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ZUDORA

A Great Mystic Story by Harold McGrath

Copyright, 1914, by Harold McGrath.

This story is being shown eve
photo-play at the Vining,

ry Sunday and Monday evening in
One chapter will be printed each week in the

future and then be followed in the photo reels,

Zudora is left an orphan at an early
nge, Her father Is kilied in a gold mine,
Zudora and the fortune from the mine,
which grows to be worth $20,000,000, are
left In the guardlunship of Frank Keona
Zudora's mother's brother, Zudorn, Elve
ing promise of great heauty, reaches the
age of alghteen. The uncie. who hus set
himself ap a8 a Hindu mystic and s
koown as Haossam All, decides that Zy-
dora must die before she can hove a
chance to come Into possession of hor
money, 8o that it may be left to him, the
next of kin.
to his scheme In the person of John
Storm, a young luwyer, for whom Zu-
dorin has taken n faney, und be come-
mands the girl to put the moan out of her
mind.  Zudora Insists that If she cannot
morry Storm she will murry no one.

“Well, well,” says Hassam All, “if you
tuke such a stand I'll compromise. Solve
my next tweuly cuses and you can murry
him; fall in u singie case and you must
renounce him.**

Zudora, using the knowledge galned
from years of assoclation with her uncle,
unravels & baflling mystery and wins her
first case—a onse in which John Storm Is
suved from being convicted of o murder
instigated by Hussam All himself,

Zudora and Hassam All visit Nabok
Bhan's house, where sleep overcomes eV
ry one whenever Nubok attempts to mar-
ry o princess. Storm, secking Zudora, s
made a prisoner. Zudora folls Nabok
Bhan, restores the princess to her origina)
lover and saves Stornn from deanth,

A maker of diumonds tells Hussam All
his secret. Storm informs Zudora that
hin life 18 being attempted frequently
Btorm suspects Hassam All.  Storm s
arrested for steallng the dinmond muker's
gems, but Zudors discovers the real
thlieves—a palr of mice

CHAPTER 1V,

The Sacret of the MHaunted Hills.
ERHAPS a month elapsed with
out uny puzziing cuse coming
under Hassam All's notice. Zu
dora and Storm bad thelr meet
ings, always previously arranged by
the earrier pigeons, nbout which Has

sam All pretended to know nothing.

Besldes, be was busy with numerous
cllents who wanted to know about
their buosiness investments, their own
futures and somebody else’s past

And be continued to bulld his pyra
mids of phantom gold,

The one mistake be had made was to
acquaint Zudora with the knowledge
of her immense fortune.

The trustees had always addressed
their letters to him, and it would have
been an easy mutter to have kept her
fn ignorance. But. evil as~he was
himself, he had a profound respect for
Zudora's word. She had given it, and
there wns three years' grace.

If In that perlod of time be could
not rid bimself of that meddiing at
torney be would tear down the black
velvet curtains with his own hauds
and make a bonfire of them.

Storm bad orged Zudora a dozen
thes to muarry bhim secretly, but she
steadfastly refused to accede to his
wishes,

Of what use to marry If they could
not hnve a home of thelr own?

Of what use to burden themselves
with a secret which would interfere
with thelr pursults and bang threaten-
ingly over their heads?

More than that, she reasoned. her
friends would always look askance at
her If, after some months, it became
known that she wns married and was
not living vpenly with ber husband,

No: she had given bher word, and she
would not break It So John surren

dered gracefully. But be was always
feeling that mysterious clond which
bung lowering over them both.

Many s night while alone he tried to
figure out the basie cause for Hassam
All's artitude. Bome day, when work
easled up a bit, he determined to go
back over Hassam AlP's past with all
the searching inquiry of a first class
lawyer.

There was something more than
mere physical antagonism. He never
confessed this bellef to Zudorn, how-
ever. .

It did not look quite falr to her o
put doubts into her beart when be bad
pothing back of these doubts but In
stinct

But thére was no getting around the
plain fact that be feared Hassam All-
feared him for Zudora's snke.

One day Storm recelved a letter from
his mother. and the contents first
amused, then niarmed him.  His par
ents were well to do country folk in
the south. Thelr forbears bad been
gontherners of wealth apd position up
o wurtimes,

Plece by plece the fine donble Inherl.
tnnee bad vanished! nnd nt the time of
John's birth they had sonk from af
fluence to the ordinary comforts of life.
There had been enough money to send
the Iad to college. to ft him for his
vwn battle In life.

