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PART 1.
CHAPTER I.

' "Ifyou could only prove you were in the
Upland wood at the time!" Old Lord Ver-
llngton says this with a sigh, looking at
Meredyth with a very perplexed expres-

sion in bis kind old eyes.
"Ican prove nothing," returns the young

man addressed, somewhat doggedly; "I

have only my word!" The doggedness is

so evidently the outcome of misery that
Lord Verlington. instead of being annoyed,

la touched, by it.
"I know, I know, my dear boy. Don't

for a moment think I do not respect it.
Why, bless me, George, I've known you

from a boy. From." with a gesture, "so
high! And your father before you, and
there is besides a kinship between us. Bui
you see there are others, ?and the world i
very censorious, always so glad to rcliev
Its ennui with a scandal?and his be!:?:
your cousin, and you are the next heir v
the title and estates, and?" He hesitated.

"Well? Go on." says Meredyth, bitter-
ly. "Is the mesh even stronger?"

"The fact, my dear boy, that there has
been bad blood between you of late."

"Exaggerated to the very degree!''
replies Meredyth with some agitation.

"I daresay, I daresay." The old man
fidgets on his chair. "But how the deuce,
George, did your gun come to be lying at
his side?"

"Why don't you ask rather why his own

gun wasn't by his side? He shot himself?
poor follow?with one of my guns, as I
firmly believe."

"And his own?"
"Left it behind here somewhere. I've

searched the gunroom, and can find no
trace of it."

' "Ah!" It is the simplest, ejaculation,

and means only regret on the part of Ver-
lington, but It is as matchwood to the
fiame of the younger man's passionate in-
dignation against fate?against the world
?against, the woman he loves, but already
begins to doubt.

"As 1 have told you," cries he fiercely,
"I have no proofs. I don't ask you to be-
lieve In me. We parted in the gunroom.
He told me he was going to the Warren. I
was going to Uplands. I have only my
own word fer all this ?a poor thing in the
eyes of an expectant world. Give me up,
lny lord, and "

"Now! Now! Now!" rays the old man.
lifting his thin and pale forefinger. "What
is the good of your going on like that? I'm
your friend, George, and one bit of advice
I give you. Don't lose your temper over
this sad affair."

"A man who has lost everything as I
have lost," says Meredyth, "may well lose
his temper too."

He Is silent for a full moment, then:
"There is one thing Lord Verlington"?

he pauses. "I should like yen to know
that Dick and I were not such bad friends
as you may have been led to believe. Poor
old Dick and I?we?" his voice sinks very
low?"had a dispute yesterday over that
dog. You heard of it, I see. But?" he
Stops altogether, and turning to the win-
dow, covers his eyes with bis hands. "I
declare to heaven," says ho in a choked I
voice. "I would gladly be lying where he JIs now, if?" I

"Yea, yes, yes," says the old lord heavi- j
ly. "However, take heart, boy. He Is not j
dead yet. Dr. Ralton is even of opinion 'that there is a faint hope tor him."

"Has he," eagerly, "recovered conscious-
ness?"

"No, but he may!"
"My life is In bin dying hand';," says the'

young man slowly. "If he recovers?lf he 'even grows conscious, tho suspicion of this
hideous guilt will be lifted from my shoul- >
ders. Ifhe dies?dies?" miserably, "with-1
out speaklug?"

"I know?lt will go very bard with you.
But not so hard, my dear fellow. It is dif-
ficult to convict the innocent person. The
law is tremendously clever. George." anx-
iously, "did no one see you in the Up-
lands?"

"Not a soul. At least," dejectedly, "I
saw no one." i

"Itwas unfortunate?that quarrel yester-
day! I am told you took each other by
the throat, and?"

"And, as Ihave told you, everything has
been terribly exaggerated. It was by no
means so bad as that," with a dismal
smile. "He lost his temper, and so did I.
We were always a bit violent, you know,
and we had a tussle, and ended by Dick's
pushing mo against tbe water barrel and 'telling me to go to the 'deuce' or '? ?

'or something like that. Nothing more, I
swear. And this morning?to-day?" he
pauses, "how long?how awfully long it
seems?he came up brio, and apologized.
Oh, poor old Dick! ] didn't want that?und,"
hoarsely, "made it up with me. Ho rode
over here on purpose."

"And no one saw the reconciliation?"
Lord Verllngton'a voice fs sad.

"Not one. Truly the stars ln their
courses fight against, me."

"Meredyth," says the old peer, laying his
hand on his arm, "is it true that last year,
In town, there was a rivalry between you
about?about the young lady you are going
to marry?"

"Dick," reluctantly, "admired her very
much, I know. But I asked her if he had
proposed?or If she had ever cared for
him, and sho said 'no.' "

"Ah," said the old lord again.

