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RYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

John Curtis, 8 voung Ameriean, who chances to

threak of the Greeo Turkish

A tesud expedition w Crete.  The

ustering
cenmd. but Curtis, Lieut Lindbohm,
e, and 8 native Cretan, Michall,

et © wiiely, They arrive at a viliage

! or by the inhabllants Curie has

o33 n sen urchin,  He Is nursed by

njt ) « daughter. In a few days
Panay o, V0T ivance of the Turks under Kos
gord 0mes B S sown,  The Cretana gather In the
fghrs t0WA and the women and mls keep

en ighVng
n e Thirsy Turks are killed, bug
I wonnded and Panayota s captured
Uipe (Cretans retreat 10 the sea.  Kos

",.. the wown, wking the old priest and

ne ns prisoners  Curtls, representing

o » wapaper corteapondent, also accom
W rka  howtakes has t\he ola priest mur

s twoof the guards, wounds another
Panayoss  They meet Lindbohm
wack the Pashi Hazuks, who re

{urtes and Lindbohm each dis

s ¥
ane y w
"‘“"",.lf':m.‘ other ta in love with the Cretan ca
qovers X :,‘“ « now imprisona her in his harem (n

o persuade hier 10 marry bim. The
in the Cretans and Assist

d bries
- Tle allled gunboats

and sweds rel
nekhouse,

aptuse of At fort.

e mbard thie nearby
CAAPTER XXIX.

1 running, wera dlsappearing into

Ihe Swede and the Amerl-

The toy ships ocon-

Men, =
the distal

wore entirely

¢ hill

done

(‘4'..'\. 1t lnunch their potyphemian misailes,
ﬂn.\.\'\‘ they ftring at us?® gasped Curtis
.Y:‘g,,g from appearances, 1 should eay
they Were, wpited his companion,
Four Crotans had turned back and were run-
png towar { the ruined blockhouse. One
a8 the color bearer of Lindbohm's company,

srrving the Greek flag, Stralght
up to the housa he ran, and, handing the stand-
.;ﬂ to0 one of his ¢ ompaniona he olimbed upon

As he stood thera a shell dropped so

and he Wil ¢

!‘w:’;-‘ it he wus for a moment obsoured in
nm' ..., dust. When the alr bacame ag n
', ) > q‘,. {amming the fagpole into the soft
ﬂ’v‘.f r Ther he ped down and ran away,
r.-‘ v“\, « with his comrades. Another shell
::.l' ;..1 thirty feot from the four Cretans,
nly three ranon.

.“:1\\ hat ':.1 od him?® asked Curtis

op fiptng piecs of rocl, probably,® replied
Lindbohm When it {8 raining 6-inch shells
pman must Just rake his chanees.’

The bombar dld not lnst much longer.,
The Greek flag was aleo brought down by a
,-“: which elicited unbounded admiration
ﬁ"um the * a shell etriking the corner

o It was planted,

now for the first time the
" soldler of fortune,
{:!wl been life for that flag, yet
ho saw it fired upon W fthout the thrill of hor-
por and rage which wild have surged through
bis heart had it been the American emblem,

“They are shooting at the flag!™ he exclaimed,

poticlng that the ships in the bay had become

gllert
“Yust 80,” observed Lindbohm. *and that is

why they commencad in the first place. They
mistook the Turkish officer’s shirt for the Greek
flag. Buthere he comes now.”

Hassan Bey was powdered as white as a
great moth. He advanced with a sprightly
stop, the scabt ard of his sword {ingling among
the cobblastones, Greeting  Lindbohm  re-
spectfully witha military ealute, he turned to
Curtis and bowed low, his hand upon his heart.
He spoke as one who had hastily prepared an
addresa.

*Monsleur, in my own behalf and that of my
Jittla band, 1 thank you for saving our lives.
Your herolsm and magnanimity do eredit to
the nation which you represent. I beg of you
to accept this aword as a pledke of my undying
gratitude.” And ho grasped with both hands
his ourved acimitar in ita richly mounted case
end held it Impulstvely toward the American,
who looked amazedly at Lindbohm.

“RBotter take it.” sald the lattar,
offend a brave man if vou don't.”

*But what for? Why the deuce should he
give me his sword?®

*Very graceful act, seeing you yumped tn
front of the (retan guns and saved his life.”

*1.d I do that? I don't remember anything
abest it.®

*Bettar take it," repeated Lindbohm.
s ‘ginning to feel embarrassed.”

Curtis accepted the scimitar, but could not
fiud appropriate words, The occasion seemed
to demand a sot gpeach,

“Mercd! Morci'™ he stammerad. “My father
will be glad to get. this. He is fond of this sort
of thing. He already has a pair of pistols
and an old Turkish gun.”

And he fell to examining the hilt, which was
embossed with silver, and the scabbard, adorned
with flowers and various animals. An awk-
vard slenos ensued, broken at length by Has-
san Bav, who addressed himself to Lindbohm.

“And now, {f Monsieur does not consider
me a prisouer of war, [ will take my leave.”

ations of a

risking hi

“Neadlessly

*“He

ealuting Lindbohm and salaming
viurned and walked awav,
1o now?" asked Curtis, “Get the

toy r  again’
“To holl with the band!" explotled Lindbohm,
Tm stk of thern, They fight all right, but
here s no way to entorce discipline, T think
Il g0 to America. There suoiild be some beauti-
ful fighting between the Americans and Span-
fards " and he looked dreamily across the sea,

\ atter all®

| Lev
*Wa weren't tghting
mused (urtis

Lindbohm eame to earth with a start and
glanced  Larply after the slender, erect figure
of the depart ng Turk, whose body was now cut
off below the arms by a ledge of rock,

Monstenr'™ shouted the Swede, and started
bpurat. The Turk turned slowly and waited,

M , " sald ©indhohm,

Kostakes

nssan Bey. L wish
i behall of my friend here,
your own diseretion in an-

Iy
I s iuterscted in a young Cretan
Nienlaides, whom Kostakes Ef-
todd. Woe have bwen following
peared. Do you
sirl?”

H.»qm bowead gray
*My

frier

g of 1 or the gir
I know 1t ol « and the Bashi Bazouks
passad Ly here with the girl, who is now locked

Up 1o Kostakos's |
ver |

irem at Canet. He has gone
it 15 why he was not hers
nd to eupport the block housa
He cannot be depended on.,
ne liyving =lege to the af-
Is already In his power.
4 He is only half a

wn suddenly voluble, Kos-
nprehensible doings, was
his flesh, Rage)indigna-
down upon Curts like a
ow cold, as he thought of Pana-
in the house of that square-
iperoilious Turk, subject to his
, perhapa his insnlts,

k he would dare to do her
I, as the thought that he
navota was and might yot save
108t to It him from vfwarnu.m,
not'” demanded Hassan., “But
{ndeseribable scorm). “It is the
tian blood in ‘ m, I tell you He wants

Ve hir i

bah
as fushed and he was trepy-

L s, Lindbohm, pale as death,
Ing aznlnat a rock, biting his lip. A
Ak out sweet and clear, in the dis-

“1. 1 1

5 the Cret
e Turk S0 PetAR
Lhon . ’

trumpeier,” remarked
once more au revoir, and a
housand thanks."”
vith the tmop,” sald Lindbohm,
itrol them, and I am a saldier,
LUt wheare discipline is impossible,
q We -weo

me " cried Hassan gayly.
ugh the Mnes, and

: i KIH'\\'
' & *way to prove my gratitude
u genutleraan ’\\u‘ a,u« saved my lite,
\lia, nrades'™ and stepping between
irtls and | indlioty he
ALindbolun, he grasped each by the
‘n.'.‘!.' Agadn the Lugla ,-~~mul'-‘d. '
hey can fght *

' in, oot HENT, mused the Swade sadly
'}31' U and logging back over his -hnuldp’r:

hm.q.."l',.u‘-'ﬁ'hﬂrn_ no disciphne!  Allons,

CHAPTI H- XXX
Wl something of

By t0 po L importance to
1“«,, Ppan ! Ma-something unpleasant, to
door 14 I ‘.l v perturbad appearance, The
Nrming of the 1 4 tated to open at the first
Mud the hote ROYVe the dock wis old and worn
Kostafes 1, 21 not always respond.  But

