”

Hooper was speaking with careless sarcasm. He
was grievously annoyed that Grier should cut off
a highly interesting experiment in such a summary
fashion. Yet there is an unconscious art which
is superior to all intent, and Hooper had blundered
on a question that set his hearer’s mind in a
whirl.

“Ka!" he said softly. ‘‘Surely that is what we
call the soul? It is animism, the shadowy second
self evoked from dreams. Yes, that is a root-
word, direct from the earliest mint. Man, in his
first speech, described Ka."

The American veiled the joy in his eves by a
cloud of smoke. *“If [ can only plunk him necur
the window now he will switch onto Maggie with a

jerk,” was his ready reflection. But the *"plunk-
ing.” whatever it muay mean—for your good

American, when not undergoing the embalming
process which finally fits him for Paris, can coin
words at will—was not necessary. Karl. without
effort or velition, passed through the umbra which
sepirated his known senses from the swayv of their
wnknown congener.  He leaned back in his chair,
closed his exves, and was forthwith, to all appear-
ance, sleeping lightlv.

1looper, whose nostrils ruivered with repressed
excitement, tlung away his cigar and applied himself
to the task of recording all external physical indi-
cations of the emotions his companton might he
experiencing, It will be remembered that this
trance-like condition was nsually preceded by some
slight disturhance of the blood-vessels infringing
on or adjacent to the brain.  There was no such
sign of cerebral disorder on this occasion.  Karl
seemed to have vielded to a desire for a pleasant
anil refreshing doze.

Again. when he saw Maggie Hutchinson and
the Americant at Maphattan Beach, he had en-
deavored to approach nearer to them, and was pre-
vented only by the fortunatu interposition of a win-
dow-ledge and a stick stuck in a flower-pot, while
his temporary flight to the storm-tossed saloon of
the Merlin had caused him to sway in Heoper's
arms. To-night he sat immovabhle. though he wit-
nessed a series of really remarkable events, the
sight or hearing of which would assuredly have
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evoked some reflex action or cry during any of his
earlier manifestations.

Luckily there was present in the young American
a sympathetic watcher who, notwithstanding his
comparative youth, had all the coolness and critical
acumen of a hardened investigator. Hooper, true
to his own theory, was convinced that he was
assisting in the development of a hitherte unsus-
pected function in man's brain. He knew that the
obscure sum of influences we call heredity affects
the adult man in a surprisingly small traceable
degree as compared with education.

If it was possible to leave an infant, born of
civilized parents, wholly to its own devices. what
direct characteristics of human ancestry would it
exhibit? It would possess no articulate language,
its knowledge would not extend beyvond the limited
recognition of a few articles of fond. its reasoning
facultiecs would be a blank, its highly convoluted
brain a storchouse of potentialities as hidden as
the wonders of its nervous system or the chemical
building of its tissue. In a word, a child which
under tuition might become the discoverer of a
new province in human thought would sink in-
stantly to the condition of paleolithic man. Let
the key be lost which should unlock the treasury,
and untold ages of horror and suffering, of seemingly
endless and unavailing effort, must be endured cre
it could be found again. Yet the treasure was there
intact, as surely pent within the protoplasmic
ovum as displayed in all its splendor on the printed
page of the world-convincing treatise. That was
the great miracle of Nature, and Hooper asked him-
self what phase of her manifold powers was now
unfolding itself before his intent yet uncompre-
hending eyes.

He knew that maunkind to-day could produce
in facsimile types of ancestors found in pliocene
strata at least five hundred thousand years old.
Stone knives alone could make the intentional cuts
found on the ribs of a cetacean stranded on the
shores of the Pliocene Sea, and what that meant to
a prehistoric tribe was clearly shown by Lord Ave-
hury's (Sir John Lubbock’s) sumrnary of a
description by Captain Grey of a recent
whale feast in Australa:

When a whale is washed ashore it is a real
gedsend to them (the aborigines). Fires are lit
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*‘My dear Frank, I have not only seen but
heard. Think what it means! Three theusand
miles of wireless telephony! And what a first-
rate brute that fellow Steindal is!”

*“A repular holy terror, [ have no doubt. But
say, I thought you had rung up Maggie Hutchin-
son?"

“‘I did not see her, thank Heaven! but I heard so
much concerning her that I shall make it my busi-
ness to meet the Merlin at Liverpool and warn her
against that pair of beauties in New-York."”

Hooper selected a fresh and extra green cigar.
‘“Now, indeed. I can smoke the calumet of peace
while you talk,” he said, curling up in an easy chair
with the comfortable abandon of one who has faith-
fully kept a long vigil.

T0 be continued next Sunday

Synopsis of Preceding Chapters

K:\RL GRIER, though an English boy of average

health and sturdiness. was gifted with a sixth sense,
whichtheauthor termed telegnomy, or far-knowing. The
first evidence of his extraordinar ‘)lwer was recorded
when he was four yearsold. He ¥e land was hurt, and
translated to himself without difficulty the exclamations
of the  persons about him, though the remarks were
ﬂ\en in German, French, Scottish dialect and Indian.

e understood the lang\mge of all animals as well.

One day, when living in India, he described to his
father a plot to murder a neighbor, which he perceived
distinctly, though the glotterﬂ were miles away. The
gxot was frustrated and the ruffianscaptured solely on

is infortnation.

Atten a/e.«rs of age he was taken to England. He
astounded those on bnard the stecamer by his strange
knowledge. For instance. he discerned the moons of
the planet Jupiter, and then in the evening an Armen-
ian commercial man fell overboard. Though it was in
darkness, the boy guided the ship’s boat to the man
in the water, where Karl cauld see him distinctly a mile
away, This man, Paul Constantine, conceiv an ex-
travagant affection for Karl. ‘I'he youny “telegnomist**
was sent to school, where he puzzled the teacher with his
psychic feats,

Grown to young manhood, Grier one night felt a desire
to recall Maggie Hutchmson, a girl he had known 1a
India, and distinctly saw her eating dinner with Con-
stantine at a New-York seaside resort, although he,

rier, was in England. He called in Frank Hooper, an
American, the next evening to verify his impressions of
New- York, which he never had seen, and to the visitor’s
astonishment_translated the shrieks of a cat in the
courtyard. Jpon Hooper's suggestion he again sought
to find Maggie Hutchinson, and called up an Atlantic
liner outward bound from New-York.

PEGGY’'S SUNBORNNET

Nlustration by Grace G Wiederseim

to give notice of the juviul ewvent. They rub
themselves all over with blubber and aneint their
favorite wivesin the same way. Then they cut
duwn through the biubber to the beef, which they
cat raw er broil en pointed sticks. As ether
natives arrive they “* fuirly cat their way inte the
whale, and you see them climbing in and about
the carcass. choosing tithits. . . There s no
sight in the world more revolting than to see a
voung and gracefully formed girl stepping out
of the interior of & putrid whale.”

Hooper had plenty of time to let his
imagination run riot in this wise. The
light fell fair on (rier's face, but the
watcher looked in vain for any indication
of the sights or sounds in which the sleeper
was participating.  Karl, to outward sem-

blance, might be either really asleep or
brought to muscular rigidity by the in-
fluence of an anesthetic.

He was reluctant to disturb his comrade.
This present tlight through space promised
to transcend its predecessors in the pro-
longed sequence of its events. Nevertheless,
there was a limit to his friend’s endurance
if not to his own.

When the expiration of another fifteen
minutes revealed no sign of Grier's return to
consciousness, Hooper diil not think he was
justified in permitting the trance to con-
tinue indefinitely without assuring him-
self, at any rate, that Grier's pulse was
noymal and his heart beating regularly.

He stoopued ind caught Karl's wrist gently.
He noticed that the breathing was slow and
measured, and hehad just succeeded in de-
tecting the pulse when Karl opened his eyves

He gave one surprised. almost Lewildered
glance at Hooper, laughed cheerfully w hen

he looked at the clock on the mantel-
piece, and said, in the most matier-of-tuct
way:

" Have you ever heard of a
Q‘Lmv al in New-York?”
es.” Hooper nearly
he v so taken aback by
monplice question,

*Is e connected with the stage?’ Karl asked

“Yes, in asense. Heis a dramatic agent, 1 think.”

“He is wnguestionably o dramatic scoundrel.
Why did vou interfere? At the very moment [
left him he was giving his own precions § haracter
to Constantine. Never mind! [ will find the
rascal and beat him to a jeliv.”

““Bully for you! Things have happened, then?”

man named

@0

stammered,
the curiously

com-

By M. G.

Hays

Grandma said: ‘““That little face
Will get freckies on it’’;

So when she came home to-day
She brought me this sunbonnet,
And | am going to wear it
When in the sun 1 play.

1 guess that 1’1l be glad I did
When | am big some day.’”?
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TWENTIETH-CENTURY
CONCERT-ROOM

B> Frederic S. Law

UST now musical Germany is interested in a
J proposition to make a radical change in the
arrangement of concert-rooms. It is urged
that these follow too blindly the plan adopted for
the theater, in which a clear view of all that is done
on the stage is essential; that in a concert, on the
contrary, the hearer should be unconscious of the
necessary mechinism, since it distracts his atten-
tion from the enjoyment of the music. The manip-
ulation of the instruments, the gestures of the con-
ductor, the personality and dress of the soloists,
are looked upon as so many disturbing factors
which prevent the mental concentration demanded
by the comiplex music of the present day. It is
argued that since Wagner in his festival theater at
Bayreuth has given an example of a model audito-
rium for the music drama by shutting out all me-
chanical accessories, a similar work should be done
for the concert-room.

The ideal of these reformers calls for complete
concealment of orchestra, conductor, chorus and
soloists, and partial concealment at least of the
audience itself by a darkening of the auditorium
during performance. Consequently there must be
no balconies or boxes matcrially clevated abeve the
main floor, and it must be lighted so that it can be
darkened readily, not necessarily to complete ob-
scurity, but to a mysterious twilight in which all
details are softened or absorbed. Experiments have
been made with a movable stage—one that can be
lowered so as to be hidden entirely from the audi-
ence; but the difficulty in such case is to sccure
satisfactory acoustical conditions; then, too, such
an arrangement is neither dignified nor impressive
from an architectural standpoint.