But this time Meredyth forgets to resent
It. He is lost in a reverie, in which 'tho
young lady' appears to him in a very unde-
sirable light. Does she really love him?
Had she ever loved him?

Ever since Dick came so unexpectedly in
for the title aud estates of Dorham, had'
not her manner grown a little cold: And
to-day?why ln all his awful grief and hor-
ror has she kept away from him? AVould
not cue who loved him come to him, to

shield Idm with her loving arms? Claudia
had not come?Betty only had crmc, and
with her soft eyes and voice had bid him

take heart, for if all the world forsoolc- him
?and it would be a beast of a world if it
dhi ?Betty had been great on the beast?

j"she would not." He smiles now to 1:1-I self as he remember* her terrible fervor.
The fervor of a loving heart of nineteen.
Dear little girl! He rouses himself.

"I knew he had been in love with her?

but I know, too,'' with a great assumption

of belief in his tone, "that she did not care
for him."

"Yes, yes, of course.'" says the old lord.
"Methtnka he doth protest too much," he
tells himself.

"At all events," goes en Meredyth in a
lifeless sort of way. "there was no friction
afterwards ?no slightest suspicion cf mal-

"Afterwards?"
The old lord's question Is very light: It

' . ea!ly hardly seems to have a meaning.

He had been ambassador ln many Euro-
pean courts.

"After she had accepted me, I mean. He
quite understood the situation."

"At the time of your propsal to her, your
uncle-, Lord Carrlngton, was still alive?"

"Alive, and likely to remain so for thir-
ty years or more."

"An! It is a large margin when one Is
fifty, and Carrlngton must have been at
least that. You were the richer cf the two
cousins then before his death? -'

"And then Richard came into the title
Iand property, and?Do you think that
when he did come in for all that, and was
richer than you, he still had a desire to
marry Miss Jeffares f

"II he had," shortly, "I saw nothing of
It."

"It has been hinted to me."
"If by my accusers, it should count for

me, as in that case it is be who should
have murdered me."

"Perhaps not," says Lord Vcrlington,
slowly. "I want to prepare you, Meredyth.
for what lies before you. Gossip says,"
ha hesitates; "that Miss Jeffares?gave
him encouragement," is on the top of bis
tongue?but to add to his misery at this
terrible moment! NoI It is a thing im-
possible to say to this girl's lover. A girl
so charming as to bring many men to her
feet. A lovely girl, but a girl, however,
cf whom Lord Verlington, and Indeed many
others have their own private opinion,
which is not altogether flattering;

"Now, why the deuce didn't he fancy
Betty," says the old lord to himself.

CHAPTER 11,
"It Is Shocking! Perfectly shocking!"

says Mis. Jeffares, throwing herself back
in her chair, with a little gesture lull of
distraction. She closes her fan with a
snap, regardless of the fact that the glow-
ing fire ln the moruitig room is now play-
ing unchecked upon tho complexion so del
icatcly attended to by her maid an hour
ago. This maid Is a treasure, for Mrs.
Jeffares, though fullyfifty-two, looks bare-
ly forty-eight at this moment?the lamps
being behind her. And this in spite of the
querulous disappointment that is marking
every feature:.

"Dreadful"' says her daughter, with a
theatrical shudder. "A murder, mama!"

"Oh, no, no!" cries aloud passionately
a tall slii.i creature who, springing out of
a chair in the gloom of the shadows, now
advances into tho middle of the room to
where Mrs. Jeffares is sitting. "Who can
say that? Who dare say that?until It Is
proved? And," with a triumphant uplift-
ing of her delicate head, "it never will
be."

"You are a partisan, Betty, dear, of
course," says Mrs. Jeffares, "being one of
his own people. And indeed I quite agreo
with you. I firmly believe poor dear George,
never meant to do It."

"He never did it!" says Betty valiantly.
She turns to Miss Jeffares as if to compel
a word from lier,

"We who have known him, of course,
hope not," cays she. Her eyes are lowered!
She refuses to look at Betty's indignant
face.

"As we are told that Lord Dornham will
in all probability recover"?Mrs. Jeffare3
breaks in; "it would be wise perhaps not
to discuss the matter beforehand. Butpoor dear George's unhappy temper?you
knosv dearest," to Claudia, "you have of-
ten hinted it to me?however," with a
sigh, "nothing of that now! Wo must all
be on his side now, for the present at all
events. Lord Di rnham may recover, Bet-
ty, I think you mid me."

"The dot tor said only now," says Betty
eagerly, delightedly, "that there is hope.
Not much," sadly, "but some," dwelling
fondly on tho word. "But?not much to
build upon you know?"