UM et ealmly try again, Slku n £ane

WO Lis walght pettishly against
{ barner and Kicked noisily at
VinR thus given vont in n slight
na& passion, he again tried
hinsslf meanwhile in
g in every way
=hoin n crisls de-
Inliing into the
Y up with a jerk and
oy eirl, To Pana-
-1 A -'---n' ?.'i'n htherto in o n
Who T Ve mood, he seomnng like n
U oy ;r‘?_“s..{‘:v.ﬂ off & mask. Somehow he
Ntiw;u‘ ‘1‘. ar, for his looks now eorre-

ing 1n

Iways

that scowling brow, those glariug eyes, that
protruging under jaw trembling with rag

well befittad the murderer of her father and of
her young companions, and the despoiler of
her home. She was not afrald, because, with
a woman's quick perception, she understood
that the passion which had taken posseesion
of har persecutor for the moment wias not the one
most dangerous to her honor. Death she did not
fear; it was one of the doors of eseape which
she counted on to rid her of the terrible risk
which she felt herself to be ronning every
day —-a danger more dreadful than death to a
Sphukiote maiden and the daughter of a priest,
If Kostakes should come into her room soms
time when he was drunk! But now he was
ouly angry, seemingly spaechless with rage.
She had boen peering through the grating of
her window watching a rat that was runuing
to and fro in the sunless court helow: he was
wo fat and his lags worn so short that he seemed
to be sliding over the pave like a toy mouse
that her father had onee brought trom Athens,
When she flrst hoard hostakes's key in the
lock she fumqmd the iron bars to keap herself
from falling and, leaning against the wall
stood looking at the door.,  And thus she utmr{
now, a smile of seorn faintly ourling her pale
lip.  Kostakes strode ncross the room and,
selzing her wrist, wrenched her hand loose
from the iron bar.

‘“You won't marry me, eh?* ho sald, “Eh?
I'm not good enough for you, eh? I suppose
I'm old or ugly, or you prefer somebody else?
Is that it, eh?  Well, now I'm going to tame
you. You wouldn't have me as a Christian,
you shall have me as a Turk., There aren’t

oing to be any more Christians, do youn hear?

h? Do you hear? We're going to kill the
whole cursed brood of them - English, French,
Italians, Cretans. There wont be one left,
Islam s aroused, We'll ent thelr throats "
he shonted, flinging the wrist from him and
making an fmaginary slash at his own neck
“The streets \\m run blood, Every dog of an
ugbellever in Crete must die women
and children—except you.”

The blood of the Turkish father had pre-
vailed, and Kostakes had been overwhelmed
with that fortn of religions mania which cries
for blood. He had joined a band of young
Turks, who had planned a grand '-nu?, to save
Crets, and his Christian love for Panayota
wis fast turning into Turkish love, It needed
but a riot of blood and rapine to make the
change complote,

“You would not have me as a Christdan*®
he sajd, with his hand on the doorknob: “this
night vou shall take me as a Turk,” and he
went out,

Panayvota, being left alone again, was fright-
enod, and it is proof of the girl's nobility of
sonl that she thonght not of herself, but of
her fellow Christians, whor she belieyed to
be in imminent danger. If she could only
escnpe and give them warning' But she dis-
missed that thought, for she had tried every
possible means again and again. She might
stand at the window and scream, but <he had
already done that with no effect. Kostakes's
house was right in the centre of the Turkish
quarter, and the screams of a hysterical or

men,

angry woman attracted Jttle attention,
@irl shouting in tireek for “beethia™ (help)
was a time-honored legend of Turkish rule;

as old as Islam and as natural as murder. He-
sides, her window looked out against a blank
wall, and her voloe would be stitled (n a closed
court, No, there was no use [n shouting. 8o,
as o last resort, she fell upon her knees and
hesought the Virgin to help and save the peoploe,
to pity the mothers and the little ohildren and
to turn away from them this dn\nf'-r. Now,
while she was praying a conflict had begpp tak-
ing place within the breast of Kostakes, of
which he felt the effects, but of which he was
entirely unconscious. The blood of his Ureek
mother had bean making a last stand against
that of his Mohammedan {ather and while he was
eyen yet breathing out curses against the
Christfans and muttering: “She shall have me
as a Turk.” he turned about automatically,
as {t were, and retraced his steps to Panayota’s

room. The girl rose from her knees
“1 am praving the holy Virgin to save my
people,” she suid in a solemn tone, Her eyes

were streaming with tears, Kostakes shud-
dered, and {ovoluntarily raised his arm, pre-
straining himself with diffculty from making
the sign of the cross, This Virgin of his mother
could be a very terrible being when angry.
“Panayota,” he sald, “1 was too rough
with you just now. But you are very obstinate,
Listen, tell you the truth. The Young
Turks have planned a grand coup, and 1 have
oined them. But 1 would do m_\'ﬁ\u\« for you
f you would only ket me. Say that you will
marry me, and 1 will give the foreign offlcers
warning, and the Christians will be saved.
will then turn  Christian~0O, Panayota, won't

you nmrr" me?”

But the Virgin had comforted Panayota and
given her courage. She pointed superbly to
the door,

“(+0," sha cried, “God will save his peoplo
without this sacrifloe. He will not connive at
the pollution of a Christian maiden!”

CAAPTER XXXL

Kostakes went to the bazaar of his frlnnd}
Mehemet Effendf, Mehemet was of about o
an age with the Captain, and had attended
school with himn, He was young and hand-
some, with red cheeks, thin, large nose,
thick lips. He affected European costume,
but, being a full-blooded Turk, was a eincere
worshipper of the Prophet, and an enthnsiastio
member of that society of \{omhn who believad
that lslam was about to be rejuvenated anc
purified, after which it would rise and over-
whelm the unbeliever in a series of victories
greater than when it swept Asia and the isles
of the sea with the besotn of favaticism and
carried its one star to the gates of Vienna.
Mehemet's partner was a black-bearded, pale-
faced Persian, 40 years of age, who wore a blue
vest, blue trousers that were full about the
hips and ti?'m at the ankles, carpet elippers
and a red fez. Hassan Bov Sabbah wias a
Mahometan by profession, but his belief was
colored and weakened by the secret influence
of an ancient religion. His soul was haunted
by the unrecognizable ghosts of the dead gods
of Mardonis agd .\lh‘t;i-cgus. He v\'n'a pru r;‘t
in business and mildly deprecatory In speech,
The bazaar into which Kostakes now walked
was a tiny room, fronting upon the kaleldo-
scopie square. The greater portion of its
stock was piled in the capacious windows,
brasa candlesticks, Cretan knives and revol-
vers, Byzantine silver jewelry, antique earth-
enware, Turkish and Persian embroideries,
The ondy furniture consisted of a round-topped
wooden table, inlald with mother-of-pearl,
that stood in the middle of the floor: a divan
and a couple of chairs, Side by side upon the
wall, in cheap frames, hung the =ad, cruel,
blasé faces of Abdil Hamid and the latest suc-
cessor of Xerxes,

Mehemet was standing under his awning
watching the shifting throng, nr‘d occasionally
casting expoctant ﬁlunma at the bay. His eyes
were bright and bis face was pale from nerv-
OUsNess,

“Any news, Kosta? Any news?” hedemanded
fn a cautious tone, Kostakes made no reply,
but flinging himself into one of the chafrs fnside
the shop, began to beat a lively tattoo with his
rding whip on the top of his boot. Hassan,
who had been pretending to sleep on the divan,
rose to a sitting position and yawned

“Don’'t betray your feelings o, said Mehemet;
*the hour when the faithful shall trinmph is
almost at hand. Be patient.”

I'm sick of the whole cursed spawning of
Christians * cried Kostakes, making the whip
crack on his boottop like a pinu-l shot, “I want
to sea the throats of the last them slit. 1

“Now, Kosta, Kosta, in the name of the Allah,”
yrotestod Hassan nrrinmm: to the door and
{«mkmu to right and left.

Mehemet patted the
shoulder soothingly.

excited man on the

“He cannot help it," he explained, *It is
Islam rising. Patience, Kosta, but a little
Jonger, and you shall have your flil of slitting.
We shall spare no one, #h? ~ No Christian sluts
to bhread more littars of Christians; no babes to
grow up into Christians!”

