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OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

It is said to be almost impossible to sink
a modern battleship constructed on the
best models.

A vanilla bean kept In the sugar box im-
ports a delicious flavor to sugar. The
FrencJi do this.

The soli of Egypt at the present day is
tilled by exactly the same kind of plow
that was used five thousand years ago.

A missionary paper says that 81,000 Bibles
distributed among the Chinese were used
by them for the manufacture of fire-cracke- rs.

The Supreme Court of Tennessee has de-
cided that "no workhouse, city, county or
State prisonkeeper has a right to whip pris-
oners therein."

The game of whist originated in England.
It Is believed to have developed from the
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was the most beautiful face I had ever
gazed upon.

" 'Pardon!' she cried, extending her two
white hands, 'M'sleur will have mercy on
poor Maretta? As he Is strong, M'sleur will
be merciful?

"'Don't be afraid. Mademoiselle, I an-
swered, coldly, 'we Englishmen d not
strike a woman! We are not cowards; we
leave treachery to Mademoiselle's own coun-
trymen!"

" 'Ah!' she gasped, coming a step nearer,
and laying white, fragile fingers on my
sleeve. Mon Dieu! It Is for the last time!
Maretta will never do it again Maretta
will never again be the tool of wicked men.
To-nig- ht she has done with it forever and
ever!

"I shook her fingers off roughly, though
even then I felt myself a brute, but this
was possibly only some new development of
her scheme, some new trick to beguile.

" 'For the last time as far as I am con-
cerned. Mademoiselle! I answered. 'You do
not deceive an Englishman twice!

" 'You will hear me? she implored, 'for
the sake of her eternal soul; you will hear
Maretta's story? It will not keep M'sleur
long.'

"I bowed my assent; I would not commit
myself to words. Then, with her white face
turned up to the star-l- it sky, and her great
eyes blazing with a strange, incomprehen-
sible light. Maretta told her story.

"She was the, unwilling accomplice of one
of the foulest villains who ever drew breath.
Night after night this girl, with her lovely,
pathetic face, was driven out into the
streets of Paris, with first one cleverly con- - IP nana anc vicinity are now in the babit

of looking to us for special values in weara-
bles for males, and we never disappoint them.

Morning: We Continue
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Our
of "timely need" wearables
type of its fellows which we
sun that shines to visit us.

Tenth
for men, boys and children. Every item advertised is but a
have not the room here to describe. You're welcome as the

Look over our stock at your leisure and buy or not as you like.
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-

oi our special
morrow is our
ing of . . .

1,000 Men's High-Gra- de Custom Tailored
and Overcoats at

Regular $25 Values.
Hpl are made from superb black and blue worsteds, fancy striped and checked
1 llC Oil ITS wor-ted- s, real Scotch cheviots, English tweed mixtures and finest black diag-

onals and Thibets. The coats and vests are in single or double-breaste- d
shapes; you choose the styles you like best.

TPLA sre made from "velvet-finishe-d" kerseys; "unwearoutable" Eng-- 1
IW vVwiLlClIS hsh meltons, Oxford vicuna diagonals, and many beautiful but In-

describable novelty fabrics. Many of these overcoats are linedthroughout with silk, while others are trimmed in combination s lk and worsted. You will not findthe equals of any of these Suits or Overcoats, except in the productions of first-cla- ss custom tailors.

Your Choice for Either Suit or Overcoat $15
Boys and Children's Suits, Overcoats, Reefers and Ulsters in better styles and lower prices,

quality considered, than you've ever paid.
Nearly all the Knee Pants in our Boys' Suits are made with double seats and double knees, andthe reinforcements are of the same cloth as the suits.
Boys' Knee Pant Suits $1.95, $2.00, $3.00 and $..QO.
Fancy Vestee Suits in all the new styles, $l,OS, ll-.-G and 4$3.S
Reefers, plain and trimmed, l.OO, $2,00, 63.00 and $,00.Ulsters, sizes six to fifteen, in black and Oxford frieze mixtures, $2,00, 03.00 and

Strong Specials in the Derby-ribbe-d Shirts and Drawers, in tau, blue and
s Balbriggan, the best value for 50cFurnishing Department.