More attractive is the picture given by an en-
thusiast who has carefully thought out all details,
as fellows:

He sees a large eval-shaped hall, one
end of which—perhaps a third or fourth
of the entire space—is cut off by a balus-
trade rising to a height of from six to nine
feet, with a slight inward curve. Above
this balustrade and scparated by wide
pillars are three mighty window-shaped
openings reaching almost to the ceiling,
the middle one larger than those on the
sides. These openings correspond to three
stuined-glass windows at the opposite end
of the hall. The etTect of the whole in
decoratiens, proportions, etc., is suggestive
of the nave of u Gothic church.

In the concealed space the musical forces
are disposed on platforms descending by
successive stages: the conductor with the
soloists directly back of the balustrade,
the chorus on a lower level, the orchestra
still lower, and the organ on the basement
or cellar floor, Two sounding-boards are
previded, one ever the singers in front,
the other at a lower level over the orchestra
in the back. The latter is capable of being
raised or lowered by means of an electric
motor, which is governed by a button on
the conductor's desk, so that when a
particularly strong orchestral effect is
desired it can be secured simply by pressing
this button. The auditorium is lighted from
the ceiling in such wise that the source of
the illumination cannot be seen: behind
the balustrade and following its curve is
a double row of incandescent lights: in
addition, there are the ordinary desk-
lights of the orchestra, During the music
the lights in the auditorium are turned

off; a faint glow, however, breaks in
from lights behind the rear windows and
from the relection of those in the
orchestra.

In such a temple of art no applause is
allowed between the movements of a
symphony or similar work, and none what-
ever during the performance of sacred
choral works—masses, orat s, passions
and the like.

Such a plan may seem exaggerated
and overwrought to those who loock upon music
merely as an agreeable diversion to while away
an idle evening—not to speak of those who
partake of Dr. Johnson's opinion that it is the
most expensive of noises. ®thers, however, who
see in music a potent influence second to noue
in its cultivating, refining power will welcome
attempts like these v hich have for their aims
the raising of the art to a mnobler. higher plane
by means of suitable and dignified surroundings.
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CORRESPONDE]

room to take off the soiled

and faded cotton dress she had
worn while milking.  She had milked
cight cows and pumped wuater for
the milk-cans afterwuard in the fag-
end of a hot summer day. She did
that every night, but to-night she
had hurried more than usual be-
cause she wanted to get her letter
written hefore the early farm bed-
time. She had been thinking it
out while she milked the cows in the
stuffy little pen behind the barn.
This monthly letter was the only
pleasure and stimulant in her life.
Existence would have been, so
Sidnev thought. a dreary, unbear-
able blank witheut it.

She cast aside her milking-dress
with a thrill of distaste that tingled
to her rosy finger-tips. As she
slipped into her Dblue-print after-
noon dress her aunt called to her
from helow, Sidney ran out to the
dark little entry and leaned over the
stair railing. Below in the kitchen
there was a hubbub of laughing, cry-
ing, quarreling children. and a reck of
bad tobacco smoke drifted up to
the girl's disgusted nostrils,

Aunt Jane was standing at the
foot of the stairs with a lamp in one
hand and a year-old baby clinging
to the other. She was a big shape-
less woman with a round good-
natured face—cheerful and vulgar
as a sunflower was Aunt Jane at
all times and occasions.

1 want to run over and see
how Mrs. Brixby is this evening,
Siddy, and you must take care of
the baby till 1 get hack.”

Sidney sighed and went down-
stairs for the baby. It never would
have occurred to her to protest or
be petulant about it. She had all
her aunt’s swectness of disposition,
if she resembled her in nothing else.
She had not grumbled because she
had to rise at four that morning,
get breakfast, milk the cows, hake
bread, prepare seven children for
school, get dinner, preserve twenty
quarts of strawberries, get tea and
milk the cows again. All her days were alike as
far as haurd work and duliness went. hut she accepted
themn cheerfully and uncomplainingly.  But she did
resent having te Jook after the baby when she
wanted to write her ictter.

She carricd the baby to her room, spread a quilt
on the floor for him to sit on and gave him a box
of empty spools to play with. Fortunately he was
a phlegmatic infant, fond of staying in one place,
and not given to roaming about in scarch of adven-
tures: but Sidney knew she would have to keep an
¢ve on him, and it would be distracting to literary
cffort.

She got out her box of paper and sat down by the
little table at the window with a small kerosene lamp
at her clbow. The reom was small—a mere box
above the kitchen which Sidney shared with two
small cousins. Her bed and the cot where the little
girls slept filled up almest all the available space.
The furniture was poor; but. everything was
sfeat—it was the onlyv ncat room in the house, in-
deed. for tidiness was no besetting virtue of Aunt
Janes.

Opposite Sidney was a smail muslined and be-
fritled toilet-table, above which hung an eight-
by.six-inch mirror, in which Sidney saw herself
reflected as she devo-atly hoped other people did
net sce her.  [ust at that particular angle one eye
appeared 10 be as large as an orange. while the other
was the size of a pea. and ithe mouth zigzagged
from car 10 ear. Sidney hated that mirror as vir-
ulently as she could hate anything. It scemed to
her to typify all that was unlovely in her life.  The
mirror of existence into which her fresh voung seul
had 1ooked for twenty vears gave back to her wist-
fulgaze just such distortions of fair hopes and ideals.

Half of the little tal:le by which she sat was piled
high with hooks—old hooks, evidently well-read
and well-bred books, classics of fiction and verse
everyone of them. and all bearing on the flyv-leaf
the name of Sidney Richmond. thereby meaning
not the girl at the table. but her college-bred young
father who had died the day before she was born.

3 ‘T sunset Sidney hurried to her

A Girl Stood Before Him,

Love Finds a Way to the Land of
Heart’s Desire Even in the Wildermess

By L. M.

With Panting Breath
Quivering Lips

Her mother had died the day after. and Sidney
thereupon had come into the hands of good Aunt
Jane, with those books for her dowry, since nothing
clse was left after the expenses of the douhle funeral
had been paid.

One of the beoks had Sidney Richmiond's name
printed on the title-page instead of written on the
fly-leaf. Tt was a thin little volume of poems. pub-
lished in his college days—musical, unsubstantial
pretty little poems, evervone ef which the girl
Sidney loved and knew by’ heart,

Sidney dropped her pointed chin in her hands
and looked dreamily out into the moonlit night,
while she thought her letter out a little more fully
before beginning to write.  Her big brown eves were
fullof wistfulness and romance;for Sidney was roman-
tic, albeit a faithful and understanding acquaintance
with her father's bouks had given to her romance
refinement and reason, and the delicacy of her own
nature had imparted to it a self-respecting bias.

Presently she began to write, with a flush of real
excitement on her face. 1n the middle of things
the baby choked on a small twist spool and Sidney
had to catch him up by the hecls and hold him head
downward until the trouble was cjected. Then
she had to soothe him, and finally write the rest
of her letter holding him on one arm and protecting
the epistle from the grabs of his sticky little fingers.
It was certainly letter-writing under difficulties,
but Sidney scemed to deal with them mechanically.
Her soul and understanding were elsewhere.

Four years before, when Sidney was sixteen, still
calling herself a school-girl by reason of the fact
that she could be spared to attend school four
months in the winter when werk wus slack. she
had been much intercsted in the “ Maple Leaf” de-
parment of the Montreal weekly her uncle took.
It was a page given over to youthful Canadinns
and filled with their contributions in the way of
letters, verses and prize essays. Noms de plume
were signed 1o these ladges were sent 1o those
whe joined the Muaple-Leaf Club, and a general
delightful senscof mystery pervaded the department.
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ICE AND A CLIMAX

Often a letter concluded with a re-
quest to the club members to corre-
spond with the writer. One such
request went from Sidney under the
pen-name of ''Ellen Douglas.”” The
girl was lonely in Plainfie d; she had
110 companions or associates such
as she cared for; the Maple-Leaf
Club represented all that her life
held of outward interest, and she
longed for something more.

Only one answer came to ‘ Ellen
Douglas,” and that was forwarded
to her by the long-suffering editor
of “The Maple-Leaf’ It was from
John Lincoln of the Bur N Ranch,
Alberta. He wrote that, although
his age debarred him from member-
ship in the club (he was twenty,
and the limit was eighteen), he read
the letters of the department with
much interest, and often had thought
of answering some of the requests
for correspondents. He never had
done so. but ‘‘Ellen Douglas’'s"
letter was so interesting that he had
decided to write to her. Would she
be kind enough to correspond with
him? Life on the Bar N, ten miles
from the outpests of civilization,
was lonely. He was two years out
from the East, and had not yet for-
gotten to be homesick at times,

Sidney liked the letter and an-
swered it. Since then they had
written to cach other regularly.
There was nothing sentimental,
hinted at or implicd, in the corre-
spondence.  Whatever the faults of
Sidney’s romantic visions were, they
did not tend to precocious flirta-
tion. The Plainfield hoys, attracted
by her beauty and repelled by her
indifference and aloofness, could have
told thut. She never expected to
meet John Lincoln, nor did she wish
to do so. In the correspondence
itself she found her pleasure.

John  Lincoln wrote Dbreeczy ac-
counts of ranch life and adventures
on the fur-western plains, so alien
and remote from snug, humdrum
Plaintield life that Sidney always
had the sensation of crussing a gulf
when she opened a letter from the
Bar N. As for Sidney's own letter, this is the way
it read as she wrote it:

and

The Evergreens,” Plainfield.