It seems to make a very sufficient and
splendid building ground for Miss Jeffares
at all events?for tho moment.

"Doctors are always very cautious,"
says her mother after a swirt glance at her.
"They would not have given even a gleam

of hope' if they did not think it likely to
he realized. And doctor Bland told you?
didn't he Betty?that thero was no Imme-
diate danger?"

"Yes! he said that. And I think not. 1
hope not," cries the tall slim girl, leaning
forward in an attitude that betokens ex-
treme anxiety. "Oh! if he lives, he will be
able to explain away this dreadful suspi-
cion that seems to rest on George."

"Dreadful, Indeed," says Mrs. Jeffares
in a curious tone.

"Surely," cries Betty in her vehement
fashion, "you don't believe he ever tried
to kill his cousin; to kill poor old Dick, of
whom he was always so fond."

"He doesn't seem to have been fond ot
him yesterday," says Claudia slowly.

"Oh! that absurd quarrel. Is capital to
be made out of that? Why, they made it
up this morning."

"Who told you that?" asks Mrs. Jeffares.
"George himself."
Claudia looks at her. Her elbow Is lean-

ing on the table near her. and her ex-
quisitely moulded chin is in the palm of
her hand. Without moving from this pic-
turesque pose, she says very gently:

"Before or after the?accident?"
"After!"
"Ah!" Claudia's large eyes contract a

little. "He did not tell me."
"Perhaps you gave him no opportunity,"

says Betty sharply. "At all events," with
a little note of indignation, "you have giv-
en him very little sympathy since this sad
event."

"You see you have given him so much,"
Claudia's smile is not pleasant, "that he
can scarcely miss mine. And?was it an
accident?"

"If you can think like that," says Betty,
who has risen and is now trembling in ev-
ery limb, "you, you, whom he loves?"

"Mydear Betty?of course Claudia meant
nothing. Only?it is natural, my dear,
that we should look Into things. As Clau-
dia's intended husband, I as her mother
feel very anxious about this whole affair,
and she cf course feels anxious tco. In-
deed I? 11 pausing as if in great distress,
"I cannot help thinking it was very unfor-
tunate that Claudia ever met him."

"Oh, no; don't think that. -' says Betty.
"It sounds as if you don't believe In him."

"I believe in him so far, but circum-
stances are greatly against him, and, ?we
always regarded him up to this as an hon-
orable man."

"He is the most honorable man on earth,"
says Betty, with a ring of rage in her
young voice. She flings up her head
haughtily.

"That he is honorable to Quixotism in
your opinion one quite knows," says Claud-
ia, with a little swift glance at her moth-
er. "But I suppose you are not so blind-
ed by your?friendship for him as not to
know that he is in a bit of a tangle now."

"My friendship," says Betty proudly,
"forbids me even to see the tangle. Your
love," tilting ter charming chin into a
scorn ur.describable, "permits you to pro-
claim it."

\u25a0With this she sweeps from the room like
a young queen, her head well up, her usu-
ally lissome figure somewhat stiff and an-
gry.

"Now you have heard!" says Mrs. Jef-
fares turning to Claudia as the door closes
behind Betty. "He is likely to recover,

and in spite of the fact that you are en-
| gaged to his cousin, he adores you. Now
is the time to get out of your engagement
to George. There is not only a plausible,
hut a sentimental excuse, that should
bring Richard to your feet at once."

"Richard!?you grow very familiar with,him?before your time," Kays Claudia with
\u25a0 a little subdued laugh, "if he should not
;recover! How will it be then?"
j "Nonsense. Claudia! He will recover,
iYou have heard that girl tell you so."

"A girl?very interested!"
"In what?"
"In George, for one thing, and in

George's interest in Lord Dornhain's re-
covery for anothr-r. She wishes his recov-
ery because she thinks It will get George
out of this scrape."

"I shouldn't give a thought to that ab-
surd girl ifI were you," says Mrs. Jeffares.
"I should think of the doctor's report.
Dornham will recover, of course, and he
is devoted to you. Now Is the moment to
get rid tif George?to make your capture
of Dornham. My deur girl, can't you see
it?"

Claudia shrugs her shoulders.
"I see It well enough. I can even sec

how George will see it?in a very philo-
sophical sprit. He is not so passionately
attached to me as you imagine."

"Oh! my dear Claudia, I never really
thought him that," says Mrs. Jeffares,
which strange to say is the exact truth.
"And why worry about him at all? I am
thinking now of your chances with Dorn-
lmm." So wrapt Is sha in her ambitious
dreams that sho fails to sco the look In
Claudia's eyes?a glance filled with rage,
chagrin, revenge. However Indifferent
she may bo to him, there is not a woman
on earth who can hear with calmness from
another woman the statement that the
man who once professed to lovs her, is no
longer at her foot?and that it should be
her mother! This adds venom to the
sting.