He wans a good son, writing home

once a month and waking holiday vis-
its whenover there was opportunity.

Often he bond sent chiecks bome, but
invariably these bad been roturned
They did not need the money; they had
enoungh for thelr slmple wunts, and
when they dled all they bad would be
his,

is mother had written that an
alarming mystery had  confronted
them, one that promised to declmnte
the negro servitors on the varlous
farmy and estates, And Just now, when
all the crops were vipe, It mennt rule
for a great muny whose sole lucome
wis derived from thelr crops,

Husshm All soes an obstnele |

The negroes were not dying; they
were fleging. This mystery was no
idle fancy, no idle rumor. It was @
livlug fact, visible to the eye. She

themselves, and
minded people.

Something must be done soon or
there would not be a servant left In
the county.

The uill baek of the Storm place
was hnunted. Night after night, ngainst
[ the slde of the hill, there appeared the
| herole skeleton of a buman haud with
| 0 black spot In the center of the pitlm,
as if it bnd been made by an enor-
wons bullew

No one conld get close to it In-
variably It vanished at the approach
of any living belng, This ghastly

they were normnl

Hassam Ali and Jimmy Bolton.

thing waxed and waned, something
ufter the mauner of the coal of a
man's plpe.

Of course It was plain trickery, but
one could not fmpress the excitable
negro mipd with this fact, and, more
than this, there were many white peo
ple who were guite assured that this
skeleton hand presaged the coming of
the end of the world.

Something must be done at once
Would her dear son come lmmedintely
and see if be could put this mystery
where 1t belonged? He wired back
that he would,

Of course there waus no doubt in
tits mind that some one was playing a
practical joke of 8 grewsome sort, but
be also realized that It might rurn into
n serious affair If It wds permitted to
continue.

He laoghed at one moment and
swors ot the next Why the perpetri
|tors of the joke had selected the nill
baek of the Storm place set him think
ing deeply.

He decided to go home and lay the
ghost, us the saying goes. He packed
up, sent & letter to Zudora and left
townn.

When Zudora received the letter she
wns greatly perturbed. It seemed 1o
her that what appeared as a bit of
conrse fpolery might hnve ag Its base
something serlous regarding the wel
fare of bher love and his people. Rather
diffidently she sought Hassam All's ad
vice,

Her uncle shrugged. “Some country
bumpkin 1s playing a joke on the more
simple minded. Go and solve it if you
wish, only you'll have your trouble for
vour paings."

“But how do you account for the
band ¥"*

“Trickery, pure and simple; phos-
phorescence mayhap. The negro mind

kinks, like his halr. He will take It
ug n slgn that the world 18 coming to
nn end”

“Some pegroes have dlready desert-
e¢d. It looks to me something more
than an idle Jest”

Haossnm All gnve her a quick, shrewd
glance. He wondered what wns going
on Iu the girl's mind. Had she any
suspleions? It was inherent for her to
speak the truth,

“Have you intimated to Storm of the
gold 7" he nsked.

“No,” rather scornfully. *1 bave
given my word. Yoo ought to know
that | never break it."

“But often regret giving it

“Perhaps.”

“Well, my advice in stay home.
There Is no renson why you sbouid
ke any risks on aceount of Storw's
people.””

“Yon sald it was probably a bum
kin's joke.” % &

“Yes, but the negroes cannot be
rusted 1o n case where thelr Imagina
tlon may get the better of thelr com
mon gense. Better walt untll you hear
from this fool of a lover of yonrs”

*1 nm better able to judge Joln
storm thano you,” coldly. “He Is not s
foul.”

“Holty-toity! Hasn't it ever occurred
to you that Storm 1% young. ulone and
pullt ke most young men ¥

“What do yon mean by that?

“Hus be told you everything about
his life before he mot you ?"