“Meretful Allah! If you shonld be heard!"
whispered Hassan in an ague of fear
“You can't make anvthing out of a Christian,
try how vou will,” continued Kostakes. “They
don’t appreciate kindness, Now, take that girl
of mine, Panayota—"
“You are not trifing with her yet?”
“I have treated her with the greatest kind-
noss, 1 have humbled myself to her, but she
despises me, she abhors me--ma!
And rising to his full helght he smote his ex-

anded chest,
» “Never mind, never mind,” raid Mehemet,
*vou shall have your house full of Christian girls
to-morrow.”

“I've offered to make her tha head of my
harem, to—to--do n\'n?‘ﬂlhlu in fact, but still
ghe is obstinate. Oh_T am through with kind-
neas now. This is a fine state of soclety when
it is possible for a Christian slut to despise a
Turkish gentleman and an officer to boot!”

Under ordinary circumstances some of Me-
hemet's Christian neighbors would have heard
Kostakes's ravings from afar, and would have

stolen near. At the present moment, how-
over, the entire population of the square
wera  surging own to the water's

edge watching an English ship that was rap-
{dly and nolselpssly sliding into the harbor,
Evidently it had been expected and its mission
on this occasion was supposedly favorable
to the Christinns, for they were nolgily jubilant
and addressed many facetious but insulting
remarks to their Mohammedan neighbors, The
latter remained silent and gnzed at the ap-
proaching vessel with scowling brows,

“Here it comes!” cried Hassan from the
door, as the masts and funnels of the Hazard
suddenly drifted into the backeround, above
the heads of the throng, Mehemet grabbed
Kostakes by the arm and dragged him to the
door
a “Sea there'™ he oried, forgetting all restraint.
“Thers comes the disgrace of Islam, my brother
~Ahoy have come to enslave us, Thosa En-
glish are Christlans and they hate us ut
vour time has coma, dogs, yonr time has come!”
and he shook his fist toward the ship

“But in the name of Allah!" expostulated
Hasan. “Thesa English are our best ous-
tomars. Only vesterday 1 _sold a plece of
Rhodes embroldery to an English Lieytenant
for four times its value. And we can't fight
the Englieh. they take tha most terrible revenge.
Look at- ="'

‘Hah! Look at nothing' Look at our most
glorious Sultan, the light of the world and the
defender of the faith tas ho not heen keeping
all Europe at bay for the ast ten years®?  There
i= no god but God, and Mohammed is his

ronhet.”
. “We must not interfere with the English, ¥
tell you,” protested Hassan, in great alarm.

“A Christian is a dogs,

e idea of his real oburwtu".}

of the spittie of dogs. Kmmknhtho\' have
ooHn to Install the new (‘hrlsthn‘)? clals and to
colleot the tax. The money faithful
g.o«n fnto Christian hands, fnur d enemy,

Intonides, 18 to be made deputy collector,
How do you like that?”

“Curse his Virgin!® growled Kostakes, again
resorting to Greek, “But he won't live fong to
enjoy it. I'll see to that ~desplae ma!”

“Now yvou're talking sensibly,” interpose
Hassan, adwiringly. “There's a way and a
time to do all things, of course,  But to opposs
the English by foree—{t's the veriest mad-
Ness, "'

The metallic burr of the chain, paying out
rapidly as the Hazard's anchor plunged, came
to thelr ears with startling distinctiveness,
Mehemet groaned

“Our slavery dates from this moment, unless
we nip this tyranny in the bud, unless we strike
a terrible blow. They will be coming into our
houses next and taking our Christian wives
away from us”

“Not into mine while T have 200 Bashl Bazouks
at mv back'® cried Kostakea,  “Curse the Chris-
tiana'"

“Have they not given them the pr' lege of
trading in the town? Have they not donled to
Mahometans the right to go out and visit their
farms and gardens?  You will see what their
next move willbhe”

The sharp, clear tones of an English oMcer
eonld be heard, and the rattle of oars as they
ware unshipped and boated by the crew of a
man-of-war’s bost. The crowd at the wharf
siurged back, with groans and cheers. But the
wharf was not destined to be the chief centre of
attraction. The scrannel drone of a bagpipe
sotunded faintly in the distance, and grew rap-
Idly more distinet a waving thread of sound
that led the measured tread of many feet,
marching to quickstep, out of the sgilence, and
nearer, nearer. The three Mahometans fixed
thelr aves upon the opening of a street that de-
houchead not far away into the square. The
bagplpe turned the corner, and its deflant wail
came stralght to thelr ears. The throng at the
wharf turned and lookad, then turned back

aln, llke the distracted spectator at a modern
clrevis, where the prodigality of attractions
prevents the anloyment of any. But they were
not long in doubt as to tha princtpal attraction,
for the atreet ejected from Ita moyth at that
moment the moat devilmay-care, ploturesque
obs wrots, robust, business-1fka mmumnd
of walllng wind and true courage on earth a

Seotch bagpiper, Tamas Macmillan flung
across the square, look ing nelthey to right nor
left. His halr was rad, and his face flamed in
the trople sun.  Every time that he puffed his
cheeks full his head shook with the effort, and
the streamers of his Scoteh eap leaped on the
breeze, He was a tall, gaunt, awkward Scot
whose projecting kneecaps played in front of
the slnewy knees like round shields. On he
fared. with chest thrust out and face thrust up,
squezing the bag under hils brawny arm
and letting out ita protesting squeals in the
notes of “Bonufe Prines Charlie.”  Behind him
at a distance came a small body of Seaforth
‘Highlanders and a few bLluejackers, bound
stralght for the Custom House, The throng
seranmbled out of the way to right and left, as
thongh from a bavonet charge. 1In fact the
natives did not walt for the troops, but melted
away before the laming countenanes of Tamas
Marmillan

One of Kostakes's Bashi Bazouks, a great,
nkulnmnd fellow, with a blue and yellow turban
about his head and a gaudy sash about his
walst, in vellow Cratan boots and blue Cretan
breeches of a baguey sort, appearsd beneath
Mehemet's awning and salamed

"\'mixr men are going up to thacustom house,”
lw reid,

Kostakes was fratting to and fro in the shop
like a big lion in a small cage, gnawing his upper
lip, twitehing at his mustache Every moment
his passion grew, mull the snorts of Indigna-
tion becarmne more and more fraquent

“Doesn't want me, eh? The slut. What
doex she want? Wouldn't have me on any
terme? Ia, ha, We'll #ea about that.”

“Effandi,” sald the man In a louder voice,

The Captain whirlad about with a jerk and
glared at the speaker

“Well, what do you want?”

The man retreated a m-f.. Kostakes's face
was purple and his eyes looked uncanny in
the half light, like a cat's,

“Your men, I sald, are going to the eustom

house ™
“Bah.  Tellthem to go to thedevil "
The Bashl Bazouk salamed and started

away, but Mehemet caught him by the arm.

“The effendl is in a terrible rage about Pla-
tonides, Tell the men to go up in twos and
threes, and -an -to k:?um of mischief.”

“We are not armed, effendi,” replied the
man, #miling grirnly, and laying his hand nupon
the butt of one of the large, old-fashioned
"lhlu'* in his belt, Beside these weapons,
0 carried a long Cretan knife in a leathern
sheath, tippad with silver

“Wea are not armed,” he repeatad, “except for
dress.”

“Thera will surely be tronhle,” whined Huas-
san, “and these foreigners are our hest cus-
tomers.”

“What are the Christians dotng now?” sneered
Kostakes, standing in the door. He had passed
into one of those parfods of calm which manifest
themselves in violent ebullitions of rage, like
lha fearful silences lmlwo?;x thunderclaps,

Mehemet pointed. The British troops and
the maripes wers drawn up in front of the
Custom House, }%qim-hpm and gleaming hel-
rri-t tips on one slde; bare knees In a row,
kilta and_little caps with fricking tafls on the
other, Numerous Bashl Bazouks were seen
standing among the throng, several of '.{u-m
nr:n ita outer edge, Kostakes caught raht
of the hated Plg}tnnldﬂ in company with a
British officer. The mmr%, saluted, and the
Cretan raised his hat, as t mix h the milltary
courtesy were intended for him.