Dear Mr. Lixcorx: The very best letter 1 caun wiite
in the half hour before the carriage will be at the door to
take me to Mrs. Braddon's dance shall be yours to-night.
I am sitting here in the library, arraved in my smartest,
newest, whitest, silkiest gown, with a string of pearls which
Uncle James gave me te-day about my throat—the dear,
glistening sheeny things! And I am looking forward te
the “dances and delight” of the evening with keen
anticipation,

You asked me in your last letter if 1 did not semetimes
grow weary of my endless round of dances and dinners
and social functions. Ne, ne, never! | enjey everyone
of them, every minute of them. I love life and its bloom
and brilliancy 1 love meeting new people; 1 love the ripple
of music, the hum of laughter and conversation. Every
mormning when 1 awaken the new day seems to me to be
a good fairy who will bring me some beautiful gift of joy.

The giit she gave me to-day was my sunset gallop on
my gray mare Lady. The thrill of it is in my veins
vet | distanced the others who rode with me and led the
homewurd canter alone, rocking along a dark, gleaming
road, shadowy with tall firs and pines, whose balsam made
all the air resinous around me. Before me was a long
valley filled with purple dusk. and beyond it meadows
of sunset und great lakes of saffron and rose where a seul
night lose itself in coler. On my right was the harbor,
silvered over with a rising moon. Oh, it was all glorious
—the clear air with jts salt-sea tang, the aroma ef the
pines, the laughter of my friends behind me, the spring
and rhyvthm of Lady's gray satin body beneath me! 1
wanted to ride on so forever, straight into the heart of
the sunset.

Then home and to dinner. We have a houseful of guests
at prusent—one of them ar: old statesman with a massive
silver head.'and cves that have looked into people’s thoughts
so long that vou have an uncanny feeling that they can
sce right through your soul and read motives you dare
not avow even to yourself. I was terribly in awe of him
at first: but when 1 got acquainted with him [ found him
charming, He is not above talking delightful nonsense
even toagirl. I sat by him at dinner, and he talked te me
—not nonsense, cither. this time. He told me of his
political contests and diplomatic battles; he was wise and
witty and whimsical. T felt as if T were drinking some
rare, stimulating mental wine. \What a privilege it is to
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meet such men and take a peep through their wise eyes
at the fascinating game of empire building!

[ met another clever man a few evenings ago. A let
of us went for a sail on the harbor. Mrs. Braddon’s heuse
party came too. e had three big white boats that
skimmed down the moonlit channel like great white sea
birds. There was another boat far across the harber,
and the people in it were singing. The music drifted
ever the water to us. so sad and sweet and beguiling that
1 could have cried for very pleasure. One of Mrs. Brad-
don’s guests said to me:

*That is the soul of music with all its sense and earthli-
ness refined away.”

1 hadn't thought about him before—I hadn't even
caught his name in the general introduction. He was
a tall. slight man., with a worn, sensitive fice and iron-
gray hair—a quiet man who hadn’t laughed or talked.
But he hegan to talk to me then, and I forgot all abeut
the others. I never had listened to anybody in the lcast
like him. e talked of hooks and music. of art and travel.
He had been all over the world, anl had scen everything
evervhody else had seen and everything they hadn’t too,
1 think. [ seemed to be leoking into an enchanted mirror
where all my ewn dreams and ideals were retlected back
to me, but made, oh, so much more beautifui!

On 1y way heme after the Braddon people had left us
somebody asked me how I liked Paul Moore! The man
I had been talking with was Paul Moore, the great novel-
ist! I was almost glad 1 hadn't known it while he was
talking to me—I shoull have been too awed and rever-
ential to have really enjoved his conversation. As it was,
1 had contradicted him twice. and he had laughed and
liked it. But his books will always have a new meaning
to me henceforth, through the insight he himself has
given me.

*

It is such meetings as these that give life its sparkle
for me. But much of its abiding sweetness comes from
my friendship with Margaret Raleigh. You will be weary
of my rhapsodies over her. But she is such a rare and
wonderful woman; much older than I am, but so young
in heart and soul and freshness of feelingl She is to me
mother an:d sister and wise. clear-sighted friend. To
her [ go with all my perplexities and hopes and triumphs.
She has sympathy and understanding for my every
mood. [ love life so much for giving me such a friend-
ship!

This morning T wakened at dawn and stole away to the
shore Lefore anyone else was up. I had a delightful run-
away. The leng, Iow-lying meadows between ' The
Evergreens” and the shore were dewy and fresh in that
first light, that was as fine and purely tinted as the heart
of one of my white roses. On the beach the water was
purring in little blue ripples; and oh, the sunrise out there
beyond the harbor!  All the eastern Heuven was abloom
with it. And there was a wind that came dancing and
whistling up the channel to replace the beautiful silence
with a music more heautiful stll.

The rest of the felks were just coming down-stairs when 1
got back to breakfast. They were all yawny. and some were
grumpy; but [ had washed my being in the sunnse and
felt as blitheseme as the day. Oh, life is so good to live!

To-morrow Uncle James' new vessel, the White Lady,
is to belaunched. Weare going to make a festive nccasion
of it, and I am to christen her with a bettlc of cobwebby
old wine.

But I hear the carriage, and Aunt Jane is calling me.
I had a great deal more to say—about your letter, your
big “round-up” and your tritulations with your Chinese
cook—but I've only time now to say goud-by. You
wish me a lovely time at the dance and a full program,
don't youw? Yours sincerely, SioNeEy Ricusyoxp.

Aunt Jane came home presently and carried
away her sleeping baby. Sidney said her prayers,
went to bed, and slept soundly and sercnely.

She mailed her letter the next dayv: and a month
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later an answer carne. Sidney read it as soon as
she left the post-office, and walked the rest of the
way heme as in a nightmare, staring straight ahead
of her with wide-open, unseeing brown eyes.

Jehn Lincoln’s letter was short; but the pertinent
paragraph of it burned itself into Sidney's brain.
He wrote:

1 am geing East for a visit. It is six years since T was
home, ani it seems like three times six. "1 shall go by the
C. P. R, which passes through Pluinfield. and I mean to
stop eff for a day. You will let me cail anl sec yeu,
won't you? 1 shall have to take your permission for
granted, as T shall be gene before a letter from you can
reach the Bar N. I leave for the East in five days, and
shall look forward to our meeting with all possible interest
and pleasure.

Sidney did not sleep that night, but tossed rest-
lessly about or cried in her pillow. She was so
pallid and hollow-eved the next morning that Aunt
Jane noticed it, and asked her what the matter was.

"*Nothing,” said Sidney sharply. Sidney had
never spoken sharply to her aunt hefore. The good
woman shook her head. She was afraid the child
wius ‘“taking something.””

“Don’t do much to-day, Siddy,” she said kindly.
“*Just lie around and take it easy till you get rested
up. ['ll tix you a dose of quinine.”

Sidney refused to lie around and take it casy.
She swallowed the rquinine meekly enough: hut she
worked tiercely all day, hunting out superiluous
tasks to do. That night she slept the sleep of ex-
haustion, but her dreams Were unenviable and the
awakening was terrible.

Any day, any hour, might bring John Lincoln to
Plainfield. What should she do? Hide from him?
Refuse to see him? But he would find out the truth
just the same; she would lose his friendship and
respect just as surely. Sidney trod the way of the
transgressor, and found that its thorns pierced to
bone and marrow. Everything had come to an
end—nothing was left to her! In the untried reck-
lessness of twenty untempered years she wished
she could die before John Lincoln came to Plain-
tield.  The eves of youth could not see how she
could possibly live afterward.

*

Some dayvs later a young man stepped from the
C. P. R. train at Plainfield station and found his
way to the one small hotel the place boasted.
After getting his supper he asked the proprietor
if he could direct him to ' The Evergreens.”

Caleb \Williams looked at his guest in bewilder-
ment. ‘‘Never heerd o’ such a place,”” he said.

It is the name of Mr. Conway's estate—MTr.
James Conway,” explained John Lincoln,

““Oh, Jim Conway's place!” said Caleb. “‘Didn’t
know that was whaut he called it.  Sartin I kin tell
vou whar' to find it. You see that roud out thar'?
Well, just follow it straight ulong for a mile and a
half till you come to a blacksmith's forge. Jim
Conway's house is just this side of it on the right —
back from the road a smart piece and no other
handy. You can't mistake it."”

John Lincoln did not expect to mistake it, once
he found it: he knew Ly heart what it appeared
like from Sidnev's description: an old stately man-
sion of mellowed brick, covered with ivy and sect
back from the highway amid fine ancestral trees,
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with a pine-grove behind it, a river to the left, and
a harbor beyond.

He strode along the road in the wann, ruddy
sunshine of early evening. It was not a bad-looking
road at all; the farmsteads sprinkled along it were
for the most part snug and wholesome enough;
yet, somehow, it was different from what he had
expected it to be. And there was no harbor or
glimpse of distant sea visible. Had the hotel-
keeper made a mistake? Pcrhaps he had meant
some other James Conway.

Presently he found himself before the black-
smith's forge. Beside it was a rickety, unpainted
gatc opening into a snake-fenced lanc feathered
here and there with scrubby little spruces. It ran
down a bare hill. crossed a little ravine full of voung
white-stemmed birches, and up another bare hill to
an equally bare crest where a farm-house was
perched—a farm-house painted a stark. ctaring
vellow and the ugliest thing in farm-houses that
John Linceln had eser seen, even among the log-
shacks of the West.  He knew now that he had been
misdirected; hut as there seemed to be nobody abiout.
the forge he concluded that he had hetter go to the
vellow house and inguire within.  He passed down
the lane and over the little rus bridge that
spanned the brook.  Just beyond was another home-
murde gate of poles.

*

Lincoln opened it, or rather he had his harl
on the hasp of twisted withes \which secured it, when
he was suddenly arrested by the apparition of a girl,
who tlashed around the curve of young hirch be-
vond and stood bLefore him with panting breath
and quivering lips.

**I beg your pardon.” said John Lincoln cour-
teously, dropping the gate and lifting hid hat. I
am looking for the house of Mr. James Conway—
"The Evergreens.” Can yvou direct me to it?”