“Will you kindly expinin®"

“Let him explaln” sald Hassam All

and, baving planted this barb of doubt,

and her husband had seen the thing |

—at least the southern negro—is full of

turned on hls beel and retired to his
den, rather well satisfied with himself.
But Zudora's love was lke a shield,
The barb bounded off harmlessly. John
Sturm was a clean man in thought and
In life. She had pot passed through
this pecullar schooling of bers without
being uble to read between the lines
She was absolutely certuin that love
could pot blind her to any defects in
John, All Hassam All accomplisbed by
his Innuendo was to enlarge thot
smoldering susplelon which was ever
o ber henrt

A good many of us are nearsighted
mentally. [t is eusier to judge things
in the distapce thin cloge nt hand
While the geneenl world knew that
Hussam All was a miser, Zudora was
quite Ignorant of the fact. Had she
definitely known of his nordinate love
| of gold, her subsequent miseries might
| inve been nvolded to some extent.

Storm went south immediately. The
home was simple and comfortsble
There were two or three bits of ane
tique furniture which had been sived
from the wreck. It was night when be
urrived. The country raliway stution
had, with Its usual nondeseript crowil
of Idlers, witnessed his arrival, and
the news traveled quickly. He regret-
ted that he had not come secretly and
gone about his investigutions unob-
served. But the damage was done and
proved conclusively that he wus not
cut out for a detective.

[le wos greeted fondly by his par-
ents, dnd they repeated with elnbora-
tions what had been recounted to him
{In the letter. It was downright serlous,
po lapghing matter. The help were de-
Claring that the mystic hand was the
warning of the world's end. Not a few
of the poorer class of white folk were
aecepting the hoax as a serfous nffalr.
Some of the negroes were even golng
80 fur as to kneel down to the hand
(from u safe distance; and  lotone
prayers,

“Humph!" muttered Storm. 1 want
u good lvok at this thing. And some
one 8 golng to get a rattling good
kicking before I go back to town. Why
the dickens should they plek out our
hill for their tomfoolery ¥

“Father says it's becnuse some one
has a grudge ngniost the family,” sald
his mother.

“ritile!™

“Animaginary grievance,” she added.

“Who could possibly bave a grudge
against you two, who hive done every-
thing to make Ilife decently worth
while to the help¥

“You never can tell,” sald old Mr.
Storm, digging Into bis pocket for his
pipe.

“What time does
pear?"

“Oh, nny time between sundown and
midunight.”

“All right [I'll take n shotgun and
go hunting for Mr. Ghost this very
night,” Storm declared wrathfully.

But he wasted his time. Also the
pmight following nothing came of his
vigil, The third uight be wus called
to the door in time to see the bhand
flicker for a moment and then vanish
He_rushed toward the hill, but found
uothing,. He began to grow very
angry. He admitted, the little time he
| saw it, that it was grewsome enough,
| It was elght or ten feet In beight, with
a shadow In the palm lke sn embed.
ded bullet. Subeonsclonsly he seemed
| to recognlze something vaguely famil-
| inr about the shape of the hand.

He did not go into the vilage, bot
prowled around In the vicinlty where
the hand appeared most frequently
There wus no evidence of phosphor
escence, no footpriots except those
made by the npegroes some two or
tliree hundred yards below the hill
John was puzzled apd {rritated at the
same time. This joke was being per
petrated by some one who hnd brains
Meanwhile the crops lay ungathered
and were beginning to rot In the fields.
Something must be done in a hurry,
else he would be compelied to send to
the city for emigrantss~ who would
doubtless take to thelr heels after the
same manner as the negroes. So he
telegraphed for Zudora,

And Zudora cnme.

The Storm family had beard about
her, you may be assured. But unti

it genernlly ap:

The Skeloton Hand Appeared on the
Side of the Hill,

she appenred In the flesh they had en
tertnined some doubts nbout this nlece
of n man whose husiness they beld In
supreme contempt. They fell In love
with ber at once, rather shamefucedly
when up to that moment they bad
been quite positive that she had lald o
siren's trap for thelr boy.

Old man Storm pondered a good denl
It did not seem possible thnt this sley
der, handsome, durk eyed girl was
detective. It did not moteh aup with
i the tnles he bnd rend in books, MNhe
was just ke any other givl, nothing
mysterious whintever,

“It's really merlons, Zudorn.” snid
John. “I've trled my band at detectiv.

work, btﬂ:l haven't gnined an Inch. 1
admit t 1 am totally at sea. ['ve
seen the thing once nt a great distance,
and I don’t wonder that the natives are
hiking for other parts.

“Have you any old time enemies?”
she asked.

*1 come back once or twiee & year
for a day or two. | seldom go into the
village. I've been In New York for
nearly fourteen years and have quite
forgotten how the npelghbora look.
How the deuce could 1 huve any ene-
mies?"

