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8. C,, a deformed negro boy was

A playing with a little squirrel.

From time to time he would put the
little animal on his shoulder and scram-
ble into the bushes, as if in search of
something. Soon his woolly head would
reappear, and, sitting among the leaves,
he wonld feed the squirrel and himself
on berries which he had gathered. Sim-
ilar occurrences might have been seen
at almost any time for several weeks
past, day and night being alike to this
little creature, who appeared to have
no want beyond a life of freedom.

One day while apparently playing
.gleefully no laugh or word issued from
his lips, though the squirrel was full of
pranks. After some time the boy jumped
to his feet and as noisclessly as an
animal scaled the nearest tree and
quickly concealed himself in the thick
foliage of the topmost bhranches, This
peculiar conduct was soon explained by
the appearance of some negroes. The
sound of their approaching footsteps
had sent the frightened child into hid.
ing. As it was growing late the route
through the woods was taken by many
returning home from their day's work
in the fields, and this knowledge kept
the boy safe in his retreat. Soon a par-
ty of men and women appeared. Among
them was a negro of middle age, armed
with a thick stick.

Looking around eagerly, he said: “You
lemme ketch um. I'll tan his black hide
fur um.”

“W’at 'e bin doin’, Scipio?”

“Doin’? De little debble! He t{oo lazy
ter wuk, an’ e steal eberyt'ing I put een
de room. I'll teach um fur tech w'at
doan’ b'longs ter um.”

“Way you git dat boy anyway, Scip?’

“I dunno. I t'ink Satan sen' ~m yeah.
’E mudder die jes' w'en ‘e need um
mos’, an’ I got ter bodder wid a worf-
less brat w'at can't mek a livin'.”

“I8 you ‘e own daddy?”

“Yes, cuss um! 'E bin een my way
gence ‘e wuz bo'n, an’ you lemme ketch
um now. I'll finish um.”

A wom:in asked how old the boy was,
and Scipio thought he was about four-
teen, but was not sure. As they were
leaving Scip sald:

“I wack Tony fur as dese woods, an’
I cumiin® yeah cboery day till I git um.
Den I mek um sing.”

When all was once more quiet, the

LONE in a wild part of the woods
on the outskirts of Charlesi. .,

little wanderer crept cautiously from |
the tree and made a sort of bed of the

leaves and branches. When about to
lie down, a sudden thought seemed to
strike him. Kneeling down, he clasped
his hands and raised his eyes in prayer:
“Please, gocd Lord, bless me an’ doan’
let dat man fine me, I o mis'ble I wan’
die, like my dear mammy.”

Ele sought his bed and was soon in a

+ sleep of blissful, childish peace.

It was early September, when the
chinguapin is ripe and the woods are

often scoured by young folks for the

KNEELING DOWN, HE CLASPED HIS HANDS.

little black nuts. While gathering some
of these a few days later the hoy was
startled by voices near him, and he was
seen before he could move.

A merry group of girls and hoys be-
tween the ages of fourteen and sixteen
stopped when they saw this strange
boy, and, noticing his look of fright,
some of the youths thoughtlessly made
fun of him. The expression of fear on
the face of the dwarf changed imme-
diately to one of dignity. IHe seemed to
realize that, though not caught by his
brutal father, as be at first feared, he
was at the mercy of & crowd of heart-
less boys. As he was about to walk
away a sweet young girl came for-
ward and, turning to her companions,
said:

“For shame, boys! God, who made
you and me, made this poor child.”

The boys evidently realized the jus-
tice of the reptimand, One of them dp-
proachefl the fiegro and asked if he
and any outs tosell.

“Tehitye, sub, but 1 got ter keep um
ter eat. I ane got hotthy else”

“Whay, money will buy something

“tankye, sub. T age got no way
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sat on the root of a tree to rest while
her companions gathered nuls. She
was soon conscious of the awkward
approach of the dwarf, who placed a
large leaf filled with chinquapins at
her side.

“FPenkye, missug, fur bein' so kine ter
& po' hoy.”

Alice #~iled and motioned to him.
With a backward pull or serape of the
right foot and a sort of jerk of his
front hair he obeyed.

“What is your name?”

