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CHAPTER X. Ul yes, yon cun: 1 thought you
HEN the young Texan had | wouldn't find it difficult. I'll help
got out of earshot Mr. Cor | you."

rigan Jeaned back and laugh

ed till his plump sides could
stand the strain no more. Rarely had
he passed so nmusing and delightful a
half hour. He lived the lonely life of
a wealthy old bachelor, and the com-
edy had come to him in the shape of
a godsend. He liked what be had seen
of the young man immensely, and he
was prepared to like him more for
his father's sake, but he determined to
make him suffer as much as possible
In payment for his reckless assurance.
Besides, he had another end In view.
the success of which depended largely
upon the son of his old friend Bill Wil-
linms. Every feature of the game was
a joy to his m ¢ heart, and in order
to watceh 18 progress he determined to
be n frequent visitor at Restmore,
which promised to belle its name and
Lecome a tronbled spot, after all, Ris-
fng from the Lench at last, he cut
aeross lots toward his own home, half
a mile away. wbéasuring every stride
with a sort of chuckling pedometer.

Meanwhile Richard followed the law-
yer's counsel, not only as to closing
his mouth with regard to Mr, Renwyck,
but as to opening It without delay
with regard to Mr. Renwyck's daugh-
ter. This at least was his Intention,
but he fomnd himself once more disap-
pointed.  Miss Harrlet was In her fa-
vorite geat on the lawn, with an open
book resting In her lap. Richard’s foot-
falls made no sound on the soft green
turf, and, unconscious of his approach,
before he was within hailing distance
shie arose abruptly and went into the
house. He followed her forthwith, but
Just as he reached the veranda steps a
sprightly little figure bounced out and
greeted him effusively. Needless to
say, it was not Miss Renwyck. Miss
Imogene Chittendon was more fluflily
irvitating to the adventurer than usual,
Her motions, like her manner of speech,
were nervous and spasmodie, not un-
like the movements of a humming bird
over a bunch of honeysuckle, with the
lord representing the fragrant blos-
soms.

“Why, ],ord Croyland!” she twit-
tered, with something between a giggle
and a shriek, “how very fortunate! I
was just going out to pick wild flowers.
1've never picked wild flowers with a
real nobleman. Please say you are
Just dying to give me a new experl-
ence.”

She looked up at him with a baby-like
alr of innocence and admiration and
lnughed again,

“I—I should be delighted,” sald Rich-
ard, telling the first downright lle
which had passed his lips since arrly-
ing at Irvington.

He relieved lier of the absurd basket
she was carrying on her arm and start-
ed across the flelds, cursing inwardly
at the fate which linked him with this
troublesome and Irrésponsible little
creature and striving outwardly. to be

Unconsclons of
his cogitation, Miss Imogene fluttered
at his side, now murmuring idiotic
small talk into his bored ears, now
pouncing with little squeals of delight
upon some gaudily colored weed and
depositing it in the basket.

“It 18 so good of you to come,” she
confided, with a melting glance. “It
fsn't heavy enough to tire you, is it?
You are so strong, you know, and so
brave.”

She alluded to the basket, which
welghed perhaps four ounces. Rich-
ard assured her that he thought he
could stand the strain and that he was
not in the least afraid of butterflies,
the only Iliving thing they had met so
far, which brought forth a fresh out-
burst of gigglesome joy. Presently she
took n seat upon a stone, begged him

- to do likewise and began fanning her-
gelf with ler hat.

“Do you know,” she' whispered, *1
tnink 1 shall trust you aud tell yon &
secret.”

“All right,” he sald carelessly.

“Fire
~er—I mean do so, by all means.” li‘e
geated bimself and ndded dramatical
ly, “Belleve me, maiden, it shall be
sacred with we.”

“There!” she cried fu trlumph. *1
knew you could do it, though Harrlet

says flatly — just flatly — that you
couldn't.”

“Couldn’t what?"

SAct”

“Well, she's right,” agreed Richarad.
“l can't. I've been told so before.
Where do you get your strange delu-
sions?"

Once more her big baby eyes looked
upward with a pleading glance.

“But you'd try if 1 asked you,
wouldn't yon? You couldn't resist if
I Legged you —er—real hard, could
you?"

“Nothing short of assassination
could make me refuse you,” said Rich-
ard, emphasizing the pronoun and
looking sadly out across the Hudson.
It was wrong, of course, but he couldn’t
Lelp it, and really she was pretty
enough to excuse o venal a lapse.

*Oh, yon deur, delightful man!” ehir.
ruped the little lady. “Now, listen.
Don't look at the river. Look at me.”

“1 dare not."”

“Nonsense!  You sald you were not
afraid of buttertlies.”

“1 was wrong. 1 am of one.”

“Don't be afrald of me. I won't hurt
you," _sanid the highly flattered girl
langhingly.

“I breathe again, Go on.”

*“\Well, Lord Croyland, we are going
to have n little one act play on Fri-

duy evening, and yon are n I, be-
cause you just said you would, and I
know you will do it just beautifully,
because I told Harrlet you could, and,
laving promised, of course you can't
Irurmte now. when everything has
wen'' —

“Hold on; hold on!" Interrupted Rich-
ard.  “I'm sort of losing my grip on
things.  Slow down to a trot and let's
get our bearines,”

This sounded very unlike an Eng-
lish noblemtn, but the young lady in
her excitement falled to notice,

“You see.” she began again, “the
play is called “The Map and the Bird.
You are the man, and"—

*And you are the bird,” completed
Richard. *1 thought as much. Well,
2o on."

