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the Pole answered with a snarl over his
shoulder. The next instant there was .

l.en:ullmh-aﬂoh

intereept
it. It was addressed to “Cantad,” and
had been forwarded, unopened, by the
editor of the review. The envelope bore
a German stanip. but the post-mark had
been smeared and was quite undistin—
guishable. The letter was néatly written
m English. It consisted almost entirely
of the most violent persomal threats
against my father. The writer declared
that he would soon find out “Cantab's”
real mame, and would suitably repay him
for his sland gainst the g
scientific work of the century. 1 was
very frightened about It, but several
friends to whom I showed the letter
laughed away my fears, saying it was
undoubtedly the work of some mudman,
and advising me to burn it. This I did
I never foned the affair te my fath-

sharp report, and Reski’'s borse pi
forward, throwing his rider clear. He
was then scarcely thirty yards from Mar-
nac’s sleigh,

The Pole was not hurt apparestly, for
despite his injured arm he scrambled to
his feot in an Instant. But he had lost

tional tongue, dropping the
guage of his Teuten conguerors.

“Speak In German, you Polish dog!”
growled his captor, and them turming om
me as I rode up—

“Here, you,” he sald,
stand by your accomplice. If you resist,

canm,
you shot aad left I
down yonder. Remembher, i s
you that you have already tried
cape and refused te surrender.”
murderee,

stood shivering, with

ailis

ards away Marnac had stopped
watching us. He d satis-
hat he saw, for presently he

his team, trotted on
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t suppose it was more than a
of minutes befote Reski came
hough it seémed long h to
He had got a nasty thump on the
. bead, but as & matter of fact his wrist
turned out to be the more serious busi-
ness, being very badly sprained Indeed.
I made a 8ling out of a neck wrap and
fixed him up as well as I was able. The
man 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 Ivan lay on its
back In the roadway, staring up at the
sky. I threw a rug ever It

“Well, we ean't go on, that’s certain,”
I said.

“Not in the sleigh, mein Herr,” he
answered calmly.

“And how else?”

“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.”

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

Reski 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
beast seemed %0 have the sharpest knife-
bene of a back that Nature ever gave
to horseflesh. But, after all, there was
nothing to be galned by grumbling, Per-
baps I was growing wiser by painful ex-
perience.

A curious pair we must have looked
that morning. Reski, with his arm in a
sling, and the butt of his revolver peep-
ing from his waist belt, would have made
as a stage brigand as need be. For
myself, I was in too much of Immediate
pain from the jolting trot of the brute
I rode to carry a formidable appearance.
I could never have imagined that a
horse lived with such adamantine fet-
locks as mine seemed to possess.

1 have no exact record of the time,
but I should imagine that it was about
balf an hour later that we sighted Mar-
nae again. He was then a good three-
quarters of a mile ahead, but traveling
leisurely. Also, I was very glad to no-
tice that we were free of the waste lands,
and that the spire of a church was pok-
ing out amongst some poplars ahead of
bhim. He would never dare to use his
revolver a second time when men were
about. Also, we might procure another
sleigh and team. P

Reskl sent his heels into his horse, and
we quickened our pace, though the poor
brutes 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 1
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 unif and well d. The pos-
sibllity of ofcial help was very pleas-
ant. ¥

We were gaining on Marmac, who had
pot yet notlced us.

With kicks and curses from Reski, and
the application of a hasel branch from

i

once more murdering the hel
A Pole and an Hnglishman !
it is no wonder that together they hatch-
ed some fiendish comtrivance.”

It was no use to make a further ap-
peal. Reski had seen that already. Side
by side we tramped threugh the smow,
with our captor and his ready pistol be-
hind us. , In balf an hour we had reach-
ed the vhlnn we had seen ahead, and

‘were lodged in a cell infamoualy damp

and cold.” Al communication with our
friends was refused till the arrival of
some loeal magistrate,

An elevea o'clock hammered from the
steeple outside, Reski ralsed his head
from his chest and glared across at me.

“He will have arrived at Knesen,” ho
sald. *“There is a great cholce of trains.”

It was true enough. Marasac had es-
caped us euce agaln.

N\

(V.-THE ANONYMOUS ARTICLE.
In my narrqtive of the pursuit ef Prof.
Rudolf Maranac, it will have beea cbeerv-
od that Fertune had beea cold te us. In
the Incident whick I mow relate we were
to some extent more favored; for though
our supreme ebject 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 homicldal ma-
aia - which fell upon the professor,
and of the series of events which caused
my cousin, Sir Henry Gradea, the emi-
nent scientist and explorer, to be asso-
clated with a Heidelberg student, as I
then was, in an effort to centrive his cap-
ture. How we failed to bring about the
murderer's arrest in Poland, through the
stupldity of a forest guard, I have al-
ready explained. By the time I had
obtained my release, Marnac had again
disappeared. A linguist well provided
with money, and on all points but one
perfectly sane, had no diffieulty in finding
refuge in the cities of Burope.