"You think," says Mrs. Jeffares, sudden-
ly, "that George no longer loves you?"

"Thoughts are uncertain, hut what one
sees is sure. Ho will marry me, if you
moan that ?but," here tho revenge come
in. "I would gladly have a good reason for
throwing him over, and now it seems ready
to my hand. Besides, of the two, I prefer
Diclc. 1 refused him last season to please
you, mother, but now, ?"

"No," says Mrs. Jollares shortly; "In all
your life you never did anything to please
me."

"Well," cynically, "to please myself

then?or both of us. Though," with a lit-
tle yawn, "I don't believe I could ever real-
lycare for anyone."

"Distinctly modern," aays her mother,
contemptuously. "But let me advise you
to be modern in private. Now, what are
you going to do about this? You must act
quickly. If at all. Dornham once having
recovered consciousness will?that Is." cor-
recting herself hastily, "may be able to
exonerate Oeorge, and if so you will have
no honorable chance of throwdng him
over."

"You think It would be wise to go to
George at once?"

"The only wisdom. Dornham, from what
I hear, will surely recover. We have?"

"Betty's word for it?who," with a
sneer, "is in love with the villain in our
play."

"No-t-the doctor's word."
Claudia rises, makes a step or two to

the door?then hesitates.
"Suppose he should die." says she.
"Nothing in this abominable lifo Is cer-

tain." impatiently, "but a» I have already
said, doctors seldom err on the hopeful
<idc. Take this opportunity of getting rid
.>f George, and in a month or two you willJ

frnd yourself Countess of Dornham. It is
worth a struggle."

"A hundred struggles," says Claudia in
her slow way. "For one thing I don't like
George, and I do like Dick."

"Yes: I have always liked Richard best
myself," says Mrs. Jeffares, who had
spent many an hour last se>ason, inveigh-
ling against him up hill and down dale.
Her daughter gives her a queer little look.

"Did you?" says she slowly, quietly.

"What a hypocrite you are, mother:"

CHAPTER 111.
The evening is well advanced, darkness

has fallen, and still the great shadow lies
upon the house. Dornham, although by
no moans mortally wounded, has still, to
both the doctors' anxiety, remained un-
conscious. Pale, inert, he lies upon his
bed, heedless of Ceorge, who every half
hour steals iv and out of the room?over-

whelmed as much by his grief for his
cousin's sad condition, as for the terrible
suspicions resting on himself. If old
Dicky would only wake and tell?

Ha is in the library now, sitting in a
very forlorn attitude by a fire that is slow-
ly dying out for want of attention, when
Betty Cornea into the room.

"Why don't you poke that fire?" says
she in a sort of angry, heart-broken way.
She knows that as yet Lord Dornham's
unconsciousness ha 3not been broken; Bhe
knows, too, that Claudia's engagement
with. Meredyth has been broken.

"You, Betty? You are not a rat!" says
be, getting up and holding out his hand
to her. "Whore Is your uncle? Where is
Lord Verllngton?"

"Oh, never mind him," says Betty. "I've
given him his cocoa. But you, George?
you?"

Her eyes are so eloquent, so grieved for
him, that he knows she has heard.

"Yes, she has got rid of me," says he.
"Iknew she would at the first chance. She
has been growing very cold to me of late,
and ?this was her chance. I believe she
always preferred Dick, though she would
not have him when he asked her."

"She told you?herself?"
"Her very own self," and with a bitter

smile and without a tremor, "herself!"
Betty's face is pale and shocked.

"Oh, how could she? It was cruel. In-
human!"

"Very human, sho was only doing the
best for herself. Don't look so horrified,
Betty. After all, I have borne the news
very calmly. lam indeed surprised at my
own want of feeling; I can even look for-
ward without much wincing to the thought
that, If poor old Dick recovers, I shall
some day have to salute her as my cousin
and?Lady Dornham! At all events, it la
better to learn the truth now?the solemn
truth that she never cared a rap about
me?than afterward*. Sho wanted to know
\i the gun beside poor old Dick was mine.
Where was his? It's the tame old game
ail through, and of course every one wants
to know that, and I can't answer them. I
have nothing to go en but my word, and
that seems to count for little. Anyway
this is a cood opportunity to learn who
one's real friends are now. You?at all
events, B?tty."

Tears spring to Betty's pretty eyes,
Axed so kindly on him.