Miss Imogene dimpled with pleas-
ure and applauded his quick percep-
tion.

“Yes,'" she suld; “I am the bird, and
you—it's only a play, you know, of
course—nnd you're just desperately In
love with me” 2

“I couldn't act that part. It's too
real, and"'—

“That settles it.. I'm lost.”

“And, besldes, It will make Cornelius
Van der Awe just frantle. He isn't In
the east, you know. We've put him
in the audience, and he has just to sit
there and be wretched. Oh,” she cried,
*it will simply be too delicious! Don't
you think so?"*

“Rapturous. hut dangerous for me,”
assented Richard gravely. “Is Mliss
Renwyek in the play 7"

Wiy, of course she Is. stupld! She's
ielting it up herself and has the lead-
Ing part.”

Richard  Lrightened. Private the-
atricals were not so sllly, after all,
“\What sort of a part will she play?'
he usked.

“Oh, the serlons part!" his compan-
fon udvised him. *“It's more real act-
Ing than wine, of course, but 1 like the
love part best, don't you?' Richard
nodded, and the debutante continued:
“Harriet Is the vich helress, you know.
And, oh, she’s going to wear the Ren-
wyck diamonds! Her father will
bring them up from the city tomorrow
n'zht, She'll look awfully stunning in
them. You are engaged to her—in the
play, I mean—but you'll find out that
you love me best, und it's an awfully
exciting scene, You and I—in the play,
I mean—you and 1 are in a room to-
gether, and you tell me how much you
loye me"—

“Hadn't we better practice a little
bit now ?"

“Don't you think you could do it
without practice?"*

“I shall need to acquire—er—restraint
In the presence of sucl: temptation,
you know.”

“Ol, 1 see. 1 guess it won't be' neces-
gary for you to be too res.rained. It's
beautiful, so Impassioned —the lam-
guage, you understand'—

“I shall try to llve up to 1t.”

“And just when you kiss me”—

“I've ncver picked wild flowers with a
. recal nobleman.”
“I'm sure it would be best for us to
try that fn private.”

“Not at all. We can make belleve
about that part, you know.”

“That's not true acting.” "

“Isn't 1t? Oh, we'll see about that
later, and we needn't rebearse that
anywny.”

“But I'm sure to be so awfully awk-
ward about that. I've had so little
practice In my short life.”

“You poor little Inuocent English.
man! We'll fix that later.”

“Oh, happy hope!”

“Will you listen to me, Lord Croy-
land 7"

“I'm sllent.”

“Harrlet comes In and denounces
you. Don’t you think it's perfectly de-
lelous s

“Dazzling.”

*“I'ien it's settled. I'm so glad. Come
on aud let's dig up more roots.”

Miss Imogene Chittendon proceeded
to pick wild flowers. Mr, Richard Wil
llams carried them fn the four ounce
basket and communed with himself.
Denuncintion at the present speaking
was rather a sore subject with him
and coming from the lips of the girl he
worshiped In n one et play in which
he was some one else wns more than
flesh and hlood conld stand. 1t had too
definite n relation to his present elr-
cumstances to he comfortable. On the
whole, Le decided to get out of that
play 1if he could. He did not want
Harriet denouncing blm, even In fun.
She might have to do it in earnest
later, and he did not wish her to have
the advantage of u previous rehearsal.
e wus getting sensitive, he reallzed,
but he wanted to see her alone, to talk
with her us n kind of rellef from the
troubles that were gathering around
him In uncomfortable, sticky colls.
But at every turn his lnnocent purpose
was frustrated, and he found himself
In the clutches of sowme one else, an in-
quisitor lke Michael Corrigan, a chat-
terbox like Miss Chittendon.

IHe was not so occupled with his
thoughts, however, as to forget a plains-
man's training, and during the latter
half hour of his wild flower hunt he
was consclous of a spy upon his trall.
He bad turned at some remark of his
companion and had chanced to see a
figure that dodged swiftly behind a
bowlder some fifty yards away, He
bad pald no special heed to the oec-
currence.  But when It was repeated
twice he became convinced that some
one was watching them=why,. he could
not imagine. As they neared Restmore
Richard wheeled suddenly and spled
the figure cronching along a boxwood
hedge. It seemed a very strange af-
fair, and he determined to get to the
bottom of it. So. excusing himself on
the steps of the veranda, he made a
cirenlt of the honuse, cut ncross the
rose garden and vaulted a fence Into
the rowd. The hedge ended at this
point, and, to the vast surprise of two
gentlemen, Richurd enme pear to land-
Ing on the head of Mr. Cornellus Van
der Awe.

CHAPTER XL
H, it's you, Is {t?” sald Rich-
ard, the first to recover from
astonishment. “Do you
know, I almost fapcled 1t
was some one with designs on the

poultry.”

Hr. Van der Awe flushed, drew him-
self up and folded his arms in a strik-
ingly dramatic pose,

“No,” he answered without the first
vestige of bumor; *I was not after the
poultry. To be perfectly frank, 1 was
after yon." :

This was another one! Was every-
body Iring In-wait for him this morn-
ing? Could he have specch with all
the world but her?

“I adinlre candor,” coolly remarked
Richard In rvetwrn, “aud | rejolee In
the fact that your desire is gratified.
How may 1 serve you?"

“Lord Croyland,” sald the dramatic
young gentleman, “there I8 a matter
which must be settled between ns here

and now. Upon it depends my future
happiness.”
“All right’" responded the Texan

cheerily. “'Shall It be rifles, pistols, lari-
ats, bowle knives or arbitration?”