“Tony, ma'am.”

“What is the matter with you? Why
do you live on nuts and say you have
no place to spend money? The city is
very near, and you can walk in if you
can come out.”

The boy hesitated.

“I 'fraid fur tell you de trut’, 'cause
You mout tell way I is.”

Alice hastened to reassure him.

“Ob, missus, you ane know w'at a
hard time a po’ nigger kin have, My
mudder love me, do I is got a hump-
back, an’ she nebber lick me. I ane
nebber bin strong nuff ter wuk, an’, do
I use ter help her w'at I could, tane
bin much I could do. After she dead I
ane know no time I ane git kicks an’
knocks from my daddy, 'cause 'e say I
een ‘e way an’ 'e ane gwine feed a big
boy lak me. Sometimes I goes days
widout a crus’ er bread, an’ one day ’e
beat me 8o an’ t'row me ag'in de wall
dat I nebber know nuttin'. Wen I
wake up, it wuz mos' nite, an’ I can
stan’ no mo', so I git up ter go, an’ I
fine my ahms an’ back so hu't me I
kin hardly walk. I was cumin’ out de
place w'en I see a hunk er bread an’
a plece er bacon een de closet do’, an’,
missus, I bin so hongry I tek um an’
sneak off. I know I wuz wrong, but I
wuz so weak an’ hongry I couldn’t help
it. Den 1 sneak an’ hide an' sneak an’
hide till T cum yeah, an’ I bin yeah so
long now dat I gittin’ berry sick. I
ane had all dis time a t'ing ter eat’cep’
de nuts an’ berries. I begs de good
Lord ebery nite ter tek me befo' my
daddy cum, ’'cause I can’t let um kill
me, an' I too little an’ too weak ter
help myself.”

The poor little fellow burst into
tears. Alice was not ashamed to let
her own tears fall freely, and soon a
band of sympathizers stood around the
unfortunate child. A basket of food
intended for a Ilunch was quickly
opened, and Tony made a royal meal.
Before leaving Alice said:

‘“Tony, do you know the city? Well,
I live on Rutledge avenue near Spring
street, and if you will come to my
house I think we may find a job for
you.”

“Ob, missug, I ’fraid ter go een de
town ’'less I know fur sure I ane
gwine meet my daddy.”

“Alice,” said one of the larger boys,
“let him stay here tonight, and tomor-
row I will come out with an officer
and bring Tony in under his protec-
tion. If that brute shows up, he will
be arrested.” -

This suggestion meeting with ap-
proval, the picnickers soon after de-
parted.

After prayers of thanks to God for
his deliverance Tony lay down and
slept the sweet, untroubled sleep of
childish faith in the eagerly expected
“tomorrow.” In the morning he almost
forgot in his joy his past enforced si-
lence and played happily in the woods
for some time. The sun was hot, and
he soon became tired and hungry. Go-
ing to the hollow tree which served as
his storehouse, he and the squirrel were
soon enjoying the remnants of the good
things of the day before. Suddenly he
paled, and his heart stopped in fear.
He heard stealthy steps behind him
and, looking round quickly, was just in
time to save himself from an upraised
stick in the hands of his enraged fa-
ther.

Flying up the first tree he saw, Tony
failed to notice until too late that it
was not strong enough to bear his
weight; so, holding on as tightly as he
could, he trembled for his safety cither
way. A storm of wild abuse came from
the man, who was in a fury. He vio-
lently shook the tree, which almost at
once dislodged his victim. No sooner
had Tony touched the earth than he
was sgeized by the ruffian, who bela-
bored him, accompanying each blow
with the vilest language and most
frightful kicks. Scream after scream
filled the air uiitil, with one piercing
shriek, the sufferer sank into blessed
unconseciousness. Rapidly approaching
footsteps were heard, and the wretch,
hurling the little prostrate form against
a tree, took to his heels. He was too
late, however. An oflicer and two young
men seized him, and a wild fight for
freedom followed. The coward was
goon conquered and was with much
trouble taken to the station house,
while the unconscious boy was cared
for by persons attracted by the noise.

As soon as Tony was able to attend
court the wretch who caused his suf-
ferings was tried and sentenced to a
term of years at hard labor in the pent-
tentiary.