“That is Mr. James Conway's house,” said the
girl, with the tragic air and tone of one driven to
desperation and an impatient gesture of her hand
toward the yellow nightmare above them.

‘I don’t think he can be the one I mean,” said
Lincoln perplexedly. “The man I am thinking of
has a niece, Miss Richmond.”’

““There is no other James Conway in Plainfield."”
said the girl. **Thisishis place—nobody callsit *The
Evergreens’ but myself. I am Sidney Richmond.”

For a moment they looked at each other across
the gate, sheer amazement and bewilderment hold-
ing John Lincoln mute. Sidney, bwming with
shame, saw that this stranger was exceedingly good
to look upon—tall, clean-limbed, broad-shouldered,
with clear-cut bronzed features and a chin and eyes
that would have dene honor to any man. John
Lincoln, among all his confused sensations, was
aware that this slim, agitated young creature before
him was the loveliest thing he ever had seen. so
lithe was her figure, so glossy and dark and silken
her bare, wind-ruffled hair. so big and brown and
appealing her eyes, so delicately oval her flushed
checks, He felt that she was frightened and in
trouble, and he wanted to comfort and reassure her.
But how could she be Sidney Richmond?

““I don't understand.” he said perplexedly.

*Oh!"” Sidney threw out her hands in a burst

Continued on page 17

WILD ANIMALS I HAVE “EAT”--By Walter King Stone

THE QUAHRING QUAIL

Oh, here’s the unobtrusive quail!

Why does he quail? Because the vale
Wherein he coyly, shyly runs
Is often ranged by men with guns.

The quail is shy, and also high;

And though I'm rarely ever shy
Whene'er in restaurants we chance to meet,
I'm shy two dollars ere I leave my seat.

THE ELDRITCH EEL

It is quite hard to catch a batch
Of wild ferocious eel;

But when they’re caught (or slyly bought)
They make a sumptuous meal.

And when you eat this luscious meat,
Oh, do not make mistakes!

Because you drink, pray do not think
That you are seeing snakes.

THE BARBARIAN BEAR

Oh, bear with me, my friend, until
I glance along this lengthy bill
Of fare.
Oh yes, here’s bear.
Now that’s a dish to tempt the appetite.
Barbarians of old considered it just right.
Come on! It’s rare!
So blast the price! Let's have some bear.
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ER TRIP TO ATLIN

Interesting Out-of-the-Way Corner of the North

e
Quenurivieris
g OPEX - 4am

Atlin Lahke

AWSON has its chreniclers in his-
D tory and fiction, but, except in
mining reports, little has been
said of Atlin. A two-weeks’ journey
from the New-York Grand Central
Station, the forth-faring traveler is inclined to brag
of the arduous expedition to which the hand of
the North is beckoning. Returned, however, one
brags that it has ®een a far easier task than to pay
a call in Brooklyn, or to set foot in any mentionable
corner of the borough of The Bronx.

Across a suminer-endued continent by modern
train was a {light ef pure enjoyment, with its won-
derful panorama of cities, rose-clad prairies, snow-
capped mountains. Vancouver, the Canadian point
of debarkation, reminded one of Buffalo, or Toronto,
with its fine water-line, well-gardened homes and
splendid trees. An air of bustle pervaded it, mark-
ing it obviously as a point of arrival and departure.
Victoria, the Capital of British Columbia, was seven
hours across the bay, and out of our way; but one
must see Victoria, for it is a vencrable
city, measured by the standards of the
Pacitic Coast. Approaching, it scemed
all harbor, so intricately did the sea
cur! about its shores. Beacon Hill was
a brilliant patch of coler with the bonny
broom, raised from seeds from the
country that the Coclonist never ceases
to call home. In the distance the white
peaks of the Olympic Mountains cut
through fleecy clouds inte a turquoise
sky. Many French-Canadians and not
a few Indian half-brceds are among the
leading families of Victoria, nevertheless
the city speaks in the English voice, with
the provincial accent, and prides itself
on its close kinship, socially, to the
mother country, Its naval harbor Es-
quimalt is one of the gems of the west
coast.

Back to Vancouver to embark for
Skagway: and then for three days we threaded a
winding way up the Alaskan coast. Let those
who yearly turn their faces to Europe—only and
always to Europe—remember that a wonderful
section of their own country lies waiting to be ex-
plored. Dense woods .covered the islands by which
we glided, so,close that a stone’s throw would reach
some of the tall totem poles that marked the Indian
villages upon the shore. Then the waters widened,
and we cawme upen glaciers that cast wonderful
reflections as from mirrors in the snow king's palace,
bedded between white-capped, purple-shadowed

mountains, while eagles screamed eerily overhead.
Then up the Lvnn Canal to Skagway.
Over the White I’ussc

Railway! What a great

A “Swxrell’ Restaurant

squares.

The Main Business Street

By Marguerite Merington

MMustrated From Photographs Talken by the Author

sense of height those werds convey! We had
thought ourselves on exalted ground when our
train danced through the Selkirks and nimbly
climbed the Rockies: hut here we were riding on
the ridge-pole of the world, where waterfalls and
rivers hud their source. A marvel of enginecring,
this road. We never lost our sense of security,
no matter how dizzy the eminence from which

we gazed. Up, up, up. till we paused at
Summit, whence one stream hurried with
greeting to the United States, and from the

same spring another stream hurried with greet-
ing to British North America, and the sister
flags and sister customs buildings stood amicably
side by side.

A mounted policeman told us of a woman who,

Native Sons of Ailin

coming out from British territory, was so moved
on secing her own Stars and Stripes again that she
wept. for joy, and sang “America,” while hugging
the flagpole. On returning to the train, however,
she discovered that one of Uncle Sam’s men had
confiscated her sealskin jacket for revenue, which
so enraged her that she turned right back and
married the first miner who showed a willing
heart,

Speaking of willing hearts, at this point we met our
first miner as fiction always pictures him: the rough-
and-ready soul in top boots and corduroys, who pulled
forth a poke, a narrow chamois bag, full of gold dust
and nuggets, samples from his claims, and told our
party with impartial invitation that he was looking
for a wife. Mining experts in the party assured us
that the samples showed royal values: but we
let the chance slip by, and went on to Atlin.

The five-hours’ journey over the White Pass brought us to the stcamer
that was to take us @n the all-night passage across Lake Bennett.
comfort here at last, You suggest?
liner is one more gently herthed or more palatably fed.

Morning found us at a portage, which we crossed in an open car
hitched to a sparky and skittish locomotive, and then e were aboard
a small steamer crossing Lake Atlin.
coldly blue, as are all glacicr-fed streams, walled on the west by a stu-
pendous pile of natural masonry.
lake-shore opposite. a pretty little port of entry to the gold-fields among
the hills beyond, was Atlin.

Good roads,

I assure vou, not alioard an Atlantic

A wide expanse, this inland sea,

And smiling at us from the low

characteristic of the Dominion Government,
loamy earth is mixed with building chips. divide the township into
Here and there a poplar or spruce has been spared the ax to
tell from what primeval beginnings the camp has sprung.
about the tents and cabins there are none, but wdillow hushes form a
slight screen that enables you while doing vour washing in the open to
appear unconscious of your neighbor cleaning his teeth at his back door.

Yes, you will have to do your own washing, if, with a light purse,

Inclosures

effete civilization  still
ching to vou. One modest dozen at the
laundry  cost me four dollars and
eighty-five cents—for it must be re-
membered that Chinese and Japanese
cheap labor is forbidden the precincts, that all
service commands five dollars a day, and that the
married women who come into camp come to wash
for their own men, and the single women to find
men of their own to wash for. Water, moreover,
has to be hauled up from the lake, or paid for at
the rate of Hve cents the pail, when the waterman
brings it by dog-team to your door.

Dog-teams form as picturesque a feature of the
life as they are an essential one. A waiter ai the
hotel in Victoria said to me: ‘‘You've been
fetched up to think that dogs hadn’'t oughter do
manual labor: but you'll soon get over that.” And
get over it I did. the moment of our arrival, on
seeing a fat child in a soap-box on wheels teaching
afat ' husky " how te draw! Descendants of northern
welves, these valuable members of a
Klondike househald have lust all trace of
their savage ancestry.

Two thousand feet ahove sea-level,
only sixty degrees north latitude, vet there
is a “crack o’ doom’ appearance in the
fiery sunsets, a glacial brilliancy about
the moon, an intensity of color in the
Northern Lights, giving one a sense of
being in the workshop of the world.
The celestial phenomena have justified
the journey a hundredfold.

The climate reminds me of that of the
coast of Maine exaggerated. From June
through September [ slept between fur
robes, hut under mosquito-netting to es-
cape the northern pest. which attacks with
songless sting. The days were warm, but
with a hint of chill. as if the sunlight
hiad passed through icy corridors.

Living was primitive, but expensive.
A five-cent Jamp-chimney cost fifty cents, the
dealer unblushingly stating that the extra charge
was for freight. A small loaf of bread sold for
ten cents. A well-intentioned dinner, mostly of
canned things, could be obtained at a popular
restaurant for half a dollar. Its style was its
attraction, fer it boasted paper napkins, also every
tablestood in its own ‘‘cabinet particulier,” screened
from its neighbors by curtains of blue-checked
gingham.

Vegetables grew readily; but few had time
to spare from gold-bunting to ¢ grow them. One
thrifty German gained a deserved vogue for his
lunch-counter by adding a let '\ tuce leaf, or a
radish, to every plate of bacon gand eggs. And

the tastes of

Dis-

whose

One of the
Industries
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one flower-lover found time to surround
his cabin with a 1ot of poppies, sweet-
peas, nasturtiums, that in their blooming
1selation reminded one of Celia Thaxter's
garden on the Isle of Shoals.

