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CHAPTER II.—(CONTINUED. )
“A hundred, if you’'ll pay for them.

L They re as thick as sprats here and
there in places.”

He gave me a sour look, and turned

‘udt off to a laugh almost as sour.

... “You sailor fellows like to have

your joke. L.ook here, now. I lend
money, and am fond of a bargain.
. You're a ‘beld, strong man. Get some
of them pearls and feathers, or any-
thing foreign and curious, and bring
them home to me, and I'll pay you
handsomely for them.”

“I tell you I've enough vlse to do.
They don’t come in my way.” And ]
turned and opened the gate, for there
was something in the man made me
dislike him—something that seemed
to say, “I'd buy your blood if I could
make money out of it.”

“Think {t over,” said he,
me,

“All right; I'll think it over. And
that’s all I will do,” said I ‘o myself.

“There’s money in it, I 1p1l yvou—
money. You're not rich euough to
turn your nose up at that. We'll talk
about it again, I see you're in a hur-
ry now. Good evening, Mr. Beecroft.”

He held out his hand.

“Good evening, Mr.

“Druce,” said he; *that’s my name.”

His hand lay in mine like a parcel
of bones. I dropped it quickly, and
spit into my palm and rubbed it on my
trousei's, He Jooked at me angrily,
and I saw in his face, which had grown
white and livid at my action. the like-

“ness to that white and 'ivid face which
formed part of my childish remem-
brance. The face of the other man,
too, the man who had been wronged,
with the blood trickling down it. came
before me aguin,

*‘What is the meaning af this?"” he
asked,

Y “This,” T answered, hotly: “that I
want no more of your words or your

~ tompany. I know you, Mr. Druce, and
what stuff you're made of.”

. I am- aware that it was :nost un-
reasonable In me to speak t» him in
, this way, If his father had done a
wrong, what kind of justice was it to
make the son accountable for it? But

~‘the name and all that belonyd to it
were destestable to me, and wnat was
iin me was bound to come out.

-~He seemed as-though he weto about
‘to speak passionately in reply, but he
altered his mind, with a shrug of his
shoulders. He walked awar, and I

~was glad to be rid of him.

detaining

CHAPTER III.

' KLL, then, I fol-

lowed the sea, as

it was my fute and

my pieasure to _do:

and the usial ex-

periences of a sail-

or's life were mine,

.+~ What pertion of

my pay I could af-

ford to allow my

mother was -

v quite sufficient for

'h«r wants. She eked it out by earn-

& -Alng some small. sum herself—neyer

"lplnd in what wayj}’ sufficient that it
wes in an honest way.

Jack ashore, in the person of Amos

croft, was a. home-bird; believe me.

t was ong of my _great plea ures when

"retur‘necr .home from & voyage to

alk from the docks to the little house

shelis “in Brixton, and to peep

éthroush ‘the  window at my mother,

ustling about, making preparation

or, all' the 'preparation being |

YO
aJt

nd there belng nothing else for

“her. slmng in ber chair,
ork whlle all the whue

t day 1 - was eominx, and in-
‘never knew, for t '

she was speaking, for when I gave
out. my lusty, “Yo, heave, ho!” she
started to ner feet, crving, “And here
he is!” and before we knew where we
were, we were kissing and crying over
each other. When she recovered her-
self a little, she turned to the child, and
said, as sghe wiped her eyes:

“This is my son—my Amos!

The Ilittle maid nodded, and stared
at me solemnly. I drew her to me, and
she stood at my side with her hand in
mine; a pretty little fairy she was,
with her blue eyes and fair face and
light auburn hair which hung in
wavy curls to her shoulders. Her
name was Mabel. She was the child
of ‘a neighbor, and between her and
my mother quite a fond friendship -had
been struck up. The old mother lived
#11 alone, and I was glad to think that
vhe a prelty
companijon to spend an hour with now
¢&nd again,

“I shall call you ,mother’s fairy,”
said I, smoothing her hair.

Her eyes sparkled, “Have you seen
any?"”