“If there 18 a row,” chuckled Kostakes, *my
men will attend to von.  Theyv'll Install you!”

And he started briskly across the square,

accompanied by Meahemet.
Hasean retired into the shop, trembling
with fear.

“Our beat customers,® he muttered, "and
they never forgive nor forget!™ But he could
not pestrain his curfosity, and so. after another
moment. he peeped from the door again. Every
thing was proceeding quietly and In order.

“Bah! There will be no troubls, with al
those English there.”

He tiptoed across the open space in front of
the door, ready to sourry back at the least
evmptom of alarm. He reached the odga of
the throng, and, forgetting his fear in the midat
of so many friend: and neighbors, pushed
boldly through, arriving at the further edge
fuet in time to reowive a bullet In his breaat.
Clutehing at the air, he staggered a fow stons
into the open and fell dead, with one loud cry
to Allah for help. Like many another ‘pr'mwf il
and inoffensive man he had fallen the first
vietim in a scene of violence.

CHAPTER XXXIL

Kostakes himself had been the indiract canse
of Hassan's death. This is what had happened:
He and the impetuous Mehemet were standing
close to one and of the line of Highlanders,
making Insulting remarks in Greek for the benefit
of Platonddes and their Christian neighbors,
Stung bevond endurance the excitable Gireek
i'ul od the English oMcer's sleeve and pointed

o his tormentors with ralsed arm, Kostakes
stepped boldly forward and shook his fist in
the direction of his enemy, whereupon one of
the statues in kilts came fo life and dropped
the butt of his musket on the Turk's toes, The
latter eprang back with a cry of pain and the
exolamation in Turkish:
“Death to the Christians!®
A Bashi Bazouk, enraged at the insult sufferad
by his commanding officer and taking the excla-
mation for & command, drew his knife and
unged it to the handle into the Highlander's
wack. As the unfortunate man fell his gun was
dlscharged, causing the death of Hassan l‘l‘nnﬁnh-
bah and awakeuing the demon of massacre
that l'os many years had lurked in the towns
and villages of Crete, feverishly and Atfully
sleoping. And what an fneomceivably horrible
demon it is! Here |s the sweetly wimpling sea
with the Grecian sky above: here are vinevards
and pastures on the hill sides and the ancient pipe
of the shepherd boy; hare are white villages that
should hear no sound save =uch as harmonize
with the vesper chime of some monastery hell
drifting across the waters or the choiring of the
Cretan nightingales. And yet, nowhere on
earth has hate, irresponsible and pitiless, found
g0 congenial a home among these idyllio
gcenes. Mehemet whipped an  English navy
revolver from beneath his coat, nnrr shouting:
“Allah, i}, Allah!",firad point blank at the Lieu-
tenant in charge of the guard, who sank to the
earth, gasping
“Steady, bovs: steady "
Kostakes's Bashi Bazouks came plung-
ing through the press from all directions
ﬁ‘mhoﬂnu about their master. Knives twirled
the sun and flashed above the heads of the
people— horrible knives with concave edges,
made for the cutting of throats, And now,
from the mob, from windows and from the
roofs of houses, commenced a usmmdiu B t=
tering of guns against that gallant body of
men standing in front of the Custom House,
statues yet, save when now and then one sank
to earth-brought to life by death. Their
officer lay dead at their feet and his last words
had been: “Steady boys, steady!”

The beardless hoy who stood there now in
command, a trifle pale, but firm as a stripling
oak, was for one moment at his wit's ends. He
could not give the order to fire into the crowd,
killing Turk and Christian alike. That cer-
tainly would not be obeying the last command
of the man whom he had loved, who had been
his model soldier and gentleman, At uny rate,
he could die bravely; he was not in doubt about
that part of {t for a single moment, But his
hesitation did not Jast for lnmg. A gun boomed
out in the bay louder than all the pandemonium
that was increasing here on shore every minute,
and a shell dropped on the roof of a house from
which several '{'urkn had been firing at the
British, He would get his men to the wharf, as
close under shelter of the guns as possible,

Thay arrived at the wharf just as the steam

launch from the Hazard drew up to take them
off, and two sallors held her fast with grappling
poles. Other boats were croeping actoss the
narrow strip of sea, their ours moving rapidly,
tke the legs of frightened centipedes. The
little sub-Lieutenant drew up his company
facing the rioters. He then detached a squad
to put the wounded into the launch . The fall
of ‘hn first two or three shells had cavsed a
mwomentary panio in the town, duriug which
the British suceeeded in getting into the boats,
save one wounded man, whu‘}md been overs
looked somehow in the excitement,

“shove oft'” cried the litte sul=Lioutenan
suuulimﬁ in the stern of one of the boats, whi

boat drifted a foot or so fro|

as the grappling poles were lifted. But at
that moment the brave boy, with a man’s heart,
saw the wounded Highlander, Iyl help=
less upon the cobblestones.  Even as he looked,
the man rose to his knees, swayed a  moment
and fell over upon his side, a bundle of hrh’.ht
tartan on the gray cobblestones. It was Ta-
mas the piper. Without a moment’s hesita-
tion, the lttle sub<lieutenant sprang to the
whar! and ran to the resoue The place was
clear, as the rioters had drawn back from
the l‘vr.-..h-nuu: guns of the British, and were
pouring a galling fire into the boats from win-
dows und corners of houses.  As the youn
hero advanced, all these rifles wers turne
upon him, and he was aware of a continnal
“zip! zip'™ of mllets about his ears.  Hisa own
men now, assisted by the marines, were an-
swering the tire, shooting at the Turks as they
stepped slyly out from  the shelter of build-
Ings, or arose nt the edge of roofs to take alm.
Tamas was clutehing one of the pipes of his
musical instrument with an unloosable grips
Hix resconer vainly attempted to open the bony
hand. Seeing that the effort was useless,
he knelt by Tamas, and selzing his two wrista,
drew the fainting man's arig about his neck:
rising to his feet, he stageered toward the
wharf, with the Scotchian upon his  shoul-
ders. The bagpipe dangled like the limp body
of some animnl held by one leg, Strong arms
lifted Tamas into the boat, and again the lit-
tle sub-leutenant leaped in and eried “Shove
off!” The sheath of his sword was badly bent
by the impact of a bullet and & shot of bload
lll'_pt'nn-d near his groin, and grew larger.

My (od, sir, vou're wounded!” alimost sob-
bed a burly Scot.  But  the sub-llentenant
was voung and familiarity is the death of au-
thority. .

“Be qniet, Fergnson,” he said, sternly, with-
out deigning to look at the flesh wound in his
aide, which was beginning to smart like a buro,

“Did you bring off my bagpipe?”'dasked
Thomas Macmiilan, wounded to the death, “Tis
the sweetest instrument in a' Scotland.”

A laugh of derision greeted the questlon,
and even the little sub-lieutenent smiled as
he fainted away into the arms of Farguson,
who muttered flercely, *It they don't glve
him the Vietoria cross for this I'll desert.”

Mr. Ferguson s still with the army.

The arrival of the ship’® boate showed the
eaptain of the Hazard how serious was the
uprising on shore.  Twelve of the soldiers
had been killed and four sallors, and there
wore fifty wounded.  Ha therefore determined
to drop a few more shells into the town.

To be continued.