Tony soon after became stable boy at
the home of Alice Brewster. The little
fellow developed a spirit of true cour-

ze and a rare degree of gratitude. As
if a pall had been lifted from his life,
Le blossomed out under the care and
kindness he received in bis new home.
His doglike devotion to Alice and his
wiatchfulness over her were indeed
beautiful. If she wished to ride, he
took the greatest care In grooming her
pony.

Tony was about four and one-half
feet in height and but for his humped
back a well formed boy. His skin was
of the clean black best liked by the
White families of the south. Now that
e knew there Was no danger of meet-
ing his father, he took fragquent trips to
the woods to nuts, berrles &nd
fiowers for his stresp.

His blind idolatry wad so well undet-
stood that Alice wonld often go on long
walks or rides at early morning with
no gulde or protector but this child.

The life of a sorvant does not contain

<
.

much of adventure, but this boy, mo
matter what he might have developed
had his lot been cast in other surround-
Ings, was an honor to any race. Natu-
ally religious, as is the bent of the ne-
gro, he was to his young mistress the
soul of honor and so deeply grateful
that his life was slmply dedicated to
her.

The next two years passed uncvent-
fally. Tony continued the falthful dis-
charge of his duties and enjoyed the
happiness of a peaceful life. Alice's
eighteenth birthday was to be celebrat-
ed in festivities extending over several
days, and the air was full of prepara-
tion. Tony was now invaluable, as he
brought in from the woods for decora-
tion the beautiful gray moss and the
sweetest wild flowers.

A grand oak tree with epreading
branches stood in front of the Brewster
home. For almost a hundred years it
bad been there, and it had come to be
a landmark in the city. In the branches
of this oak Tony and the squirrel had
been allowed to play at will, and it was
astonishing to observe the agility of
the boy as he swung from limb to limb
in play with the animal. The gay crowd,
gathered to see the fun, filled the air
with peals of laughter, and nearly ev-
ery day witnessed a repetition of this
diversion. The evening of the birthday
party came and went, and happy, tired
heads sought their pillows and were

THE BRANCH GAVE WAY BENEATH TONY'S
WEIGHT,

soon wrapped in sleep. Near morning

the loud peal of the doorbell which

startled the household was answered

by»Mr. Brewster from a front window.

He was horrified to see flames issuing
from the windows of the floor helow.
The policeman on the beat sereamed to
him to hurry all out before it was too
late. The opening of doors and win
dows created n draft which helped to
feed the flames, and it seemed fmpossi-
ble that some lives would not be lost.
Cries of “Fire!” screaming servants,
questions of frightened guests, volumes
of smoke and tongues of flame made a
horrible picture.

The firemen rescued all the inmates
and were congratulating themselves
that every one was saved when the ag-
onized face of Allce was seen at an up-
per window. How she got back they
did not know, as she had been brought
out among the first, but it was soon un
derstood. In her arms was her pet
squirrel. She had gone back, not appre-
ciating the danger to herself, to save
this little brute, knowing that he would
otherwise perish in his cage.

How could they save her? It seemed
impossible. Even the tree in front of
the house was now beginning to burn,
and there was scarcely a foothold left
on the building safe under the weight
of a man. As they gazed and tried to
decide what to do Alice's ery for help
wag suddenly answered.

“Keep still, missus! Tony’s comin’!”

Before the little deformed creature
could be stopped he climbed the burn-
ing tree llke a veritable child of the
woods, and while a breathless crowd
watched him he swung himself into the
window, his garments honeycombed
with burning patches,

“Stan’ on de sill, quick! Doan’ be
skeered.”

Alice mechanicaily obeyed. From the
sill Tony caught the largest limb near
him, and, swinging out, he clasped one
arm around jt, holding out his other
hand to Alice.

“Swing right ober, quick, missus!"”

She again obeyed, and at once the
firemen held their net, ag they realized
the intention of the boy.

