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CHAPTER X II.
W« drew up twiftljr—four hundred 

farda, three hundred farda, one hundred 
—  And then, with a short, tierce bark 
of race, the Pole drafted out hia re
volver and fired. Aa he did so, the sharp 
huas of a bullet, like the buss of an' 
a ag ir bee, fled ovqr us. I docked inf 
head at the sound; but I five myself the 
crédit of saying that I poked it up again 
the next moment.

“May the fiend grip him, but he has 
a Mauser pistol!” cried Reski, and I saw 
that the weapon In his own hand was 
of the common bnlldog make. “At this 
tango I can do nothing against him.”

He lashed hid horses, and they plunged 
gallantly forward. I could see that Mar
nas ha« stepped hia sleigh and was cud
dling his weapon with a perfect cool
ness. Even a t that distance I seemed 
to feel the goggling murder in hia eyes.

Zip! sip! He.had missed again!
Thun«! I saw eae of ths galloping 

horses stagger, and then his head and 
shoulders seemed to fall away, aa if he 
had dropped forward into a hole. 'There 
was a bnmplag and a twisting wrench, 
ths snow by the roadside seemed to 
spring up at me, and the next instant I 
was struggling la oold, blinding dark]

I wriggled ont from the drift, gasp
ing, with ths flakes in my mouth and 
eyes. The sleigh was twisted across the 
read, half severing the dead horse. The 
ether two had scrambled to their feet 
and now stood shivering, with drooping 
heads. The fall had knocked the heart 
clean ont of them. • Reski lay beside 
them, hnddled wttere he had fallen. 
Eighty yards away Maraac had stopped 
and was watching ns. He seemed satis
fied with what ha saw, for presently he 
turned and, lashing hia team, trotted on 
down the road.

I don’t suppose it was more than 
couple of minutes before Reakt came 
round, though it seemed long enough to 
me. He had got a nasty thump on the 
head, but as a matter of fact hia wrist 
turned out to be the more serious busi
ness, being very badly sprained Indeed 
I made a sling out of a neck wrap and 
fixed him upy as well as I was able. The 
s u n  had a remarkable vitality, besides 
brute courage, for, the moment I had 
finished, he walked over and examined 
the sleigh.

It looked hopeless enough. One of the 
runners had been torn almost clean away,- 
and the central part was badly cracked. 
The body of the poor lad Ivaa lay on Its 
back in the roadway, «taring up at the 
sky. I threw a rug ever It.

“Well, we aan’t go on, that’s certain,’’
I said.

“Not in the aleigh, mein Herr,’’ he 
answered calmly.

“And how elseT”
“There are the horses, one for each. 

When you have freed them of their har
ness, I will ask you to assist me to 
mount."

Tbfere was no good arguing with him, 
and I was ashamed to seem less eager 
than a man in his crippled condition. 
With hie clasp knife I cut the twisted 
traces away and freed them of their 
collars. At his direction I dragged the 
body of Ivan into the sleigh and left him 
there decently covered.

Keski mounted from the stump of a 
tree, to which I led the stronger of the 
pair, I was a fairly good rider, but I 
was excessively stiff from my long drive, 
and not a little shaken by my fall. My 
beaat seemed to have the sharpest knife- 
bene ef a back that Nature ever gave 
to horseflesh. But, sfter all, there was 
nothing to be gained by grumbling. Per
haps I was growing wiser by painful ex 
perlenes.

A curious pair we must have looked 
that morning. Reskl, with his arm in a 
■ling, and the butt of his revolver peep
ing from his waist belt, would have made 
aa gopd s stsge brigaud as need be. For 
myself, I was in too much of Immediate 
pain from the joltiug trot of the brute 
I rode to carry a formidable appearance.
I  could never have imagined that 
horse lived with such adamantine fet
locks as mine seemed to possess.