MAINE'S 'OLDEST MAN,

Edward Spencer Is Nearly 104 -His Story of
His Third Marriage,

LivvoLy, Me., Au. The oldest of the
five men of Maine who have passed the century
mark and are still on earth is Fdward Spencer
of this town, who s almost 14 years of age,
and who has been married four times, and s
the father of twenty-five children, nineteen
of whom are llving.  He was born in the town
of Orland, Ma., on Jan. 2, 1707, and was baptized
two weeks later, as the church records show,
though the writing is very pale and hardly
decipherable.  In 1813 he enlisted as a private
in the war against Fngland and served fourteen
months, when he had soma words with a Lieu-
tenant of his company as to how much liquor
a soldier should take when on leave of absence,
and was put in the guardhonuse to think it over.
When he was 1ot out next day he took his gun
and a few rations and ran away to the woods

“If it hadn't been for that littlo trick,” sald
the old man, “I might have drawn more than
210,000 in pensions from the United States,
but 1 guess [ can stand it now, having been
without any QGovernment help for more than
eighty yeara "

ooln and took up about 2,000 acres of wild land
and settled down #s a lumber operator.  He
was living with his second wife and was worth
pore than $100,000 befora hie was 50 years of
age.  On the death of his second wife he took
to hanging about the taverns and gpent most
of his earnings in drink. He married a wornan
who, he says, rulned him and shortened his
days The termination of his third matri-
monial venture was unusual  The old man
tells the story as follows

“Reen stuffin’ yer erbont “Tilda Jane, hey
they? Jdest like ‘em, like 'en:, lots uv
folks know more erhout my business than I do
mysell, and most uv ‘em live right hers in the
village. Fact is, 'twas a trade, a good square
trade, and that was all there was to if. "Tilda
Jane married me ‘cause she liked me and *cause
I wanted her to. She was an uncommon good
cook and neat and good enough to work, too,
put she wouldn’t stay at hum, jumped ther
fence to go visitin® ez soon ez 1 went out to work,
and when I come home the gupper was never
roady. I had to eat cold vittels or go without,
and It got so it was go without most of the time,
I walloped her ez often ez twict a week, but it
didn't seem to do any good, Jest ez soon ez
I'd go away she'd be out agen a-cavortin' and
a-cohootin’ erbout as it & lickin' was no morn a

fenie to her. 1 took the question to the min-
ster, who prayved with her and me, and tole us
to be good and love each other, and that ver
plght she was gone agin_ and got the wust wal-
loping of her Lile \\hr-nnh"t'aln%h‘lln. Bliue by
Jerry Cook, the tin pedler with one leg, vcame
to ma And sez:

“'kA," wez he, 'Fd, what'll you take fer your
wifes' woz he. 1 seed he'd been drinkin® and
apoke hack guick ke

“T'I take 810 spot cash’ sez 1. 'Give yer er
bar'l of flour’ he soz, ‘and flour s wuth &5 er
barl now,” *l'en dollars or the trades all off,’
sez I, and turned to go away. ‘Hole on,' sez
Jorry, ‘or trade’s a trade, and of I neree to give
roul er bar'l uv flour and two gallons uv _rum
i ain't er man to go back on my word, and you
ought to know if by this time.! *Do you per-
tend to say that you do make that offer to me
A-eottin' here afore the store with these wit-
nesses preseat’  Ef you do, 'l be forced to
tell you that I'll take it. 8o bring on your flour
and stop yonrchatterin®.' *l must hav er bill
uv sale,’ sez he. ‘Bill uv eale be darned,' sez

. 'She's my wife, ain't she?  And can't Ieell
her or swap her, I'd like to know? Ef I sold
you mmy dog Rose, would you be askin® me for
erbill uv sale?  Jderry allowed that he wonldn’t

Then, 1 sez to bim, “T'rot out your rum and
your Your, and let's drink to bind the bargain.'
We all wet onur whistles over the hotel bar, and

hat night "Tilda Jane went to live with the ped-
or. nyhody who has told you a different
story fron what 1've told you s tryin® to jnjur®
my character, and you mustn't listen to what
he says.”

When he was nearly 73 years of age Mr, Spen-
cer married his fourth wite without going to
the trouble of getting a divoree {rom his third
one, which act involved him in legal complica~
tions that took the last of his property, T'wenty-
six yvears ago he had an attack of rheumatio
fever and was compelled to eall on the town for
heln,  As ho grew hetter and was able to do a
little work it was noticed that his health was so
foeble that he conld not be trusted to look out
for himself, ao the Solectmeon hired his wife to
care for him, and he has lived in comfort from
thatdate, Whatever money he earns trom tap-
ing shoes and doing odd jobs goes to purehase
f; unr, but as his ahility i< small he seldom gate
enough to do him any harm.  The doctors who
have atttended him say that he will outlast the
century by several years

Jeest

CABBY MEETS A GENTLEMAN.
One at Least Who Knew How to Behave When
Ruan Over in the Street,

*One day while I was hustling along lLex-
ington avenue wid me hansom,” said the New
York cabby, as a smile lighted his face, *a
pedestrian, as they calls 'em, starts to cross
in front of me and is knocked down and rolled
to the eurbstone

“‘Hello! Are you kiit?' says I, and I holda
up and looks down at him

“Not at all, sir,” says he as he rises and
bows to me as nlce as you please,

“‘Then are you much hurted?’

“‘Only a bruise or two, thank yon kindly.'

“Wid that he limps off and I drives on. Half
an hour later, over on Fifth avenue, a galoot
saunters out In front of me and s knoecked
down and run over by two wheels

“*And pwhat's the matter wid you, me laddy-
buck?’ says I as I comes to a stop,

“‘Kindly excuse me, #ir," he says as he stands
on his feet and bows to me like & lord,

“‘But ain't yon the chap as 1 runs over on
Lexington avennue half an hour ago?”

*“The same, sir, and I'm begging your pardon
for the trouble ['in making

*“Wid that he walks away wid the marks of
the wheels showing on his body, and I drives
on, [ goes down to the arch and across to
Madison avenne and up again, and [t isn't
over twenty minutes before me horse knocks
somebody down al a crossing and [ feels the
kerridge go bump! bump! stops and looks
around, and a man gets up from the wet pave-
ment and bows to me and says

“*Really, now, but I beg of yon to overlook
me carelessness.’ .

“‘Whoop!' says [, ‘but it's you again! Didn't
I run over you on lexington avenue?'

* “Thanking you kindly, but you did.'

**‘And on Fifth avenue?

“*[t's true, begring your pardon.'

“‘And now it's the third time?

“ 1t is, eir," says he, as humble as you pleass
‘but I'm a man as is willing to do the right
thing. Here's a couple of dollars for your
lh\ll?nln, and if I puta you to any more it's five,’

“And off he gons with a limp in both legs

he had leaped last of that gallant company,
mvo off”™ repeal the middy &c
m w. ’1

.
long after the war was over he camn to Lin
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THE JUMPING KANGAROD AND
THE APPLE BUTTER CAT.

The Aut's Aunt Gives a Plonlo.

Copyright, 1900, by MeC'lure, Phlllips & ("o,

The ant's aunt had to give a plenic becanse
she had been Invited to so many places by ull
her relatives, and she thought {t was time to
pay back some of the invitations,

“But it will be such a bother,” sald the unt's
uncle when he heurd ubout it

“Don't be foolish now,” replied the ant's
aunt, “Wa cannot go in soclety without go-
Ing to some trouble.”

S0 the ant's uncle =aid that it would be ull
right, for he wlways suid something of that
kind when his wifo talked about giving a party,

He was sleeping early the next morning,
when his wife woke him and said: “Benjumin,
Berjamin,did you remember to get the lemons
and the sugnr?”

“No,” replied the unt's uncle, as he rolled
over ugain In bed; “the grocery store wuas
closed.’

“Then you will huve to go into the kitchen
of the mun's house und get us much as you
can carry before the cook gets up.”

“The last time T was there,” muttered Benju-
min, “1 nearly got blown up with the kero-
sene cun.”

By the time the unt’s uncle got buck to his
house he found more than s hundred ants of
all kinds walking up and down and currying
all kinds of provisions,

“You are very late,” suld the ant's sunt,
*Whut did you do ubout the swing, Benjamin?
Did you gtop and see the splder about {17”

Benjumin had forgotten all ubout the swing,
80 he had to go buck to where the spider kept
u shop, und he came buck ufter a while with a
whealbarrow loaded down with rope. The
ant’s uunt wus lame and she had to wulk with
a cane, She was at the head of the plenfo
party, and Benjumin, the ant's uncle, came
last of ull with his wheelburrow filled with
rope und buskets und sugur and lemons and
tubs and ¢lasses wnd evervthing which might
be used on u plente. The ants went to Deacon
Jonw's woods, und us they got nearer they
heard ull kinds of strunge noises,  All the
unbinals und wll the birds came out to =ee the
piente &0 by, The aits wulked on until they
came to a bare gpot fn the middle of the woods,
und there they stopped wnd put down their
bundles and buskets,

This will be a nice plues to set the table *
suid the ant's aunt, “Now, Henjamin, while
1 am doing ull the work, =uppose you go und
put up the swing for the children.”