Balls. concerts, church-going, theatri-
cals, all were here as e¢lsewhere; but
daily conversation was likely to turn on
samyles, values, claims, silver, *‘boanite;”’
but above all, gold, gold, gold! The men
down on the creeks with their primitive
gold-pans and cradles, the huge monitors
day and night storming Nature's earth-
works at the hydraulic stands, the huge
stamp-mills, crushing and pounding—all
were gold-seekers.

‘The show nugget of :Atlin, found on
RBoulder Creek. was put into our hands.
It was as big asone’s two 11sts put together.

Every man's undevcloped prospect is,
of course, the finest thing that ever wus;
the only difficulty 1s to find a financial
backer to believe in it. Companies are
formed daily (in conversation); financed
heavily (in conversation) by Eastern
capitalists who would laugh to hear how
blithely their names are used to fleat
these conversational enterprises. When
it was rumored that a uict man looking
about him, apparently at the scenery,
was a representative of Ulark of Mon-
tana, Atlin boomed itsclf feroviously. The
impecunious man who had been stalled
in the camp from its inception went out
magnificently (in conversation) *‘to keep
Chiistmas in God’s country with the fulks

the nest is complete. This is the type
of nest most common, and hundreds may
be seen in localities affected by these
fishes. Others arc suspended from twigs
that have become water-logged and
suspended between twigs or branches
or are placed beneath projecting ledges
of rock. When completed, the fish hunts
up his mate and drives or escorts her to
the nest and presents the mansion to
her. She accepts it, deposits her eggs
or spawn in the interior and imme-
diately deserts them leaving themn to
the mercies of the male, who having been
the house-builder now becomes the nurse.

A stickieback that [ watched for days
would dash at my- finger if peinted at
the glass and strike it so heavily that
I could -e¢ him rebound. Fishes many
times his size were put to flight, (airly
driven from the field by this spined fury.
When the eggs halched and the young
appeared his attentions were redoubled.
He would place himself in the center of
the nest and poise. using his fins to create
a current over the eggs, acrating them
and blowing away any f{oreign substance
The yeung in a short time began to
wander from the nest, and I repeatedlv
saw the parent fish dart out and by an
inhalation draw a young wanderer into
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NEST-BUILDERS OF THE SEA

Continued from page 8

his mouth and violently project it into
the nest again.

The attitude of the female is char-
acteristic of nearly all fishes as she
plays little or no part in the domestic
drama, the male heing the nurse, father
and mother, home-huilder and protector.

A nest somewhat similar to that of
the stickleback is formed by the South
American fish perai. .\ liana or vine,
dropped from a branch into the river and
caught bits of refuse as it floated by,

drifted and formed a pendulous mass of

roots and verdure. In this the little
fish placed its egyrs and formed its nest,
swinging from a lofty palm by a vine
tity feet in length.

For daintiness and estheticism
nest of the paradise fish will commend
itself,
tloating upon the waters.
I
of a nest, but the following morning 1
found upon the surface a delicate raft
of seeming glass. The fishes were much

One night when

excited, and as they passed one a..other
the interior
a
few moments one of the fishes rose to the

they openced their gills widely,
blazing out like blotches of red.  In

surface, projecting its mouth above it,

then sank and ejected several bublles,

at home.” LEven the dreamer whose |
ambition had narrowed down to the|
desire of possessing a pair of pink-silk |
pajamas, went about (in con'n.rsquon)
thus adorned. |

Here as elsewhere the men who make
a living are those who work steadily,
whether for wages or in independent
venture, on assured ground “YThe men
who lose are those who dream or drink
and don't work. The large prizes that |
scem the result of accident, but that
demand faith and imagination as well
as experience, go to those who dream
and work.

But alas! progress has heen \\‘ocfull}'
returded by litigation. When court is in |
session the whole population crowds into |
Government Builling, with grievances
involving ditch, flume or dredging rights, |
“*vour tailings on my claim,’” and the like.
An agreeable neighbor called on us
every evening that he was let out of jail
on parole, or by mistake. Technicully, his
offense consisted in having "jumped a
ditell”  We rejoiced when he finully was
acrpaitted, as all along he tearfully pro-
tested his spotless innucence.

A ditference in nutionality up there
seems to be a hond of bLrotherhood.
Dominion Day and Independence Day
are kept, in beautiful paradox, on the
same date, the sister flags lovingly inter- |
twined.

It was late September. The wild
roses were dead: the vellow sage-blossom
withered on the bough: the hills no
longer knew forget-me-net and colum-
bine. On the dark evergreen slopes were
mustard-celor patches where heech and
birch had turned. There were no more
long twilights. When the sun fell be-
hind the mountains, shortening the (luil_\,"
path by enormous strides, a darkness
rose like the tide.  Though the stars were
radiant overhead it was impossible to dis-
tinguish the trail on which one's feet were
set. One walked neck-high in Ercbus.

We had to go. Seen the boats would
be laid by, and all communication with
the outer world be cut off till the lakes
were hard-frozen enough for sled traffic.
Then we should have to ““mush it.” The |
clheechake coveted the experience; buti
our party had promised to convey the
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the
being a fairyv-like, iridescent crait

left the fishes there was no evidence

which rose to the surface like pearls.
Having been released beneath the raft,
they attached themselves 1o it hy some
capillary attraction: and I found that
in this manner the fairy craft was
being huilt of air bulibles. .\ more dainty
object it would he difficult to imagine;
floating about, a mastless ship on or about
which the cggs of the paradise fish were
deposited, becoming attached to it in
someway. Here the young found shelter
when first hatched, making their tirst
meal. it is said. though I did not observe

it, from the foamy nest.
It is most interesting to watch the
sunfishes of every fresh-water stream

forin their nests in the parterres, hulls
of green and gold made by the pond-
lilies.  One suntish which I kept in view
formed its nest. a little depression. in the
sand. surrounded by weed. The fish
poised over the eggs nearly all the time,
darting at all possible enemies, as vellow
perch or catfish, putting to flight fishes
several times its size, even attacking my
arm when thrust down among the weeds.

Along the rocky shores of Santa
Catalina lsland. California, there is a
floating forest of kelp, which is the home of
countless animals, among them several
nest-building fishes, one a huge sculpin-
like fish also called rock-cod, with large
gaping mouth. colored within a brilliant
blue. This fish forms a nest among the
weed. sclecting some rock as a central
point, and attaches its eggs in a great
bunch.

In the singular lump-fish the young
attach themselves to the parent by
| their suckers at times, often following
them. calling to mind a hen and chickens.
In this California floating forest a singular
creature called the walking-fish is found.
One observed by me weighed eight or
nine pounds. Its side tins resemble feet
when resting on the hottom. This fish
builds a remarkable tloating nest. wind-
ing the seaweed up into a ball and
attaching its eggs to it, the voung later
finding protection there.

Another species of this singular fish
lives in the Sargasso Sea, where I have
found its curious nest. ‘The latter is
about as large as a Dutch cheese, and
is formed of the living weed rolled to-
gether, In making it. the fish swims
around it and literally binds the nest
into an oval or reund shape by a viscid
| elastic white cord which it takes from
|2 pore in the abdomen, the secretion
hardening on contact with the water
and resembling a white cord. The
bands hold the nest firmly in shape, and
the pure-white eggs, resembling shot
in size, are attached to the leaves.

One of the interesting nest-builders
of the Pacitic Coast is the rock-bass, a
fish that bears a close resemblance to a
black-bass of American waters. They
form their nests at Santa Catalina, along
the shores of Avalon Bay, in large
numlbers, and may be seen poised over
them, the nest being a depression in
the sand, surrounded by weed.

Among the nest-builders of the float-
ing forest previously referred to the
toad-fish, or sculpin, is best-known. Its
nest is of weed in a sheltered spot among
the rocks, where the fish takes on the
color of its surroundings, so fiading pro-
tection. Here alro is the nest of the
kelp-fish, a marvelous mimic that not
only possesses the exact color of the
weed, but resembles the leaves in shape,
poising among them, standing on its
head and waving to and fro in the cur-
rent, so mimicking the kelp that it is
difficult to distinguish the fish even
when directly over it and only a foot or
so distant. This geat forest beneath
| the sea, sklrimg the islands of Southern
| California, is also the home of the sheeps-
[ head, a remarkable-shaped fish with
| blunt head and black stripes and vivid-
white lower jaw. The sheepshead forms
a crude nest at the Base of the kelp vines,
and is a conspicuous object seen down
through the windows of a glass-bottom
boat as it floats over the kelpian forest.

From these few instances it will be seen
that some of the fishes are the makers
of more complicated nests than some
birds, though they are ranked far below
them in the scale of in’eclligence.
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Continued from page 4

have been most impressive when he
greeted the Emperor.

We were met upon land by a vari-
colored crowd - of Moroccans, each of
whom was holding a horse or a mule by
the bridle, having in the other hand a
paper on which the name of one of us
was written in large characters. We
proceeded through the ranks of the
Morocco infantry drawn up on each side of
thestreet. They fired ceaselesslyintospace,
and here and there one of them would
throw his gun high up into the air, to
catch it adroitly when it came swirling
down, Cavalry rode between them and
us, splendidly armed and clothed, some
of the men on horses of marvelous beauty.
The populace pushed and crowded upon us
through the ranks of the soldiers. It wasa
remarkable testimony of the fact how
unpopular even arnong the Spanish popu-
lation was the pénétration pacifique plan-
ned by France in Morocco. On the
balcony of one of the houses I noticed
a somewhat theatrical scene. A French
family, in all probability, had placed
their handsome eight-year-old son on
the railing of the balcony so that it
would be impossible not to see him. He
held in his hand a large poster with
the inscription “ Fraternité.”

