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CHAPTER XI. Both men were silent for a while, as

L~ Soon after midnight, with a south:

sou'-west wind that was all the “Black
Petrel” could desire for a speedy fill
ing of her sails, the ship started north-
ward, to a safe retreat—the Island
known ‘to Laro and his followers as
the “Barra de Hierro.”

The day was coming, gray and
heavy looking, with a misty cloud
bank In the east promising fog later
on. Overhead, the pale dawn was ex-
tingulshing the stars above the sea
that stretched, a dull green floor, in
every direction.

Lafitte, asleep in hia cabln, was
aroused by a knocking upon the door;
and, to his instant guory, Garonne's
volee replled, with a suggestion of sat-

isfaction In its gruff tone, “Bhe I8
after us, sir, sure enougn."”
Where away?" demand Lafitte,

when he had admitted the mate, and
was making himself ready to go on
deck. Laro was already there, for he
could be heard shouting to his men.

“Heap up the shot, Lopez!" he roar-
ed. “Heap them knee-high, I say; for
that cursed Britisher shall swallow
them by the wholesale If she comes
meddling here!™

“Where away. | say?' Lafitte re-
peated, with a note of sternness, as
Garonne, instead of answering, had
paused In the doorway, and was look-
ing intently over his shoulder at some-
thing in the main eabin.

“Three polats on the starboard bow,
sir, the mate now hastened to say,
with an apologetic gesture. "“She Is
not yet to be made out clearly; but
the lookout reports her as very llke
the man-of-war we left In Fort Royal
last night."

When Lafitte came from his room
he found Garonne, who had left him a
few minutes before, still standing In
the outer cabin, and looking around
keenly, as If something were amiss.

Lafitte questioned him, and he re-

they watched the stranger drawing
nearer, Then there came a noticeable
softening of Laro's face as he turned
suddenly to Lafitte, and laying a hand
on his shoulder, sald, in a tone which
ecauged the dark eyes to turn from
the approaching ship and rest wonder-
Ingly upon the speaker, “Jean, lad,
dost remember the old days, when we
first met at Le Chlen Heureux, where
‘1 taught thee to sing ‘As tldes that
flow—ng winds that blow'? Madre de
Dios—but thou wert a. boy to make
any man's heart hold thee close, as
mine has done all these years. And
I wonder—aye, oft do 1 wonder, has
my love of thee brought thee to last-
Ing evll? 1 have been rough with
thee, lad, at times; aye, surely 1 have
of Inte. But my love for thee is the
same this day as it has ever been.
Never doubt that, Jean, my Iad, what-
ever befalls!™

Startled at the manifestation of such
a mood In Laro, Lafitte looked at him
with a silence due to amazement,

“1 bad a strange dream Jast night,
Jean," continued Laro, in a tone curl-
ously unlike his usual one; “a dream
1 feel Is meant as a warning. | have
Indian blood In my veins, and so you
can better understand the dream, and
what It means to me, for it comes
only to those of my race whose end I8
near. But [ have no fear, and care
nothing as to how my end comes—
whether it be by shot, shell, or the
sword,"”

He stood more erect as he sald this,
and spoke with an air of braggadocio,

“But somehow it has stirred old
times to light, Jean—this dream of
mine,” he added, relapsing Into the
odd softness of look and volee.

“Rouse yourself, Laro—what has
come to you?" sald Lafitte sharply;
for he was beginning to wonder If this
were anything more thau a new phase
of maudlin exclitement.
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plied that when entering the former's
cabin he had seen the Indlan, Ehe-
wah, glide from that of Laro, and dis-
appear hastily, as though not wishing
to be observed,

Lafitte laughed lightly.

“If he was In there while you were
knocking at my door, Garonne, he
would searcely, unless he has sudden-
Iy become deaf, fall to realize that he
would surely be seen coming out
What cause for suepicion can lie in
his coming here? You know well that
he 1% in the habit of doing so0, and that
Captain Laro permits it."