The best American-mad- e Gloves, pique sewn in either
Wool Fleeced Underwear, the C9c grade, ? dressed or undressed kid; some are silk-line- d. A

fr 38c regular $1.50 value, here only $1.00
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It was 8 o'clock on a bleak December
evening, and Laurence Burke sat In his
study, a blazing fire In the grate, a fragrant
pipe In hls mouth, feeling just as comfort-
able as a good dinner In the Immediate past,
a good conscience In the Immediate present,
and a comfortable "saddle-bag- " armchair
can make a man.

There was no particular reason why be
should be ruminating over bygone times,
tout hia thoughts were busy with the days
when he. Julian Leveson, and Claude St.
John had been the closest of chums In their
schooldays. Those were jolly times, the
kind of span In a lifetime that knits hearts
together, when they shared many a boyish
prank. Then came the dividing line when
their three paths lay apart, and In spite of
vows of eternal friendship they had drifted
Into widely different grooves.

Laurence Burke had become a doctor, had
developed no striking cleverness, was In no
wise a "specialist." but had fulfilled his
destiny by stepping Into his uncle's shoes
as a country practitioner.

Julian Leveson had come Into an enor-

mous fortune, had traveled and seen the
world, but In seeing the world had lost
eight of hi friends. He had written at in-

tervals for several years from various gay
centers, and had said be was going to win-

ter In Paris, have a final fling, then come
home and settle down. For two years his
friends had heard nothing more of him.
Dark stories were afloat that large sums
of money had been drawn from his bank im-

mediately on his arrival in the gay city, but
his lawyers had had no communication with
him. Of relatives he had none save a dis-

tant cousin and heir, who had tried vainly
to sift a rumor of hi death, but Julian's
fate and affairs were o far shrouded in a
thick. Impenetrable veil of mystery.

Claude St. John had been a great athlete
at school, and still kept his muscles In order
by boxing and wrestling. His chosen pro-

fession was the bar, and here he was doing
well until a serious illness cut short his run
of luck, an Illness which But here Mr.
Burke's retrospections were interrupted by
a tap at the door.

"Who's there. Come In!"
"There Is a gentleman to see you, sir."

And the next moment a tall figure, muffled
to the eyes, entered the room.

"Good heavens, St. John! I thought you
were abroad. Where on earth did you
spring from?" exclaimed Laurence. "How
glad I am to see you, old man! This is In-

deed a treat! I thought you must have
gone to the planet Iars, I've heard so lit-

tle of you lately!"
- "Mars! My good fellow, I was very near
going farther than that. And so you'll
agree when you've heard my story. Poor
Julian! Poor old Julian Leveson!"

"Julian! Do you mean to say you have
come across Julian? Ah, that is news in-

deed!"
The traveler meanwhile had been divest-

ing himself of his heavy fur-line- d coat, had
deliberately and with much care placed his
glove9 one upon the other, laying both In
the crown of his hat; now he stood feeling
for something la an inner pocket. The
lamp light played upon his face and figure,
revealing a powerful athletic looking man,
with massive shoulders and strong, lithe
hands, his broad brow, resolute mouth and
chin, crisply waving hair and steadfast eyes
forming a fitting headpiece to his splendid
frame.

Taking out a small packet, he opened It
tlowly and in silence and held It in the full
Maze of light.
. "The amulet!" Burke staggered back u.

pace and his face was white. "How did
you come by it? I should have thought
Julian Leveson would as soon have parted
with his life as part with that mystic
gem."

"I should have thought so, too," answered
St. John, gravely. "But listen, Burke, and
hear the story of how it came into my pos-

session."
Drawing their chairs close to the fixe-l- lt

health and filling their pipes, the two men
sat for some moments in silence.

"I am forgetting!" exclaimed Burke.
"You have just eome off a journey and will
want food. What wm you have?"