The nnt's uncle suid comething underneath his
breuth, und then he took the rope und the bosrds
and things aud put n'p 153 swings, He hurt
his knee and spraiued his buck und eut his
tingers,  He also stubbed his toes,

“You needn't feel so badly about hurting
rour toes,” sald a centipede who was golng

ast. “Suppose you had toes on 100 feat to stub),
then you could afford to talk.”

The ant's uncle returned to the place where
the table was belng set. He threw his hat
over on the grass and sat down, saying, “I
am very tired and a little rest v.nlll(* do nw
a great deal of good "

“BerJamin, Berdamin,” cried
“how could you do such a thing?

“Why, judt vou sea what Unele Benjamin
did,” cried all the small ants at onoa

“You onght not to be so careless,” replied
Benfumin, “how_was I to kpow that it was
a custard ple? I thought it was a nice eushi-
fon you put there for me "

The ant's uncle started to get his hat and
walk away., Ue had not gone very far be-
fore he bacama red in the face with angor.

“Get off my hat,” all the ants heard him
eay. “How dare you sit on a poor ant's hat like
that?  Haven't you any manners?’

“What Is the matter, Berngaunin?®  asked
the ant's aunt, picking up her cane and hob-
bling toward her husband.

“This miserable man,” yelled the ant's
uncle, “has had the impudence to sit down
on my hat and he wont aut up.”

The man looked in the direction of Benja-
min and then yawned and got up and walked
awny

“Benfamin, Benjamin,” cried tha ant's
aunt, & few minutes later, “little Betsy Ann
has come back and she says that nearly a dozen
of the children started to climb a mountain
and the mountain ot up and walked away,
Wont you pleass go and try and find thein?”

The ant’s uncle jammed his crushed silk
hat down over his eyves, plcked up a big switch
and went to find the children. He walked
and walked mmtil he came to a place whera
a whole Jot of men and women were sitting
in a circla while the mosquitoes ate them. The
men and women wera eating pickles and dry
sandwiches and trying to look hnr w, Unele
Boerdamin hurrled down the mie 4!1.- of the
tablecloth  ealllng, “Chlldren, aldldren,” at
the top of his voloo Everywhere he went
ha met some of those mlserable lttlo ohil-
dren who had run away from thelr own ple-
nie He found them sitting on the adge of
a sponge cake, dangling thelr feet and kick-
fng holes In the fcing. They were perched
on loaves of bread, and up on top of a plate of
gliced hamn they were playing hide and seek,
Some of them had climbed up Into a great big
tin reservolr. There were all thelr elothes
on the adge and they were having a swim.

“Didu’t 1 tell you not to go near the water?”
asked Unele Benlamin, shaking his cane  “Now
whera do I find yon ?"

“It i#sn't water,” sald all the cohildren ants:
“it's lemonade *

It took the ants® unecle more than an hour to
get all the children together,

“Why don’t you oome away from here?” he

!hu ant’s aunt,

said  "Don’t yon hear all the men and women
talking and saving that {t would be such a de=
Hghtful place here if it were not for those mis-

erable ants?"

“They didn't say a word,” repliad the chil-
dren, “until you came.” 0

This made unele Henjamin so angry that he
swung his cane and chased all the children be-
fora him back to the place whera the tabla for
the ants’ pien'o had been spread,  Away over
to one alde was the ants’' aunt all alonea  She
had her handkerchief to her aves, and was ory-
ing as though her heart would break.

“Why, what'a the matter?” asked Uncle Ben -
Jamin  “What in the world has happennd?*

“Why, can't you saa?” peplind the ants' aunt,
“A mleerable man oame this wav and stepped
right on the tabls, and when he lifted up his
foot evervthing was rufned

*Coma on, children,” sald Uncle Benjamin,
*“Iot us all go back to the man's plenie.  After
he has treated us this war, he deserves that
weo should tease him and all his family. *

That {8 tha reason that when mem and women
glva pienles all the ants in the neighborhond
go and plague them

VAN DFE HORN AND THE

A Farmer's Fight in Chicago on a Load of
Hay Behind a Runaway Team.,

From the Chirago Times-Herald,

Crushed in the cofls of asix-foothlack snake,
Andrew Van de Horn fought for his lifa on the
top of a 1oad of hay while bls team was running
away vyesterday afternoon. He had almost
given up the struggle, when two naval militia
boys saw his struggles, stopped the horses and
killed the snake after he had thrown it off,

Van de Horn, who Is a farmer at Liverpool,
Ind.. was driving a load of hay into South Chi-
cago, whers he hoped to find a good market,
but when he was through with the snake he wns

so exhansted that he turned his horses' heads
in the other direction and went home for re-
pairs, The farmer’'s horses had been jogging
along in_Indianapolis avenue so comfortahly
that the farmer bad almost gone to sleep, when
he suddenly felt something squeszing one of
his Jegs. He looked down and there was a
big blacksnake. His Arst movement made the
gnake tighten its coils, Then ha jumped up,
gave a yvell that frightened his horses and be-
&an to try to pull the snake away

He had no sooner dropped the reins than
the horsea went careening full tilt down the
road. High up on the swaving Ioad of hay
the farmer cared little about the hormes. The
more he pulled the tighter the snake wound
jta folds around him. It was working itself
higher up his body. He did not know what
moment it would =trike him with {ts fangs
and perhaps poison him fatally

Van de Horn had fallen to his knees and
was hardly able to fleht any more when his
rescue came. Cockswain K. E. Bussey and
Yeoman (. E. Rrown of the First Division,
First Ship's Crew, in camp near by, were on
the road near 102d street, hey saw the shriek-
tng man and the racing horses, and thouwh
they thought the former must be crazy they
quickly stopped the horses. Each seized the
bridle of a horse, and after heing dragged a
conple of hundred feet they brousht the team
to a staudstill

Then the farmer got his breath and began

SNAKE.

the struggle with the snake once more.  Brown
started to cliinb up to '"3" but before he got
there Van de Horn had wrenched himself

1oose, and had thrown the snake to the ground
where Hussey quickly killed it. It measure
full six feet, and Van de Horn was only too

1ad to let the sallors carry it away us a trophy
O camp,

W h.-;} ho had been assisted to the ground
he found a scrateh on his hand that he feared
was a snake bite, but after the wound was
cauterized he went home

8
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AN ADIRONDACK HOME,

Summer and Autumn Scenes That Charm omn
an Island in & Lake,

In one of the smaller Adirondack lakes is a
wooded sland of three or four acres, nearly
clroular in form, but varied by the pleasing
frregularity of tiny capes and bays, rising on
all sides from the shore to a little mount twen-
ty-flve or thirty feet above the level of the lake.
Vovagers on the lake by day see from afar
through the fringe of native shrubbery and
forest trees, poplar, birch, pine and hemlock,
the exquisitely green slope of a tiny tennla
lawn, looking llke & bit of turf from flelds
elysian, Those who draw near catch glimpees
of white tents with rustio verandas set amid
the shade of delicious greenery, and on the
very apex of the fsland, the low shingled gables
and bark-clad walls of & rambling cottoge,
seen in sllvery patches through the trees, At
unother point, a low rustio boathouse seems
just stooping to drink of the lake, and close
beside it winds an easy stalrway leading up=
ward to the Interior of the little lsland world.
Those who visit the lake by night see upon the
fsland twinkling lghts of blue and green and
red and yellow, catch glmpses through the
trees of ruddy firelight reflected from the in-
terfor mellow pine wally of the cuulfn. and
are sulutad by & hospitable gush of soft lamp=
Hght trom every window

The fortunate inhabitants of this blessed
Isle watch all summer long, in plessant ease,
tho juajestio progression of the season, They
goa the lsland elothe iteelf in all the pomp of
Its sumimer foliage, They see its blueborries
ripen, and ita tiny kitchen garden flourish un-
der sun and shower, All Ju)' long they hear
the pleasant lapping of the waters, which
threaten with eurh wave to break into artio-
ulate melody. Whoso  raises eye from book
or work of any kind straightway has a sooth-
ing vielon of the lake mantliog Into silvery
ripples beneath the wind, of cloud-tleck
skies  and distant purple mountains. The
lake itself Is of all moods and always beautiful,
It i3 splendid with the powp of sunsets. It
soothes ltsell to glassy stillness and mirrors
its neighboring mountains, Lashed by the
wind, It breaks lnto angry  whitecaps, and
neath tempestious skies ita inky sarface is
siit with a thousand mouths that seem to
&unsh and grind merelless foaning teeth,

When moonlight comes the Island 18 trans-
lated out of any known geography into falry-
land, The maoonlight falls in great soft snowy
patohes through the folluge and floods the
tiny tennis lawn with upeart nl}' radlance.  The
tents gleam white and soft from their leafy
neats, The lohabltants looking from their
wide verandas see the lake rippling on every
side Into broad sllver sheets,

The torrid heats of sununer never visit this
favored {sle, and whether it be warm or cold
or wet or dry, the charm of iIsolation and of
cali security refuses to be broken., When
cold nights come inJuly or August or September
great logs burn upon the wide cottage hearth,
and the tuhabltants gather about the huge
red brick chituney plece with a delicions sense
of comfort and of safety.

