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American Progress.

The depariment of commerce and
Iabor has just isswed a publication en-
titicd “Statistical Record of the Prog-
ress of the United States, 1800-1907."
which furnishes a great deal of timely
and highly suggestive information. It
is shown in this work how the country
has advanced in material things, and
an especially Interesting part of the
exhibit is that which relates to the
financial progress slnce 1897. It ap-
pears that on July 1, 1907, there was
in circulation in the United States the
sum of $2,773,000,000, against $2.736,-
000,000 in July, 1906, and $1,640,000,000
in 1897. In total bank deposits the
showing was $13,000,000,000 in 1907,
against $5,000,000,000 In 1897, This is
a presentation which proves how the
circulation and the bank deposlits have
kept pace with the growing needs of
businese and have fllustrated the gen-
eral prosperity of the country, says
the Troy (N. Y.) Times. And the
progress {s likely to be aceelerated by
the steps recently taken to afford
ueeded financial facilities.

Prosperity and West Point.

The present shortage of 70 or more
fn the =zuthorized strength of the
cadet corps at West Point is not ex-
plained by the superintendent as due
entirely to the severity of the entrance
examinations. There has been in re-
cent ¥ears an Increasing number of
appointees who have falled to report
at the academy for their examinations,
in this year's new class the number
reaching 79. The average boy's burn-
ing desire to be a soldier, particularly
an officer, appears to have been cor-
rupted by the “commercialism” of our
times, according to the army view, for
the superintendent of West Point re-
marks: “It is believed that the more
lucrative pursuits and greater fields
for promotion of private life are di-
verting young men from these careers
of small pay and slow promotion in
our ecountry’'s service.” Thus pros-
perity has hit both ends of the army
—the academy and the recruiting of-
five.

It is t.hé_apin!un_'éf_ﬁ';. “Hirsch that
children are entitled to falry tales.
They are one of the pleasuras of yvouth
which stern old people trying to ralse
them by rules should not take from
them. The old people shouldn't be so
particular anyway. They like fairy
tales themselves. The young woman
who, tiring of her job of scrubbing the

back stairs, turns shoplifter and then |

tells a tule of & mlilionaire papa, will
keep the grown-ups open-mouthed and
calling for more, untll some one tele-
graphs the sad news to pa and finds

that he doesn't exist or that if he does | derstand the necessity for people to

| lead false lives,

he is paying teller in a livery stable
and has lost interest in his charming
daughter since she ran away with the
actor man. Can youn blame the little
children for 'cr_vlng fer marvels? Pa
waxes fat on them, taking them all
in and sayving, “What a pity that one
g0 fair and well raised should have
come to this!™

Liberia has lately lost nominal con-
trol of part of the territory over which
the congress of the black republic was
supposed to exercise soverelgnty, A
new treaty with France has been ne
gotlated, delimiting the boundaries of
the republic’'s country to the advan-
tage of France. The French Insist
that in view of the ignorance of the
mnatives in the interior of the existence
of any independent government on the
coast, it isgnot encroachment on an in-
dependent power for the French to
push their boundaries seaward. As
Liberia Is an independent power, the
protection of its territory f{s a matter
for its government, and not for out-
siders. American friends of the coun-
try may regret that the experiment of
setting up a megro republic has not
been more successful, but they must
face the facts.

Here comes a correspondent who
undertakes to show that Dr. Holmes
didn’t originate the title of the At-
lantic Monthly, but that it was bor-
rowed from another magazine which
bore that name a quarter of a cen-
tury earlieg, and which lived and died
in New York. Whether Dr. Holmes
originated the name or not, there is
not much doubt, says the Boston Her-
ald, that he selected it for the Boston
publication and that his selection was
duly acknowledged by the proprietors
of the magazine. Besides, it furnished
the occasion for the perpetration of
one of Dr. Holmes' best pums. No
rude iconoclast can deprive his mém-
ory af that proud distinction.
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To the chronic investor in wildcat
mining schemes who expects 20 per
cent. on his money every other week
the three per cent a year offered by
Uncle Sam looks small. That hopefal
being wonders why Morgan and the
French bankers smap at lean balt of
this sort.

—_——

The Bell has mpparently struck one
for aerial navigation, but it is to be
hoped that it will d¢ long before we
h"ﬁ"llrymhlmﬂln‘lnﬂ'ﬂ-
_tral blue.”