Once more Mr. Van der Awe flushed.
He had a falnt iden that the English
nobleman was laughing at him, a point
on which extreme youth is sometimes
oversensitive.

“I think it can be settled by arbitra-
tion,” he answered coldly. “Will you
kindly follow me to some less public
place?”

The two young gentlemen walked up
the road for a short distance, stopping
at the brow of a hill which overlooked
the river. It struck Richard that this
being continually led away from the
house of his ladylove for secret con.
ferences was growing rather monot-
onous. This was the fourth time In
two days, and cach excursion seemed
to involve him more deeply in some
quagmire of trouble. They sat down
under a tree and for a time remained
silent.

“Smoke?” asked Richard, holding
out his clgar case.

“Thank yon, no,” saild the young
man sadly. *1 have no heart for plens-
ure just at present. If you don't mind,
we'll get down to business.”

The Texan lit his cigar and express-
ed a willingness to open negotiations
with the enemy, while the enemy col-
lected his thoughts and dug holes in
the ground with a short sharp stick.

“Lord Croyland,” he began at last,
“In this country openness and square-
ness are the first principles. I've
heard that gentlemen have the same
ideas in England. Is this true?”

Richard bowed.

“Very well. I'm golng to ask you a
plain, blunt question, without any in-
tentlon of offense, and 1 want you to
glve me a stralght, plain answer.
Which one are you after?”’

Richard’s cigar nearly dropped from
between his teeth, whlle he gazed at
his questioner in extreme astonish-
wment.

“Which one of what?"
when he recovered himself.

“The girls,” sald Mr, Van der
“Perhaps 1 didn't put it clearly.”

The Texan tried hard to conceal his
amusement and succeeded Imperfectly.

“Ab, 1 see,” be returued. *“Which
one are you after?"

*“Miss Imogene,” confessed the young
man without reserve, *and If you don't
object to my confidence, lord Croy-
land, 1 love her a8 no man ever loved
a girl beTore. It's—it's—well, hang it
it's painful!” He fell into n thonght-
ful pause, then looked up again, *Now,
I think I've been perfectly candid with
you, and I want you to be quite frank
with me. If it's Miss Chittendon we
can decide what to do later.”

“My dear fellow,” suid Richard,
“you can’t Imagine how 1 apprecinte
your openness and squareness. It
throws new light upon your glorions
American people.  Allow me to give
you a cigar and be equally unreserviyl,
While I admit without hesitation that
Miss Imogene Chittendon Is au most
clmrnhug and uiterly desirable yonng
lady, I beg to assure you, sir. that
never for n single fraction of n second
have 1 entertained the least ldea of—
of—Iin your own phrase, of golng after
her. 1Is that satisfifctory 2"

“Entirely s0,” sald Mr. Van der Awe,
holding out his hand with the nearest
approach to happiness he bad yet
shown, “I'm glad to know you in your
true, real light. You are not n bit llke
other Englishmen I have met. Iact is,
you don't even talk like one.”

“Thanks,” bowed Richard, prudently
screwing in his monocle. The eyeglass
always made him feel like an idlot;
but, on the other hand, it gave a dash
of local color to his appearance with-
out which he would have been lost.
“Is there anything else in which I can
serve you, old chap?’

“Yes, Lord Croyland, there Is. You
bave very kindly stated to me that
you have no intention of making a bid
for Imogene. That's very square of
you, and I appreciate It. DBut would
you mind telling ber s0?”

Richard laughed a long, free, bubbly
laugh that came echoing back in mer-
ry mockery at this most Ingenious
proposition.

“Well, he said, “that's rather a qQif-
ficult thing to do, Isn't it? Strikes me
as rather—er—indelicate.”

“Not at all,” protested Mr. Van der
Awe., “Imogene is u sensible gir)”—
oh, the blindness of love!—*and would
understand you perfectly. You see,”
he explhined, “she's young. Her mind,
I confess frankly, Is Immature. She's
apt to be—well, dazzled, I might say,
by forelgn titles and brass buttons and
things of that description. It’s a wo-
man's natural Instinct, you know, and
I have no logical right to blame her.
You see, 1 have reasoned it all out and
am spenking from a standpoint of su-
perlor age and experlence. Now, you
can't find fault with that line of
thought, can you?"

“Not a flaw,” answered Richard
gravely. “It's simply perfect. Go on."

The lover proceeded earnestly.

“As Imogene's future husband it is
my duty to surround the child with
every possible safeguard, and for that
reason I should like her present fancy
for you disillusionized. She refused
to let me go with her to plck wild
flowers this morning and chose you.
merely, I suppose, because you are an
earl. That's why T followed you.
Now, I'm not asking you to do any-
thing that I would not do for you
cheerfully, and so I ask yon again if
you would mind dropping a rather
broad hint to Imogene that a unlon
with you is out of the question. Yon
might explain that you are unworthy
of her, or something like that. 1 don't
care how you fix it just so it's fixed.
What do you say?"

Richard thought for a lttle spuce,
especially of his harmless but declded-

he asked

Awe.

ly Imprudent remarks to Miss Imogene
of bhalf an hour ugo. Then he flung
away his clgar and turned to his com-
panion.