“Fo' God's sake, ketch her!
mine me.,”

With that Tony told Alice to Jump,
and as she rose to obey he covered hia
eyes, as if dreading to see what might
happen. In his excitement he loosened
his hold on the tree, and Alice’s jump
was almost immediately followed by a
groan of horror as the brave boy fell to
a lower branch, to which he managed
to hang with one hand. Slowly and
painfully, for the fall had bruised his
arm, Tony dragged himself on to the
limb. All seemed safe when a cracking
noise sent a thrill of horror through the
watchers as the branch gave way be-
neath Tony's weight. Though the net
was held to ecatch him, he fell outside.
The fearful shock rendered him uneon-
sclous, and his badly burned body waa
beyond the aid of & physician. Alice,
Who was hearthroken, was untiring in
hér devstion, but before atother dawn
Tony gazed at his yoyug mistress and
faintly said: '

“You sabe poor Tony once. I tenk
God I done sumpin’ fur you 'fore I g
ter my mammy. Goodby, missus. God
bless you."

Little Tony was with his @ammy.

Doan’

77T A Saflor of Bravery, | Gad

What threatened to be one oé the
worst disasters in the history of ship-
ping was the burning of the Ocean
Monarch. The fire was discovered in
her fore hold an hour or two only after
she left the Mersey. There® was &
strong breeze, and she was headed for
the Welsh coast.

By some unlucky accident an anchor
was dropped, and the big ship was
brought up all standing head to the
wind. ‘the flames came roaring aft,
where 600 passengers and crew were
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5 ahle aniigut(y of the Baliet,

Strictly defined. the ballet i3 properly
a theatrieal exhibition of <iie art of
dancing in its highest perfection, com-
plying generally with the rules of the
drama as to its composition and form.
| It wus in existence in Italy as far back
as A. D, 1500, the court of Turin in that
day making espeeial use of it and the
royal family and nobles taking part in
it. The ballet was fxst introduced in

| France in the reign of Louls XIII., and |

ibot.h that monarch and Louis XIV. oc-
caslonally took part in its dances.

crowded. ') In its earliest presentation the ballet

A Brazilian frigate, a yacht and &
pilot boat were near, but they only at-
tempted to pick up those who jumped
and swam. Suddenly up .came an
American clipper and rounded into the
wind barely 200 yards away. In her
first boat was Frederick Jerome, only
an able seaman, but one of the bravest
seamen that ever lived. In a flash his
boat was alongside the burning ship,
and he climbed on deck amid the
scorch and smother. There he stayed
until the last soul of 600 was saved.
His clothes were on fire seven separate
times, and he was scorched almost be-
yond recognition. His only reward
was the medal of the American Hu-
mane society.—Pearson’s.

The Zodlacal Light.

The name of “zodiacal light” has
been given to a singular appearance
frequently witnessed soon after sunset
or just before sunrise. It may be seen
at all seasons of the year in low lati-
tudes and 18 obviously due to illumi-
nated matter surrounding the sun in a
very flat or lenticular form, nearly co-
inciding with the plane of the ecliptic,
or, rather, with the sun's equator. The
attention of astronomers was first di-
rected to it in the year 1683 by Cassini
and was long regarded as being the
sun’'s atmosphere. This Idea, it is now
thought, is incorrect, it being generally
believed at the present time to consist
of an immense assemblage of rocks,
sand, cosmical dust, fragments of met-
al, ete,, such as the earth is continual-
ly encountering in the form of aerolites
or meteorites. It may not be out of
place to mention in this connection that
the rings of Saturn are believed to be
composed of similar materials,

The Decadence.

Mr. Herlihy looked at his latest pho-
tograph, taken in his Sunday clothes,
and his gaze bespoke keen disappoint-
ment.

*Oi'd never ’a’ had this tuk if it
hadn't been for thim children telling|
me about the improvements in photo- |
graphing,” Le muttered, holding the |
card upon which his likeness was
mounted farther and farther away. |
“Improvements” is it? Of'd loike to!
show this pictur' soide be soide wid
the wan O! had twinty years ago and |
lave it to annybody which o' thim two |
made the betther man o' me. There’s |
an old, anxious, toired out look to this |
new wan that was niver in the other. |

“There may be improvements in pho-
tographing,” said Mr. Herliby as he de- |
posited the cabinet sized card face|
down in bhis table drawer, “but Oi've .
yit to see thim.”—Youth's Companion.