SYNOPSIS.

A detachment of the Eighteenth i.n-
fantry from Fort Bethune trapped by
Indilans Iln A narrow gorge.
a stranger who In uces himself by
the name of Hampton, also Gillis
poat trader, and his davghter. Glllis and
a majority of the soldlers are killed dur-
ing a three days' slege. Hampton and
the girl only escape trorn tho Indiana.
They fall exhausted on the ?
company of the Seventh cavalr I.ieut.
EBrant in command, find them. {ampton
and the girl stop at the Miners” Home In
Glencald, Mrs. Duffy, propriétress, HumP
the future over with Miss Gil-
lis—the Kid. She shows him her moth-
er's plcture and tells him what she can
of her rentage and life. They decide
she shail llve with rs. Herndon., Nalda
the Kild—runs away from Mrs. Herndon'a
L and rejoins Hampton. He Induces her to
Eo back, and to have nothin
with him. Hampton piays his last game
of cards. He announces to Blavin
that he has quit. and then leaves Glen-
cald. Mi=ss hoebe Bpencer arrives in
Glencadd to teach its first school. Miss
Spencer meats Nalda, Rev. Wynkoop,
e, 8he boards at Mrs. Herndon's.
Nalda and Lieut. Brant agaln mest with-
out his knowing who she is. She Informs
him of the coming Bachelor ciub ball in
honor of Missx Spencer. Lieut Brant.
meets Silent Murphy, Custer's scout. He
reports trouble brewing among the Sloux,
Social difficulties arise at the Bachelor
club’s Il among the admirera of Miss
SBpencer. Lisut. Hrant mests Miss Spen-
cer but she Is™hot his nrqlndutnn(_e of the
day before. She tells him of
he accldentally meets her ng‘u.l.n ax he Is
returning (o the ballroom with a fan for
Miss Spencer.

CHAPTER XV.—Continued.

“The case seems fully proved,” she
confessed, laughingly, “and it 1s sure-
Iy not my duty to punish the eculprit.
What did you talk about? But, pshaw,
I know well enough without asking—
she told you how greatly she admired
the romance of the west, and begged
you to call upon her with a recital of
your own exploits. Have 1 not guessed
aright?”

“Partlally, at least;
pressions were used.”

“Of course, they always are. 1 do
not know whether they form merely a
part of her stock in trade, or are
spoken earnestly., You would laugh to
bear the tales of wild and thrilling ad-
venture which she picks up, and actu-
ally belleves. That Jack Moffat pos-
sesses the most marvelous imagina-
tion for =uch thiogs, and if I make fun
of his impossible storles she becomes
angry in an instant."

“I am afraid yvon do not greaily ad-
mire this Miss Spencer?”

“Oh, but I do; truly I do.
not think me ungrateful. No one has
ever helped me more, and beneath
this mask of artificiality she is really
& noble-hearted woman. | do not un-

maore to do

wome snpch ex-

You must

Is it this way In all
soclety—eastern society, I mean? Do
men and women there continually
echeme and flirt, smile and stab, for-
ever assuming parts like so many play-
actors?”

“It it far too common,” he admitted,
touched by her naive questioning,
“What is known as fashionable social
life has become an almost pitiful
sham, and you can scarcely conceive
the relief it s to meet with one utter-
ly uncontaminated by its miserable de-
ceits, its shallow make-believes. It is
no wonder you shock the nerves of
such people; the deed |s easily accom-
plished.”

“But T do not mean to."
looked at him gravely, striving to
make him comprehend. "I try so hard
to be—be commonplace, and—and sat-

And she

isfled. Only there Is so much that
seems silly, useless, pitifully con-
temptible that I lose all patience.

Perhaps I need proper training in what
Miss Spencer ealls refinement: but
why should I pretend to like what I,
don’t like, and to belleve what I don't
belleve? Cannot one act a lie as well
as speak one? And Is {t no longer
right to search after the truth?"

“I have always felt it was our duty
to discover the truth wherever possi-
ble,” he sald, thoughtfully; “yet, 1
counfess, the search is not fashionable,
nor the earnest seeker popular.”

A little trill of langhter flowed from
between her parted lips, but the sound
Wwas not altogether merry.