I have no exact record of the time, 
but 1 should imagine that it was about 
half an hour later that we sighted Mnr- 
nae again. He was then a good three- 
quarters of a mile ahead, but traveling 
leisurely. Also, I wss very glad to at* 
tics that we m ere free of the waste lands, 
and that the spire of a church was pok
ing out amongst some poplars ahead of 
him. He would never dare to use his 
revolver a second time when men were 
about. Alao, we might procure another 
aleigh and team.

Reski sent his heels into hia horse, and 
we quickened our pace, though the poor 
brutea were getting very done and drove 
heavily along with hanging heads. It 
was about then that I noticed a man be
hind us.

We were topping a slight rise when I 
looked round. He was then some dis 
tance in our rear, but coming up fast. As 
far as I could make out, he was In a sort 
of uniform and well mounted. The pos
sibility of official help was very pleas
ant.

We were gaining on Maniac, who had 
not yet noticed us.

With kicks and curses from Reskl, and 
the application of a haael branch from 
myself, we had squeesed a lumbering 
gallop ent ef our horses. Ths aleigh wae 
not more than ona hundred yards away. 
Reski gripped hia reins in hia teeth end 
drew hie revolver.

“Stop, there! Stop, I aay, in the name 
of the law!”

I t  was the man from behind who hail
ed os, hat we rode on.

“Stop, or I flrel”
I palled up. I don’t think it was very 

cowardly when yon think of It. Besides, 
I waa anxious to explain.

Reskl rod« on.
The man who had shouted flashed by 

me, traveling a t an easy gallop. He was 
dressed In a meat green uniform and 
carried a drawn revolver.

Reskl rode on.
I t  was all over In a moment The 

étranger cried another warning, to which

ths Pole answered with a snarl over his 
shoulder. The next instant there waa a 
sharp report, and Reaki’a horse pitched 
forward, throwing his rider dear. He 
was then scarcely thirty yards from Mar- 
nac’a sleigh.

The Pole was not hurt apparently, for 
despite his Injured arm he scrambled to 
hia feet In an instant But he had lost 
his revolver in his fall and waa helpless, 
ine began a furiosi explanation la his na
tional tongue, dropping tho hated lan
guage of his Teuton conquerors.

“Speak in German, yon Polish dog!” 
growled his captor, and than turning on 
me aa I rode up—

Here, yon,” he said, “dismount and 
stand by your accomplie«. If you resist 
I shoot!”

I obeyed. From hia manner ha wu# 
without doubt a pailcsaaaa. Ala« I re
spect the lew.

“Now, you,” he said, addressing me, 
explain, if yen can, whs is that man 

you shot sad left la the broke* elolgh 
down yonder. Remember, it is against 
you that you have already triad to se
es pe and refused to surrender.”

“There is the murderer, mein Herr!” 
I cried, pointing to Marnae’s sleigh, new 
rapidly vanishing. “We were chaSiafl 
him. Go after him at once, er he will 
get away.”

The policeman laughed long and lend. 
“A pretty ta le r’ said he. “This dog 

ef a Pole here has. been la mlachlef, 
without doubt; aad yea. yea who aro—” 

“An Englishman,” I said proudly. 
“Aha I perhaps you theught yen were 

once more murdering ths kelpless Beer. 
A Pols and aa Englishman 1 Ah, met 
it Is no wonder that together they hatch
ed some fiendish contrivance.”

It was no use to make a further ap
peal. Reski had seen that already. Bide 
by side we tramped threugh the enow, 
with our captor and hia ready piatol be
hind us. , Id half aa hour we had reach 
ed the village we had seen ahead, and 
were lodged in a ceil Infamously damp 
and cold.' All communication with our 
friends was refused till the arrival of 
some local magistrats.

Aa eleven o’clock hammered from the 
-steeple outside. Reski raised kls head 
from his chest and glared across at ms.

“He will have arrived at Knesen,” he 
said. “There is a great choice of trains" 

It was true enough. Maraac had ee- 
caped ua once again.

[V.—THE ANONTMOU* ARTICLE.
In my narrative of the pursuit ef Prof. 