"Not a morsel, thanks, old fellow, till my
tory is told," returned his friend. "Food

would choke me just now." Then rousing
himself he began his tale.

"You remember that I left England in
the spring. That illness I had made such a
hole in my constitution that the doctors de-

clared there was nothing for it but 'cli-

mate and advised the Mediterranean. There
was no disobeying orders, so I packed up
my traps and went.

"Since then I have traveled half over
Europe. I have drunk coffee with the Turk,
eaten maccaronl with the Italian, drunk
lager with the German, eaten sour kraut
with his 'frau, collected larvae from various
crater and attended practical illustrations
oa the 'art of slaughtering cattle in Spain.
I thought I should never weary of the nov-
elty at first, but I soon got satiated with
travel; my health was completely hed

and I found myself pining for . a
mouthful of London fog as I had never
pined for the Alsatian breezes at their best.
Strange to say, I had left Purls as yet un-

explored, and I determined to spend a few
days in "the most civilized city of the world'
before going back into harness."
' "Paris! Ah!" ejaculated Burke, "It was
la Paris, then!"

"I had only been there a few days, when
one night as I was returning from the
opera house, I felt a restraining touch on
my arm. A woman a woman with a beau-
tiful face and deep entreating eyes was
beside me, endeavoring to keep pace with
my rapid strides, while she spoke hastily
In the prettiest broken English.

" 'Pardon. M'sleur is English?'
" 'Yes,' I said, pausing; 'Is there any-

thing I can do for Madame?'
" 'Oh, sir.' she cried, if M'sleur would

but come! A countryman of M'sleur's is ill
sick unto the death. He is crying for

some friend who will boar his messages to
his country to the one he loves!

" 'It is not far from here. Ah, clasping
her hands with a pretty gesture of suppli-
cation, 'M'sleur will pardon, he will not
think Marietta too bold to thus address
a stranger? But ah, Mon Dieu! It would
make M'sleur's heart bleed to hear the sick
one. Marietta could not rest till she had
brought him a rlend!'

" 'Be assured. Mademoiselle, I replied, 'I
can think nothing but what is good of one

ho Is so fair, so kind. One who will ex-

tend such charity to a stranger!'
"She looked at me with great, dark, wist

tul eyes, and gave a strange kind of shiver.
Ah, it. Is as M'sleur says, 'tis la

charite! Mon Dieu! La Charite!'
Then lowering the heavy black hood she

wore till it almost concealed her face, she
beckoned me to follow, and glided on be-
fore me with swift, noiseless footsteps.

"I do not know Paris, but my bump of
locality assured me that we were going
through a part I had not yet traversed,
and I found, myself wondering how in all
the crowd who thronged the brilliant street
I had left. Mademoiselle had singled me
out as an Englishman, and as though by
tcZ3 fubtlo lnstlnct-- an Englishman ysho

was Just starting for home, and so a fit-

ting person to carry the dying man's mes-

sage. My guide gave me no opportunity
for further Inquiries, but as she flitted
along in front of me, I fancied that every
now and again a heavy sob shook her slen-

der frame.
"At last we paused before one of those

massive double doors, still so common in
Paris, and Mademoiselle Maretta's slim
white fingers raised the heavy latch, and,
opening wide the gloomy portal, she bade
me enter. The door was slammed behind
us, and the echo rang high and higher,
enough to awaken the dead! Surely no
echoes were ever so thoroughly at home
in human habitation before. There was
something almost ghostly in their cadence
as they sobbed and died away up the wide
staircase. .

"In grim darkness I followed my guide;
her knees seemed trembling beneath her
frail weight, and ever and anon I heard
a stifled sob. That she was weeping bit-
terly I knew, as with her slender fingers
clasped closely over my own, she led me
on and on through the black silence. Fool-
ish, tender woman's heart, weeping thus
passionately over the sorrows of the dying
Englishman! At last we came to a stand.