“Fairies, my dear?
seen what's almost

We soon became
net quarrel with

had obtained such

No.
as good.”
friends, and I did
the little maid be-
cause she was inclined to place a
higher value upon me than such a
common fellow as I deserved. It was
not her fault; she looked at me through
my mother's spectacles, which the old
woman had placed on her eyes. It did
neitner of us any great harm. She
chitld-Tike, was very curious about the
sba2lls, regarding them as the most
précious possessions; and I told her a
great deal about them, and about the
coasts on which they were gathered,
never suspecting until now that I had
s0 much to tell worth listening to. I
would  pause  sometimes,  doubtful
Whether it was worth listening to, but
she invariably wound me up again by
crying, softly and eagerly, “Go on; go
on?> and on I would go, as well pleased
as she was herself.

At sea again, I thought mueh of her
and of her fairy ways, which were a
new and delightful experience in my
rough life. On my return, I found her
as hefore in my mother’s cottage, and I
made a kind of castle with the shells,
w1th windows and turrets in it, and
a place ingide for candles; and if I
had not already won her heart, I won
it un the presentation of this toy. But
a child’s heart is not hard to win.

So the years went by, and I reached
the age of forty. I had been on my
longest voyage, and had gone through
some dangers unnecesasry to relate,
and it was with more than ordinary
satisfaction that I walked with a light
sten to the cottage of Beecroft, Mariner
My heart glowed as I drew near to
the old familiar spot, noting little
signs by the way which, insignificant
though they might be, were to me en-
dearing landmarks. Nothing was
changed! not even my old mother,
who pressed me once more to her faith-
fal heart, with tears and words of
'jO}'.' S

“And Mabel?” I asked.
maid!”

My motherlooked with a smile across
my shoulder, and I turned and saw her.
But it seemed to me that I was gaz-
ing on a fairy vision in a cloud, and

But I've

“My little

‘I'for & moment or two I was spell-bound.

Waa this talr and beautiful creature
the Mabel I had left behind? Was
this lovely vision my little maid?
Yes, it was she, and no vision that
would vanish at a good rub of the
eyen She came toward me with smiles
and outstretched hands. I took them
and held them in mine, and we stood

‘|'gazing at each other, .I.in wonder, she

with smiles upon her face, Hitherto
I had always kissed her, and she had

ew light in which she appeared to
oW, caused me. to hold back. And
.iier the first moment or two, the op-

{fimmt;,,was gome. I can't tell you

‘how baaly ‘T felt over it, - Something

% :sweet» ‘seemed to have gone out of

my lite, leaving behind an aching feel-
ing m my breast. She did aot appear
‘to:

littie |

klmd me, ‘but either my wonder, or |

eel as 1. telt. for she was full of._

[ Her hand was 'ying lghtly on my
arm, for these words interchanged be-
tween us as I walked with her to the
end of our street. f

“You forget,” she said, “that the
shells vou gave me have voices, and
that when yvou put them to your ears
and close your eyes, you can see and
hear things.”

“Ah, that's like
my little maid that I
loved. l.ook at me,
changed?”

“Not a bit. 1 should have known
you anyhere. Am 1?” i
She put the question laughingly, and
with the prettiest little toss of her
beautiful head. I gazed at her in full-

est admiration,

my little Mabel, like |
7 |
have always
Mabel, am I

“It's well T met vou here instead of
in foreign lands; for then I should have
wondered, ‘Can this be the little Ma-
bel I left behind me?" I should have
doubted until yvou spoke to me. For
your voice is not altered.”

“Nor heart,” she said, softly.
A and sudden stirred
within me at these simple \\ordx In
the endeavor to set down my feelings
here, I am not sure that I shall suc-
in making myself understood,
especially when T remember that Ma-
bel was a girl of seventeen, and I a
man of forty. I had never given
much thought to women; I had been
satisfied with my old mother’s love,
and for the last ten years with the
love of a child. They were enough for
my thoughts to turn to during my voy-
ages, and they formed, as it might be, ,
a star which shone brightly for me
during the darkest night and through
the fiercest storm. But now that I
came home, and, without forewarning
or thought of it, found in the place of
the child a woman, with all a woman'’s
soul shining out of her eyes, and pro-
claiming itself—at least to my fancy—
in every graceful action of her beauti-
ful form—now it was different, and it
opened new channels for my thoughts
to wander in. Why, when I caressed
the chiid Mabel, and piayed —with her-
fingers, I had no other idea but that
we two were good friends, and would
forever remain so, she always a child,
and I always a rough man. Now the
pressure of her soft fingers remained
upon my hand for hours, the light of
her beautiful eyes was ever before me,
the sound of her sweet voice lingered
in my ears lixe the faint music of a
harp which needs but the whisper of
a summer’'s breeze to awaken its
sweetest melody. How often during
my next two voyages these new im-
pressions came upon me I cannot say.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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HE BOUGHT FIVERS.