Garonne growled something under

his breath—doubtliess, profanity; but |

thie was suppressed, as Lafitte seldom
falled to emphasize his disapproval of
guch lapguage in his presence,

“Have you a positive reason for sus-
pecting anything wrong from Ehe-
wih's being here now?' he demand-
ed sternly.

“Only that he has not been coming
about here of late,” sald Garonne
sulkily,

“IHas he been forbldden to do so?”
was Lafitte’s next guestion, and Ga-
ronne admitted that he had not.

Then Lafitle, dlsmissing the subject,
went above, followed by the mate,
who, as the former had long known,
was about the only man among his
followers who had, In secret, but little
Hking for him.

The sun had lifted above the horl-
zon, but its rays were dulled by the
low:lying cloudiness stretching away
across the zenith from end to end, as
would a gray wall. To the southward
the sky was clear, and defined against
it like a phantom ship that seemed to
ba salling toward the “Black Petrel"
was n large eraft, which, growing
more and more distinet, appeared to
have fresher wind than that now par-
tially filling the brigantine's sails,

Laro, standing beside Lafitte, as

Hthey both walched her, muttered =a
Curae,

“Che Is getting the benefit of what
we have had and left, in the way of
hreeze. But we'll trust the devil to
foul her hereabouts, and help ns to
better wind farther along, altlough
I am of hall a mind to let her cateh
u#, if that be her Intentlon, and then,
it ghe tarriea to ask impertinent ques-
tions, give her a good dose of fron.”

“Better keep awny and miuvd our
own matters, unless she hus ths wish,
and gets the chance. to interfure with
us," replied Lafitte, moodily.

Garonne growled something under his breath.

But Lare remained sllent, his eyes
fixed upon the deck.

“What !s this dream which seems
to have affected you so powerfully?”
presently Inquired Lafitte, thinking
that perhaps it might be better to
htimor Laro thian to show disrespect
for his peculiar mood,

The broad brown hand went again
to rest upon Lafitte's shoulder, and
Laro looked off over the sea with eyes
which seemed for the moment to have
lost all Interest in the approaching
vessel,

“It was this, my lad: I sat at a table
heaped with fruits and wines, and
about me was such as makes the heart
of mar glad to be allve, But sudden-
ly there came a flash of lightning,
with an awful peal of thunder, and,
looking out upon a portico near me, 1
saw & form eclad ke an Indian warrior
| riding a horse black as the gates of
hell, Stralght up the steps of the por-
tico the steed galloped, and Into the
room, where It circled around the
table, until the warrior drew his bow
and let fly an arrow that struck my
glass, and sent the wine, blood-red,
pouring over me and my guests in a
gtream which grew, and grew, until It
was a red river flowing over the table,
and washing it away, and I awoke,
shivering, to see Ehewanh standing by
my bunk, telllng me that a oraft was
In slght which looked like the English-
man."

Laro's bearing, g0 changed and soft-
ened, no less than the dream he had
related, made Lafitte feel at a loss
what to gay. He could not deny that
the recital had affected him strangely,
geeming to bring him Into eloser touch
with Laro as the latter added, *1 have
plwaye known that to dream of this
Indian and his hlack horse means
death to one of my family."

The pressure of his hand grew heav-
ler upon Lafitte’'s shonlder, and he
ralsed his eves, now filled with a soft
er expression than the young man had
ever seen them hold,

“Jean, my Iad, if anything happens
to me, vou will always take care of
Lazalie? BEven though you have no
love to give the girl, you will let no
harm come to her?”

The sound of her name brought La-
fitte to his proper senses, and the per
plexed look vanished from his face as’
he exclalmed, “Mon dleu, Laro—what
nonsense are you taiking? You, to be
s0 upset hv a mere dream! Drop all

tkought of it, and give your miad to
more Important matters, for If we are
to reach the Barra de Hierro this
night we must put aside such unsub-
«tantinl things as dreams, and heep a
lookout for the Englishman.”