" 'This is the door,' she whispered.
'M'sleur will go in; he will comfort his dy-

ing countryman and, forgive forgive poor
Maretta! Her burning Hps were pressed
upon my hand in the darkness with a pas-

sionate kiss, and I felt myself gently
pushed across the threshold.

"Still darkness! Was the djing English-
man then consigned to eternal darkness
already! I made a step forward, and sud-
denly A hand fiercely gripped my throat,
whilst another was laid over my mouth.

"I had not been a good boxer for nothing,
Laurence, and I struck out, a swift, driv-
ing blow, straight from the shoulder. My
clenched hand struck a solid body, and
there was the sound of a heavy fall!

"I had barely time to recover breath, no
time to collect my scattered senses, or
grasp the situation, when with a wild,
piercing cry through the darkness, a cry
that made my very blood run cold, another
figure flung Itself upon me. A thin, lithe
figure this of no great weight I could tell,
as I received the cat-lik- e spring right on
my chest. There was a brief tussle, some
fierce muttered French oaths, then the
moon came suddenly from behind a cloud,
and shone through the high latticed win-
dow. I caught the gleam of two bloodshot
eyes and the white glimmer of steel.

"That ray of moonlight saved my life. I
sprang aside and received the blow which
was aimed at my heart in my right arm,
where, if it please you, old fellow, you may
to-morr- ow dress what is still a very ugly
flesh wound. The touch of the steel mad-
dened me, and, roused to fury, I seized my
assailant by the throat. He was small,
though wiry; my fierce grasp must almost
have wrung the life from his miserable lit-

tle body, as, after holding him for one brief
moment In a grip of iron, I flung him away
from me into the darkness. Then I turned
and fled.

"So this was the plot! It was a cleverly
laid trap, and I, like a fool, had fallen bang
into it. I was evidently destined to play
the part of 'dying Englishman myself; but
not yet, friend St. John; not yet!

"To say I ran downstairs is to put it too
mildly. One wild downward bound in that
grim black darkness would more properly
describe my descent. It must have been
Instinct that led me, for the place was dark
as Erebus, but almost before I had realized
what had happened I was out in the street
once more. There was no sign of Maretta,
no sound of her long-draw- n sobs; only
afterward did it recur to my mind that a
dim red light was shining at the open hall
door. Had she perchance put it there to
guide me or only to guide my would-b- e

murderers?
"It was more than two hours before I re-

gained my hotel, and, too weary to do
aught else that night, I flung myself on my
bed. With morning light, however, I was
awake and on the alert. The gendarmes
were communicated with and heard my
story.

'Could I show them the place? Sacre!
If monsieur would only point out the local-
ity the arm of the law was at his service
his insult should speedily be avenged!'

"But that was all very welL I was a
stranger and knew nothing of the 'byways
and hedges.' The 'arm of the law' was
evidently possessed of no 'finger-po- st

wherewith to point out the way.
"After roaming all day through slums

and streets, with two stolid, surly gen-

darmes at my heels, I gave it up in despair.
To what purpose to continue the search?
I had almost been the victim of a clever
and gruesome plot, but I had escaped with-
out injury to life or limb, bar the cut on
my arm, though I discovered afterward
that my watch and chain had been
wrenched off in the scuffle.

" 'Did the person who made the attack
see monsieur first? queried the little 'pub-
lic guardian, with a grin as he surveyed
my tall proportions with a most flattering
expression of countenance.

" 'See me?' I ejaculated. 'I trow not. The
place was dark us Erebus!

" 'Parbleu! It was as we thought,' he re-

turned, with a pulpy wink at his compan-
ion. 'They did not know monsieur's size or
muscle. Monsieur is as good as two ordi-
nary men in a fight! And 'monsieur men-
tally thanked heaven that he had been bet-
ter than the two villains who attacked
him."

"But the amulet?" queried Burke, eager-
ly, glancing at where It still flashed and
sparkled in the lamplight. ' I thought you
were going to tell me that in the dying
Englishman you had found Julian."

"No; but the strangest part of my story
is still to come.