“Look here,” he sald, “I'm golng to
help you out in this matter, but I'll

bave to do it In my own way. | have
a brilllant Idea as a starter. Just lis-
ten and don't Interrupt me. ‘They're

golug to huve a play next Friday night
cealled *“The Man and the Hoe'—no, |
beg purdon—the ‘Bird." I'm the map,
and Miss Imogene Is the bird. Yop

ed to Misx Renwyek, but am Io love

with Miss Logene to the point of
frenzy—w ihe viav, of conrse, 8o fz>

making other demonstrations that are
realistic both to the uctors and the au-
dience. Of course I'd rather set my
heart on doing this role; but, by Jove,
I'm going to chuck the thing and let
you do’it!”

“Me!" eried Mr. Van , der Awe,
clutching at his bedefactor's hand.
“Oh, 1 say"— \

“Wait,” sald Richard,  *1 haven't

finlshed yet. A young wman of your
obvious bistrionle talent ought fairly to
glitter fu a part like that, and, besldes,
It will give you n chunce to do the de-
voted to your lLudylove, .Just as you
are in the middle of It Miss Harrlet
salls In and denounces you. Obh, it's
a bully little play, especially the de-
nunciation! But you don't mind that
on acconnt of your great and glorious
love for the bird. Miss Harrlet's re-
marks just roll off yon Ilike water
from a duck’s back. Touching little
scene! Hanged If 1 can see how I can
glve it up, but”"— He paused, sighed,
then turned Iimpulsively: “Shucks! 1
don't want to appear mean. The part
18 yours!"

For half a minute perhaps Mr, Van
der Awe gazed In silence at his gen-
erous friend, beaming with gratitude.

“Lord Croyland,” bhe murmured
brokenly at last, “you're a good fellow!
I'll try to do the part justice. 1—I
don't know how to thank you.”

“I'm sure you will. Don't mention
it,” sald Richard, with the wan smile
of a complete martyr. “Let's play a
game of billlards,.”

~ A Curious Cipher Code. =

Prisoners confined in different parts
of jall often use cipher codes In com-
municating with one another. In the
Kansas Clty jall some years ago the
officlals came across a hard one. A
fellow named Turner, in for: forgery,
invented the puzzle, The writing was
on long narrow strips of paper, on the
edge of which were letters and parts
of letters that apparently had no con-
nection and from which no words
could be formed. One day a deputy
who was passing the cell of a prisoner
‘saw him passing a long strip of paper
around an octagon :lead pencil. He
took the paper away, and on it were
the mysterious scrawls that had wor-
ried the keepers. But the deputy got
an iden from this, and, going back to
the office, he wrapped the strip around
an octagon shaped lead pencll and
after several.frials adjusted it so that
the parts of the letters fitted together
and made a sentence, though the writ-
ing was very fine. The writer had
adopted the slmple but Ingenious plan
of covering the pencil with papyr and
had then written along one of {he fat
sides. On unrélling It the writing was
as mystical as a cryptogram, but when
put around the pencil as It was origl
nally it couid be easily understood,

Why.

There is something almost plaintive
in the truly English word *“why.” It
may be Indefinitely prolonged upon the
lips. *“Why” Is almost poetical in it-
self and fitly Introduces the bLest hex-
ameter In the language:

“Why do the heathen rage and the
people fmagine a vain thing?"

Its uses In poetry are almost infinite,
and one modern writer makes almost a
line of it alone:

Why do the night winds sigh,

The sea birds wildly cry,

The summer clouds pass by,

The lilles droop and dle,

The light fade from the sky?
Why—oh, why?

To most of the whys there Is not &
good because. The inquiring mTa is
puzzled to account for many things
besides 1ts own existence. Hundreds
of such questions occur to us at every
step, and no satisfactory reply ean be
expected. Life Is too short. Socrates
was always saying “Why,” and we
have all heard of the man who called
Pope the “little crooked thing that
asked questiong.”—Exchange.

The Man Who Told the Tale.

It happened on a Pullman car be-
tween New York and Chieago. Dinner
bhaving been finished, the gentlemen
assembled In the smoking room to en-
Joy thelr cigars,

“During the time I was in the war,”
sald the qulet man, “I saw a very
wonderful thing In the llne of surgleal
operations. A friend of mine was shot
through the right breast, the bullet
passing clear through him. The pres-
ence of mind of his companion un
doubtedly saved his life. He wrapped
bis handkerchief around the vamrod of
his gun and, pushing It through the
path made by the bullet, cleared the
wound of all polsonous lead. I know
It 1s hard to belleve, but, gentlemen,
the man still lives to tell the tale.”

“Which man?” fnquired the slim pas-

senger on the other seat quietly.
“fhe wounded one, of course,” ex-
claimed the old soldier scornfully.
*Ob, I beg your pardon. I thought it
might be the other.”

The Mania For Shopping.

One phase of the feminine mania for
shopping Is lllustrated In John Foster
Fraser’s “Amerlea at Work.” Speaking
of the C. O. D. method of shopping and
of the way in which It appeals to the
woman with the slender purse, he
BuyS:

“If she bhas no dollars, that does not
deprive her of the pleasure of shop-
plog. She will walk into a big store,
look over a dozen gowns and try on
several before declding. Then she will
get a C. O. D. card and, visiting other
departments, will buy a hat, rich un-
derwear and a parasol. She will give
u flne order. When the goods are de-
livered at the address she mentioned,
it Is found there Is no such person as
Mrs. Walker. True, she has put the
store to a lot of trouble. Yet think of
the morning of womanly delight she
has had in ber shopping.”

The Right Place.

A dignified elderly gentleman riding
on a train was annoyed by a boy sit-
ting across the aisle. The boy had just
finished hfs breakfast and was amus-
ing himself by laughing at the old
gentleman. Presently the latter 1éan-
ed over and sald to the boy's mother:

“Madam, that child should be spank-
ed.”