“Most certainly I am not. They all
scold me, and repeat with manifest
horror the terrible things I say, being
unconscious that ther are evil. Why
should 1 suspect thoughts that come
1o me naturaily. 1 want to know, to
understand. 1 grope about in the
dark. It seems to me sometimes that
this whole world is a mystery. 1 go
to Mr. Wynkoop with my questions,
and they omly seem to shock him.
Why should they? God must have put
all these doubts and wonderings into
my mind, and there must be an anf-
swer for them scinewhere. Mr. Wyn-
koop is a good g.an, I-truly respect
him. I want to please him, and I ad-
mire his intelle;wnal attainments; isut
how can he acsept so much on 2xith
and be contezt? [ know I am & per
fect heathea,—Miss Spencer says |
am.—but do you think it is so awful
for me to want to know these things?

“You merely express clea:ly what
theusands feel withour the moral cour-
age to utter it. The suddesat part of it
ull I.l. the deeper we delve the less we
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Naida, and |-

lutely baffied by an impenetrable wall,
against which they batter mentally in
yain.”

“Are you a church member?”

“Yes.”

“Do you believe those things you do
not understand ™

He drew a deep breath, secarcely
knowing at that moment how best to
answer, yvet sincerely anxious to lead
this girl toward the light.

“The majority of men do not talk
much about such matters. They hold
them sacred. Yet I will speak frankly
with you. I could not statte in words
my faith so that it would be clearly
apprehended by the mind of another.
I am in the church because 1 belleve
its efforts are toward righteousness,
because I believe the teachings of
Christ are perfect, His life the highest
possible type of living, and becanse
through Him we receive all the infor-
mation regarding a future existence
which we posgess. That my mind
rests satisfied I do not say; I simply
accept what is given, preferring a lit-
tle light to total darkness.”

“But here they refuse to accept any
one like that. They say I am not yet
in a fit state of mind.”

“Such a judgment would seem to me
narrow. 1 was fortunate in coming
under the influence of a broad-minded
religious teacher. To my statement
of doubts he simply said: ‘Believe
what you can; live the very best you
can, and keep your mind open toward
the Hght.!' It seems to me now this
is all that anyone can do whose nature
will not permit of blind, unqguestion-
able falth.”

“I am so glad you have spoken In
that way,” she confessed. “I shall
never feel quite so much alone in the
world again, and I shall see these mat-
ters from a different viewpoint. Is it
wrong—unwomanly, I mean—for me
to question spiritual things?"

“I am unable to concelve why it

imaginable—yourselt.”
" “You were discussing me?

should be. Surely woman ought to be

“ruummmmm

_ Why,
how did that happen?" $

“Very simply, and I was wholly to
 blame. To be perfectly honest, Miss
| Nailda, I attended the dance to-night |
for no other object than to meet you
again. But I had argued myself into
the belief that you were Miss Spencer.
The discovery of my mistake merely
intensified my determination to learn
who you really were. With this pur-
pose, I interviewed Miss Spencer, and
during the course of our conversation
the facts of my first meeting with you
became known.™

“You told her how very foaclish I
acted?” :

“I told her how deeply interested 1
bad become in your outspoken man-
ner.”

“Oh! And she exclalmed, "How ro-
mantie!" "™

“Possibly; she lilkewise took occa-
sion to suggest that you were merely
& child, and seemed astonished that 1
ghould have givem you a second
thought.”

“Why, 1 am 18"

“I told her 1 believed you to be of
that age, and she ignored my remark.
But what truly surprised both of us
was, how you happened to know my
name.”

The girl did not attempt to answer,
and she was thankful enough that
there was not sufficient light to be-
tray the reddening of her cheeks.

“And you do not mean, even now,
to make clear the mystery?" he asked.

"Not—now,” she answered, almosi
timidly. “It iz nothing much, only 1
would rather not now.”

The sndden sonnd of voices and
laughter in the street beneath brought
them both to their feet.

“Why, they are coming across (o
supper,” she exclaimed, In surprise.
“How long we have been here, and it
has seemed scarcely a moment! 1
shall certainly be in for a scolding,
Lieut. Brant; and ‘1 fear your omnly
means of saving me from being
promptly sent home in disgrace will
be to escort me In to supper.”

“A  delightful punishment!” He
drew her hand through his arm, and
said:" “And then you will pledge me
the first dance following?"”

“Oh, you mustn’'t ask me. Really, ]
have not been on the floor to-night; 1
am not in the mood.”