"After a fruitless day spent with the po-

lice I returned to the hotel. I had made up
my mind to start for England early next
day. !La Belle Paris had no further
charms Yor me. I dined, and then, feeling
quite disinclined for theater or opera, I
took my hat, lighted a cigar and strolled
out into the still, starry night. Mind,
Burke, I am not telling you a story of long
ago, and where perchance facts may have
become confused and recollection grown
hazy; I am telling you what happened to
me only last week.

"It was a perfect, starlit night, and I
wandered on till I came to the silent, swiftly-flo-

wing river. There I paused, and,
leaning my arms on the parapet, I lazily
watched the reflection of the moon on the
still bosom of the Seine. I had no fear of
further adventures; I was on my guard
now, and besides, was in a much-fre-quent- ed

spot.
"The sound of a sob at my elbow roused

me from my thoughts, and, turning quick-
ly. I saw close beside me that same
slight, black-robe- d figure of the night be-
fore!

" 'Ah! I said, fiercely, drawing a swift
bxeath. 'So you dare so Mademoiselle Ma-
retta dares to come near me again!

"She threw back her hood and looked at
me with anguished, imploring eyes. I as-
sure you. Burke, that even at that moment,
though I knew her for the false, treacher- -
ouj thins tha was. etUl X realized that it

and 7 West Washington

I older game of triumph, or trump, which
was played as eariy as 1530.

The last great war of the world, that be-'twe- en

Russia and Turkey, cost altogether
190.000,000 and 180,000 lives, of which Russia

paid 133,000,000 and 110,000 lives.
The French postofflce department has ex-

cluded mourning envelopes from its mails
for the reason that they can be openea
without much chance of detection.

Of the C0.000 population of Palestine, 4.t,(XX
nre Hebrews, 9,JJ0 are Christians and 8,000
are Mohammedans, who, although numer-
ically in the minority, are in authority.

Turkish women do not come into con-
trol of their private fortunes until after
marriage. After that they can dispose of
one-thir- d of it without the husband's con-
sent.

In one New York election district, tlie
thirty-thir- d of the Twenty-fir- st Assembly,
there aro only five voters, and the cost of
primaries and election is $230, or $50 to a
voter.

A planter in St. Thomas parish, near
Charleston, S. C, has achieved a very not-
able success in silk culture, his annual in-
come from this source amounting to from
$6,000 to $S,000.

The healthiest spot in the world seems
to be a little hamlet in France, named
Aumone. There are only forty inhabitants,
twenty-fiv- e of whom are eighty years of
age, and ono Is over one hundred.

Under government control of the sale of
Intoxicating liquors in Russia there has
been a noticeable diminution in drunken-
ness and in those crimes and misdemean-
ors which are caused by Intoxication.

The Cathedral of St. John, in course of
erection on Morningside Heights, in New
York, will be the largest ecclesiastical edi-
fice in the United States. It will be SCO feet
long and 296 feet across at the widest point.

A factory for the manufacture of beau-
tiful "relics" has been discovered hidden
away in a clump of trees at Gettysburg.
Old bullets, cannon balls, soldier buttons,
swords and buckles are turned out in large
quantities.

It is computed the death rate of the
world Is sixty-seve- n and the birth rate sev-
enty a minute, and this seeming light per-
centage of gain is sufficient to give a net
increase in population each year of 1,200,-00- 0

souls.
The Franco-Prussia- n war cost the bellig-

erents $31f,.000.000 and 211.000 killed and
wounded out of the 1,718.000 men engaged.
Altogether 817.7."1 men were put out of ac-
tion, although this total includes 440,000
French prisoners.

The Roman Catholic population of the
United States was 6.3G7.330 in 1SS0 and 9,S.-C2- 2

in 1TO7 nn increase of 54 per cent. In
the same period the growth of Protestant-
ism was from in ISM) to 16.OC2.OC0 in
197, or an increase of 73 per cent.