Ether Vibrations.

The effect of movements in the ether
depends upon the rapidity of the vibra-
tions producing them. The unit of
measurement for sbhort waves in the
ether is the bicron, which is about one
twenty-five millionth of an inch. Waves !
measuring 380 to 810 bicrons affect our
sense of sight, the former number giv-
ing violet and the latter red color. The
Invisible rays, to which the actinic and |
Roentgen rays belong, are shorter :mdl
have been measured as short as 100!
bicrons. Ether waves longer than
those giving light give the feeling of
warmth. The longest heat waves are
eight times the length of those of the
red rays, or one three hundred and fif-
tieth of an inch.

Medicenl Periis.

In Baluchistan when a physician
gives a dose he is expected to partake
of a similar one himself ns a guarantee |
of his good faith. Should the patlent
die under his hands the relatives, though
they rarely exercise it, have the right
of putting Lim to death unless a spe-
clal agreement has been made freeing
him from all responstbility as to conse-
quences, while if they should decide
upon immolating him he is fully ex-
pected to yield to his fate like a man.

Willing to Compromise.
Mamma—-Oh, you bad boy! Where

| appeared dexterously in combination
| with the other theatrical acts and is
sald to bhave ‘‘completed the chaotic
medley exhibited In these spectacles,
which were at once mythological, alle-
gorical, Bantastic, warlike and pasto-
ral.” The reader will not be slow to
observe that its development in the
present day has not apparently lost
sight of these conditions.

About the year 1700 women made
thelr first appearance in the ballet,
which up to that time had been per-
formed exclusively by men, as was the
case also with plays and operas, but no
woman ballet dancer of any note ap-
peared until 1790.

Comets and Women,

The analogy between comets and wo-
men once formed the subject of the
| following peroration from an evening
'contempomry: “Comets doubtless an-
swer some wise and good purpose in
the creation; so do wcmen. Comets
are incomprehensible, beautiful and ec-
centric; so are women. Comets shine
with pecullar splendor, but at night are
most brilliant; so are women. Comets
are enveloped with a lueld nebula
through which their forms are visible;
80 are those of women in thelr light
jand elegant attire. Comets confound
{the most learned when they attempt
gto ascertain their nature; so do women.
|Com9ts equally excite the admiration
of the philosopher and of the clod of
| the valley; so do women. Comets and
{ women are therefore closely analogous,
'but, the nature of each being inscruta-
ble, all that remains for us to do is to
| view with admiration the one and to
| love the other to adoration.”—Golden
Penny.

Menelek and the Missionary.

A story is told of an attempt made by
a Swedish missfonary to obtain a foot-
hold in Abyssinia. No sooner had he
begun to preach than he was brought
before King Menelek, who asked him
why he had left his home in Scandi-
navia in order to come to Abyssinia.
The missionary promptly replied that
he had come to convert the Abyssinian
Jews. ‘“Are there no Jews in your
country ?” asked Menelek. The mis-
sionary admitted that there were a
few. “And in all the countries that
you have passed through did you find
no Jews or heathens?” the king con-
tinved. “Jews and heathens,” the mis.
slonary admitted, *‘are plentiful.”
“Then,” said Menelek, “carry this man
beyond the frontier and let him not
return until he has converted all the
Jews and heathen which lie between
his country and mine.”

An Arab Legend.

“There is none so poor but there is
one poorer.” 3

A poor Arab spent his last bara on a
handful of dates and went up on a
high clIff to eat them and die. As he
threw the stones over a lean hand shot
out below and caught them.

“Ho!” sald he. “Why do you eatch
my date stones?”

“Because, O brother,” answered a
weak voice, “I have not eaten these
three days, and Allah has sent these
stones to save my life.”

“Praise be to Allah,” answered the
first man, “for he has saved me also,
for here i< one poorer than L."”

And both men went Into the city.

Malleable Glass of the Egyptians.

Strabo and Josephus both afirm that
the Egyptian glass workers were so
well skilled In their art that they imi-
tated the amethyst and other precious
stones to perfection. Malleable glass
was one of the secret arts of the an-
clents, the formula for making it being
now reckoned as lost, Strabo mentions
a cup of glass which could be ham-

imered into any desired shape, the ma-

terial of which it was composed being
as ductile as lead.