Rudolf Maraac, it will have been observ
ed that Fortune had been cold te us. In 
the Incident which I now relate we were 
to some extent more favored; fer though 
our supreme object was not achieved, we 
were yet enabled to save the life of her 
who is dearest to me in all the world.

I have told you of the homicidal ma
nia which fell upon the professor, 
and of ths series of events which caused 
my cousin. Sir Henry Graden, the emi
nent scientist and explorer, to be asso
ciated with a Heidelberg student, i 
then was, in an effort to contrive his cap
ture. How we failed to bring about the 
murderer's arrest in Poland, through the 
stupidity of a forest guard, I have al
ready explained. By the time I had 
obtained my release, Maruac had again 
disappeared. A linguist well provided 
with money, and on all points but one 
perfectly sane, had no difficulty in finding 
refuge in the cities of Europe.

I have been in some doubt aa to the 
best means of briefly describing the pres
ent incident. Miss Mary Weston, with 
whom I discussed the matter, at ence 
offered to place her diary at my disposal, 
Upon its perusal I suggested that she 
should herself extract the necessary 
items, adding such introduction and ex 
planatory notes as seemed neeessary. To 
this she has very kindly consented; and 
the first portion of this remarkable story 
I therefore leave in her hands.
MISS MARY WESTON’S NARRA 

TIVE.

dance, and I waa than able to intercept 
It. I t  waa addressed to “Cantab,” and 
had been forwarded, unopened, by the 
editor of the review. The envelope bore 
a German stamp, but f ie  post-mark had 
been smeared and was quite uudlstin— 
gulshable. The letter was neatly written 
m English. I t consisted almost entirely 
of the most violent personal threats 
against my father. The writer declared 
that he would soon find out “Cantab’s” 
real name, and wonld suitably repay him 
for his slanders against the greatest 
scientific work of ths century. I was 
very frightened about it, but several 
friends to whom I showed the letter 
laughed away my fears, saying it waa 
undoubtedly tho work of some mndman, 
and advising me to burn i t  This I did.

never mentioned the affair to my fath
er, whose health waa giving me great 
anxiety a t the time,

During September my father had tak- 
a cottage on the Cornish oosst, and 

when the end of the Long Vacation 
came, the doctors forbade his return to 
Cambridge. I had hard work to per
suade him that it was beat to obey their 
orders; but at last he gave in, and we 
settled down for the winter.

The eettage was ballt a t  tbo feet ef a 
lew kill strewn with boulders and torn 
by the antumn r^ias. Upon Its summit 
the chimney of an abandoned tin mine 
rose against the sky like a vast flag
pole, with roofless buildings grouped 
a round it in melancholy deeay. It was 
always a depressing spot to me, and I 
rarely visited It, Uongk the view wae 
splendid. Ahont half « ail«  before the 
eettage the moorland ended abruptly in 

lino-of glorious cliffs, tws hundred and 
fifty feet ef granite aad afctatag porph
yry from brew to breaker. This was my 
favorite walk. I loved to crawl to the 
edge, that I might peer over at the reefs 
that sprang set from tho taabted rocks 
at the dtff feet like the henee ef a giant*« 
hand. I have lain thas fer heure watch
ing the great rollers advancing in that 
stately, lasxoraUo march ef theirs, rank 
feUewing rank, nntil they burst la thun
derous green founts las of foam. Some
times, when a fierce wind blew from the 
southwest, the spray they hurled lata the 
air weald wet my face, even where I lay 
se infinitely far above them.

Between the cottage and the cliff the 
ground dipped Into a little glen, or goy&l, 

tho country folks oalled It, choked 
with storm-twisted trees and deep with 
gorss and ferns. Through it ran our 
eart track, winding down to the fishing 
village ef Pelleven, where the tiny, stone- 
roofed heuees clung to a gap in the cliff 
wall like barnacles en a rock.