The stranger was surely drawing
nearer, and the past twenty minutes
had brought her close enough to be
made out distinctly. She was, beyond
doubt. A man-of-war, and presumably
the same that had been the brigan:
tine's nelghbor In Fort Royal harbor.

“Have you the gun In prime order,
Lopez?" asked Lafitte, who now came
and stood beside the old gunner. “Ah
that you have, I see,” he added with
a smile, after glancing at it, now di
veated of its tarpaulin covering, “and
I look to you for its proper handling,
should occaslon arise.”

Lopez, who stood with his assistants
clustered around him, replied with a
grin, “Never you fear, my captain, but
that the gun and myself will glve a
proper account of ourselves,”

There now eame a shout from aloft,
the lookout announcing that the ap-
proaching vessel was the Englishmag
and that she seemed to be preparing
for action. -

“Curse the wind—why won't it hold
with ug?"' muttered Garonne, standing
near the group about the gun, and
Lafitte noted the gleam of hatred that,
for the second, made Ehewah's [ace
flendish ag he glanced at the spenker,

“Wind or no wind,” returned Lopes,
In a growl, “we are taking our own
course, and f yonder gentlemen
trouble us, thelr own fault it will be
if burnt fingers they get for meddling."”

“Stand by to take in the stun-salls!”
the volee of Laro broke in. The cap
tain seemed to bave recovered fully
from his recent mood, and to have for:
gotten the dream that inapire it.

“Lively, you dogs!” he shouted,
“Lively, there, and If that eraft wants
to overhaul us, let her make the
trial."

The “Black Petrel” now changed
her course, and the other vessel did
the same, this Indicating that she In-
tended to give chase, but the brigan-
tine was by far the better saller, and,
had Laro chosen to run southward, he
might have escaped.

This, however, would have carried
the “Black Petrel” away from her
proposed destination, a thing that La-
fitte, no less than Laro, scorned to per-
mit, especially as the pursuer was of a
nation hated by both of them. They
were therefore of one mind in the de-
termination not to submit to personal
{nconvenience on account of the Eng-
lishman.

The latter drew still closer as the
day wore on, when a little after noon,
the fog bank, which had been prom-
fsed at sunrise, rolled in over the sea,
enveloping pursuer and pursued as in
the folds of a heavy blanket.

Lafitte was for keeping straight to
their course, but Laro, with sulky
persistence, claimed that thelr better
plan would be to anchor. He knew
that early the next morning—should
the fog lift by sunset—he could reckon
upon reaching the channel flowing In-
ward to the Barra de Hlerro, and, al-
though its bars and reefs, while fa-
millar to himself and his men, guarded
a course the stranger could not follow
in safety, he did not eare to risk point.
ing out the way to his Island retreat,

(To be continued.)

Germany Has a Perfect System for the
Collection of Debts.

Writing from Bamberg, Consul W.
Bardel calls attention to a Germanp
way of dolng things.

“The most Influentfal and most im-
portant credit ageney,"” he says, “is an
assoclation called the Verein Creditre-
form. This assoclation ls"composed of
the best element of bankers, manufac-
turers, merchants and tradespeople (n
over 400 citlies In Germany, 176 in
Austria-Hungary, 76 In  the Nether-
lands and with branches In every large
city of Europe. While these work en-
tirely independent each In its own dis
trict, they exchange their experiences
in a systematic and honest way.,

“The object is to look after delin-
quent debtors, to inguire carefully into
the solldity of business houses and to
glve verbal or written reports on their
standing. A responsible secretary I
constantly ln charge of each office. His
pay depends upon the amount of fees
pald by the members, The associa-
tlona issue cards of Introduction for
the use of traveling salesmen which
enable them to obtain falrly correct re
ports on the trade they have to visit
in any place, no mattéer how remote
from home."”