The farther we procceded on the road
to our legation, the mmore varied grew
the picture. The roofs were covered
everywhere with crowded men dressed
in many-colored clothes. On one of the
roofs there were about four hundred
women, all in white and closely veiled.
These were probably the women of the
harems of prominent Moors. The salvos
of musketry grew more and more frequent
as we approached the legation. When
we arrived there we could overlook a
large square, the foreground of which
was occupied by the chiefs of various
tribes and their followers, who had
assembled from all the corners of the
country, while the background was filled
with masses of infantry, presenting a
magnificent and most fantastic picture,
which may hardly ever be repeated in
the same composition. We were met
most hospitably in the legation, a taste-
fully constructed building. European
and Oriental music was alternately heard
from the garden, and while Emperor
William was receiving the deputations
which were waiting for him, distributed
among the different rooms, we did honor
to the cold viands and the excellent wines
which Herr ven Kithlmann had prepared
for us.

We then rode back to the landing-
place, which was now a place for em-
barkation. The crowd in the mean-
while had broken through the ranks of
the soldiers, and we could proceed only
slowly step by step. Thus in leisure
we could allow the picture to become
engraved on our minds. The thirty-
first of March became an unforgetable
day for us. It likewise will be counted
as an important historical day, for
Emperor William’s entry into the city
has rendered impossible the transforma-
tion of Morocco into a new Tunis, as
already had been decided in principle.
But this is politics, and I do not wish
to talk politics.

And thus it was that on a trip which
has found a permanent place in history,
the most protean, many-sided monarch
perhaps who ever lived was at the same
time an Emperor and a diplomatist
conducting a carefully planned project
of tremtndous importance to the Powers,
and a host, a yachtsman and a good
companion without restraint among his
fellows. His active personal entry into
diplomacy which this trip characterized
is no doubt the opening of a future per-
sonal policy., But I may say frankly
for myself that from the night when we
at last broke up our party with a most
joyous and jolly dinner at Naples,
William the Emperor will never seemn
so interesting and so unusual among
his kind, to me, as will William the
man.
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|ICORRESPONDENCE
AND CLIMAX

Continued fron: page 14

of passionate protest. ‘‘No, and yonu
never will understand—I can't make
you understand.”
*I den’t understand,”” said John Lin-
coln again. ''Can you be Sidney Rich-
mond—the Sidney Richmond who has
written te me for four years?"”
“I am.”
‘“Then, those letters—"
‘““Were all lies,” said Sidney bluntly
and desperately. ‘‘Therc was nothing
truc in them—nothing at all.  This is my
home. We are poor. Everything [ told
you abeut it and my life was just imagin-
ation.”
““Then why did you write them?"’ he
asked blankly. ‘““Why did you deccive
me?”’
*‘Oh, I didn't mean to deceive you! [
never theught of sucha thing. When you
asked me to write to you I wanted to;
but I didn't know what to write about to
a stranger. I just couldn’t write you
about my life herc: not because it was
hard; but it was so ugly and empty. So
|1 wrote instead of the lifc I wanted to
|live—the life [ did live in imagination.
And when once I had begun, I had to
keepit up. Ifound it sefascinating too!
Those letters made that other lifc seem
real to me. T never expected to meet
you. These last four days since your
letter came have been dreadful to me.
Oh, please go away, and forgive me if
you can! I know I can never make
you understand how it came about.”
Sidney turned away and hid her burn-
ing face against the cool white bark of
the birch-tree behind her. It was worse
than she had even thought it would

be. He was so handsome, so manly, so
earnest-eyed! Oh, what a friend to
lose!

John Lincoln opened the gate and
went up to her. There was a great
tenderness in his face, mingled with a
little kindly, friendly amusement.

‘‘Please don't distress yourself so,
Sidney,” he said, unconsciously using
her Christian name. ‘I think I do
understand. I'm not such a dull fellow
as you take me for. After all, those
letters were true—or rather, there was
truth in them. You revealed your-
self more faithfully in them than if you
had written truly about your narrow
outward life.”

Sidney turned her flushed face and wet
eyes slowly toward. him, a little smile
struggling out amid the clouds of woc.
This young man was certainly good at
understanding. ‘' You—you'll forgive me
then?” she stammered.

“*Yes, if thcre is anything to forgive.
And for my own part, I am glad you
are not what I have always thought yeu
were. If I had come here and found you
what I expected, living in such a home as
I expected, I never could have told you
or even thought of telling you what you
have come to mean to me in these lonely
yearsduring which your letters have been
the things most eagerly looked forward
to. I should have come this evening and
spent an hour or so with you, and then
have gone away on the train to-morrow
morning, and that would have been
all.

““But I find instead just a dear romantic
little girl, much like my sisters at home,
except that she is a great deal cleverer.
And as a result I mean to stay a week at
Plainfield and come to see you every day,
if you will let me. And on my way back
to the Bar N I mean to stop off at Plain-
field again for another week, and then I
shall tell you something more—something
it would be a little toe bold to say now,
perhaps, although I could say it just as
well and truly. All this if I may. May
I, Sidney?”

He bent forward and looked earnestly
|into her face.

Sidney felt a new, curious, inexplicable
thrill at her heart. ‘‘Oh, yes—I suppose
so,” she said shyly.

‘“Now, take me up to the house and
introduce me to your Aunt Jane,” said
John Lincoln in a satisfied tone.
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a soh close fitting lining in the skirt.

bit’s foot, but the charm of beau-
tiful hatr! The charm of long,
rich, heavy, luxuriant hair!
The charm that goes with every
bottle of Hall’s Vegetable Sicil-
tan Hair Renewer! Wake up
your hair! Make it do some-
thing! Make it grow faster!
Make it stop coming out! Make
the gray hair return to all the

\ deep, rich color of former days!
. For the whiskers and moust.iche we make a,
Dye known as 'K HAM’'S DYE. [

1t colors instantly a rich brown ora soft
black. . F. HALL & CO., Nashua, N.H. \\

For PRICKLY HEAT,
CHAFING, Etc.

Don’t Scratch! Don’t Rub!|

Cleanse the skin thoroughly with Packer’s
Tar Soap, then apply a second lather and |
patitdry. Trythis. The reliefis magical!

Packers |
Tar Soap

Pure as the Pines
Recommended by Physicians [
skin diseases because of its|

purity and remedial qualities.
The Packer Mfg, Co., New York. !

|

for
great

Rest and Bealth o ‘Inl aund Child,
MKrS. WINSLOWS SOOTH has teen wsed for
sver SINTY YFEARS hy Ml lu\\, OF MOTHERS for
ﬂlr!r CHILDREN WHILE TEETHING with PERFECT
CCESS, 1tSOOTI CHILD, SO1-TENS the GUMS,
m LAYS all PAIN, CPRES WIND COLIC and s the lest |
remedy for 11 ARRH(EA SwM by Druggists in every part of
the world. He cure and ask for ** Mrs. Winslow's Santhin
Syrup.” amd take no other kinid.  Twenty.five cents a bottle.
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Continued from page 6

perturbed. His wife of course had told
him of the bracelet, and he was staggered.
He was cager to know if there was any
way of getting at the truth as to Suzanne.
and 1 gave him some encouragement but
not much.

The next thing that happened was the
arrest of Suzanne. Without any pre-
vious warning my detective marched into
headquarters with her at eleven o'clock
that morning. She was pale, resolute
and detiant. Before questioning her 1
wanted the story. I had her placed in a
certain waiting-room and then got the
particulars,

**She left the hotel at nine o'clock. with
asmall traveling-bag,"”" suid the detective.
“‘She took a cab &and handed an address to
the driver written on a card. She drove
off and I followed her in another cab to a
North River pier  She went on board
a Liverpool steamer ahout to start, and I
followed and touk her into custody.  In-
stead of showing fight, she was quict as a
lamb.~ She scemed heartbroken over
something,

“*‘Don’t take me away till the steamer
goes.' she begged, and of course 1 con-
sented. I wanted to see who ¢lse would
turn up. We waited on deck Ly the
gang-plank, but screened from the view
of anybody coming down the pier. She
kept her eyes strained for the sight of
some one. and as the time ol departure
approached grew nervous and agitated.
She cried a little, wiped her eves con-
vulsively and twisted her handkerchief
and dug her nails into it like a weman
in fear and agony. She did not scem to
be afraid that her friend would be caught.
Sheactedlike a woman in love that some
man had gone back on.

*“When the whistle blew she sank
down on the deck in a sort of collapse.
I spoke to her, but she did not scem to
hear me. 1 took her 017 the steamer,
put her in a cab and then she braced
up like you sce her now. She kept
muttering to herself in ltalian all the
way up here. She’s going to make
trouble for somehody-.””

The case was clearing.  With Suzanne
angry the truth was sure to come out. [
sent the detective up to the hotel to get
all particulurs of what happened there,
and was just going to interview the girl
when an officer came in and said that a
man wanted to see the arrested woman.
This was excellent news. ‘The man was
a foreigner, the officer said, an Italian. 1
could not see him, as ifit was Del Bonti,

as [ supposed, he wouid searn my
identity, from having met me at supper

und he on his guard.

“ Put him in the room with her.” saia
I, ““and close the door. Afterward bring
him here.””

And then it was that I regretted the
absence of the Italian detective. The
room in which Suzanne had been placed
was used for a particular purpose. It
was an ordinary waiting-roem in appear-
ance, with a table, chairs, bare walls and
bare floor and no other furniture or
pictures that might excite suspicion,
But by a simple contrivance connected
with the wall every word said in it above
a whisper could be heard clearly in a
room adjeining and taken down by a
stenographer if necessary.

The moment the man centered the
room there was a scene. Suzanne was
like a tragedy queen.  Such a tirade of
rage. tove, upbraiding and despair mixedd

| together I never heard in my life.  She
was wild in her rage and contempt,
| heartbroken in her love and miserv. The

man said little. Ile only tred to sooth
her in monosyliables. 1 could not catch
his voice well enough to identifly it, sup-
posing that T had heard it. My Italian
is not up to the academic standard; but
I could muke out that the man had be-
trayed her. had lied to her, had made
a thief of her. and all fer Jove of the b
wretch, according to her present v

ete.—hut

that walked the earth. ‘The man seemed
to wait cleverly for the storm to blow
itself out, and then started in tosooth her.
He spoke in a low tone, but cautiously
and earnestly. I let him go on as long
as he liked.