Besides my father and myself, Mar
jory, eur cook-housekeeper, whe had 
been with ns ever since I oould remem
ber, wae the only other Inhabitant of the 
cottage. On Tuesdays and Thursdays a 
red-cheeked maiden, who bad quite re
markable powers of breaking crockery, 
came te help from Polleven.

Be were we living on Nov. 37. From 
that date I will chiefly rely upon my 
diary for tho details of my terrible ex
perience. Please do not* laugh at the 
form in which I wrote it. Mr. Harland 
has asked me te make no alterations, and 
se bore it,is.

(To he continued.)

u a n  F ernandez I kxst

CHAPTER XIII.
It was in the winter of 1S09 that my 

father’s health began to fail. In the 
May of the following year I returned 
from my school near Paris, and instead 
of entering at Girton, as ray father had 
previously arranged, I became his secre
tary. I was then just eighteen. I did 
the very best I could, and ki his dear, 
kind way, he made me forget my mis
eries at the endless blunders I commit 
ted. You see, there were only we two 
for my mother died shortly after I was 
born, and 1 was their only child. W 
saw few people at our little house, which 
was on the Trumpington road, just out
side Cambridge. Ladies I met would 
often pity me for the dull and ‘lonely life 
I led, and that used to make me very 
angry. We were never dull or lonely, 
my dear father and I.

It may seem absurd that so dlstin 
gulshed a man as Dr. Weston, M.
D. Sc., F. R. S., the Regius Professor 
of Physic at Cambridge, should have re
lied ou the help of a half-educated school 
girl. But he was always pleased to say 
that my love and sympathy were worth 
far more to him in his work than if he 
had been served by the cleverest womau 
that ever headed an honor list.

I well remember the appearance of 
Prof. Marnac’a book, "Science and Re
ligion,” which was pnbiished simultane
ously in German and English at the be
ginning of the June of that year. My 
father was violently opposed to It, but I 
waa far more concerned over the state 
into which it threw him than I waa about 
the book, which, as a matter of fact, I 
never read. He dictated to me a most 
sever« criticism, which at hia Instructions 
1 sont to the editor of tho University 
Review at 102A, Henrietta street. Co
vent Garden, London. The article was 
signed “Cantab," a pseudonym that my 
father often need, aa he had ths greatest 
objection to publicity.

About ten days after the August Uni
versity appeared—that being the number 
which contained hia article—«ny father 
received an anonymous letter. I t was 
my doty ta  open and sort his sorrsapen-
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of France darin# its revolutionary oat- 
burst in the eighteenth century, has 
such a reign of terror prevailed as v o n  
reigns In Russia. N

BEA V ER FARM NO IBLER8* HOW E.

All boys, old as well as yemsg, wer« 
deeply Interested in a report concern
ing the fate of that romantte spot In 
the south Pacific Ocean known as the 
Island of Juan Fernandes, where dear, 
delightful old Robinson Crusoe made 
Imperishable fame for himself, largely 
because there were no theater« or fra
ternal organisations to distract hia a t
tention. At least tha t la what many 
believe, though a few who psofese to 
know stoutly aver that Cram» never 
existed except In the vivid Imagination 
«f Daniel Defoe, author of the story, 
who based his yarn on events in tho 
life ef Alexander Selkirk, a Scotchman, 
who spent sevornl years In tho solitude 
of this rocky protuberance ln tim vast 
Pacific, 400 miles off the coast of Chill.

During the recent quake tha t shook 
op Valparaiso it is said the Island of 
Juan  Fernanden disappeared, leaving 
neither track, trace nor semblance of 
the aomantlc spat W hat a pity! I t 
must have made the water bubble when 
it went under, fer it  waa about six* 
miles broad by eighteen in length and 
covered with rocky peaks, tho highest 
having an elevation of about A000 feet 

The Island of Juan Fernandes was 
discovered in the sixteenth century by 
the companion of Plzarro, for whom it 
is named. I t  was once a neat of pi
rates, then a fortified Spanish station, 
later became a Chilian convict station, 
and of late has bad over a score of 
peaceful inhabitants clustered In a val
ley ham let