As he sees those tears a little pang con-
tracts his heart. Ah, If those other eyes
could have looked at him like that-
through such a shining veil of tenderness.
And then comes another thought, a far
better one. How beautiful are Betty's
eyes! How clear, how honest! Long ago
they played as boy and girl lovers. Per-
haps?ho almost smiled lo himself at the
absurd';/ of tho thought?it would have
been a good thins if he and she had re-
mained faithful to their youthful dreams.
But Betty, if no longer his sweetheart as
in those good old bygone days, is still a
friend, staunch, true, ?a clever friend be-
sides; and, for the first time it seems to
dawn upon him, a very pretty ono too.

"Oh, I am your friend, of course," says
she; "but -can't you find that gun?"

"Xo; 1 have limited everywhere. I am
sure ho must have come in for a gun of
mine, and put his own aside in some cor-
ner. Or could some one else have como
in and taken his gun and?Oh! that way
madnesa lies. I can't make it out. I must
say, Hetty,'' looking at her, "it Is a com-
fort to talk to some ono who docs not sus-
pect me ot wanting to murder my own
cousin!"

"It I were you, George," says Hetty, in a
clear and stirring tone, "I should not give
way to silly thoughts like that. lam your
friend, forever, as you know, but there are
scores of other friends to support you and
believe ln you, as you will know to-mor-
row."

"I don't know," despondently. "Anyway,
they arc not hero now. And?" with a mid-
den glance at her exquisite upright figure,

a little haughty now, aa she dwells on the
thought of his having possible enemtea ln
the near future. "Oh, have courage, have
courage," cries ahe.

"Why, I will," says ho, smiling and tak-
ing her hands ln his. "I shan't give up
hope until the very last. He will, he must,
recover, and yet?he looks like death, Bet-
ty! To hope again seems to me to be only
again undone."

"Still?hope."
"Is that your wish? Well, I will obey

you, Iwill hope. You bring luck with you,
I think."

"Ah, that Is absurd. That la romance."
Her smile Is very sad.

"Of a high order."
"No."
"The highest. We believe ln romance,

don't we, Betty, you and I? Do you re-
member the old days ln the woods where
the Hamadryads and all the other wood-
fcirles lived? We believed then. And
now we believe, too?only the falrios are
older and bigger, and have other and great-
er sounding uame3. We are the last wor-
shippers at the old shrine, It seems to me.
Let us be faithful to it to the end."

"Ah! the end."

She turns away from him making for
the door in a littjeblind sort of way.

"Why, Betty, what is it?" says he, fol-
lowingher. "Betty, you are crying. What
is it, Betty?"

"Oh, nothing, nothing?" ln a little
choking fashion. "Come up and let us see
how he is now."

: .ii.iii : J
CHAPTER rV.

But Betty did not go straight to the
sick chamber. She turns aside as she
reaches the hall and, turning up one of the
stircases, makes for Mrs. Jeffares' rooms.

Here she finds, not only Mrs. Jeffares,
but Claudia, as she quite expected.

Having closed the door behind her, she
stops, and looks at them ?first at Mrs. Jef-
fares, last at Claudia. Her eyes remain on
Claudia.

"To desert him like that, just when he
was most unhappy. How," her voice seems
to swell. "How did you dare to do it?"

"I hope you are not going to be violent,"
says Mrs. Jeffares. "Temper is only an-
other word for vulgarity."

"Oh, it is you who are vulgar," cries
Betty, who has now lost the last shreds of
her temper, and is certainly behaving very
badly?"you and Claudia."

"I really don't see what I have done,"
says Claudia, who looks slightly amused.

"Done? Have you been true to him?"
"I have been true to myself," with quiet

defiance, "which perhaps," with a glance

at her, "means the same thing."

"To forsake him now," cries Betty, suf-
focating with righteous wrath, "now when
all men's hands are against him?"'

"I forsook him," says Miss Jeffares with
a flickering smile, "to prevent his forsaking
me. Perhaps," slowly, "as you have nev-
er noticed his attentions?"

She pauses seeking for a little taste of
her revenge, and she gets It.

Betty's face grows white.
"To!"
"Ah! that's a secret! you are his cousin.

You can ask him." *
"Nonsense!" cries Betty, recovering her-

self with great courage, "and I have not
come here to talk of that at all, but of
your base desertion of him, in this, his
hour of need. Oh! how could you? I won-
der," passionately, her slender hands
clasped rigidly at her sides. "You aren't
ashamed, ?ashamed to your very heart!"

"As I told you before," says Mrs. Jef-
fares, with a cold smile, "you are a won-
derful partisan. But melodrama Is out of
fashion just now."

"Treachery, at all events," cries Betty,
who is really, when one thinks of it, almost
a match, in her honesty, for these two
crafty people, "is never out of fashion as
it seems?Claudia," turning directly to
her, "how do you reconcile yourself to
thia? to hurt him to his very soul at this
time of all others ?now, when he Is
crushed to the very earth with these cruel
but impossible suspicion."