The potato crop of this country this year
is one of the largest ever raised. The yield
Is estimated at 242.000,000 bushels, or about
40,000.00ft bushels larger than in 1S0S, and
GS.000,000 bushels larger than in 1897. The
yield per acre this year is about eighty-on- e
bushels. ,

Russia is being opened up to wonderful
engineering possibilities. All of its great
rivers are being measured and surveyed
and all knowledge concerning them di-
gested. An Intricate system of connecting
canals is projected that will cobweb the
empire.

From one end of Japan to the other a
child is treated as a sacred thing, be it
one's own or a stranger's. Each one car-
ries Its name and address on a ticket round
Its neck; but should it indeed stray from
home, food and shelter and kindness would
meet it anywhere. . ,

Not counting the floating population of
miners and fishermen and lumbermen,
which stays In Alaska' only from spring till
early fall, or the various tribes of Indians,
which are estimated to aggregate between
40,0o0 and 50,000, the actual white residents
probably do not exceed ten thousand.

A person can ride on a street car in
Adrian, Mich., for 3 cents, provided one
hundred tickets be bought at one time.
Single fares are 5 cents. This arrangement
has proved very profitable to the com-
pany, for people ride many times where
they would ride only once if they had to
pay 5 cents fare.

The Chinese hand-mad- e papers are made
mostly of rice straw, and re colored or
stained on one side by hand. The visiting
cards, which are thin octavo sheets, are
colored crimson; pale red is used for bills,
yellow sprinkled with gold or green for
wrapping goods, orange for weddings, and
so on through the list.

A twenty-five-ml- le railway for the Phil-
ippines was recently packed in the hold of
a steamship at San Francisco. Everything
needed for the railroad was sent except the
ties, which will be obtained in the Islands.
It is said that the railway will be used
to extend the thirty miles of railroad now
controlled by the American troops.

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

Trust.
Catholic Standard.

She I suppose she has a perfect trust
In you?

He Trust? She has a monopoly of me,
if that's what you mean.

An Inference.
Puck.

"Who originated the sentiment, 'Princi-
ples, not men'?"

"I don't know, but I suppose there were
charges against his candidate."

Effectually Prostrated.
New York Journal.

Mrs. Clancy Me husband do be sufferin
wid prosthration.

Mrs. Casey Nervous prosthration?
Mrs. Clancy Not exactly. Oi prosthrated

him wid a flatlron.
t

Would llather Wait.
Ohio State Journal.

"Guilty or not guilty?" asked the court.
"Well, judge, responded the prisoner, "if

it's all the same to you, I would like to
wait until all the testimony is in before I
render an opinion. '

Of Conrse.
Puck.

Little Dick Uncle Richard, what is bric-a-tora- c?

Uncle Richard Bric-a-br- ac Is anything
you knock over and break when you are
feeling for matches in the dark.

A Chance to lie.
Cleveland Plain Dealer.

"Is your dog full blooded?"
"Guess he Is. He's been samplin th blood

of most of th neighbors."

llrtisonsj.
Puck.

Mrs. Hoon (Indignantly) I wonder why
Mrs. Gabbleton doesn't mind her own busi-
ness?"

Mr. Iloon One reason is that she has no
mind, and another Is that she has no bus-
iness.

Thrift.
Ohio State Journal.

Tommy I bought the dog to make money
out of him.

His Sister's Beau How Is that?
Tommy I expect you to give me 10 cents

fer tyin him up ever' time you come to see
sister. He's awful savage.

Ilia Intention.
Ohio State Journal.

Mrs. Hashley You have been flirting
with my daughter, and last night you even
went so far as to kiss her. Now I want
to know what your Intentions are.

Boarder My intentions, madame, are
never to do so again.

Honest About It.
Chicago Post.

"Young man," said the old gentleman,
"my daughter Is too young, to marry. A
girl of her age cannot be sure of her own
mind in a matter of such importance."

"i fully, realize thaVrPHed tho young

UNCLE SAM'S ORPHAN ASYLUM
(By Our Own Cartoonist).