Sharb, the English buccaneer, made 
it the station from which be and his 
men sallied forth to ravage the Chili
an coast Pursued by a Spanish car-

aval, they fled, leaving behind the black 
m/tn who reappears In story as Crusoe’s 
man Friday. The English vessel, the 
Cinque Ports, arrived in 1704, having 
for mate Alexander Selkirk, the orig
inal of Robfneon Crusoe. No need to 
go Into the familiar story of Ms adven
tures, nor to question how cloeely the 
novelist adheres to fact in what ia un
doubtedly the most fascinating story of 
adventure ever written.

The narrow ridge where Selkirk 
watched is now called The Saddle, be
cause a t either end of It a Mg rpeky 
hummock rises like a pommel. Boys and 
girls of two or four generations ago 
will recall very readily thoeo line« of 
Cowper on the Ufe o f Alexander Sel
kirk, beginning as follows;
I am monarch of all I servey.

My right there ia none to dispute; 
From the center aU .round to the sea,

I am lord of the fowl aad the brute.
O solitude ! where are the charma 

That sages have seen in thy finest 
Better dwell in the midst of ataasss.

Than reign ta this horrible place.
On one of these rocky hummock* 

there had been placed a large tablet 
with Inscriptions commemorating Alex
ander Selkirk’s long and lonely stay. I t  
was placed there In 1888 by tho officers 
of the British ship Topaao and rends 
as follows :
la  Memory of Alexander Selkirk, 

Mariner.

A Native of Largo, In the Bounty of 
Fife, Scotland.

Whe Lived en This Island In Complete 
Solitude for Four Years am 

1 Four Months.

He Wae Landed from the Cinque 
Ports, Galley, 06 tons, 16 gnns, A.

D. 1701, and waa taken off in 
The Duke Privateer, 12th 

Fob., 1709.

He Died Lieutenant of H. M. S. Wey
mouth, A. D. 1723, aged 47 years.

This Tablet 1b erected near Selkirk’! 
lookout by Commodore Powell and the 
officers of the H. M. B. Topase, A D. 
1868.

CRee—  for John »■■*•■>■

Even the unemployed do not begrude 
recognition of merit where It la de
served. At least, so It would seem by 
a story told In the London Dally Mall. 
A stalwart Bedford police constable 
was escorting a small army of men who 
were out of work, the other day, seeing 
them safely off the premises, as It 
were. * “This is John Bunyan's house 
we’re coming to,’’ he said.

“Who’s ’e ï” roared a dozen men from 
the ranks.

“W’y,” ventured one man, “ 'e wor a 
tinker, w orn t ’e?”

“Ay,” chorused a dozen more.
“W’y, wot’s the extry special "bout 

being a tinker?” queried a discontented 
individual. “I be a tinker, too, but no
body's a-coemlng around looking a t 
my ’ouse.”

“For two good reasons, ’Arry.”
“Wot be them?”
“You ain’t got no ’ouse to begin with, 

and you ain’t  John Bunyan, aytber.”
Loud laughter greeted this sally.
“But wot else did this 'ere Bunyan 

do asides tinkering?”
“W’y, ye chump, ’e wrote a book 

called ‘Pilgrim’s Progress,’ or sum uiat’’ 
“W’y, then, that be all areet for us. 

We be pilgrims sure enough, and we be 
making progress, so three cheers for 
owd John Bunyan !”

The hundred and fifty of the unem
ployed burst into ringing cheers and re
sumed their march.

TERRORISM  IN RUBBIA.

Tk* F reaa r of (k< Attack M m + e on 
Pro—lor S to lw tn’o LMo.

The desperate frenoy which fills the 
minds of the Russian revelntleoary 
party, leading It to any extreme ia 
order to visit puaistanent upon those 
w hen It accuses of obstructing the a t
tainment of political rights and a fuller 
measure of freedom. Is well Illustrated 
In the recent attempt upon the life of

Not to Be Trnated.