"Are they so impossible?" Mrs. Jeffares
has risen, and has come toward the girl.
She has put on her most commanding as-
pect, but Betty thinks little of that.

"You know It," says she, her clear eyes
burning into the shifty ones before her
with so sure, so earnest a light, that Mrs.
Jeffares, with a little shrug of pretended
disgust, turns aside.

"No doubt you have your own interests
in view," says she, "when you thus advo-
cate a hopeless cause." If she means to
embarrass Betty by this coarse hint, she
is greatly mistaken. "At all events dear-
est," turning to Claudia, who Is amusing
herself with a little file meant to keep down
her nails to filbert point. "I suppose we
ought to leave to-morrow."

"I suppose co," says Claudia, hardly lift-
ing her eyes from her delightful occupa-
tion. It will be wise to leave as soon as
possible, so as to prove to Dorham lator
on how deeply she felt about his accident.

"To leave!" llotty's face grows tragic.
"To leave! so soon, at?once! Have you
thought what a sudden desertion like that
of tho guests In his house will mean to
him? Oh, Mrs. Jeffares, don't do that."

"Wo would net for the world," Miss Jef-
fare:s breaks into tho question, and an-
swers her at once, "do anything to preju-
dice his case. We," turning to her mother,
"might got a telegram? Eh?"

"You might get a hundred telegrams,"
cries Betty, "but to forsako him all In a
moment. Oh, Claudia, would you break
his heart outright?" Betty bursts into
tears, a strange thing for that strong little
soul to do. But her belief ln Meredyth's
love for this "heartless, heartless girl," as
she calls her, is so deep that, in spite of his
cynical remarks In her last interview with
him, she still thinks he Is miserable because
of her desertion of him. "Is he to lose
position?love?all In a single hour?"
cries she between her sobs. "Why are you
in such mad haste to abandon him? That
Sjuu will be found, Claudia?" 'ihen more

gently?more calmly?"Don't do this
thing."

"Do yon know," says Claudia deliberate-
ly, "you are tho very stupldeßt little girl
I ever met?"

To be Concluded.

TORPEDO MAN'S DANGEROUS
WORK.

Death Faced Recklessly by Feople Who
"Shoot" Oil Wells.

This has been n busy season for the
torpedo man, and he Is reaping a har-
vest from his perilous work. Few of
thorn ever accumulate any money from
It, however. One reason is that so many
of them do not live long enough to storeup much of their wages, while the
prices ure so low that the margin of prof-
it Is not big.

In spile of.tho danger of handling ni-
troglycerine, a good many accidents
happen that that are not followed by
loss of life. A group of brokers anil
producers sat in tho Oil Exchange yes-
terday talking over sonic such events.
E. S. Laughlln told of a shot In three
shells put in a well of Ids not far from
the city. Two sections had been low-
ered to the sand. The third was lost
from the cord at a distance of 400 feet
above the sand and when an attempt
was made to recover it and sink it the
rest of Ihe way it exploded. The shoot-
er stood over Hie hole as the shot wont
off. The explosion knocked him down,
lifted his cap into tbe derrick, burned theone side of his face and nearly drowned
him wiih the Hood of oil and water that
followed. But be was around that same
day in good repair.

About a dozen yean ago n torpedo man
bad two shots' to put in a well on the
Bingham lots, near Oolevllle. He bad
carried the stuff out in his wagon, and
was filling the shells 10 lower them into
the first well. The other well was on
Ihe hill farther up a narrow ravine. The
upper well was connected with .1 lank
filled with oil still farther up the hill.
This oil was used for Hring the boiler.By some error the oil line was opened
and a free How of oil allowed to run
through while the shot was going down
the first well. The deluge of oil cam
down to the drilling well, and instead
of being governed at the boiler the fire-
man was not expecting it, nnd the result
was an oil fire of beautiful magnitude.
The season was fall time, with dry hem-
lock brush on all sides, and as the burn-
ing oil poured down the ravine it headed
directly for the well where the shooter
was with his load of glycerine In the
wagon for the other well. Ho saw the
flame sweeping toward him and as he
was just ready to lire the shot lie low-
ered the weight aud .lumped to his
wagon. Ho put Hie whip to his horses
aud went out of that gulch on a frantic
gallop, his wagon bouncing over tiie
roots like a ball. Men who met him, not
knowing the circumstances, but recog-
nizing the contents of the fellow's wag-
on, thought he had become suddenly in-
sane, and fled to get out of his way.
Two miles he galloped his horses over
the awful roads nnd then pulled up safe
from harm with his dangerous load.
But the wells did not escape so easily.
The one he shot put up its liow of oil as
the flame from the oil swept down the
valley, and It flashed into n blaze which
shot hundreds of feet into the nir. A
stiffbreeze blew the flame along the
ridge, and in a few minutes a dozen
wells were aflre. Oil from the limning
tanks poured down the hillside, the dry
brush, saturated with oil, burned fierce-
ly, and for two days the mountain was
a mass of flame. Had (lie shooter not
taken his wagon out of the vicinity with
the fearful speed he did au explosion
that would have wrecked everything iv
sight would have been added to the
tire.