He {inally seemed to win her over—
there were embraces and protestations,
whatever she had promised,
Suzanne was once more under his thumhb
—what she had agreed to 1 could not
make out.

I went back to my private oftice_ancl
sent for the man. [ was not entirely
surprised when the ofticer showed in
my excellent friend the Count.

I was not entirely surprisedd: but con-
fess that [ was not ready to act. Here
was the most polished and accomplished
scoundrel I ever had met—my friend
with the keen sense of humor and thel
excellent cigars, with two women, his
wife und Suzanne. absolutely under his
thumb. I then determined to land this
accomplished gentleman if possible, and
I gave him plenty of rope, listening |
with babe-like innocence and interest to
his story, which was must excellent of its

kind.
He had been playing the detective
himself. he said, had watched Suzanne

studying a list of stcamer departures
which she obtained at the hotel desk.
Seeing her depart without permission in
a cab, he had followed, but had been
delaved through his imperfect English
But he had scen her leave the pier in
company with a man and had followed,
etc.

**Has she confessed to you?"

“Yes.”

‘‘She stoie the tiara ana got a duplicate
of the bracelet?””

““No. She denics taking the tiara.”

‘*Knows nothing about it, in fact?”

**So she says” |

‘‘Has she obtained duplicates of any- |
thing else?"

RSN

said L.

*Why did she do it?”

‘*She’s inlove with a man. She will not
say whom: but of course it is Del Bonti
Del Bonti would not marry her unless she
had a fortune. Pwor girl! I cannot help
sympathizing a little. Love makes fools
of the hest of them.”

“That is true,” said [ to my excellent
friend the Count. * Will you make the
chairge against her?’

**1 shall have to, I suppose,” he said:
‘‘but [ must consult my wife. She really
loves Suzanne,” he said, with deep
sympathy for his loving and tender-
hearted wife. |

“There is no time to Inse,” said I.|
**We will goto madam at once. And we
will take Suzanne along with us” I
added. ]

*“But—"" the Count was disturbed——|

““will that be necessary?”
“Yes,” T said. “I
her with her mistress.”
*But my wife—she sings to-night-—she
is a very nervous woman.”

“I can’t help that,”” said 1.

“But—hut business is husiness,” he
urged. ‘“‘If she does not sing she will
lose semec thousands of dollars. It will
surely prostrate her. She is very tender-
hearted.”

* My husiness is also business,” I said.
“I am gomng there at once. and with
Suzanne. It vou fear that the scene will
he too much for your feelings—""

“*Oh no, not at ail. I must be beside !
myv dear wife in her trouble,” he said.

And taking Suzanme with us, we
drove to the hotel.

We found madam with her jewels |
spread out on the drawing-room table
engaged in examining them. She was
doubtless looking in fear for other dupli-
cations.  She looked at us in surprise
as we entered, and all three seemed to
wait for me to speak.
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The Oxygen Tooth Powder

The two greatest purifying agents
known are Sunlight and Oxygen.
CALOX owes its wonderful properties
to its power of generating oxygen in

contact with water.

This disknguishes

it from all other dentifrices in point of
efficiency as a tooth and mouth cleanser.
The highest authonities recommend

the use of CALOX. Ask your den-

tist.
don't use it.

A sample (sent free

on application)

will

proveits valueto you
Of all druggists, 25 cents

McKesson & Robbins,

New York

86 Fulton St,,

If he does not recommend it—

“Madam,” said I, *“Suzanne was ar-
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Cured to Stay Cured. No
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rested by one of my men this morning as
she was taking the English steamer. She
has confessed to vour husband that she
duplicated the bracelet

Madam started as if struck with a
whip. and tlushed.  She said nothing. but
merely poured furth her flood ef mental
aceusation inoa vy that was crushing.

Suzanne, however, refused to e hypno-
tized.  Madam veis a great woman in i
great tage,  Suzanne, hoveever, wis equal-
Iy aroused, but her feeling hate
for madam.  They were like lHoness and
|leopardexs.  But madam felt only indiyg-
nation and contempt. while Suzanne
{loved the Count and hated his wife in an
Ialian woman’s way.  Madam, however.
had ne suspicion of this.

‘It s
I. “und

wis

vour said

you

property. madam.”
must make the charge

“she siddl calm in her contemyt.
most  unfortunate,” the
her “To-day you have re-
Ternight sing. Wil to-
morning sutice?”  he asked,

satd

Count to
hearsal.
morrow
turning 1o me.

Tou

N
knew t
would

It must be done ot ence.” 1
that if he had any time «t all he
st wife areund his tinger,
induce hier to forgive Suzanne, and escape
punishment himself.

“Then there is the tiara”

his

sainl I

“Oh, ves.  Did she take that?” oded
madam. furious,

tShe denies it sadd L

“She les!” said madam.

The Count suid something to her in
ltalinn vohich visibly softened her, Then
| he fallonved with o warning, | think. that
she should do nothing Gl he talked it

over with her. There v husiness to he

consideral. She veas inavery prominent.

position, ete
I fult sure she would not prosecute,
and  that  this had been the Count's

promise to Suzanne.  To tell madam the
truth viould not be wise. | hud no proef
whittever of the love o -

The

HY

o difticult  one.
g a ~olution. my eves roved about
and fell on the juwdls the table.
Ameng them v fine miniature. set
in iamonds, of a man with a Vandvke
it un Alent picture of
The mystericus Germun was

situiatiyn S a

on
us it
beared

wirs N

the Count.

Jtsad L

“do vou know Max

Feldman?™

“"He is o friendd of my husband’s, an

American,” said she.
“Huve you ever met him?”
ity
“The Count told me. if 1 remember

rightly, that yvour tara vas @l diamonds,
with an almond-shaped dinmond at the
top.”

‘1 bey purdon.
pearls,” siad the Count politely.

Vs ‘m] m:

3 (me 0" said |

“Take her aveav!”
I)(‘t\ll)!l\l). 1
of her.”

“You will prosecuts her?'”

“Yes. But | cannot come to-day.
is impossible.  To-morrow morning."”
| The Count turned t) Suzanne and gave
| her a look which she understood. Suzanne

and defiant,

I sl diumonds and

cried madam
canuot  bLear the

im-
sight

It

stood mute
1 There was nothing e¢lse to do then, and
[ took Suzanne avay and sent her down
ombs.

At ten o'clock the

next morning [

By Tom

Her Lover: **1 cannot wait to see her!
Her Dressmaker:

have so much style.”

Her Mother: ‘*She needs a tonic.”
Her Enemy: ©
Her Hair-dresser: *“1t's a pity her scalp
Her Old Chum:
Her Platonic Friend:

The Cynic: “*She knows about as little

Her Grandmother:

1t scems a pity she is so long-waisted.

Her Brother: **Oh, how tired she makes me!”’
Her Father: “T've spent twenty thousand dollars on that girl since she was born.”

Her:Maid: * What a pity -her clothes don’t fit me.”
She never troubles me a bit.
Her Sunday-school Pupil: ““Oh. my, ain't she just beautifpl!"

“‘She isn’t what she used to be.
“T kuew she would be spoiled by love soine day.’
Her New Acquaintance: ** What a bright giri!”

**To me she vl never Le anything more than a child.”

20, 1905

reccived the card not of madam. hut of
that distinguished gentleman Count Ghir-
ardelh.

“Weli?” said 1 dryhe

UMy dear wife—she 15 so t»mlcr—
hearted—she declines to prosecute.””
‘It will not be necessary,’” sad .

“We can convict the girl without her.”
1 am afraad it will be difficuit,” said
he.  “"You sce—the fact is—we needed|
money.  Suzanne had the bracetet dupli-
cated with madam’s consent.”
This wuas an excellent lie,
whitt | expected.

“And with her consent of course you
gambled it away under the name of Max
Feldman.”

“Yeos,"” said he, in mock sorrow.
camnot always win.

“You shaved olf your heard the day
before you met me, didn't you?’

*“Yes, I think 1 look vounger,” hesaid,
smiling complacentiy.

““And you stole the tiara and pawned
it in Philadelphia and gave me a false
description of it

CParclen me. |
touk it with my
necded ready money,”

but  just

““One

did

dear

it. I
We

not  steat
wife's consent
he stdd.

And vour dear wife will sswear to this?”

“Undoubtediy.”

“When she knows of the love
betveen you and Suzanne.”

“Love atfair?”  He  seemed greatly
surprised. Y Preposterous!”  he  said,
Lwghing, " Suzanne would never say
such o thing.  And if she did, my dear
wife would never bLelive Think.”
he said, his sense of humor touched, *if
she were il it, haow
ridiculous it would miake her before the
]Illllli&'!”

There wus no doulit that the rascal had
the game entirely in his own hands. He
umlln]]u] both the women and deceived
them both He had re-

atfair

it

S0 as 1o helieve

as hoe pleased.

ported the Joss onlyv Lecause his wife |
forced him to and he thought it safer to|
do himself.  Merely an  otticiul
formality | veent with him 1o see madam
She would scarcely speak to me, said
nothing cxcept at his dictation, and hore
eut his story i every particular. I piticd
the girl. sind was glad she weuld not suiter
There wiy of reaching the
Count: hut 1 determined to put him on
the grill a little on my own account,
“You have micled the 1 said |
to him alone. “und in this country that
is serious ofense. 1 oshaldl Im)}\
up the law in the cise and cannot answer |
for the consequences.™
Amild storm,

|0 us

48 no

police.”

iWovery o
|
trigedy and other
accompaniments, as 1 learned from the |
detective, the Count left his dear wife
two hours Jater and took the train for |
Montreal. She was denied his atfection- |
wte and consoling presence until the opera
season vas over amd she rojmned  him
1 hid his history looked up, and
found that his name was Franz Becker,
that  he  huiled  from Mihlhausen i
Alsuce, and was a commercial traveler
in ltuly when he met madam at Milan|
and married her.  With her money he
bought a title of Count,

With some years’ experience to go upon |
he was without doubt the most grm'cful.’
compunionable. heartless and conscience- |
less seoundrel that 1 ever met.