Dut It Took Him a Good While to Say
So.

“Dearie,” said Mrs. Loveydovey,
looking up from the woman’s page,
says the New York Journal, “I have |
just read an account of a man who |
gave up smoking 25-cent cigars and
was able, in consequence, to buy his
wife the handsomest sealskin to be
had. It was frightfuly interesting.”

Was it?” lnqulred Mr. Loveydovey
“In what way
was it 1nteresting""

“Oh (petulantly) don’t be so stuyid!
It was interesting because she--er— |
got the sealskin.”

,“Was it?” inquired Mr. Loveydoyey.
And he closed the eye again,

“Dearie!” ejaculated Mrs. Lovey- |
dovey blithely, ““if you gave up smoking
them you could buy me a sealskin.”

“I'm afraid not, my dear.” !

“Oh, nonsense. How many do you
smoke a day?”

“Sometimes one, ‘sometimes  two, !
sometimes three, sometinies four. It
depends.” |

“Four a day,” said Mrs. Loveydovey
conclusively, “Think of that. That is
$1 a day. Why, in less than a yar
you would have saved over $300. ‘That
would buy ‘me a beauty. Now, d«'nile.
I want you to start in rig.ht WwAay |
and——""

“The fact is, my dear,” lntern.p‘ed‘
Mr. Loveydovey, openlng both his eyea
this time, “IT——

“You ean't argue 1t out wlth me, l'.Ir.
L”

"Perhaps not. But as I was gblng
to say, the qnly ti!ne I ever emoke 25-
cent clg‘ns AR a

He bit off the end of a choice per»
teeto ,as he 8pok; : 1en theym

to ]
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! Schweppe’s record.

i intoxicated Annie as sh
the small, square winddw next
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FTHE NOUTHOF BABS

A Romance of the Amana
Community in lIowa.
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What led Herr Schweppe to join the
Amanites no one knew but the elders.
The Amanites did not gossip about it.
They were not given to gossiping
about anything. Work, duty, God—
these were all their thoughts. But the
visitors to the close-lying Amana vil-
lages seldom failed to notice that Herr
Schweppe was a gentleman and to
wonder how he came to join the Am-
anites, with their plain clothes and
their lives of toil. The mystery was
hid in the books of the elders. There
was once a visitor who claimed that he
had a glimpse of the page and saw
“Bismarck” written twice on Herr
The name = was
Von Schweppe,” too, this visitor said,
though it was only Schweppe now,

Be that as it may, Herr Schweppe’s
daughter, Annie, bore the traits of no-
ble German birth. She was a dark-
haired, dark-eyed malid,
among the other girls of the commun-
ity like a bit of Sevres ware surround-
ed Ly pieces of useful but homely plain
white china. Little did the thrifty,
godly Amanites care for such beauty.
In Amana a yard of blue calico was
accounted as worth far more than a
dimple,

The sorrows of exile killed Herr
Schweppe when Annie was a child, be-
fore she had grown so beautiful. An-
nle had never seen a mirror, and no
one told her of her beauty. Her moth-
er gloated over it in secret. She loved
Annie far better than the elders would
have sanctioned, but when the child

%!L-'!!:'LE!E'.E!EML‘W
!E!E&'IE!E!EWMH(%

ye

‘was near she was silent and cold.

The life of repression had had its ef-
fect on poor Mother Schweppe.

In Amana the elders discouraged
iovemaking - Men-and-woinen entered
the church by different doors, and a
line of sawdust box cuspidors marked
off the men’s side of the house. But
among the girls at the Amanga gasthaus
were two persons who did not have
the law of Amana in their hearts.
They were not Amana girls, but came
from outside, for no Amanite would
have permitted his daughter to be sub-
jected to the gaze of the strangers in
the gasthaus. It was Madge and Nora,
alas! who put all the mischief into An-
nie’s mind.

June moonlight was falling over the
yellow wheat fields, and the fragrance
of grapevine blossoms on the wall half
leaned out of
the
slanting roof of her mother’s cottage.
It was while Annie was still thinking
of the land that might lie outside of
Amana that Madge and Nora came

~ “WHO DOES THE BAEY LOOK
- LIKE?