"It's a wonder Oil City Is not wiped
off the face of tho earth with the stuff."
ventured a listener, who sat by. "I
know of an instance of glycerin going
through town. You recollect that ex-
plosion of a wagon load near Franklin
last summer. There are three or four
men on the floor now who met that
wagon as they were going out to a pic-
nic above town. They remarked (hen
about the havoc it would cause If it
should explode while going through the
city. They were horrified, you may be
sure, lo learn on their return that it had
passed through the city and exploded ou
its way to Franklin."
"I knew one day not long ago," said

another, "ofa wagon willi 100 quarts on
it to drive through Oil City at 1 o'clock
iv the daytime."

The general opinion Isjhnt If the truth
were known ail of the towns of tho whole
oil country are more or less subject to
the same danger.?Pittsburg Times.

SMALLEST HOUSE IX TIIE
WORLD.

A pony born on the farm of Israel
Ilnnton, in Orange county, Ohio. Is re-
garded as one of the most remarkable
freaks of the world. While now about
2 yean old this Interesting bit of horse-
flesh is only thirteen Inches high, and is
undoubtedly the smallest equine speci-
men on earth. "Dot," as this midget Is
called, has a remarkable history; for,
unlike other dwarfs of her race, she was
the product of an ancestry of ordinary
everyday horses. lioth her dam and
sire wore of the usual size and appear-
ance, and so far as is known there is
no reason for her remarkably diminutive
form. She is therefore purely a freak.
When born she was not much larger
than a kitten, and had to be fed by her
owner from the beginning. Great care
was given the tiny colt ln the effort to
raise her, and now she is full grown, al-
most perfectly formed and vigorous iv
health.

Many offers of large sums have been
made Mr. lluntou by museum and cir-
cus managers for "Dot." who is, of
course, much wanted for exhibition pur-
poses. These have all been refused, be-
cause Mr. Hunton has two little daugh-
ters which are so much attached to the
family pet that he has not been able lo
Secure their consent. Being wealthy
himself, it is probable that those who
wish 1o see the tiniest horse on the globe
will have to see it on the farm of its
owner.

NATURE BETTER THAN ART.
A BrldgetOn man set nn ordinary hen

on thirteen ordinary eggs anil is now the
proud possessor of thirteen nice healthy
chirks. A WatervlHe man invented an
incubator, tilled it with five dozen eggs
bought at a fancy price and llieu pro-
ceeded to build nn ornamental henhouse
in a conspicuous portion of his grounds.
When lie heard the llrst faint, peep from
the Incubator he hunted over town for
a hen to mother the incubated. Having
succeeded in this, he returned to find that
but one chick had been hatched from
the Aye dozen eggs, and that was dead.

A BALD STATEMENT.
Visitor?"How much the baby resem-

bles its father!"
Nurse?"Yes, men; 'ceptin' it hus more

hair."?ruck, ,

nn.VTES OF TUB MALAYSEAS.

Their Crimes Conducted Much Mora
Carefully Nowadays Than Formerly.
Iv the Malay peninsula piracy has de-

clined considerably since the expedition
of twenty years ago. but I'erak, Salau-
gore and Rod how still distinguish them-
selves now and again by a little undis-
guised business of this kind. In China
the two great hotbeds of buccaneers are
the places which have been celebrated
In this direction for centuries?Amoy
and Canton. Tho Amny people proper,
who speak the Amny dialect and live in
tbe walled city, are very quiet, peace-
able and orderly and have a pronounced
antipathy for lighting, whether on sea
or snore. But back of Amoy is tha
mountainous district of Tongan. it is
connected with tbe ocean by many ansa
of the sea. Its soli Is sterile and Its re»
sources tire very few; its people, like
tbe mountaineers, are thin, muscular,
brare and resolute. Even to-day they
preserve n semi-Independence of a mili-
tary nature. These make their living
by piracy. They and tiie men of Cna-
ton have learned wisdom by experience.
They no longer cruise ihe wide seas, at-
tacking any craft that may come along.
There are too many gunboats patrolling
the coast?too many yardarme, Law;
and order, in the past half century, have
shot, hanged, drowned, blown up or
burned at least 100,000 followers of tha
"black flag." To-day the work Is done ou
a smaller scale, but on a far shrewder
and eater basis. They keep spies at va-
rious places In their neighborhood, who
report to headquarters whenever soma
junk is about to leave that has a rich
cargo or carries a large amount of
money. Along with this goes the infor-
mation of who commands the boat, how;
large a crew it "carries and how It is
aimed. The pirates then plan to inter-'
eept the era I t in some river or arm off,
the sea. Ot else In some shoal water near
the coast Where there Is no chance of
meeting a gllllbo.ltand where, after the
robbery, Utey will have a safe means of
escape,