Finger Bowl Unnecessary.

“8o0 you had a good time in the eity,
Hiram?"

“0Oh, bang up, Martha, Why, cousin
took me out to dinner and It was
great.”

“I hope you knew how to conduct
yourself properly, Hiram!"

“Oh, yes; but at the tall end of the
dinner the waiter brought me a glass
howl full of water."”

“Of course, Hiram!'"

“But, Martha, T had drunk so much
by that time that I couldn't drink a
mouthful more!"—Yonkers States-
man,

That One Was Enough,

They had been marrled six long
months and the honeymoun had evl-
dently disappeared for keeps.

“I've only had one wish ungratified
sinee our wedding day,” sho sald,

“And what s that?" he asked in
tone redolent with indifference,

“That 1 were single again,” she re
plied.
The Soft Inpeachment,
Widow-—Do you know that my

daughter has set eyes upon yon?
Gentleman (flattered)—Has  she,
really "
Widow—Certainly; only to-day she
was saying “That's the sort of a gen-

{leman 1 should like or my papa.”

The Haunte
Hall

A ROUMANIAN TALE
= e

By HELENE VACARESCO
Lady-in-Walcdng st ths Rbumanian Court

(Copyrighy, 1908, by Juseph B, Buwies)

“Sultana, you and your brother will
have to sleep here und guard the corn,”
wuld the young girl’'s mother.

It was after sunset, and the peas-
ants had all returned to thelr homes
in the neighboring village. The even-
Ing wae beautiful, and the eastern sky,
it up by dellcate clouds shading from
the palest pink to violet, made an ex-
quisite ploture.

“Dear mother, sleep here,” replied
Sultana, in an awed whisper, “we know
the corn must be guarded, and that the
Fziganes (Bohemiang) are rapaclous
and daring, but everyone in the vil-
lage says that yonder place Is haunted.
My brothers need have no fear, for the
spirits of the dead only show them-
selves to young girls when, when—"

“When they are pretty,” quickly put
in her mother. “Have you ever been
curious enough to look at yourself in
the fountaln, or the well? 1If so, you
may have seen frowning at you a very
brown small face. You are always
frowning, Sultana, and no spirits will |
show themselves to you. You are not
pretty enough.”

“Yet Constantin told me—"

“Constantin is in love with you, and
covels the house and cattle; he has
every reason to declare you are pret
ty,” muttered the old woman between
her tecth.

“Well, good night, child, I have no
time to apare. You must be tired, so
e down on the satraw and rest. In
half an hour the moon will rise and
keep you company.” With these words
Sultana's mother lifted a bundle of
straw which had fallen from the last
wugon, pushed It towards the girl and
then took the path that led to the vil-
lage.

As her footsteps died away, Sultana
looked round for her brothers, and, not
seelng them, she walked a Httle way,
finally finding them fast asleep near a
hedge. Something llke pity for her
tolling race moved her heart; but peas-

| chunging spectacle and the silence of

HE IMPLORED HER TO TOUCH HIS
BLOOD-STAINED HANDS,

ant girls rarely stop to analyze their
feelings and prefer dreams to the real-
ity of thought.

The vast plain stretched around her
like a silver sea in the twilight and
the gleaming village lights on the hill
seemed to be the only sentinels to
whose care thls vast stretch of land
was confided. The ruins of an old cas-
tle rose ut the foot of the hill, and
towards this place SBultana wound her
way, wondering to herselfl If It were
really haunted; and if {t were really
possible that the legends she had so
often heard were true,

ahe discovered that he was the bride- !
moom and the lady opposite his bride,
Yet he took no notice of her and his
guze was fixed on Sultana with a look
full of love and reverence. Sultana
trembled with expectation and excite-
ment. Would he not speak to her or
bid the servants question her as to her
futrusion and degires?