*1 mean your father., He may have
discharged some one who atms at hav.
Ing revenge.” she suggested,

“There hnsn't heen any one discharg-
ed from this plnce since 1 was o kid,
and yon enn tuke it from me that the
chap who Is playing this gnine hog o
brain better educated than the run of
help berenbonts.”

“1 am coing to make some investion
tlons. anil yon must lot me go my own
wiy. No tgging after me when |
wiant to go lnto the village, Some one
in the village will know what s golng
on. No one wounld come from the ont.
side to play o gnme like this”

“All vizht. If a0y one cun get to the

lovely sell. Good luek, swopthenet!

Three or four days possed. Zudorn
went tbout her work systematically
One day she enme upon a Uit of news
that startled ber profoundly. It was of
such a charmeter that she dared not
Impart this news to Johin, e must be
kept in total fgnorance, The brain that
had Instigated this really eriminal joke
was in New York, It waps the tool of
this cunning brain she must bLring to
light aud confusion. [Mer unele! How
the man hated John, to play so despl
eable a jest upon his people! The old
susplclons returned, stronger than ever
She wus growing a bit afrald of thls
nnele of hers; slie was beginnlng to un
derstand that flesh and blood Aid not
always count But why? Why should
he wish to harm Johin Storm? It was
an ununswerable guestion. She real
fzed thut from now on she muast be on
her guird, Her uncle must never learn
that she entertalned the least sus
picion,

That night they all received a shock.
The hand suddenly appeared on the
slde of the house, and even B8 they
rushed nut to look at it it slowly faded.
Zudora threw a quick, circling glance.

The Old Man Accused Her, but John
Intervened.

but there wag po spot of lHght {n the
distance to confirm her suspicions that
1 “magie lantern™ was belng locnsed
agninst the side of the house, The re-
sult of this visitation was the final ex-
odus of the help, with the excepgjon of
the housemnid nnd the boy who did
chores about the honse. The matrer
had been fully explpined to these two.
Noune the less they were budly fright
ened,

When the spectrnl hand appenred the
next night old man Storm selzed his
shotgun and started out with blood in
his eye. The result of his roge nnd ex-
citement was n badly lacerated arm for
the housemald. The old man nccnsed
her, but Johno Intervened. The poor girl
had only been curious to see how near
she could get to the specter. She was
fortupate to have escaped with ber
life.

Later John began to show prececns
pation, and when questioned by Zo-
dorn be admitted that there had beeén
an eplsode of his younger days that he
had all but forgotten. The dark spot
in the palm of the bhand had ooy
bronght back the scene vividly,

*1 used to come home duoring college
days to tinnt o litle.  There's quail
and partridge galore in November, |
used to ke young Jimmy Bolton
along to carry the gnine. He was only
n kid.  Well. to mnke a long story
short, 1 wns careleas In inndliog the
gun. and some of the churge went into
Bolton's hand.  ‘The best thing we can
do, then, Is to loeate him. He wasn't
always quite right In the apper story,
But how the dickens be shonld come to
think up such n boax nod spring it
after all these years gots me,”

, Zudorn suld nothing.  There won
nothing for her to siy,

“Ho we'll tnke o ook into Jimmy's af-
e conciuded John

But Jimmy hnd got been seen by any
one for severnl weeks., The specter
suddenly censed operntions, A week
passed, and both Storm and Zudorn
concluded to return to town, but to
retiurn secretly the tiest thoe the band
mide Its nppearance ngaln.

Oddly enough Storm also hnd vague
susplelops regaviling the brain behind
Bolton, bot, perhnps foollshly, he re
frained from contiding to Zudorn.  He
had become reasonably sure that Has
enm All was somewhere In the bnek
ground.  Jimmy Bolton wis inenprble
of perpetrating o houx of this pecullar

bottom of this muddle it will be your |

order without capitul. At any rate he
wis determined to put the matter bold.
L w Hassam AlL

Amed wus not going to admit him at
irst.  Orders were orders. But when
Storm  deciared that be would come
back with a pellceinun Amed conclud-
ed to meeept the lesser of two evils
Storm found himself In the familiar
drawing room. Zudorn seetned every-
where—Iin the arrnngement of the tow-
| ers, the pictures. the musle rack.