“Do you yleld to moods?”

“Why, of course I do. Is It not a
woman's privilege? 1If you know me
long it will be to find mg all moods.”

“if they only prove as attractive as
the particular one swaying you to-
night, I shall certainly have no cause
for complaint. Come, Miss Naida,
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He Drew Forth the Fan rnd Held It Out Toward Her.

as deeply conearned in things spirit-
ual as man.’

“How very strange it is that we
should thus drift into such an intimate
talk at our second meeting!” she ex-
clalmed. “But it seems so easy, s0
natural, to converse frankly with some
people—they appear to draw out al
that is best in one’s heart. Then there
are others who seem to parch and
wither up every germ of spiritual

Aife.™

“There are those in the world who
truly belong together,” he urged, dar-
ingly. “They belong to each other by
some"fiivine law. They may never be
privileged to meet; but if they do, the
commingiing of their minds and souls
is natarzl. This talk of ours tonight
has, perhmps, done me as much good
as you."

“Oh, I am so glad If it has! I—I do
not belleve you and Miss Spencer
conversed In this way?™

“Heaven forbid! And yet it might
puzzie you to gEuess what was the
main topic of our conversation.*™
: Mmd it Interest you?"

"Well.u:en.lteoudnotb.&_.w

please cultivate the mood to say ru
before those others arrive.”

She glanced up at him, shaking her
dark hair, her lips smiling. *“My
present mood Is certainly a good-na-
tured one,” she confeased, softly, “and
consequently it is impossible to say
m‘.

His hand pressed hers, as the throng-

ing couples came merrily ‘up the
steps.
“Why, Nailda, §s this you, child?

Where have you been all this time?”
it was Miss Spencer, clinging to Mr.
Wynkoop's arm.

“Merely sitting ont a dance,” was
the seemingly indifferent answer;
then she added sweetly, “Have you
ever met my friend. Lieut. Brant, of
the Seventh cavalry, Phoebe? We
were just golng in to supper.” -

Miss Spencer,'s glance swepl over
the silent young officer. “I believe i
have had the honor. It was my-pris-
llege to be introduced to the gentis
m-.n a mutual friend.”

The inward rush of {_hungry guests
swept them all forward in lsugsing,
jastling ~onfasion; mmm
hmu—t&m

lightly with her to the music, and they
talked together in little snatches.

The last two waltzes ended, they
walked slowly through the scattering
throng, he striving vainly to arouse
her to the former independence and
intimacy of speech. Suddenly they
came face to face with Mrs. Herndon,
and Brant felt the girl's arm twitch.

“lI have been looking everywhere
for you, Naida,” Mrs. Herndon sald, a
slight complaint in her voice. “We
were going home."”

Nalda's cheeks reddened palnfully.

“I am so sorry if 1 have kept you
walting,” her words spoken with a
rugh, “but—but, Lieut. Brant was in-
tending to accompany me. We were
just starting for the cloakroom.”

“Oh, indeed!" Mrs. Herndon's ex-
pression was noncommittal, while her
eves surveyed the lieutenant.

“With your permisston, of course,”
he sald.

“I hardly think I have any need to
interfere.”

They separated, the youager people
walking slowly, silently toward the
door. He held her arm, assisting her
to descend the stairway, his lips mur-
muring a few commonplaces, to which
she scarcely returned even monosyl-
labie replies, although she frequently
fiashed shy glances at his grave face.
Both realized that some explanation
was forthcoming, yet nelther was quite
prepared to force the issue.

“I have no wraps at the hotel,” she
said, as he attempted to turn that
way. “That was a lie also; let us
walk directly down the road.”

He indulged in no comment, his
eyves perceiving a pathetic pleading in
ber upturned face. Suddenly there
came to him a belief that the girl was
crying; he could feel the slight tremor
of her form against his own. He
glanced furtively at her, only to catch
the glitter of a falling tear. To her
evident disiress, his heart made in-
stant and sympathetic response. With
all respect influencing the action, his
hand closed warmly over the smaller
one on his sleeve.

“Little girl,” he said, forgetting the
shortness of their acquaintance in the
deep feeling of the moment, “‘tell me
what the trouble is.”

“I suppose you think me an awfyl
creature for sayving that,” she blurted
out, without looking up. “It wasn't
ladylike or nice, but—but 1 simply
couldn’t help it, Lieut. Brant.”