But he sald nothing, and Sultana wis
beginning to feel weary of the un-

the dazzling company, when suddenly
the strains of music were again heard,
wild, welrd musle, which seemed as (It
it would rend the violins. At the same
moment a strong smell of roses per-
vivded the room and the guests all ross
with animated and uneasy gestures,
pushing their chalrs aside. The bride-
groom was the first to rise, He lifted
his glass and seemed about to drink
when suddenly he threw it violently to
the ground, and, selzing a knife, flung
it Into the bosom of his bride. The
girl fell back with a seream, and hor-
ror-stricken Sultana watched her life
blood oozing down  her white santin
gown. In haste the youth rushed
across the table, smeared his hands In
the warm blood and to Sultana's terror

approached her with a humble and be.
gooching alr, showing her by his ges-
tures that he was begging of her to
touch his blood-stained hands  with
hers,  Sultana, almost beside herself
with fright, tried to rash out of the
hall, but all the assemhbly gathered
round her, and, falling on thelr knees
ghowed by slgns that they were implor-
Ing her to fulfill the young man's re-
quest,

When Sultana returned to her moth-
er's house at dawn the old woman
stood aghast at her seared face. “The
full moon has done you some harm
after all. How your hands burn. Yon
must come to bed at once.” For some
days Sultana remalned unconsclous;
then dellrium seized her. She raved
continually about the unknown youth
and the scene which had taken place in
the haunted castle.

“S8he hns gone mad,” sald the neigh-
bors to each other,’ as one by one they
came to Inquire and saw the poor girl
throwing her arms over her head or
hiding her face In her hands and cry-
ing bitterly,

Yot Sultana recovered, She never

ainded to what was uppermost in her
thoughts. Soon after she had regnined
her usunl health she resolved to ques.
tion an old witch, who was supposed
to be well versed In magle of all kinds,
Having entered her miserable little
hut, which was filled with all kinds of
curlous looking objects, she sat down
on & low atool before the fire and sald:
“l am told you possess powers unusunl
to most peaple. 1 have, therefore, come
to ask you to tell me all you know
about the haunted castle lying at the
foot of our village, If you do not
know ita history, can you not by your
magic spells find It out?"

The old witch answered: *I know
ita history and will tell it you. Three
hundred years ago the son of a mighty
hoyard (Roumanian chief) who Inbab:
ited the castle fell in love with a beau
tiful peasant girl, His parents, ol
course, opposed the marriage and be
trothed the unhappy youth to the
daughter of another hoyurd, who was
immensely wealthy and powerful. The
poor peasant glirl polsoneu herself be
fore the marringe took place. On the
very eve of the ceremony the youth en-
treated his flancee to release him from
his engagement. She was a bad anc
heartless woman, who laughed In his
face, and taunted him, telling him that
she was quite content to possess his
riches without possessing his heart
And then at a large dinner given I
honor of the bride—"

“Stop! I know the rest; he stabbec
her.”

“l see you have heard the tale be
fore,” sald the witch, “Do you also
know that the wretched souls of these
people who dled 8o long ago return by

“How unlikely,” she muttered to her-
a¢lf, as she pushed back the yellow
muslin handkerchief on her head, and
let the night alr fan her curly black
hair, and caress her small, dellcate
fuce, As she stood there, gazing at|
what had perhaps In ages past been a
housa of revelry and grandeur, the|
moon rose. Sultuna  remembered a
story she had heard In her childhood,
that the moon burned to ashes all the
voung girls she met on the plain when
she first rose. Thinking of this, she
slowly returned to her bed of straw,
lald herself down and was soon asleep.