*Well, sir,” said a cold voice from
behind, “this I8 an honor forced upon

1
|

the slightest besitancy ‘whe sought the
shack, knocked intrepldly and was sud-
denly dragged in and securely bound.
lo the dim lght she could see that Bok
ton was not untonched with insanity.

Storm had promized oot to follow,
but she never went ont at night with-
out his being somewhere pear. He too
band seen the tlnshing eye. A brief
! tablenn #f Zudora strupgling in the
doorway was enough. He wans neirly
ns mad as poor Jimmy Holton, He
used the fellow ronghly and left him
exhansted and thoroughly cowed in a
corner und then Nberated Zudorn,
‘ In the nttie of the shack was n glant
stereapticon, capuble of throwing a
concentrated rey o thousand yoarda or
| more. The plate projected wns really
{nn X ray exposure of Bollen's bnnd.
Ldohn threatened snd cojoled and even
| olfered mwoney 10 Bolton it he would
confess who bud set uhin up to this
jtrick. Bor Jimmy refused to divaige
| hls secret. He feared the (hireats of
| Bossam Al far more thon the threats
of his vietim,

A week later the crops were belng
naevested, and Zudorn snd John res
| turned to the eity, ench secretly won-
dering what the next vrdeant would hold
| for them,

ITO BHE CONTINUED. ]

An Air Familiar to Almost Every Coun=
try In the World.

A London paper recently asked the
| question, “Which is the world’s most
| famous song?' and then proceeded to

mitke an unespected answer—-nnmely,
| that 1t Is pot “Auld Lang Syne,” “An-
, nle Laurle,” *“Home, Sweet Home,'*
l"(:nd Save the King." “America,”
| “The Wateh on the Rhine,” *“Ihe Mar-
|.‘u-lllutﬁc" or “I'ie List Rose of Sum-
| mer” all of which wonlil seem to be
 probable candidites for the bonor.

‘ THE MOST FAMOUS SONG.
|‘

He Suddenly Drew Back His Hand, but | What I8 it, then? The nuswer ta *Mal-

Storm Was Too Quick For Him.

me, 1 hnve forbldden yon the hospital
| ity of this hovse."

"l nm well awnre of that,” returned
Storm, quite as coldly ns Hossnm AlL
“I have not come for hospitality. Whit
I demand to know is, what the devil
do you menn by setting a balf witted
| boy up to such n beastly game ns that
gpectral bonnd?*  Storm shook his tist
under Hassam All'S nose,

All the fury against this yonng mnn
bubbled up In Hassam Al's bheart and

drew back his band, bot Storm was
master In danger, selzed a vase sund
stole up behind Storm.

| But from her boudoir above Zudora
thad heard the loud volces. She held
1 Iu her hand only o book. She flung it
i with more accurncy than Is generally
| credited to the feminine nrm. It hit
Amed squarely on the shoulder; anl
the vase elnrtered to the floor.

| John Bung Hassum All from him and

| faced Zudora,

Itke this, but 1 lost wy temper.”
“And perbaps 1 lost mine” snid Has
snm All, recogulzing the nesd of a bit
|of diplomacy., *1 hmd forbidden him
|lhs.- house, Zudora, He pushed his
way In with threats of pollee”
| “Yon were wrong, John' sald Zn
dorn, with no small diplomiaey herself
| “There |s nothing to prevent my see
']lll'..': you when and where 1 will, but
| this I8 my uncle's bouse, e bns n per
fect right to deny you admittance if
be 50 wishes™
John swallowed hard. He was not
| especting a rebuke from such n guar
| ter. He apologized agaln uud left the
| house.

pwalted him.

|

Zudora Was Suddenly Dragged In and
Securely Bound.

county with shotguns. A carrier ph
geon sequainted Zudora with the fact
The next morning the twao left for the
gouth. Zuodorn nor John referred to
the row with Hlassam AlL

“Let me work alone.  The sight of
you mny scire away this boy,” she
sl

“All right.,” e ngreed, bur with the
mentnl reservation that bhe would fol
low her nod remnin within eall,

Zudora found Jimmy Bolton and Jim
my Bolton fouud her, much to ber dis
comfort and nlurm. She hnd gone far
opposite o where the specter hana
usunlly appearsd, and sbhe discovered
in n window of a shack on the op
posite bl the Cyelopenn eye she had
nitherte bunted for o valu  Withou(