“I know it,” sald she, “but I don't
belleve in spanking a child on a full
stomach.”

“Nelther do 1,” sald he, “Turn him
over,” ¥

e
Appropriate.

The Monument Man (after several
abortive suggestions)—How would sim-
ply “Gone home” do? Mrs, Newweeds
—I guess that would be all right. It
was always the last place Le ever
thought of golng.—Puck.

i Winning Her Attention.
I.';My wife never pays any attention to

mzn I say.”
see, the rongh Ides 18 this: 1I'm engagt | Mine does—sometimes,”

“How do you manage it?”
“I talk In wmy sleep.”—London Oplu-

language which is simply beautiful,|

Paid For the Supplies. A

A story sald to be characteristic is
told of a certain judge. It scems that
when he convened court at one of the
towns on his circuit it was found that
no pens, ink or paper had been pro-
vided, and upon Inquiry it developed
that no county funds were avallable
for this purpose. The judge expressed
himself somewhat forcefully, then drew
some money from his own pocket. He
was nbout to band this to the clerk
when a visiting lawyer, a high priced
imported article, brought on to defend
a case of some importance, spoke up In
an aslde plainly audible over the room.

“Well,” he remarked, with Infinite
contempt, “I've seen some pretty bad
courts, but this—well, this Is the
limit!"

The old judge flushed darkly.

*You are fined $25 for contempt, sir!
Hand the money to the clerk!” he sald,
and when the pompous visitor had
humbly complied he continued,

*Now. Mr. Clerk, go-out and get
what pens, Ink and paper the court
may require, and If there is anything
left over you can give the gentleman
his change.”—Harper's Weekly.

A Genius at Excuses.

“\While 1 was stage managing a plece
some time ago,” sald a theatrical mag-
nate, ‘one of my show girls showed
an Independence of spirit which was
superb. She was always late for re-
hearsal. Her excuses were great. All
her friends and relations had a serles
of maladies which were remarkable in
their number and diversity. She nurs-
ed them all until they naturally gave
up the ghost. About an hour was
enongh to bury most of them. Then
she caught on to mechanical devices.
Street cars were invarlably late—just
as late as she was, in fact. Then in
turn came certain inconveniences In
hotels. The elevator was continually
sticking until finally came the denoue-
ment. It was in Philadelphia. The
siren: did not appear untll nearly two
hours after the proper time. 1 looked
at her and walted. The excuse cama
glibly.

**Oh. she panted. ‘I'm so sorry, but
they are repairing the stairs at the
hotel, and I could not get down untll
they brought a landder!”

“I recognized genlus In that girl.”—
Chlcago Record-Herald.

How the Cook Did M.

He had a1 number of guests to din-
ner, and he was dolng the carving. He
had deftly tuken two slices off the
Jolut, und he was turning off a third
when the blade struck a skewer, made
a sliding motion and came out at the
top, with the result that the proposed
slice looked llke a dead leaf curled up
by the sun's rays.

He could not say Intense things in
the presence of his guests, so he froze
his wife with a glance, dug the skewer
out viclously, made a grim joke con-
cerning the Indigestibility of roasted
wood and ordered little Wlille, who
had made several attempts to speak, to
keep sllent or leave the table.

His evlident temper led to an embar-
rassing silence, and Willie saw an
opening that he could not resist,

“Cook burned her nose orful!"
announced.

“Too bad,” sald the mother, glad of
any excuse for conversation. “How
did she do 1t?"

“Why."” answered Willle very apro-
pos, “trying to pull them skewers out
with her teeth!"—London Scraps.

he

An Indigndnt Artist.

The sensational offers sald to have
been made by tlheatrical managers to
the prineipal actor in a recent wmurder
trlal must have made professional
stars feel very much ns did the painter
Haydon in 1846 when two of his finest
pictures were belng shown at the
Egyptian hall, and the public thronged
into another room where General Tom
Thumb was on view. “They rush by
thousands to see Tom Thumb,” wrote
the disappointed painter in his dlary.
“Their eyes are open, but thelr sense
Is shut. It Is an insanity, a rables, a
madness, a furor, a dream!” Another
entry later on runs: *Tomn Thumb had
12,000 people last week, R. R. Haydon
133} (the half a little girl). Exquisite
taste of the English people!” We do
not seem to have progressed much
since then.—London Chronlcle.

Diameter of a Fine Wire.

Bhould you ever find it necessaty to
obtain the diameter of a fine wire, it
muay be done in this manner: Wind it
carefully aronnd a plece of pencil In
one layer for an iuch or so, that each
turn Is tonching the previous one. Then
measure exactly an inch along the wire
and count the number of turns in the
inch, You then have the information.
Thus, If there nre eighteen turns the
wire Is one-eighteenth of nn fnch in dl-
ameter,

A Good Man.

“Your dead husband wor a good
mon,” declared the sympathetic Mrs.
Casey to the bereaved widow.

“He wor!” exclulined Mrs. Murphy,
dashing the tears from her eyes. “No
two polacemin cud handle him!” —
Judge,

Details Desired.

“Miss Vanessa, If na young man
should ask you to marry him what
would your answer be?”

“I can't say. A hypothetical qaes-
tion should go more fully into detalls.
—Washington Herald.

—_—
Wonderful Printing.

Bacon—They say Dauber does some
wonderful work. Egbert—Yes. 1 un-
derstand bLe painted some bananas
green, and in n month they all turned
yellow! .

——

In the Klondike region in midwinter
the sun rises from 9:30 to 10 a, m and
gets from 2 to 3 p. m.