“You mean your sudden determina-
tion to carry me home with you?" he
asked, relieved to think this might
prove the entire difficuity. “Dom’t let
that worry you. Why, I am simply re-
joiced at belng permitted to go. Dol
you know, I wanted to request the
privilege all the time we were dancing
together. But you acted so differently
from when we were beneath the vines
that T actually lost my nerve.”

She looked up and he caught a fleet-
ing glimpse into her unveiled eyes.

“I did not wish you to ask me.”

“What?' He stopped suddenly.
“Why, then, did you make such an an-
nouncement to Mrs. Herndon?*

“Oh, that was different,” she ex-
plained, uneasily. “I had to do that;
I had to trust you to help me out, but

—but I really wanted to go home
alope.”
He swept his unbelieving eyes

around over the deserted night scene,
not knowing what answer to return to
$0 strange an avowal. “Was that what
caused you to appear so distant to me
in the hall, so vastly different from
what you had been before?”

She nodded, but with her gaze still
upon the ground.

“Miss Nalda,” he said, “it would be
cowardly for me to attempt to dodge
this issue belween us, Is it because
you do not llke me?"

She looked up quickly, the moon-
lieht revealing her flushed face.

“Oh, no, no! ygu must never think
that. 1 told you I was a girl of moods;
under those vines I had one mood, ipn
the hall another. Cannot you under-
stand 7

“Very little,” he ulmltted “for 1 am
more inclined to believe you are the
possessor of a strong will than that
you are swayed by moods. Listen. If
I thought that a mere senseless mood
had caused your peculiar treatment of
me to-night, I should feel justified in
yielding to a mood also. But I will noj
lower you to that extent in my estima-
tion; 1 prefer to believe that you are
the true-hearted, frankly spoken girl
of the vine shadow. It is thiv-abiding
conviction as to

your true nature|

Orfis Boy—A lady with some poetry.

Editor—How old?

Boy—'Bout 18,

Editor—What!!!
onece, boy.

Show her In at

SUFFERED TWENTY-FIVE YEARS.

With Eczema—Her Limb Pecled and
Foot Was Raw—Thought Amputa-
tion Was Necessary—Believes
Life Saved by Cuticura.

“I bhave been treated by doetors for
twenty-five years for a bad case of
eczema on my leg. The: did their besat,
but failed to cure it. My doctor had
advised me to have my leg cut off. At
this time my leg was pecled from the
knee, my foot was llke & plece of raw
flesh, and 1 had to walk on crutches.
I bought a set of Cuticura Remedles.
After the first two (treatments the
swelling went down, and Im two
months my leg wasycured and the new
skin came on. The doctor was sur-
prised and sald that he would use
Cuticura for his own patients. I have
now been cured over seven years, and
but for the Cuticura Remedies I

might have lost my life. Mrs. J. B,
Repnaud, 277 Mentana St., Montreal,
Que., Feb. 20, 1907."

What Better Proof Is There?
Jackson—Heaven bless him! He
sthowed confidence in me when the
clouds were dark and threatening.
Wilson—In what way?
Jackson—He lent me an umbrellat
—Stray Stories.

Stop That Cough*
before it becomes chronic. Get
Brown's Bronchial Troches, the best
preparation known for coughs.

After glzing up thelr imnhands we
don't blame some women for being
fond of dogs.

BLUE
Aak your grocer
pau.:be only 5 cents,

RED CROSS BALL
Should be in every home.
for it. I.ar'at- 2 oz,

When women bot*row trouble they

usually pa: back double.

ONLY il\E “HBROMO Q ININE"™
That s LAXATIVE BROMU QUININE. Look for
the slpnature of E W. GHOVE ls'r Worla

over to Cure o Ueld in l.?ni_

A lot of so-called golden silence 1B
only plated.
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SICK HEADACHE
CARTERS| 5 147”

these Little Pills.
ER
LLS.

They also reliove Dis-
tress (rom Dyspepsia, Io-
digestion and Too Hearty
Epting. A perfect rem-
edy for Dizzihess, Nau-
sen, Drowslpess, Bad
Tanteinthe Mouth, Cont-
ed Tongue, Pain in the
Side, TORPID LIVER,
They regulnte the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE.

Genuine Must Bear
Fac-Simile Signature
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