I cocted tale, then another, to lure men to
ruin and death! The story of a dying coun-
tryman was an old one, and one that never
failed. That night Maretta and her com-
rades had been at the opera; had seen me
draw a bundle of notes from my pocket as
I had searched for a card of introduction.
They had also noticed me consult my heavy
gold watch as to the passing hour, had
heard me make Inquiries from a gendarme,
which proclaimed me a stranger in Paris,
and from that moment my doom was fixed!
Fixed, but not sealed, thanks to a kind
Providence and my own iron muscles.

" But why does Mademoiselle make this
confession to me? I asked. 'Why venture
again Into my presence?'

" 'Because, she said, I want to give
M'sleur this. Two years aero this night an
Englishman was foully done to death!' she
shivered. They made me their tool as
usual. He had a beautiful face! Mon Dieu!
Julian;' (I started) 'I would have died to
save you, but it was too late! He had
money notes and gold and my prayers
and intercessions were useless. They
locked me up in my chamber, till I was
almost starved to death, and when they
released me there was no trace of Julian!
My accomplices,' she shuddered 'I could
not betray them; they are my brother and
my husband! They were rich then, rich
with Ill-gott- en gold; they kept me prisoner
for days, and afterwards I found this I
had seen it on his watch chain!' and she
laid In my hand Julian Leveson's precious
amulet! The sight of it, and the story she
had just told me, froze ray blood in my
veins, and I turned upon her, almost
speechless with wrath.

" 'And yet you would do the same again!
I cried, when at last I could frame words,
'You would have decoyed another innocent
man to a like horrible death!

" 'They drove me to it, M'sleur. Maretta
was frantic with terror and despair. But
she will never, never do it more; it is the
last time! Good-by- e, M'sleur, good-by- e.

Pray heaven have mercy on the soul of
poor Maretta!'

"With a deep, pitiful sob, she moved a
step away. My eyes were still fixed on the
amulet in my hand that historic gem
which had been handed down for genera-
tions in poor Julian's family. How well I
remembered the day he showed it to us,
Burke! He told us, you recollect, that.it
descended from father to son with the
property, and was called 'the badge of in-

heritance: It all came back to me at sight
of ihe jewel his pride in it, his almost sol-

emn vow that he would value it as his very
heart's blood!

"A splash! I raised my head sharply.
That dark, closely-veile- d figure was gone
from my side, but horror! some dark form
stirred the black, swiftly-runnin- g water,
and for one moment I caught sight of a
white, despairing face! I sprang upon the
parapet with a cry for help; but ere I had
time to take my plunge, two gendarmes
had grasped me firmly by the arms, and I
recognized the companions of my search.

" 'Monsieur will not trouble,' said one,
with his familiar grin. 'She is gone! Such
things are common enough in Paris!'

" 'The saints have mercy on her soul!'
exclaimed the other, crossing himself, 'but
monsieur can do nothing; the river runs
swift; monsieur would only be throwing
away a good life upon a bad one! he
added, with a sneer.

"The two men retained a firm grip on my
arms, as though afraid I should even yet
escape them and attempt a rescue. But I
knew It would have been useless, and to
what end? Poor Maretta! Perhaps 'twas
better so."

Burke drew a long breath as his com-

panion ceased speaking.
"So that is the story of the mlss.ing am-

ulet? That is why poor Julian never
wrote?"

"Yes," answered St. John. "I'm afraid
her story was true enough. Poor Julian!
and poor Maretta! She tried to luro me to
my death, but I believe if she could she
would have saved both Julian and me!"

Burke lifted the sparkling gem from the
table.

"What shall you do with it?" he asked. .

"Hand It over to the heir, I suppose," re-

turned St. John, sadly. "According to the
family tradition, Julian would never have
parted with the amulet while he was alive.
I suppose the lawyers will accept it as
proof positive."

An Ola Tune.
and old-tim- e melody,Some one plays:-- a quaint

And the liquid laughter leaping from each note

Seems a harpstrlng set in the

throat
Of a robin in the spring or winds that be

Tangled in green grasses of fond memory '

With soft words trailed, sighing, from their
languid lips.