~along and asked her to go with them

‘to their = “party.”

~away, and went,
A ghostly little “party” {it' was. of

Madge and Nora and Annfe and only

And Annie stole

-~ three others, in the hatel kitchen, but

.as they sat in the glare of the oil lamp
_refleatar. !Lseemed to Annic tho srilde
est dlsslpatlon Two sheepish young
Amanites slouched cn the bench at one

‘j’'slde of the kitchen, nervously, pulling

their straw hats over their faces if any

- one glanced at them. , The third young
. man was entirely unlike these. Annie,

* big-eyed and timorous, gazed at him In
. wonder.
~ted him; his ruddy hair was brushed |

"He wore such’ elotheg asg fit-

back fromr his ears, not over then, in
the fashion jof the Amanites. His:
face was clean-shaven, his. figure lithe
and sinewy, and his merry eyes roved
hlther and thither while he regaled
the company with musiec. It was a
mouth-organ which he played, but no
"matter. To Annie it was heavenly |

“She ha;} nevpx{l;betore heard music of %

ind, for the Amanites attache

el pehalW‘Gven’ to"svmsﬂmg.'«»,sﬁd nly

appearing |

] watched them till Annje had disap-

peared through the window.

But why should the young Herr Doc-
tor come to Mother Schweppe's cot-
tage next day, asking for her famous
wins for his patients?

“Jnowest thou not I have disposed
of it long before this time?” cried
Mother Schweppe.

“I thought, perhaps, thou mightst be
making it again,” faltered Hermann.

“Make wine in June? What sort of
a man!” and Mother Schweppe laughed
loudly and unmelodiously, much as
one of her cabbages might have
laughed,

And while her dull eyes were closed
in mirth, Hermann crushed into An-
nie’'s hand a bit of paper, and Annie,
child though she was, hid herself
among the grapevines before she dared
to open it,

“Thou art most beautiful!
thee.” That was all.

After that it was easy for Annie to
climb down by the grapevine from her
window, and once she went alone with
Hermann, far down the solitary rail-
road track. But Madge loved . Her-
mann, too, in her way, and, being jeal-
ous, she told Annie’s mother,

The next day the eiders came to
Mother Schweppe’s hbuse. No one
smiled, and the interview was full of
long silences. Annie was taken down
the street, an elder in front of her
and an elder behind her. They put her
in a house, far away from her mother,
and gave her a double portion of work.
Hermann, too, was taken to a cloister,
though he went laughing,

Six months’ separation; six months’
fasting, prayer, and hard work were
required, and if after that ordeal the
two still wished to be married, the eld-
ers would consider the matter,

A week passed. Hermann and An-
nie had sat in their places at the morn-
ing service, and it chanced that they,
with meekly folded hands, emerged
from the tv.o doors of the church at
the sam Suddenly cach ulie
ad\an(‘ed to the other, they met, and
walked away together. The elders
were so0 astounded that for a moment
no one could speak. There had never
been such an audacious breach of the
ruies. Kven the most venerable mem-
bers of the community were dumb-
founded.

The whistle of an approaching train
awoke them all to action. “Disobedi-
ence!” the chief elder cried, and all the
elders hurried down the street to the
rallway station. Here they found Her-
mann and Annie, impenitent and de-
flant. There was a brief storm of an-
gry words,

“We give you but one year to con-
sider,” said the long-faced chief elder.
“You may never show your faces here
again if you come pot back within the
year,

‘“Thou, Hermann, leavest thy aged
father, and thou, Annie, thy mother,”
said another, more kindly.

Annie looked down at her blue calico
gown and her rough shoes. “What
have they done for us?” she cried.

They ascended the steps of the car.
“Give them good-by!” called Hermann,
petulantly. “We come back no more.”
and the train puiied away.

“All the world loves a lover,” said
Herr Tappan to Mother Schweppe, sad-
ly, “but the lover loves no one but
himself and his sweetheart.”

So Hermann and Annie went to the
city. They were happy, and there
seemed to be no ghosts at their fire-
side. “Father and mother think more
of their carrots than they do of us,”
they would say, merrily, when they
spoke of Amana at all.