“1I nm sorry, dear, to have o rumpus

At lis apartments a telegram |
The specter had return: |
ed, uud the farwers were patrolling the !

brook,” whose refralns, “We won't go
!hl)lllu till ‘'morning" and “For he's &
Jully goodd fellow,” are cqunlly familinge
l In Europe and In Amerien,

The alr of the song bns been sung In
Europe sinee the time of the ernsndes,
when It was enrried to the enst nnd 8o

| became familine to Turks nnd Arabs.
The moderntzntion of the song dntes
from some thoe after the bittle of Mal-
plagquet, when It wis Hest sung by
| Freneh muse at Versallles, whence 1t
spread to Paris and throvghout Franeos

Inenutiously was permitted to over | and, ax bas been snld, give the great
flow the brim. He wanted John Slurml Duke of Mariborougth mwre celebrity
dead, dead at his foet. He soddenly | thaa all is victorien, The words wetls

. printed on fans and screens and were

too quick for him. Amed, seelng his | SuSes 0 prieces Andbe Ahe wieetn

The still further modernizntion foe
| the exigencles of rolstering melody
was the last toneh which insured the
RONE  universal  popatarity Incorpo-
rated o opern boufle by Wizet, sung by
Marle Antolnette 1n the ‘Tulleries, in-
troduced by Henuwmnrebnls in “The
Marringe of Flgnre” and by Besthoven
in his symplony and hiomme) by the
| great Napoleon whenever e entered n
buttie, the ale of “Malbrook™ nas Uter.
| ally sung ltself futo the heart of the
world.
And Do Manrier nnderstond its Infl-
nite possibiltles when e bud Trilby
transform It into o great 1yrie tragedy.

A Lucky Imitation,

Murshal Gourko, the fiwons Hnsslnn

| Bepernl, was n [errible nutoernl,. Un
[ one veension #n lmpersonator of cele-
| brated men was performing st a8 theas
J ter In Odessn,  One evening he recelvs
ed a mysterions message, whlch rend.

“Study General Gourke” In Russin

It 18 Detter not w inguire Inte malters
| that oune does not wuderstnnd, nnd so
| the artlst spent un bour v privately
lmpersonntiog the aatoermithe Russian.
Just us the evening performance was

abont to commence an order of arrest
sigued by Gourke was presented to the
Ilmpersonator, nod without explanation
he was led through the streets to the
marsbal's patice und iote an apargs

el “They tell we that you Imper-
sonnte celebrated men,” he roared
“lmpersonnte me!™  Glving a  hasty
look ot Gourko, the performer turned
to the mirror to “make up.” It was an
anxlous thme, for if the warshal should
tnke exception to the representation
he bnd unlimited power w Inflict pon-
Ishment. The Impersonator dragged
himself together and torned to the
marshal a copy of his own face and
overbearing wanner.  Gourko buorst
luto a ronr of lnughter, und the dune
BUrous moment wns over,

-.'ll ment where the tercible man wus sent-

When Paderewski Was Poor.

Paderewski's st really lmpoertant
engngement s o plinlet wus In Paris.
He was enguged to piny in the draw-
Ing room of a Indy fuinous for ber mo-
sleitles, and nis fee, which secmed to
il enormons, was $20, He wanuged
to persuade the bumine agent to pay
bim In advapcee, and when Paderew-
skl hnd redecmed nis dross suic from
pawn and puld for shues, gloves, tie
nud other essentiils be hiad no money
left for cnb bire, g0 he was forved to
wiulk to the scene of Lis engagement.
The wusle loving audience inspired
Olm, He pinyed with feeling, pussion
and mustery of his istroment as nev-
¢r before.  His success wins anstang
and unmistnkable. ‘The poor player
tind suddenly bpecome the lon of the
hour, und fame and fortube Were a8
sured him, At last, after disengnging
himself from his admirers, De turteda
o lenve, when bis nostess, remem ber
ing with regret the swnllness of the
fee for so marvelons a performance,
offered mim her enrringe for bis retnrn
bome.  Rut Paderewski's pride came
to the rescue. 1o his courteous yet re-
served way he made o formal bow,
and, saying, “No. thank you, madame;
my own s walting," he stepped oug
fur bix tong wialk bomewnrd.—Pears,
sun's Weekly.
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