And light pressure of their listless finger tips
Halting on the chords their dying blows to me.

How youth dances in the swaying, swishing

swin
Of the measures meeting In the mimicry
Of reel or minuet! And ecstasy !

Twirling, laughing, to the tune she used to sing.

With red roses in her sunny, crinkled hair,
(Brighter roses blooming in her tender face).
And the little slippers, 'neath a cloud of lace,

Twinkling to the Invitation of the air.

And the perfume drowsing from her dainty
gown!

Rosemary and thyme and sprigs of lavender-Li- ke

the fragrance of the swt-e- t white soul of
her

From a potpourri of graces sifted down

In the withered hands of haunted yesterdays.
Oh. the lashes if the tune are dripping wet!

riay it softer softer hear them tripping yet-Li- ttle

slippers tipsy-tiltin- g shadowed ways.

Play it softer softer make believe that she,
(Sweet-my-love- ). wafts breaths of thyme and

mlfrnonnette.
And that the sobbing silences which fray and

fret.
Break 'neath ripples of light laughter harped to

me.

Play it softer slower softer I can hear
Some one singing thro the dusk as long ao.
Mavbe she (a dream!) Ah, pianissimo!

Breathes her spirit thro your melody, my dear.
. - Ollaa Top
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man, who had just secured the fair one's
consent. "That's why I don't want to
wait."

Cruelty.
Puck.

"This is no idle joke," remarked the editor,
glancing over it.

"What do you mean?" anxiously inquired
the contributor.

"Why. it has been worked nearly to
death." smiled the editor, returning it.

A Detter Symbol.
Syracuse Herald.

First Historian Those revolutionists
made a mistake when they put a snake on
their flag saying: "Don't tread on me."

Second Historian Why, I thought that a
strong device.

First Il'storian So it was, but a banana
neel would have been more effective.

A nriRbt Little I'uplf.
Chicago Tribune.

"Give me some familiar proverb about
birds," said the teacher.

Tommy Tucker raised his hand. "The
early bird" he paused a moment and tried
it again; "The early bird"

"Yes," said the teacher, encouragingly.
"That's right."

"The early bird gathers no moss."

Icebergs.
No port lamr gleam along our sides,

No banners float on high:
No human lookout raises glass

To scan our sea or sky.

No admirals above our docks
'Mid guns and Runners stand.

In hidden fheath to send the sound
Of warlike, stern command.

Yet all the navies of the world
Our bows in vain assail;

We fear no smokinp battle tower
That thunders through the gale.

By captains gray our path is marked,
Ity sailors white and old;

For us the phantom rockets glare
And phantom bells are tolled.

In misty, unremembered ports
Our beacon lights were set,

Rv hands Ions: gone from mortal view,
IJy forms that men forget.

And we may wander on our course
Till time at end shall be.

For In our breasts are locked the hulls
Of ships once lost at sea.

J. J. Mec-han- , in Criterion.

How Our Fathern Tanght.
Life.

A Western man was on a visit to his
Eastern cousin, and his host was entertain-
ing him by showing the family heirlooms.

"See this old gun." he said. "It taught
me my first lesson in arithmetic."

"How?" his guest asked, curiously.
"It's dead easy. Guess."
"Father promise to let you shdot It on

your next birthday?"
"No."
"Point It at your head, if you didn't count

correctly?"
"Nothing of the kind."
"Shoot you through your left ear?"
"No; we don't believe in pierced ears."
"Then I give it up," the Westerner said,

with a deep sigh.
"Oh," his cousin replied, repressing a

broad prln. "he laid the gun away and used
the ramrod."

The Hnlr of Circe.
Detroit Journal.

When Ulysses and his companions had
partaken of frappe. the wily wayfarer
made bold to compliment Circe, their
hostess, upon her hair, which, as we well
recall, was composed of living serpents.

But Circe shook her head sadly.
"It won't do up pompadour!" she pro-

tested.
This and other Incidents go far to sug-

gest that the condition of monstrosity is
not necessarily exclusive of the ewlg welb--
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