In May: their baby was bora. He
was a beautiful child, and Hermann
and Annie never tired of watching
him., Hermann could scarcely tear
himself away from baby to attend his
patients. Confagious diseases he re-
fused to treat. Baby might catch
them.  Annie's face grew softer as
she looked at the child. For hours
‘they would amuse themselves watch-
ing him clasp a lead ' pencil ln /his
chubby fingers. They cut off & lock
of his babky hair and saved it in the
Bible.

“Whom does the baby look like,
Annie?” asked Hermann, carelessly,
one day,

“Like you did when you were a
baby,” I suppose,” answered Annie,
gayly. Suddenly a startled look came
into her eyes. The thotight came to
Hermann at the same moment, He
dropped on- his knees before the ¢hild.
“Did they think of me as we think of
our baby?” he whispered. . Annie was
sobbing. “God may yet forglve us,”
she cried. “The year is not epded
We may still return.” Y
The good God had not ended Mdt 1
Schweppes life. Herr Tapps
was still trudging among hig 'b
bles, when Hermann and \nnie
back, '
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The most popular ang most an
of bonbons are sugar plums, pastijl
and durnt almonds, but how man
berscns know their history? Suga /
plums date from Roman times, f
the Romans were the first to thin
covering almonds with layers of su
The inventor was a certain J
Dragatus, a noted confectioner, wi
belonged to the' illustrious 'patri
family of Fabius. He made this g
discovery, which has wrought so mug
damage to our teeth for twenty ce
turies, in the year 177 B, C.

These bonbons, called dragati, af
their inventor (dragees in French),
mained the exclusive privilege of ¢
family of Fabius. But at the bh'th g
the marriage of one of that famij
great distribution of dragati :
rlace as a sign of rejoicing. This .:- B
tom is still observed by many of the
nobility of Europe.

The pastille is of far later orig
having been invented and lntrodu
into France by an Italian confection
the Florentine John Pastilla, a )
tege of the Medicis. When Marle
Medici married Henry IV, of Fran
Pastilla accompanied his sovereign
the French court, where his bonbo
had a tremendous vogue,

coffee, rose, violet, mint, wine, straw
berry, raspberry, vanilla, heliotrope
carnation!

origin, owing their inception to the
gluttony of a certain French merchan
One day Marshal Duplessis- Pralin

old gourmet, sent for Lassagne, h
chief confectioner, and promised him
a great price for some new sweet thai
would please his palate, dulled as §
was by all the pleasures of the table
Lassagne. who had alveadv invent
many a toothsome dainty, was a m

of resource. He searched, he reflected
he combined, until finally he conceiv
ed a delicious bonbon, which he bap
tized gloriously with the name of high
master, Praline, the French for bur
aimond.

This is the history of the invention
of bonbons, for all others are me
cL.ubinations or dsvelopments of the
three—the sugar plum, the pastille ang
the burnt almond.—New York Herald

PERSONALITIES.

Mrs. Navarro—or Mary Anderson, as |
her admirers still love to call her—is a
devout Roman Catholic. Her sister,
who is known as Mother Dominica, is’
a nun at the Convent of the Assump-
tion in Kensington square, London,

The foreigners to whom congress'
will extend the privilege of admlsslon
to the West Point academy this year |
are Luis Yglesias of Costa Rica, and &
Andres Ponte-Ruego of Venezuela,
Ricardo Yglesias, brother of Luis, and |
Albert Valencia Montoya of the Unlted
States of Colombia will be admitted to
Annapolis,

On July 3, the second day of the bat .
tle of Santiago, Sergt. Frank Kennedy,:
of the First volunteer cavalry,: w
serving as mounted orderly for Col
Lawton. Early in the afternoon, whi
carrying a dispatch to Gen, Wheeler's
headquarters, he blundered into
Spanish lines several times and
ceived nineteen wounds. 'He is now
Kansas City and walks with crutch:
since his right leg, broken six times, ig
still a little tender. However, he hopes®
soon to be able to discard them, whel
he intends to enter Uncle Sams se
vice as a regular. L i R

Senor Don Franciseco Silvela, t
new premier of Spain, is an eloqu
orator, and was minister to
some years ago. In 1897 he wa
leader of the political group kno
the dissident conservatives. His pol-
icy, as set forth in January last, ca
for the development of Spqin's lnd
trial resources, electoral orm, t