Herbert Spencer and the Puddles.

On no one occasion was Herbert
Spencer known to ride when golng to
a dinner, yet so carefully did be guard
himself against the chance of solling
Lis dress shoes that he habitually car-
ried a bundle of old newspapers under
his arm. These were for the purpose
of being dropped, one by one, into each
mud puddle be might encounter on
crossing the street, By the time he
reached his destination the store of pa.
pers was exhausted. Muddy shoes on
the return walk did not matter to him
in the least.—London Caterer.

For Emergencies. .

A Dbanking reserve Is for use, not
merely for uh{pw. It Is for use In times
of emergency. Yet some bankers look
upon their reserves very much as the
superintendent of a hospital regarded
Its emergency bed. A patient all bang-
ed up In an accldent was brought to
the hospital one night and was told
that there was no room for him. “Why
not put him In the emergency bed?” It
was suggested. “If we put him In the
emergency bed,” It was replled, “then
we would have no emergency bed.”—

Wall Btreet Journal,
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Nature's Vengeance.

Pliny Informs us that twelve cltles
in Asla Minor were swallowed up In
one night, In the year 115 the city ot
Antioch and a great part of the adje-
cent country were burial by an earth:
qguaike,  About 300 years after it was
again destiered, plong with 40,000 In-
babitants, and after an Interval of slx-
13 Years was a thivd time overturneq,
with the loss of not legs than 60,000
sowls, 1o 1602 (he clty of Port Royal,
In Jamalea, was destroyed by an earth-
quake, and the houses sank into a gulf
forty fathoms deep. In 1693 an earth-
quake occurred fn Sielly which either
destroyed or greatly damaged fifty-
four cities. The clty of Catalonia was
utterly overthrown, 19,000 inhabitants
of the city perishing in the ruins. In
1755 Lisbon was destroyed by an
earthquake, and it buried under its
ruins above 50,000 inhabitants. In Au-
gust, 1822, two-thirds of the city of
Aleppo, containing a population of 200,-
000, were destroyed by an earthquake.
Thirty thousand of its inhabitants were
buried in the ruins.

Held Down the Speaker.

The sanctity of the speaker is an In-
violable law of parllamentary England,
yet once the necessities of the nation
‘were 80 grent that an assault and bat-
tery had to be made upon his sacred
person. It was In the third parlinment
of Charles 1. that the angry commons
framed their petition of riglts. This

rogative, and among those in the hyuse
who opposed it was Mr. Speaker. Upon
Sir John Elliott moving Its acceptunce
the speaker essayed to leave the chalr,
which would, of course, have proved
fatal to the bill. But they were ready
for him, and Hollis and Valentine seiz-
ed him, one on each side, and literally
held him In the chalr until the for-
mality of the reading was over. So
vital was the petition considered that
Cromwell sald In the lobby afterward,
“Had we been defeated I should have
left England tonight.”--London Chroni-
cle. e LN
Undodgeable Taxes.

“In the past,” sald the tax assessor,
“governments were wiser. They levied
taxes that could not he sworn off.
There was, for instance, the English
birth tax of the seventeenth century.
A laborer peid 2 shillings as birth tax;
& duke pald £30. You couldn't get
round it.

“Burlals were taxed, according to
the station of the dead, from a shilling
to £25. That, too, could not be dodged.

“Marriages were taxed. A duke to
marry pald £50; a common person,
like yourself, paid half a crown.

“In those days you pald a tax on
every servant, on every dog, on every
horse, on your carriage, your hearth,
your windows, watches, clocks, wigs,
hair powder, plate, ribbons, bricks,
conl, gauze and candles.”—Cincinnatl
Enquirer.

A Madinan's Strange Belief.

An unfortunate maninc was confined
In one of the Scottish lunatic asylums,
his particular infirmity being an un-
shakable bellef that every day was
Christmas day and that he was din-
Ing sumptuously on turkey or roast
beet and a good slice of plum pud-
ding. His real diet, however, was of
the plainest, he being served twice
dally with a dish of oatmeal porrldge.
After dally describing to his attendants
the pleasures he had tasted In his cut
of turkey or what not he as regularly
added, “‘Yet, somehow or other, every-
thing that 1 eat tastes of porridge.”
This story it was which gave rise to
the saying, “As palatable ns the mad-
man's porridge.”

Some Famous Salt Lakes.

The Dead sea {8 forty miles long and
nine miles wide. The Great Salt lake
Is seventy mlles long and eighty miles
wide, the largest body of brine In the
world. There Is evidence to show that
once the Great Salt lake was at least
850 miles In length and 1350 in width,
nine thnes its present area. The Dead
sea contalns about 24 per cent of sol-
Ids, one-third of which I8 pure salt.
while of the 23 per cent of solld mat-
ter In the waters of Great Salt lake
nearly sl Is salt.

Nct a Question of Grammar.

The green reporter turned to Lditor
McKelway. *“Which should I say,” he
asked bhesitatingly, * ‘My boy Henry
lald an egg on the table?

“Well,” sald Editor McKelway im-
patiently, “If you want something to
crow over, and he's that kind of a hen-
nery, let him lay it on the table if he
can. Otherwise have him put it there.”
~Judge.

His Distinction.

A solemn funeral procession, slowly
wending its way up the slope from the
church to the grave, was intercepted
by the old verger, who, pulling his
forelock In the usual rustic style, ad-
dressed the clergyman, whispering in
a confidential manner:

“Please, sir, corpse’s brother wishes
to speak to yer!"—London TIit-Bits.