Too Much Argument.
Dar's a/good deal in argyment, but it
can also be overdone. As long as

have you been all this time? Don't you |
think you should be ashamed to worry |
your mother go?

The Boy-—Well, ma, I'm willin’ to be |
ashamed that I worried you if you'll |
promise not to tell pa anything that 'll

worry me.—Boston Journal.

Willing He Should Smoke.

“Any objections to my smoking
here?’ asked the offensively cheerful
wan as the vessel gave another disqui-
eting lurch.

“None,” replied the pale chap in the
steamer chalr, “here—or hereafter!”—
Cincinnati Commercial Tribune.

Following the Races. |

Spoart—You say he follows the race
horses. He looks prosperous.

Nervitt—Yes; the race horses keep
him busy.

Spoart—Bookmaker?

Nervitt—No; pawnbroker.—Philadel-
phia Ledger.

The Sate Side. |

*Yowll be sorry some day that you!
didy’t get married if you don't.”

“Well, T'd rather not be married and '
be sorty 1 wasn't than to be married
and be sorry I was.~San Francisco
Wasep.

He who brings ridicule to dear
against truth finds in his hend a blade
w!thw\ t a hilt. ~Landor, 5

N e, 3 ) e

Uncle Moses helieved in sulphur and
brimstone he let my cabbages strictly
alone. When I had argyed him into
believin® dat no sich place existed he
cleaned out my truck patch in one
night.—Detroit Free Press.

The Difterence,

Miss Languish—Mercy! You' don't
mean to say you destroy all your love
letters! I save mine religiously.

Miss Pertly--Of course; but, then,
you know It makes a difference where
one has only a few.—Boston Tran-
script.

His Mission.

“Yes,” said the would be poet, “I
started as office boy for an editor. I
used to help empty wastebaskets.”

“Indeed!” sald the girl who had seen
some of his effusions, “and now I sup-
pose you help fill them ?'—Philadelphia
Reeord.

Misunderstood.

“Sir, you look like an optimist. You
have a happy countenance. Lend me
a dollar.”

“My friend, do you kuow why I look
hapoy? It's because I haven't any
wealth to bother me.”~Exchange.

A critie in noticing a disclosure on
“The Bayings and Doings of Great
Men” remarks, “It iz sad to observe
2‘0: much they said and how little they

.,‘ o . o oo . »
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THE DINING
CAR CLEW

By HEADON HILL

———

Copyrighd, 1908, by T. C. McClure
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“The chief wants to see you, Inspeet-
or Grantham,” said a mossenger com-
ing into the room =t New Scotland
Yard.

I went at once to the chief superin-
tendent's office and was received by my
superijor officer with a friendly nod.

*“Good news for you, Grantham,” he
said., ‘“‘Some one has fairly given Bra-
dy away. Read that letter and look
at that photo.

The letter was undated and unsigned.
It was in these words:

Brady, the bank note forger, intends to
break cover this afternoon and make a
bolt for the States, He will leave Euston
for Liverpool by the 5:30 corridor express,
accompanied by his female accomplice,
named Daisy Gllbart. Brady is certain
to be disguised. The writer, however, in-
closes a photograph of Daisy Gilbart,
who, not being as yet known to the poe
lice, may possibly travel in propria per-
sona.

The photograph was that of a bold,
saucy eyed young woman with a profu-
sion of light hair and very showlily at-
tired in evening dress. A mark on the
neck attracted my attention.,

“One would have thought that a wo-
man of that type would have got the
photographer to retouch the mark out
of the picture,” I said. “What do you
make of it all, sir—a split in the camp 7’

“The chances are that jealousy of
this person Gilbart prompted the in-
formation.”

I could not gainsay the chief's view.
In nine cases out of ten the anonymous
letters that lead to the capture of im-
portant criminals ar2 due to feminine
spite. And yet there was the chance
that the friendly letter might be a
“plant.”

The warrant for Joe Brady had been
fn my bands for six weeks. The only
credit I could so far take was that my
pursuit had been so keen that he had
not dared to come out into the open
and make a bolt for it.