All at once she awoke bewlldered and
troubled, and saw standing a few paces
from her the shadowy form of 4 wom-
an, who seemed to be beckoning her
towards the ruins. At the same mo-
ment she became aware that soft, In-
visible musle was playlng around her,

She rose quickly and, running to the
rulns, found to her great surprise a

door she had never noticed before.
Opening it, she discovered some steps
which led into what had been In ages
pust an immense bangueting hall. At |
a long table gorgeously decorated with |
sllver candelabra and laden with ex-‘
quisite frult and flowers sat ahout a
hundred lords and ladies. ‘That this
wad & bridal party Sultana understood
at once. It also struck her that she !
wis Invisible to all the company, with
the exception of a handsome youth,
who ware 4 white satin costume and a
long, dark green velvet cloak.

Never in her wildest imagination had |
Sultann seen a foce B0 distingulshed |
and handsome ns this youth’'s who
seemed to wutch her with imploring
eves, A beautiful woman sat opposite
him. Her rich dress was also white |
und glistening with dinmonds, Thrown |
over the back of her chalr was a green
mantie, similar to that worn by the
youth, The music had stopped on her
entering the hall and n deep sllence en-
sued.  Sultana's eyes followed the
young man's movements, and wilg a
pung of disappointment aod jealQlsy

night and haunt the castle hall, where
they are bound to go through the ter-

| rible scene continually until some Hv-
| Ing girl, who resembles the girl the

youth loved, will consent to touch the
young man's blood-stalned hands?
This Is the only means of lifting his
heavy curse and frightful punishment
It Is likely to last forever, as he will
never find 0 human belng capable of
such a sacrifice, as the Instant she
touches his blood-stalned hands she
must die.”

A week after this conversation had
taken place, Sultuna was found dead In
the hall of the ruined castle and car-
ried tenderly by her people to her
home. All who saw her were struck
by the peaceful and happy look on her
fuce, and a few days Iater, at her
funeral, the astonished peasants no-
ticed the presence of a tall and ex-
tremely handsome youth, wrapped in o
long black cloak, who spoke to no one,
but lingerad by the grave after all the
others had left.

The priest, whose cottage overlooked
the cemetery, related that he saw the
mysterious youth lie down on the
freshly filled grave and slowly sink
into the earth that covered Sultana
Underground River Connects Lakes.

News of the discovery of a big un-
derground river at Nelles Corners,
Haldlmand county, Ont., has been re-
celved.  While men were drilling for
naturnl gas they struck the river 500
feet down in the ground., The discov-
ery was made when the drill suddenly

dropped a distance of 30 feet. When
drawn out it was wet. The rush of
water ocould be heard when the men
put tnelr ears to the hole. Water was
pumped out, and with It came some

fsh, Residents of the distrler belleve
It {8 a great chunnel connecting Lake
Erie with Ontarlo. Its discovery is
beleved to explain why all the wells
around there went dry. No one could
say which way the river s running.
Considerable excltement prevalls as
We result of the discovery,

e e
SCIENCE +.v.. <E MEDIUMS

Facts Once mﬁ to Be Miracles, But
Conceded by Modern
Thought.

Bpiritunlism s the successor of the
medineval ocenltlam and of the older
magle. To-day sclence, without accept-
g its manifestations, studies them;
and In these troubled waters almost all
the facts upon which the naw metas
physles 1a founded have been fished up.
Like magnetism, says Vance Thomp-
son In Everybody's, it has drawn the
attention of physicians to the phenom-
sna of Induced slesp and has given
many of the date for the study ol
hypnosis and suggestion. The medinms,
who Dbelleve, like the anclent pytho-
nesses, that they are possessed by
forelgn spirits, have served for the
study of the change of pergonality and
tolepathy. And it has shown that the
prodigies, diabollc and divine, record-
ed In all early religions were not so
fabulous as the critical fancled

At all events science admits that
there I8 a force—call It psychle an
Crookes does, neurle with Baretz, vital
with Baradue, or the odic force of
Reichenbrach—a force which can be
measured and described, which leaves
ita mark on the photographle plats,
which emanates from every lving be-
ing, which acts at a distance, which
saves or destroys. Plalo knew (L
Great wizards llke Cardan made use
of it. The charitans like Cagllostro
blundered upon it. The sclentists have
the last word,