A Nautical Secret.

Passenger—\What makes this boat
pitch s0? Sallor—That’s n nautical se-
cret, ma'am, that we don't like to give
away; but, seein’ it's you, I don't mind
tellin’® you that it's the waves.—San
Franeisco Call,

He Wanted to Know.

The Employer (coldly)—\Why are you
80 late? The Suburbanite (gulltily)—
There were two wrecks on the track
this morning, and— The Employer
(testily)—Who was the other one?

Partly True.

Mr. Nix-—I don't believe a word of
your story! Weary—\Well, that part
about my bein’ out of work for nine
years 18 as true as gospel!—Philadel-
phin Inquirer,

Frosty!

“Dora, would you be willing to mar-
ry a young man who has to make his
own way In the world and who has
nothing but his love for you to récom-
mend him?%"

“Certalnly, Gerald, If 1 cared epough
for him, but at present I don't know
of any such young man, Irosty
weather, Isn't it?'—Chlcago Tribune.

The wisdom of a wise man looks llke
the hole In a doughnut when a small
boy begins to ‘ask him questions.—Ex-
change,

Confidence Is the companion of suc-
cess.—Chatham,

Lucky.

Smith—Just migsed running down un
old lady with wy auto. Jones—Buh
Jove, you're a lucky dog! Smith—
Sure. I just had it painted last woek.
~Chicago News.

Littls Fcod.
Student—Something Is preying on my
mind.  Professor W.—It must be very
huhgry.—-Yale Record, - R

e - HORENE A Tl St
P P WL N 108 SR Y 800 T SR AT TS L L Y GTIATO  (E

cut at the very root of the king's pre-.

b s ¥ ARG o

60 YEARS’
EXFERIENCE

inaot MARKE
Disians
COPYRIGHTS &C
Anyone sending n ekeloh and dencr!runn may
qulekly ascertain our oplnion frod whether ab
invonton s probably patontabl Communien.
tions strictly confiderntial. ANDB 0K on Patent ¢
sent free, Oldeat agency for securing patents.
Patents takoen through Mumldt Co. renol ¥
special notice, without charge, 12 Lo

Scientific American,

A handsomely fllnstrated woekly, Jargest oli.
cnlation of any scientitio fonrn ‘erms, $3 &

ear: four months, §l. Sold by a'
BUNN & Co,sotercewm.New York
Bran/ oo, 626 ,

F B%. ash'naton, I\, C.

Notice To Our Custormsrs.

We are pleased to annmounce that
Foley's Honey and Tar for coughs,
colds and lupg troubles is not affected
by the National Pure Food snd Drug
law u8 It contsine no oplates or other
harmfual drugs, and we recommnend it
as 8 safe remedy for children and
adults.—Anders and Phiipp.

Buy your Lumher, Scft
Coal, Mill Feed, Etc.,

of
ADELBERT CUARK,
Dealer in General NMorchand ise
Thorpe, lova

Thisis what [lon. Jake Moore, State
Warden of Georga. says of Kodo! for
Dyspersia: “E. (. DeWitt&Co., Chi-
cago, lll.—Dear Sirs—] have soffered
mcrathan twenty years from indiges-
tion. About eighteen mouthe ago 1
had grown go much worse that I could
not digest u crust of corn bread and
could pot retain anything on my
stcmach I lost 261bs; in fact 1 made up
mind that L could not live but a short
time, when a friend of mine recommend-
€d Kodol. I coneented to try it to
pleste him and I was better in one day.
I now weigh more than 1 ever dld in
my lifeand am in better health than
for many years, Kodol did it. I keep
a bottle constantly, and write this
hoping that humanity will be benefited.
Yours very truly, Jake C, Moore,
Atlanta, Aug. 10, 1901.” Sold by All
Durggists.

-

Whev you waut

Fine Furniture

AT
Fair Prices
GO TO

Werkmeister:

Eerlville
Undertaking Solicite:

H, WERKMEISTER

Earlville, lowa

Be careful about that little cough.
Get something right awsy; some good,
reliable remedy that will move the
bowels. Kennedys Laxative Congh cure
acts gently yet promptly on the bowels
and allays inflammsation at the eame
time, It is pleasant to take and it is
especially recommended for children,
as it tastes nesrly as good 68 maple
auger, Sold by All Druggists.

E. E. COWLES,

t'roj 1ic o1 e

DRAY - LINE,

Am preparsd to do all ¥inds of wirk In
mylue, Movinz ssfos, misical Instrumnents,
bouseho'd yoods and hewsy articles wpec-
alty, £

Resldence Phone No 265,

This 18 worlh Remembering,
Whenever yon have a cough or cold
Jjust remember that Foley’'s Honey and
Tar will cure it. 1o not risk your
health by taking any other but the
genuine. It i:sin a yellow package.—
Anders und Philipp,

THE CHILDREN LIKE IT

KENNEDY'S LAXATIVE
COUGH SYRUP

A severe cold that may develop into
pneumoniaover nlght, c¢in bs curad
qulcklev by taking Foley's Honay and
‘ar. It will cura Lu3 most obstinate
racking cough aand strengthen your
lungs. The genuine is in a yellow
packsge.—Anders and Philipp.

H. L. Main,

Hopkinton, lowa.

LADIES' SHOES.

‘We have just received a com-
plete line of the famous

JUEN STRORTMAY SEORS

These shoes are well known in
this vicinity for their perfect
fit, style and wearing qualitiee,
Try u pair of them, in the Gun-
metal Leather, you’ll like em.