I glanced at the clock. It was near-
ly 8 o'clock, and I had two hours and
a half to make arrangements for the
capture. I wentioned the names of the
plain clothes men whom I desired to
support me and took my departure.

8o it was that at § o'clock I drove up
in a hansom to the termlinus, carefully
dressed in the garments of a bishop
and with my face altered from all sem-
blance to the original. To be in keep-
Ing with my assumed character in the
probable event of Brady having con-
federates on the watch, I went into the
booking office and took a first class
ticket for Liverpool, after which I
strolled out on to the platform just as
the train of vestibule cars was backing
into position.

Early as it was, my two subordinates
had by my direction preceded me to the
station, though they were not to openly
communicate with me till the supreme
moment. One of them, a smart young
sergeant named Parker, who was got
up as a blue jacket, contrived to whis-
per In my ear as I stood at the book-
stall:

“The girl is here, apparently alone.
Came ten minutes ago. Took two first
to Liverpool. Now in the ladies’ wait-
ing room.” {

Parker and his colleague had of
course had a sight of the photograph.
His information was welcome, as prov-
ing that at any rate the letter received
at the yard had some foundation and
was not, as I had half feared, a prac-
tical joke designed to lead us on a wild
goose chase. 3

I sat down on a bench opposite the
dining car to await developments. A
bishop is a common object nowadays,
and my laced hat and gaiters attracted
but little attention. I was able to look
over the top of the Church Times, which
I had purchased, and so watch the ar-
rival of passengers. A score of people
had taken their seats in the dining car,
but not one of them, allowing for the
most elaborate disguise, could I ident-
fy as Joe Brady. They were mostly
unmistakable Americans returning to
their native land in partles of threes
and fours, )

Suddenly an Incldent occurred which
at the time caused me some uneasi-
ness, Sergeant Parker's voice reached
me, ralsed in tones of expostulation.

“No, I don't want a drink, mate, and
by the same token you seem to have
had a full dose already,” he was say-
ing.

A little way along the platform my
assistant had been accosted by a half
tipsy blue jacket, who was trying to
pull him into the buffet. The sailor's
cap proclaimed that he belonged to the
same ship as that which Parker's dis-
guise denoted, the Majestic. To my re-
lief, the man seemed to be too muddled
to perceive that the sergeant was no
shipmate of his, but staggered off, drop-
ping his bundle once or twice, to the
front of the train.

The sailor had hardly disappeared
when the original of the photograph
| came out of the waiting room and
' crossed the platform to the dining car.

Bhe was wearing a well cut serge cos-

tume and had made no attempt at dis-
| guise, even the mark on her neck belng
distinetly visible above the collar of
her dress,

But where was the redoubtable Bra-
dy? It was 5:25 now, and there were
no signs of Miss or Mrs, Dalsy Gil-
bart’s intendell traveling companion.
The same guestion was plainly begin-
ning to agitate the lady. Bhe quitted
the seat which she had gecured and
#tood on the platform of the car gazing
anxiously toward the entrance from
the booking office,

The warning bell rang. 1 decided
on no account to lose sight of the fair
Dalsy. If the person she was expect-
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ing d{d not come' and she went on m
the train I would go too. If she got
out and abandoned ber Journey I and
my assistants would shadow her where

i ever she went,

Contriving a word with Parker, [
bastily sketched my intentions and
bade him go forward to tha tkird class
earriages, into one of which he was to
Jump at the last minute if he saw ma
board the dining car. ~

A moment later 1 had taken my seat
fn the car, for Gilbart, after one last
distracted gaze to the station entrance,
had decided to pursue her journey. As
the train gathered speed I settled down
to the task of watching for signs of
her fraternizing with one of the other
passengers, but nothing of the sort oc-
curred: She sat looking out of the

-window, and presently a tear stole

down her cheek—only one, but a genu-
ine tear. '

Moved by a sudden Iimpulse, I
changed my seat and took the place
opposite to her at the wi'ite draped ta-
ble. My eplscopal garb warranted, I
thought, the proffer of consolation, in
the course of which the pumping proc-
ess might be administered.