I have been in some doubt as 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-

5 TIVE.

CHAPTER XIII

It was in the winter of 1800 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 my father had
previously arranged, I became his secre-
tary. 1 was then just eighteen. I did
the very best I could, and in 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 I was their only child,. We
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
1 led, and that used to make me very
angry. We were never dull or lonely,
my dear father and L

It may seem absurd that so distin.
guished a man as Dr. Weston, M. A,
D. 8¢, F. R. 8., the Regius Professor
of Physic at Cambridge, should have re-
lied on 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 woman
that ever headed an honor list.

I well remember the appearance of
Prof. Marnac's book, “Science and Re-
ligion,” which was published simultane-

.| ously in German and English at the be-
and | ginning of the June of that year.

My
father was violently opposed to it, but 1
was far more concernsd over the state
into which it threw him than I was about
the book, which, as a matter of fact, I
never read. He dictated to me a most
criticlsm, which at his lnstructions
to the editor of the University
a
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er, whose health was giving me great
anxiety atr the time.

During September my father had tak-
en a cottage on the Cornish cosst, and
when the end of the Leng Vacation
came, the decters forbade his return te

‘Cambridge. I bhad hard work te

per-
susde him that it wns best te ebey their
erders; but at last he gave in, and we

with roofiess ings grouped
around it In melancholy deeay. It was | bemtion At least, that s what many
always a spet to me, believe, though a few who pwefess te

times, when a fierce wind blew frem the | MUst have made the water bubble whea

as the couatry folks called It,
with sterm-twisted trees and deep with
gorse and ferns. Through it ram our
eart track, winding down te the fishing
village of Pelleven, where the tiny, stene-
roofed houses clung to a gap in the cliff
wall like barnacles on a rock.

Besldes my father and myself, Mar-
jory, eur cook-housekeeper, whe had
beon with us ever since I could remem-
ber, wae the only other inhabitant ef the
cottage. Oa Tuesdays and Thursdays a
red-cheeked maiden, who had quite re-
markable powers of breaking erockery,
came te help from Polleven.

Be were we living on Nov. 37. From
that date I will chiefly rely upom my
diary fer the details of my terrible ex-

perience. Please do not' laugh at the

form ia which I wrote it. Mr, Harland
has asked me te make neo alteratioas, and
5o here it la

(Te be continued.)
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Cheess for Joha Bungwa.

Even the unemployed do net begrude
recognition of merit where It Is de-
served. At least, so it would seem by
a story told In the London Dally Mail
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 sald.

“Who's 'e?" roared a dozen men from
the ranks,

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

“Ay,” chorused a dozen more.

“W'y, wot's the extry special "bout
being a tinker?” querled a discontented
individual. “I be a tinker, too, but no-
bddy's a-coeming around looking at
my ‘ouse.”

“For two good reasons, "Arry.”

“Wot be them?"

“You ain’t got no 'ouse to begin with,
and you aln't John Bunyan, aythen"

Loud laughter greeted this sally.

“But wot else did this 'ere Bunyan
do asides tinkering?’

“W'y, ye chump, 'e wrote a book
called ‘Pllgrim’s Progress,’ or summat.”

“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 thelr march.

Not to Be Trusted.

After a wordy argument in which
neither scored two Irishmen declded to
fight It out. It was agreed that when
either sald “I've enough" the fght
should cease.

After they had been at it for about
ten minutes one of them fell and Im-
medlately yelled: “Enough! I've
enough!”

But his opponent kept on pounding
him untll a man who was watching
sald:

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

“I know he says so,” said the vietor,
between punches, “but he's such a llar
you can't belleve a word be says."—
Washington Post.

He

Rival News Interest.
Towne—So Greathead Is dying, eh?
Is be resigned?
Browne—Yes, he Is now, but the ex-
citement over the San Francl dis-

Pacific, 400 miles off the ecast of Chill.

During ‘the rvecent quake that shook’
up Valparaiso it is sald the Meland of
Juan Fernandes disappeared, leaving
meither track, trece mor semblance of
the vomantic spst. What a pity! It

it went under, for it was about #ix’|
miles broad by eighteea In lemgth and
covered with rocky peaks, the highest
having an elevation of about 4,000 feet.

The Isiand of Juan Fernamdes ‘'was
discovered in the sixteemth cemtury by
the companion of Plzarro, for whom It
is mamed. It was once a nest of pl-
rates, then a fortified Bpanish statiom,
later became a Chillan convict station,
and of late has had over a score of
peaceful inhabitants clustered in a val-
ley hamlet.

Bharb, the English buccanesr, made
it the station from which he and his
men sallied forth to ravage the Chill-
an coast. Pursued by a Spaalsh car-

aval, they fled, leaving behind the black
mwhomppe-ulnstnryu(:mneﬁ

man Friday. The English vessel, the
Cinque Ports, arrived in 1704, having

for mate Alexander Selkirk, the orlg-

inal of Robfneon Crusee. No need to
go Into the familiar story of bis adven-
tures, nor to question how closely the
novelist adheres to fact in what ls un-
doubtedly the most fascinating story of
adventure ever written.