"H. L. MAIN,

Hopkinton, lowa.

Get DeWitt's Carbonized Witch Hazel
Salve—It is healing, sooihing dnd cool-
Ing. It 1s gocd for pilcs, Sold by All

Drugglsts,

RAILROAD
Time Cards.

Manchester & Oneida RY

§ Duily trains.
» Daily except Sunday,

‘Through tickets on sale to all polnts,
’Phone 196 for further information,

E. E. BREWER, Treflic Manage

]

ILLINOIS CENTRAL R. R.

TIME TABLE.
Main Line Passenger Tralne,
WEST BOUND| MAIN LINE

No1* 11:55 pm|.. Fast Train..
No401 11:32 pm|Thro Express..
Nob +8:108 m|.. Fast

North Bound l

Bet Cedar R;
-——ArTive— M -~

and

"‘)Al,l‘nbove trains carry passengors.
ally.
QDMI; ExceptSunday.
H. G, PIEROE, Station Agt."

No. 5 Runs to Omaha, Bioux City and 8¢, Panl

No. 8 Runs to Ft. Dodge only.

No. 1 has connections to Om
Sloux Falls, St Paul and Minnea

s and No.
from same points

Given Up to Dle,

B. Spiegel, 1204 N. Vireioia St
Evausyllle, lod., writes: “For over
five years | was troubled with kidney
and bladder affections which caused me
much pain and worry. I lost flesh and
was all run down, and a year ago had.
to abandon work entirely. 1 had three
of the best physiclans who did me no
good and I was practically given up to

meuded and the f{iret gaye me great re-
leir, and after taking the secsnd bot-
tle I was entirely cured.”  Why not let
it help you? Anders & Pbillip.. =

Shampoo Baths,

Office and bath roomi on Franklin
stroet, op posite Globe Hotel,

G. D. GATES

Orino Laxative Fruit Syrup is & new
remedy, an imp:ovements on the lax-
atives of former years, as it does not
gripe or nauseatoand is pleassnt to
take Itis guaranteed. Anders and
Philipp. >

FOR SALE.

J.J. PENTONY,

All kinds of exterior and interior

riage painting.
and satisfaction guaranteed.

Over Atkinson’s Blacksmith Shop.

No Oase on Record, :

There is no csase on record of a cough
or cold reeulting in pneumonia or
crnsumption after Foley's Honey and
Tar has Leen taken, as It will sto your
cough and break up your cold qllrcklo’.‘ -
Refuse eny Lut the genuine Foley's
tioney 8nd Tar in a yellow pack:
Coatsins no opiates and fs safe and
sura.—Anders and Philipp

Why do you trer and grumble,
Why don’t you take s tumble,
Uso Beacem's Plenle Pllls,

They will drivo awa, gourllln
Try them.y 25 cents. All, SFel

A. J. HESNER,

Sucaes or to Geo, H, Keyes.

BLACKSMITHING

ized me when,l ran the lndorndnn’
blackemith shop on the West do.gr:
Invited to again give me their work.
I “ﬁ- nov':"t!ml prgp;letor lol the shop
on Franklin street, formerly owned by
George H, Keyes, ’ % : b’ !
A.J. HESNER,

S. F. GORZNEY,
LIVE STOCK

Manchester, Iowa.

Makes successful sales ®very-
where  Satisfnction gnamuwg;
beat references, Leave dates at.
Del, Co, State Bank, ' 45

P

afe, Ioley’s Kidney Cure was recom- -

TIME TABLE. C.
Ly, Marchester | Commoel | poie st | Tima
fimy n[‘(nln___ with ___l__ Anive al I “._. "
* _No,2 C, G. W, Oclweln.... 645210
6:15 8. No.56 St raul . 12:50pm
Mionespolis 1:20pm
waterloo... Bil0win
Marshall'tn =~ 9,63 &.m
Des Molnes 11556 aJm
KansasCity  8.00 p.a
§ No.4 C,G. W, Dabnque... HS.05am
7:15 a.m No. G Chicago.... 1:40p.m
§ No,6 O.M.&StLPCaimar..... 12:10pm
8id5a.m No,22 CharlesCity 1247 m
Mason City 1450 M
No. 8 0.G. W. Dubuque.... 5:25p.sm
2:00 p.m No. 4 Chlcazo...... 10:00 p.m
No,3 Oelweln s:gpm
Waterloo . 4:%% pm*
Marshalltown 6:30 p.m
Des Moines.. 8.85 pan
Kuanras City. G:00a.m
St. Paul..... 9:00 p.m
pol 9:3 pn’
* No.10 C.M.&St P Monticello.. ' 6:30 p.m
4:45pm No,21 Marlen.,.... T:50pm
Cedurliaplds  8:10 p.m
Davenport,,  9:35 p.m

EAST BOUND

Bloux cnr"

B 'h 1give the Co-
a s nant systam of
bathe, the most
sclentific ever in-
v sl
apor, 45
Tub, .':;‘%ﬂ%.‘.‘:‘? i
and BT
Shampoo. Ladies* .+
LADIES’ Df};’&':g":.
DEPART' p;rtment : llI in
MENT. Shagy ior My
Better Equipt |27, expett in_the .
Than Ever batbs and sham- .
Before. povos:

Good rendence property on Franklin Steest
e :

painting, A specialty made of Car- *
Prices reasonable

)

Compound Vaoor, Tub and -

f

PAINTING |}

« S.J. Maley.

All of the old customers, who patron” Q ._~
S | e

AUCTIONEER,

Al
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|
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