And I have alwavs wanted a h)uL 'lt’
the two hundred thousand dollars’ w urlh‘

|
|

tears,

in Puris.

of jewels in the bank in Rome.

Copynnlit, 39 5, by Thutas Byrues

THEIR THOUGHTS OF HER |

Masson

Oh. the agony of separation!”

Otherwise she would |

I never think of her’

isn’t better nourished.”
I sometimes wonder—"

as any of them!”

Listening Machines
for the Deaf

Sound Magnifiers Invented
by a Kentuckian.

Invisible, When Worn, but Act
Like Eye-Glasses.

Ever seea palr of Lietening Machines?

‘They are so eoft in the ears one can't tell they
are wearing them.

And, no one else can tell either, becauee they
are out of 6ight when worn. Wileon's Ear Prums are
to weak hearing what spectacles areto weak sight.

Because, they are sound-mawnpiflerr, just ns
glasses are sight-magnifiers.

They reatthe Ear Nerves by taking the strain off
them—the étrain of trying to hear dim eounds. They
can be put into the ears, or taken out, in a minute,
justascomfortably as spectaclescan b put an and off.

And, theycan be worn for weeke at a tirne. be-
cause they are ventitated, 8nd #0 goft
in the ear holes they are not
felteven when the head rests
on the pliow. They alssprao.
tect any Taw Inner parts of
the ear from wind, or cold,
dust, or sudden and pierciog
sounde.

* * »

The principal of these
little telephanes Ik to make it
as practicel for a deaf
persen to hear
weak sounde ae
spectacles make
It easy to read
fine print. And,
the longer one
wears them the
better hie hear-
1Dg growe, be-
cause they rest
up and strength-
en the ¢ur nerves. Toresta
weak ear from stramniog 18
like resting a strained wrist
from working.

Wilson’s Ear Drome restthe Ear
Nerves by makiog the sounde louder.
80 It §8 exsy (0 undersland without
trying and straining. They make
Deaf people cheerful and cowmfortsble, because
such people can talk with their friends without the
friends baving to ehout bick at them, They can hear
without erraining. Tt is the étraining that puts euch
a queer, anx{eus look on the face of a deaf pereon.

« x o+ x =

Wileon’s Ear Drums make all the aound etrike
ard on the center of the human ear drumn, instead
of spreading it weakly all over the eurface. It
thus makes the center of the bnman ear drum
vibrateten timesas much as if the sameeound struck
the whole drum bead. Itls thie ritirationof theear
drum that carriee sound to the hearinz Nerves.
When we make the drum vibrate ten tirces as much
we make the snund ten timesas loud and ten times

as easy to understand.

Deafness, from any cause, ear-ache, buzzing
noises in the head, raw and running eare. broken
ear-drums, and other ear troubles, are relieved and
cured (even after Ear Doctors have wiven up the
cases), by (he use nf these comfortsble Iittle ear-
resters and sound-majrniflere.

A vensible boak, about Beafness, tells how they
are made, and bas printed in it Jetters from hon-
dreds of people whoare usiniz them.

Clergsmen, Lawyers, Physicians, Telegraph
Operators, Trainmen, Workers (n Boiler Shops aud
Foundries—four hundred people of all ranks wLo
were Deaf, tell Lheir experience in this free book.
They tell how thelr bearing was brouxht back te
them almoet ingtantiy by the proper use of Wilson's
Ear Drums.

Eome of these very peorle may live near you,
and be well known to soa. What they bare to say 8
mght vetrong pronf.

Thia book has been the means of relleving
226,000 Deat people. it will be matled free to you
£ you merely writea post card for it today. Don't
put off getting back your bearing. Write now, while
you think of it. Qet the free bank of pronf.

Write far it today to the Wilkon Ear Drum O3,
383 Todd Building. Loulsville, K¥.
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Write fola v A7 illurraed dencripiive fulker aid pree.
TRAL MANTEL C, 1240 Olive sUved, 51, Louis oy

Pears’

Pears’ Soap is madeina
clean, sun-flooded factory;
then stored a full year in a
dry, airy place, before com-
ing to you.

Is it such a wonder it

lasts so long?
Established in 1569,



Baby’s Food

Naturc's method should where pesidhle be
followed, for mao lhias uot and will never de-
vise nnything to equnl the mother’s milk. In
connectien with the nursing, physicins ow
advocate giving the child one feeding bottle

each dey of cew’s milk modified by

IMPERIAL
GRANUM

THE UNSWEETENED

FOOD

and then s the motber’s milk fails, gradnally
incressing the pumber of fecdings untl it is
used exclusively. The otherwibe indigestible
cow's milk is by this metbod made casily di-
gested and condensed milk (which sheuld
rever be gsed rlooc) receives the necessary bat
lucking phosphates. /fmperial Grasimn is all

dried milk which are apt to prove harmful. Tt
1S guickly mbeorbed by the imfant systern snd
forms rich, red blood, strong bone and wusele

overcomes aud prevenss teething acd bowel
}| troubles. Infant feeding censcs to be am ex-
Y| periment when it js used Lrrespective of the
I| food pow used every mether is urged to wrnite
I{ John Carle & Sous, Desk S, 153 Water Street,
| New York, for a Prite copy of thewr book,
‘“ The Cure of Babies.”" It is filled with infer-
matios en buby's care espedally in wam
weather. Draggists supply Imperial Graoum
Trial size 25¢. or gencrous semple is sent free.

Baby’s Health Depends on |

available mutrition with no malt, suger, or |

| with no flabby flesh. Jmperial Granion clse [
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1f you knew the pleas

SPIRO POWDER

has oo a perspuing body, you wo ld purchase it and continue ro ue it
Pensenal cleanliness nnd comfert are manifest when SPIRO POWDER 1s
wed.  Oue dint of SPIRO POWDER on the aon-bands of your slort,
or whereser needed will derroy that offcaave odor coused by perspuation.
It is cooling uad refreshing. Pnce 25¢ per box at all drug stares.  [f you are
unable to obrain SPIR® POWDER in your town, send 25¢ to w and we
sholl be glod to mad to you a large 25F box, capy ol our booklet and a

LARGE PICTURE OF NIAGARA FALLS FREE

Pleate write to-day. SPIRO POWDER COMPANY,
50 Spiro Block. Nisgasa Falls, N. Y.

$500 for a Woman’s Idea.

We want ldeas—some baght. original ideas to help us provide increased
sakifoction for our patrons. Thas &1 our offer: We wilf]pay $500.00 in gold
on [anuary 1. 906, for thitty-four suggestions for “A Bunco Evening.”

The firt pnze will be Two Hundred Dollara ($200).

The second prize Seventy-hve Dollars ($75).

The third prze Fifty Dollass ($50).

The fourth prze Tvreaty-five Dollars ($25).

Thivty prizea of Five Dollars ($5) each.

Any womon reader of this paper may eater a suggestion in competi-
von for these pazes. The winnmg suggeitens will be publohed in book form
ond circulated ameng eur palross in all pasts of the world. and a copy of this
book will be scnt. free, to each competitor. Each suggestoo will be given
under the name of i puthoc.

BUNCO has been declared by msny sooal lcoden, clubs, soocta
and prominent perons o be the restest of all card games—the game destined
10 displace the best of the old.time “standard " games. As compared with the
most lavored of these games Bunco has many powuts of advanlage.

Whint is difficult to moster—Bunco ia loarned in an evaning

Whist in scienbfic—Bunco i1 oqually scicntifie.

Whist is scrious businens—Bunco is jolly good fon ali the time.

Progrossiva Bunco in onaily taught to your Ericnda.

The ‘Stop’ cnrd adds to Bunco a fonture not found in any other game.

Bunico ie as popalor with the old-tine card players ms with poople who
do not sanction the ‘regular’ eccyd goames.

Ono bandred theusand docka of 8unce are now in plagy in esvan countrras.

YOUR SUGGESTION.

You cannot very well make suggestions for a Bunco Evenmg witheut a
knowledgc of the game and the pomshilities o entertaining with Bunco. We
want you to have Bunco m your home and to plsy it with your family and your
friench before sending us your wggesbon. Thea you will hove just 83 good an
opportumity for winning the Two Hundred Dollars as anyonc che has and
even it you do pot win the first prize, one of the other pazes wpuld pay You
well for the tme and ﬂlOU%l’ll yau may have given to the suggesban.

Moazz #p-to-dete doalor: el Bunco, You may bvy s dock &2 your smoont’s. depertmnnt
store or drogma’s: yoas nbuad or rether moy gt cac & b cgw ceudar’s: o we \:ﬁ el &
ock direet upon coeeipt of S0c.  Anyone, of coume. msy cempele. whether thoy bxy of ect.
1 = the sogulnr prm of Boeso and it orror sellk for less.  Here ate two things 1¢f remember
The carch aro o the foest quality /v ey epamcled. 00d we pay the portage.
We bave pot acraaged this cootrrt marely Lo secur meny clever ticas for a Bunco
E remmg, 88 we will pbaadly, but beerose we wast yeu le knove wE:t a rio1 goree
Benco really n. Do pot delay i thy msserl Order yowm deck today. o wll ocod
you Beoco by roum st weh cempbae infarmation sbeut the Cosest,

HOME GAME CO.,, 91 Dearborn Street, Chicago, Il

Natice ta Dealors.
Thés vall be a boonm sasoa for Buaco.  Ser to 2t that yon carry the gamo i eock. The
demond b suurcd, ad 3ou ¢40 wll Buoco proftably,. ORDER NOW|

X [
ROT ON OUR PACKAGE, BUT ON
ol P?lwgeu. WE HAVE BLALT
GUR NATIONAL REPUTATION, S
fhadt s @t e ceigital. v