Imagine, then, my astonishment when
my overtures were recelved with:

“What's the use of talking like that?
You're the 'tec that's after Joe Brady,
ain't you?"

A denial would certainly not have
been believed, so I nodded admission.

“You've had your trouble for nothing,
I'm afraid. He must have got wind of
that letter and kept out of the way.”

“The letter!” I exclaimed in bewilden
ment.

“I wrote it myseif,”” replied the girl.
“I wanted him caught, you see. Don't
ask why; it's 2 woman’s reason. Baut
he's too cunning for me, and now I sup-
pose he'll kill me some time.”

The ice belng broken, she poured
forth a flood of recriminations against
her late assoclate, afirming ‘that she
had no idea of his true character and
Iving me the address of his hiding

ce in Battersea.

“We don't stop till Crewe, but you'd
better wire to your people from there
to arrest him, or at any rate shadow
him till you get back,” she advised.

1 bad already decided to do so, but I
was still not quite satisfied. Why had
she gone on in the train after finding
that her communication to the police
had been abortive?

Her home was in New York, she sald,
and, having her passage ticket taken,
she wished to use it and cut herself
adrift from evil associates. 8o the .
train rushed northward, the other pase
sengers in the car soon ceasing to bq
amused by the friendship etruck up be
tween the elderly bishop and the soli«
tary traveler. g

At last the train ran into Crewe stas
tion, and as I rose she put out her well
gloved hand. “Goodby, Mr. Grantham,
1 do hope you'll catch him,” she sald.
“My life won't be safe till he’s under
lock and key.”

“But this is not goodby. I am only
going to send off the wire,” I sald. “I
am going on with you to Liverpool ta
#ee you safe on board the steamer.”

It was a chance shot. but it weny
home. She turned ashy pale, and I
knew that she had been working with
the object of getting rid of me at
Crewe. But where was Brady?

The question was answered by Daisy
Gilbart herself in the anguished ery of
“My father! Oh, my father!” Follow-
ing her gaze to the platform, I saw
outside the car window two sallors of
the Majestic with linked arms. One of
them was handcuffed.

“I've got him, sir,” said Parker. “By
luck I traveled down in the same com-
partment and laid a few conversational
traps for him. He had neglected to
sufficiently post bimself in detail
about our fine old craft. I smelt a rag
before we'd gone twenty miles.”

L ] - L] L ] L L] .

“Daisy Gilbart” was indeed Brady's
daughter, and I could not help beiog
sorry for her. She had made a bold
bid to hoodwink us by concentrating
the attention of our combined forces on
the dining car while her father traveled
in another part of the train, but she
hardly allowed for the caution of an
experienced oificer.

p

The Sen of Sabara. g
French engineers have declared that
it is perfectly feasible to convert the
desert of Sahara into a vast lake, thus
opening to commerce great regions of
the Interior of Africa which can now
only be reached by long, tedious and
dangerous caravan journeys. They say
that a large portion of the desert lies
below the level of the Atlantic and that
by digging a canal to let In the waters
of the ocean the great change could be*
effected easily and at a cost which
would be siall compared to the bene-
fits which would acerue. If the whole
desert lay below the level of the Atlan-
tic the flooding of it would create a sea
more than four times as big as the Med-
iterranean; but, as the Saham 18 com-
posed of elevated plateaus, mountain
ranges and depressions, only a part
would be covered with water when the
waves of the ocean were let in, and the
new sea thus formed would be an fr-
regular body of water probably of
about the same size as the Mediterra-
nean. Great commerclal cities would
at once spring up on its shores and
trade and civilization strike at once to
the heart of Africa. The sea of Sahara
may never become a reality, but in any
event it is a gigantic and pleasing
dream.

Killed by Fear.

Frederick I. of Prussia was killed by
fear, HIis wife was insane, and one
day she escaped from her keeper and,
dabbing her clothes with blood, rushed
upon her husband while he was doging
in his chair. King Frederick imagined
her to be the White Lady, whose ghost
was helieved to invariably appear when-
ever the death of a member of the roy-
al family was to occur, and he was
thrown into g fever and died In six
areeks. ¢, a8