After a wordy argument In which 
neither scored two Irishmen decided to 
fight it out. I t was agreed that when 
either said “I’ve enough” the tight 
should cease.

After they had been at it Mr about 
ten minutes one of them fell and Im 
mediately yelled: “Enough! I ’ve
enough !”

But his opponent kept on pounding 
him until a man who wag watching 
said:

“Why don’t you let him - up? He 
says he’s got enough.”

“I know he says so,” said the victor, 
between punches, “but he’s such a liar 
you can’t believe a word he says.”— 
Washington Poet

Rival New* In te r—*.

Towne—So Greathead is dying, eh? 
Is he resigned?

Browne—Yes, he is now, but the ex
citement over the Ban Francisco dis
aster had him worried for a  tim«.

Towne—Why, hoir?
Browne—It occupied so much space 

in the newspapers he waa afraid  hia 
obituary would ho slighted.—Philadel
phia Press. •

No Prêt«»—.

“So you want to work?”
“Please don’t misunderstand me. 

don’t  want to work, but I’ve got to.”— 
Philadelphia Ledger.

ploded with terrible force. Thirty peo 
pie were killed and thirty were In 
jured. M. Stolypln escaped unhurt, but 
his daughter and little son were badly 
injured, the girl having had both of 
her legs shattered. Among the killed 
were a prince, a general, a colonel, a 
captain and two court officials. Of the 
four terrorists three were killed and 
the fourth was promptly arrested.

This attempt upon the life of Premier

F u r r y  Colonist* Drivo Off Tho—
W ill Not Work.

On the farm of the Rév. W. E. Cbrts- 
mas, a few miles from this town, ex
ists one of the few beaver farms o f  
Canada, says a New York Post w riter 
a t Oxbow. Bask. Within tho limits o f  
the farm are five large dams, peopled 
by some 200 beavers. The honks of 
the Souris river, which runs through, 
the farm, are fringed with poplar trees, 
supplying the beaver with tho best o f  
building matelal and also with file- 
dally bread. According to a law pass
ed In 1896, It is illegal to kill beavers 
until the fall of 1906, consequently thln- 
colony Is waxing strong and multi
plying very rapidly. Having been pro
tected from the trappers for the past 
ten years, they are becoming very tame- 
and do not seem to-salad a casual on
looker, although they da most ef the ir 
work by moonlight One night theee- 
beavers cut down fifty-two trees, ac
cording to the Rev. Mr. Chrismas, who- 
takes a great deal of Interest In hl» 
little tenants and patches carefully to  
see so harm comes t-o them.

These beavers are very lndnstrlous, 
and have ne use for one ef their num
ber who refuse« te do his sham of tho- 
work. When such o member of the  
flock is notlc-ed the ethers drive him 
sway to live la solitude, and when such 
a beaver Is feund by s  trapper they 
are knew» as ibacbolers. It- tokos th e  
beavers but a short time te fell o la rg e  
sized tree, and they are able to throw 
it la any direction desired. When once 
felled the tree Is quickly ent up Into 
lengths for houses, dams, e r toed, a» 
may be required. The home of the 
beaver is built on the bask of tho  
river, with Its entrance under w ater/ 
Once having built the entrance the  
rest of the house Is started, the whole-' 
colony working at the bouse until It 
Is finished, and when completed It Is 
warm, dry and cozy. Although It Is 
impossible for beavers to hve for long 
under water, the entrance Is built for- 
some distance under the water, and 
then there is a long tunnel connecting 
the house with the water.

A beaver family usually consists o f  
fonr or five, and comes Into the world 
with Its eyes wide open. The young 
ones live with their parents for two- 
years and then they are made to sh ift 
for themselves. The full-grown beaver 
measures about two feet in length, 
with a tall some ten inches Is»«, which 
be can use as a spade or a trowel a s  
well as a paddle. The average age Is- 
15 years, although some have been 
known to be as old as 20, but such 
eases are said to be rare. .When the- 
mnlmal Is 9 years of age Its pelt Is a t  
Its prime, and will feteh from $10 
to (12 in Minneapolis.