Now and then, by night orday, a faint halloo
oomes to the Island from a rade landing half
a mile across the lake, and the cap is upon
tiptoe (n expectation of visitors, A {ifﬂﬂ boat
puts forth i answer 1o the summons and ten
minutes later some inhabitant of the every-
day world i« admitted to the privacy of the
elveian Island. Buch vigitors are almost the
sole tonch with the outside world of eivilization
and convention. for the wilderness lies all about
the island, and tho sights and sounds of wild
life come daily to its inkabitants. Ducks with
outstretched necks send by overhead., Morn-
ing and evening a delicious chorus of bird
musie (s borne across the lake from the forests
that clotha itz shores. The wild deer them-
selves at rare intervals swim the lake and land
upon the island

When the summer (8 done and the day of
the homewnrd fllght to urban elvilization has
come. the island has a perverse habit of clothing
itself fn its most entranclng guise, As the
retreating inhabitants <tand amid their trunkse
upon the landing thev look back with sick
hearta to see thelir loved island clad in the splen-
dors of a cool Septernber twilight, The =till
lake lald in dusky purple mflects thesoft outline
of the mountains, and thera under a pale sky,
soon to burst into spangles of stars, ller the dim
and dimming island, like no earthlv habitation,
and seeming in its delicioua loveliness a thing
for Iif-~lm.¥ regret, but too beautiful ever again
to be vistted by mere human kind.

STEELED AGAINST A TYPEWRITER.

Precaution, Taken by One Business Man Who
ad a Letter to Dictate.

She I8 kgown as a publie stenographer, from
the fact that she 1s not dependent upan the
work coming from one or two indtviduals, but
from the publle in general, those who come
along, Just as they may happen to be in her
vielnity. Varied indeed are the work and ex-
periences of such a girl, and very much s ex-
pected of her, She must be keen-witted, alert,
dignified yeat not prudish, as the average busi-
ness man does not seem to fancy that sort of
thing; ready to beliave about one-tenth of all
the general talk that comes to her from the
men whom she meots; she must know how to
deal with the whims and moods of the business
man; have the-ability to smooth down the
riMed feathers of the cranky man with a few
timely and wise words; be ready to protect
herself from the unwise and foolish remarks
coming from a certain class of men, who forget
that the business woman has one objéct in view,
and that is self support, and 1s not at her office
for their amusement, Patiently and kindly
w«he must help out the man with little or no ed-
ucation who wants long letters written and
depends largely u‘mu her for the successful
completion of his task; respectfully must she
recelve the courtesies of the average busiess
man, who is sensible and kind, ready to be
reasonable, a (\mlllr lacking In many men:
she must be wall qualified to be an expert reader
of handwriting, as she has to contend with
copying manuscriptsa of all sorta, sometimea
beautifully written, but more often nothing
but a hasty scrawl, almost {llegible and she
knows full well that ahe will have all the blamne,
unleas she can deciplher thesa twisted atrokes.

After she has served a certain length of time
in the capacity of a public stenographer she is
ablo to meet almost any emergency for the
rest of her lite. Then, too, her life {a often
made very pleasant by the kind, encouraging
worda of her customers, and they little know
what a kind and courteous word may mean to
her, a8 over tired and straining her nerves to
thelr utmost, she must keep at it, smiling and
soorningly happy all the time, elsa they will
deslgnate her as cranky.

Again there i3 much of the comlcal side of
lfe that comea to her: one day there came
futo the oMee of ons of these public gtenog-
raphers a man, evidently & foreigner, with a
xrimlm}lm‘nrd and of almost forbidding appear-
anee o seated himself at her gide, and niuch
to her anpnoyvance, turned his face from her
«o that she conld scurce understand what he
was saying, which wase a difficult matter at
beost, as he spoke in very broken knglish.  After
two or three gentle remonstrances from her,
telling him of her inability to catch his words,
much to her amusement he turned toward her
and said

“Vell, do you want ma to tell you vhy I don’t
Jook at you?" Without waiting for her reply,
hewent on:  “Ven Ileft mein haus dis morning,
1 promised mein vife dat I don't look at no glrla”

To sy she was nonplissed, is expressing
it wmildly; she could say simply nothing - as
thers seomed to be nothing *o say. Bhe told
it as a good joke to many of her friends, and
thea she pitied him for his lack of common
gonse, 1or the man was really in sarnest, though
she had to look at him pretty hard before she
could make un her mind to this. She thought
It would have bheen "M"‘Y for kim to leave
his sentiments at home, with that good little
wife, who evidently thought him a r'rt‘ll! prize,
and unfit to be trusted, “And such a looking
man, too,” she remarked, as she told her friends
about ir,

It is indeed well for her that such experi-
ences come, if for nothing more than to vary
the tiresome weary houra which the publie
typewriter spends over the kevboard, In
return for this, she receives a good income -
that is, on her hooks; for it is atrange how many
dollars go up into the winds that should other-
wise find their way into her purse.

UNUSED RAILROAD TICKETS.

It Is an Easy Matter to Onbtaln a Refund for
Them Even If the Value Is Small,

Sorae men with unused railroad tickets on
their hands sell them to acalpers, while others
go to the rallroad company that issued them
and obtain thelr value in money. Most per-
gone, however, do neither and accept tha loss
when the ticket is worth less than a dollar,
Indecd, many persons do not realiza that the
railroad companies stand ready to redeem un-
used tickets even of small value, so that the
companies must be richer h')' many thousands
of dollars a year $irough this iguorance

Every railroad ticket bears the name of the
general passenger agont and of the ganeral
manager of the road. It is a sirpple matter to
enoclose the ticket with a lettor od to th
ﬁnnml pmw‘l r agent asking hlm to refun

e money pald and exphining the reason why
the tioket is left unused in the hands of the pur-
chaser. It = courteous to enclose a stamped
envelope in which the money may bo returned.

When all thesa thm{n have been done the
company generally acknowedges the receipt
of the ticket holder's communieation and prom-
fses to lnvestigate the matter. The investi.
“:mun ponsista in the proper {dentification of

RUSSELL'S GREATEST FEAT.