What definite facts has sclence ac-
quired? The change of personality;
that I8 classle now. The evidence for
telepathy s Indubltable. Timt may
seem a bold statement; it Is a com-
monplace for those who are In touch
with the latest experiments of the
metaphysic clinies. Only n few yoars
ago—before Pasteur came—it would
have been deemed sheer ldlocy to talk
of studying typhold fever or cholera or

| erysipelas in a laboratory. Telepathy

Is an acquired certainty—as much as
Harvey's theory of the clrculation of
the blood, which three acedemies of
physiclans declared Impossible.

And the explanation of the strange
phenomena: Are they hints and In-
stigations from another world—the In-
tervention of apirits of the dead., of
nngels or demons? This Is the opin-
fon held by almost all tha sects of the
oceult, those who worship In the hun-
dred and one little rellglons of mysti-
clsm. Sclence does not go quite so farn
It declarea:

1. There exist in nature certain un¢
known forces capable of acting of
matter.

(This covers all the objective phe.
nomena of metaphysics, such as the
trangport of bodles from one place to
another, luminosity, ete.)

2. We possess other means of know'
ing than those of reason or the senses,

(This applles to the subjective phe-
nomena of metaphysics, including tele-
pathy, second sight, clairvoyance.)

GENESIS oﬁ‘égu.v LUNN.
Dol!myl

This Was a Toothsome
Popular a Century or
More Ago.

How many of our readers know the
excellences of a Sally Lunn? The
world whirls round so fast that It is
possible not one In & hundred could tell
what a Sally Lunn s, says London
Modern Soclety. The genesis of this
toothsome dellcacy 18 to be found In
Edinburgh soclety a hundred years
ago. It was before rallways had made
London the eapltal of Britaln—in the
days when Scotch peers and gentlemen
had thelr town houses In Edinburgh
and when Edinburgh could offer socl-
ety second to none in distinction and
chie.

It was when the new regiment of
Fencibles, raised by Lord Breadalbane
at the end of the elghteenth century,
wis turning the heads of Edinburgh
belles that the custom of giving tea
parties became the (fashion. Prince
Leopold, widower of Princess Char-
lotie of Whales, loitered In Edinburgh
on his way south from & visit to Tay-
mouth castle, and many of the princi-
pal hostesses of the city fought for the
honor of entertalning him to tea. Miss
Sarah Lowndes, “a lady of the MArst
fashion,” then invented the cake called
afterward b her npame, “Sally
Lowndes,” & name which slipped easily
into the "Sally Lunn” known to this
day to north country pastry cooks.
Soon afterward Miss Sally married and
a daughter of hers became the wife of
Maj. Dallas-Yorke of Walmsgate, York-
shire, the mother of the present duch-
ess of Portland. We have never in-
guired If the ducal tea tables at Wel-
beck or at Grosvenor square are fur-

nished with UT_; excellent and fufly
dainty so nearly linked with the an-
cestreas of her grace. [

bur
Busy Young King.

Alfonso, the young king of Spaln,
leads & busy lfe, made up of work,
and study, and sport—such a life as
any young man might lead. And thif
is what has endeared him to his peo-
ple. o no monarchy was the king's
majesty more hedged about with cere-
mony. The young King has broken it
all down. Hisancestors gloomed behind
the curtained windows of the palnce.
He hus gone to the people. He &
part of the natlonal Hfe. And his
frank and boylsh good fellowship has
done more to make the monarchy safe
than “all the king's horses and all the
king's men.”

Notorlous Nanme.

In the early part of the last century
n Arm of contractors namad Jerry Bros.
carried on business in Liverpool, and
earned an unplessant notorlety by
putting up rapldly-built, showy but -
construeted housés, so that thelr name
eventually became general for such
bullders and such work in all parta of
the world.

"