Their calculations are carefully made,
but octme out right, only once in four oB
live times. It may be that a foreign or,
Chinese gunboat suddenly appears up-
on the scene. It may be that the junk
they are after goes past their rendezvous
with a European steamer or river launch
or mayhap the prospective victim Is de-
layed by advene winds and tides, and so
does not appear at the time and placo
figured upon. When they do make a
capture they are not so brutal nnd cruel
as in tho old years. For tho rest .any-
one who knows China and the Chlneso
will not need to he told that tho booty
is easily disposed of without risk on
questions asked.?Pail-Mall Gazette.

AMUSING WEDDINGS IN WALES.
A wedding, as It was customarily ar-

ranged In Wales some forty years ago,
was an interesting affair.

ln those days, as soon as tho young
people had made up their minds, before,
the could speak of a wedding the con-
sent of (lie bride's parents had to be ob-
tained. This arrangement, or consent
consent, was called the gofyn-y-ferclt
and could by no means be done by let«
ter, a written document being consid-
ered very bad taste.

A good deal of formality surrounded
the gofyn-y-fereh. and it was not to be
omitted even when the parents were
known lo be willing. The accepted lov«
er had many anxieties and among them
(the necessity of which will be seen by,
and by) was the pace of his best horse
and the pace and mettle of his friends'
horses.

At last the wedding day dawned. Tho
bride was dressed early but over her
linery -she wore a long cloak, buttoned
all the way down to the ground, while a
hood entirely covered her head and face.
In the course of the morning the bride-
groom sent some of his friends to seekj
out the bride. Arrived at her father's
bouse, they found the door locked and
before they could be admitted they had
to rceite some poetry. Sometimes tho
fair lady's whims and caprices made tha
delay in unlocking the door very long.
When the door was opened the bride
was still to be found.

She had taken refuge In some obscure
corner of the house, where she was
crouching out of sight, completely cov-
ered with her long cloak. This game ot
hide-and-.seek was .sometimes so pro-
longed that When the bride was found it
was too late to lie married that day, but
tltis did not happen often. When tho
bride WHS really found there was a
great mounting of horses; she, in her
modest cloak, was seated behind her
father, and all the company set off as
fast as their steeds rould go?all except
the bride's another, who seldom, if ever,
attended her daughter's wedding.

Up bill and down dale, over smooth
and rough ground, the mountain ponies
galloped and shame en the bridegroom
if he and his friends did not reach tha
Church before the bride. Service over,
the bridegroom had still to keep guard
over his wife, for in one country parish.
If not in many, it was the custom of
friends of Ihe young man to wait out-
side the church until tho service was
over. When the happy couple appeared
the bride was seized and placed behind
one of l.lie men, who galloped off with
her.

Naturally, she was hotly pursued by.
the bridegroom, who, of course, after an
OKi Iting chase, eventually captured her.
When at las-t tin' wife was secured she
took her seat behind her husband and
on his own horse and the company rode
off again in tiie bride's old home. Ar-
rived at the house al! the party drank
the health of the bride and bridegroom
out of the same pewter.?Pittsburg Dis-
patch.

ANOTHER VIEW OF THE SUBJECT
They had been telling fish stories, and

the quiet, unobtrusive man looked
weary.

The idler who spends his time ln
thinking up foolish questions broke tha
silence to Inquire;

"1 wonder what finally became of tho
whale that swallowed Jonah?"

"Idon't know," replied the quiet man,
"but I have an idea as to some of his
movements."

"What is it?"
"1 dtm't doubt that bo hunted up a

parly of other whales and bored them
nearly to death telling them how the
largest one he ever caught wriggled
loose und got away."?Washington Star,

THEIR BEST HOLD.
Brown?"Don't you think that the pro-

fessional pugilists should be compelled
to wear heavy gloves?"

Jones?"Yes: especially when they are
writing their letters."?Puck.

WHERE HE COULD ALWAYS SEE
IT.

Husband ?"Do you know, my dear, 1
never get tired of looking at that pho-
tograph of you."

Wife?"Why don't you have it framed
and hung up iv the club?"? Life.

"WHO DARE PAY THAT?"

"WHY, BETTY, YOU ARE CRYING."

r "I HOPE YOIT ARE NO T GOING TO BE VIOLENT."
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