THE CROSS-EXAMINATION IN THE
PARNELL TRIAL,

How Sir Charles Showed Up Houston's Credu«
lity—Hfs Daring Trap Sei for Plgott,
Which Made the Forger Convict Himself,

From the London Daily Newa,

In the memorable trial which began en Octy
22, 1888, and came to an end on Nov, 23, 1850,
there were many scenes which those who wite
nessed them will naver forget, In these scened
the chiaf personages were Sir Charlea Russell,
a5 he then was, and Richard Plgott, the farger,
and Houston, Plgott's employer and dupe,
and Le Caron--that strange, sinister flgure,
the ablest by far of the witnesses for the Times,
One remembers those scenes, not meraly fop
their dramatio Interest of the moment, bl.l‘x
also for their revelation of the many-sid
oharacter of the great advocate who shattered
the fabrio of lles laboriously bullt up as an obe
stacle agalnst the effort of English Liberallsm
In the cause of Ireland. Of all those soenes
the most stirring was, of course, Russell's
cross-examination of Pigott, which began on
Feb. 21, 1880, During the whole of the preceds
Ing day and the first few hours of the 21s8
Sir Charlea Russell had been making hid lass
preparations for his onslanght, He had tum
flouston Insida out, so to rpeak, And he had
been quletly taking stock of Richard Plgotd
during the forger's long-winded, plausible story

to Bir Richard Webstar, Who <can
forget his treatment of the 7prim,
priggish, ocomposed, bandboxical House
ton? Composed, [ mean, until Mr

flouston became demoralized by the merrie
ment caused by hls own admissions in answer
to abrupt littla questiona, delivered In a sord
of confidential undertone, curlously at vards
ance with the sudden, searching gaze that aoe
companied them, After eleven years I cam
sea Mr. Houston, In the flesh as It were, coming
miserably to grief In that cross-examination
ahout the black bag In which Plgott and his
alleged confoderates brought tha Parnell let
ters to thelr purchaser in the Hotel des Deux
Mondes, Avenuo de 'Opéra, Parli. T can heas
the laughter in the densely packed court—=
Jaughter promptly suppressed by the usher-—
while Mr. Houston tald how he walited *upstatrs®
whils the bargaining for the letters was golng
on "downstalrs,” and how he refralned from
golng 1 *downstalms,” or secing who was
there, or taking any part whatever in the bare
galning - “becanse,"safd Mr, Houston,*I wished
to keep myself aloof; I wanted to keep myself
{n tgnorance of the source of the letters.* 1
can hear Sir Charles’s “aye"—"aye"—"aye”
uttered at intervals, quietly, encouragingly
as it were, while the smart Mr, flouston was
laying bare his own extremo simplicity—or
worse. SirCharles looked at the ceiling. hen
down again, in an absent-minded sort of way.
He unpockets his snuffbox, He taps the I
With |‘llr~‘ right thumb he helpas himself to &
pinch. “You didn't go downstalrs?” he asks
aquite casunlly, “No." The snuffy brown hande
kerchief Lalf way upto Bir Charles's nose stops
The keen r‘_&\- look Mr. Houston through an
through. “No?" “No.* lLaughter—and furle
ous rebuke in the usher's eyes,
At half past 1 on the following day B8l
ichard Webster's examination of Richar
Mgott eame to an end.  Almost before Sir
Riohard sat him down Sir Charles was up. Tha
loud murmur of talk that broke out after
Pigott's "evidenca™ canue to a dead stop \'m&
eould hear a pin fall as Russell and Pigott stoo
there confronting each other. “Take that"--
the words rang out nhur{'\\ In the breathloss
silonce. “That" was a sheet of paper which
Sir Charles Russell held out.  Pigott took it—
gnzing the while at Sir Charles in blank bee
puzzlement, Evervhbody in court glanced at
every other. “He has him,” a barrister whis-
red, turning round to me, “Writa down
Rrw-llhuod" 1ikelihoond,' your own name, ‘pros-
elvtism,” ‘Patrick Fgan' and his imtials and
‘hesitancy.” *  Which I'Iswt did, smiling the
while, foolishly, and with a ﬂu»h?d face. It
will be remembered that in one of the forged
lettars Pigott had spelled the Jast word “hesi-
tency.” It has often been said eince, and by
experienced members of the bar, that Sfr
Charles’s Inttial tactics were a mistake., Wns
ft pot probable that Pigott, warned by the
arly d‘)uvusalnlm about the forgeriea, woul(
\ave taken care to spell the word aright
gott might have done it. But he didn't
ir Charles Russell had taken stock of his man
and conside the effect of a surprise. The

subject suggests a military nndo{g. By “the
rules of war,” Wellington, say o military
eritios, “ought® to have been beaten at Waterloo,

But he wasn't—and there an end on't, An
ordinary advoeate would not have etarted
with “Take that.” Sir Charles Russell was
not an ordinary advocate--he was an advocata
of gentus, and that first shot of his was de-
cisive. can see Pigott's round, broad
back as he bends down (after screwing his
eveglass Into its place) to serawl the word
“hesitency;” and when he stands up again, a
ghort, stoutish, round-shouldered mman, with
a bald, shiny head, bushy white whiskers and
mustache large irresolute mouth big, fleshy noss
and smallish eves far apart. Many an amusin

scene occurred in the cross-axamination which
showed how Pigott had tried to sw oth
sides-—-Pamellites and anti-Parnellites. But tha
most amusing of all were cansed by ott’

admissions as to his persistent efforts to m-ll
“information” to Mr. Forster, to cajole &n

even bully Mr, Forster, and by his exousesa for
not o\mh:rn.inu to America with the help of th?l
money whioh, he eald, kindly Mr. Forster ha

flvsn him more than once for the purpose, Bir
‘harles Russell, quietly helping himself to a
oontemplative #;ln‘-h now and again, Pigott
making himsalf more ludicrous every Instant
with his story of excuses to Mr, Forster,
anud the three Judges trying hard to preearve a
severe composurs -made an ineffaceable pioe
ture. The three Judges were nos equall

successful. Bir James Hannen mﬁ\prm
his Ups. Sir Alexander Smith throst his hands
into his kets and stared hard at the celling,
Mr. Justice Day laughed outrigh dened
and laughed at each fresh recital of Pigott's
failure to emigrate with poor Mr. Forster'

money. The only absohitely self-possess

man there was Russall himself, pow -
fngly lost in a brown study, now ta, in
sun I-h;»x n.udu a) -Nu;‘h {{;l an idea, now ] ng
a pinch an 160 dar a C 00,
at his victim, with a br‘ﬂ:f. h:?-' h‘gsvnﬁh
uestlon. The emotional side _of Russell's
nature, his inborn tendernesa, hu-
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d themsalves in all their un-
conscious atrength on the magnifiognt, his-
torio gpeech in which he summed up his easa,
not merely for the Parnellites, but for 3e
Ireland of his birth.

manity, revea
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THEN HE QUIT,

When a Washington Thought He Saw Sponta-
neons Lobsters He Reformed,

From the Washington Poat,

The Reventeenth street man who is alwaye

promising his wite to ba good was out agaim
on Saturday npight last. Along toward 11
o'clock he passed by a well-known downtown
fish and oyster store, and the display of lob=
sters in front of the establishment caught
his eve. He bought one that weighad about
eleven pounds, and he packed itaroundwith him
for a few hours until he could find just the right
liner he wanted to take him home. He got
home after 2 in the morning, and he carried his
lobster up to his wife's room, probably with
the idea of appeasing her righteous wrath
with the present, He turned up the gas and
then clomped over to the foot of her bed and
held up the lobster

“M’ dear,” said he, grinning greasily, “wash
mar't this £'r to-morrow’sh din'r?”

She opened her eyes and gazed at him calmly,

*What's the ruatter with what for to-morrow's

to-day’s, rather dinner? asked himg
looking him straight in the eye

“Thish,” said he, holding the huge lobstee
still higher and regurding 1t with pride

“"What, vour hands’" she asked, still looks
fng him steadily in the eyve

‘Thish lobsht'r - aint it a babe?" he asked,
switching the weight to the other hand

“(), a lobster, you say?” sald his wife, com=
{\lnim\ml,\'. and never taking her eves off his

shoe

ace, “So vou faney vou are showing me a
obster, do you? Do you know what condition
such a hallucination on your part betokens?®

He rested the big lobstar on the bedroo
matting, seratehed rw head in a puzzled King
of way and lookad at his wife strangely.

“D'va mean t' shay I haven't got lobahter
here?” he asked her, weakly.

“Yon may have a millon of them in your
mind--I don't doubt that In the least »hu? ou
are to rewernber that T do not get wmysal ﬁ\tn
such a rumn-sonked condition that they are visible
to me,” sald she, cooly turning over.

He gazed at her with alarpu for & moment

and then he stumbled into the bathroom and
let the cold water rin on his hoad. While he
was thus engaged his wite Jumped out bed
and threw the lobster out of the window tnto
the back yard. Then she got into bed s
Whan he returned to the room, wiping ator
out of his eyes with a towel, he looke 1 over

the room for the labeter. Fulling to find it,
be bent over Lis wife, took her hand and sald:

*You're ri'. Ish all off.  Nover ‘gain. W'en
1 get sho I shee lobshters ish time t' pash out
an’' quit. 1 quit.’

she was up early the next morning to bury
the lobater in the asl barrel, o that he wo! i
soo it from his window when he got up.
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