! «
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INSIDE OF THE VILLA AFTER THE EXPLOSION.

Premier Stolypln. For daring reckless
ness this attempt has few parallels, 
even in Russia.

M. Stolypln waa holding a reception 
a t S t  Petersburg in hia summer real- 
donee In Apothecary Island, s  wooden 
building. The guests bad assembled, 
when there arrived four men, to all 
appearances ordinary visitors. B u t aa 
the Hat of Intending visitor» had been 
dosed, the servant» would not allow

__  them to enter. They thereupon at-
Wlthln the Antarctic circle there baa tempted to force an entry into a room 

never been found e flowering p lan t In adjoining tha t In which the gueets 
the Arctic region there are 762 different »rere assembled. In  the struggle eae 

of flower». of the man let tall « bomb, which ax-

Stolypln le only one of many others, 
some of them successful, made upon 
high officials In the Ruasisn public 
service. Almost every day the revolu
tionists strike a t some official some
where In the empire. One day It Is 
In S t  Petersburg, another day In Mos
cow, again. It Is In Finland, again In 
Poland. Official assassination Is open
ly preached and practiced, so th a t the 
upholders of Russian autocracy are 
trembling for their Uvea. Neither life 
nor property Is safe, and even the Char 
on his throne has been singled e a t for 
slaughter. Never In any land, nor In 
any age, with the possible exception

The Pau-non** Ron.

One of the traditional stories of th& 
town of Fairfield, Conn., recounts & 
wild dash from the pulpit made by a  
worthy and beloved pastor of the Epis
copal flock. Dr. Labaree.

It was on a Sunday more than a- 
hundred years ago. The service had  
been read, the prayers said, the hymn» 
sung, and the parson began bis ser
mon. As he proceeded bis gestures be
came very energetic. He brought hi» 
right hand down with great force. 
Then he turned pale, cleared the pulpit 
stairs a t a bound, dashed out the 
church door and ran toward the pond 
a short distance away 

The congregation followed In bewil
dered pursuit, and saw their venerable 
pastor with flying robe rush Into the 
water until It came to his neck. Then 
turning round, he faced his astonished 
audience add said :

Dearly beloved brethren, I am not 
crazy, as no doubt many of you think^ 
but yesterday a t the drug store I 
bought a bottle of nitric acid, and care
lessly left It In my pocket to-day.

“My last gesture broke the bottle. I 
knew the suffering the acid would 
cause when It penetrated my clothing, 
and rushed for the water to save, my
self pain.”

He drew several pieces of glass fron» 
his pocket In witness of the tale. Then 
he dismissed the company and hurried
home. ____________________

“B r a  Neck.”

In the lower Amazon country the 
temperature ranges about eighty-seven 
degrees in the shade all the year 
round, says ttye author of “Ter. Thou
sand Miles in a Yacht.” At Manaos, 
one thousand miles up the river, the 
temperature is six or eight degrees 
higher.

Thermometers are little used In that 
country, and little understood. So when 
a yachtsman returned down-river and 
was asked by an offlei.il a t Para, “How 
is the tempeiaiture a t Manaos?” his re
ply, “Eight degrees hotter than here,” 
elicited a stare of nou-omprehenslon.

“At Manaos,” said the yachtsman in 
explanation, “I used to wilt six collars 
a day. Here in Para I only need three 
a day.”

This was perfectly clear to the Bra
silian, whose face lighted with under
standing.

Her Position.

“Do you think your latent matrimo
nial venture will be for the better o r 
the worse?”

“I can’t  say,” answered the sensa
tional actress with a look of resigna
tion. “Everything is now In the hands 
of Bfj press agent”—Washington Star.

The first three lines ef a wedding 
notice, stating who married whom, la 
all the information there le ta  the 
Item.

Ever notice that “funny” loolâhg 
people have “funny” looking company?