The narrow ridge where Selkirk

watched Is now called The Saddle, be-

cause at either end of It a bg rpcky

fummock rises like a pommel. Boys and

girls of two or four gemerations ago
will recall very readily those lines of
Cowper on the life of Alexamder Sel-

ander Selkirk's long and lonely stay. It

was placed there in 1868 by the officers

of the British ship Topase aad reads

as follews:

In Memory of Alexander Belkivk,
M

ariner.

A Native of Large, In the @ounty of
Fife, Scotland.

Whe Lived en This Island ia @omsplete
Belitude for Four Years amd
$ Four Months.

He Wae Landed from the Oingue
Ports, Galley, 96 tons, 16 gums, A.
D. 1704, and was taken off in
The Duke Privateer, 12¢h
Feb., 1700.

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

Thie Tablet s erected near Belkirk's
lookout by Commodore Powell and the
officers of the H. M. B, Topase, A D.
1868.

PG, {
of France during.its revolutionary. out-
burst in the elghteeath century, has
such a reign of terror prevalied as now
reigns 1n Russia. o

BEAVER FARM NO IDLERS' HOME.

Furry Colonists Drive Off These Whe-
Wil Not Work.
On the farm of the Rév. W. E. Chrls-
mas, a few miles from this town, ex-
ists one of the few .beaver farms of
Canada, says & New York Post writer
at Oxbow, Bask. Within the limits et
the farm are five large dams, peopled
by some 200 beavers. The banks of
the Sourls river, which runa through.
the farm, are fringed with popler trees,
supplying the beaver with the best of”
bullding matelal and aiso with His-
daily bread. Accordling te a law pass-
ed In 1896, it I8 lllegal to kill beavers.
until the fall of 1908, consequently this-
colony s waxing strong asd multl-
plylng very rapidly. Having been pre-
tected from the trappers for the past
ten years, they are becoming very
and do not seem to-mind a-ceaspal on-
looker, although they de most of their
work by moonlight. One night these-
beavers cut down fifty-two frees, ac-
cording to the Rev. Mr. Chrismes, who-
takes a great deal of Imterest In his-
little tenants and wyatch iy to-
see w0 harm comes to them.
These beavers are very indastrious,
and have ne use for one ef thelr num-
ber who refuses to do his shave of the-
work. When such a member of the-
flock 15 noticed the ethers drive him
away to live In solitude, and when such
a beaver Is feund by a ftrapper they
are knewn as bachelers. . It smkes. the-
beavers but a short time te fell a large-
sized tree, and they are able te throw
it In any direction desired. When once-
felled the tree is quickly ewt up Into
lengths for houses, dams, er foed, as
may be required. The homse of the-
beaver 1s built em the bamk eof the-
river, with Its entrance under water,
Once having bullt the entramce ¢the
rest of the. bouse is started, the whole-*
colony werking at the house until It
is finished, and when eompleted it Is
warm, dry and coay. Although It is
impossible for beavers to lve for long
under water, the entrance is built for-
some distance under the water, and
then there is a long tunnel comnecting
the house with the water.
A beaver famlly usually conelsts of"
four 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 smtt‘

TERRORISM IN RUSSIA.

The Fremsy of the Attack Made on
Proemier Stelypin’s LifSe.

The desperate fremsy which fills the
minds of the Russian revelutiovary
party, leading It te any extreme n
order te visit pumishment upem those
whom It accuses ef obstructing the at-
tainment of politieal rights and a fuller
measure of freedom, ' well illnetrated
in the recent attempt upem the life of

ploded with terrible force. Thirty peo-
ple were killed and thirty were In-
jured. M. Stolypin escaped unhurt, but
his daughter and little son were badly
Injured, the girl having bad beth of
her legs shattered. Among the killed
were a prince, a general, a eolonel, &
captain and two court officlale. Of the
four terrorists three were kllled and
the fourth was promptly arrested.
This attempt upon the life of Premier

INSIDE OF THE VILLA

AFTER THE EXPLOSION. -

aster had him worrled for a time
Towne—Why, how?
Browne—It occupled so much space
In the newspapers he was afrald his
obltuary would be slighted.—Philadel-
phia Press, -

Ne Protease.
“So you want to work?”
“Please don't misunderstand me. I
don't want to work, but I've got to."—

‘| Phlladelphia Ledger.

Within the Antarctic circle there has
never been found a flowering plant. In
the Arctic region there are 762 different
species of flowers.

even In Russla.
M. Btolypin was holding a reception

Stolypin ls only one of many others,
some of them successful, made upon
bigh officials In the Russian public
service. Almost every day the revolu-
tionists strike at some officlal some-

at St F resl-

where In the empire. One day It is

bullding. The guests had
when there arrived four men, to all

in Bt F g, another day In Mos-
cow, again It is In Finlnd, again in
Poland. Official assassination is open-
Iy preached and practiced, so that the
uphelders of Russian autocracy are

bll for thelr livea. Nelther life

nor property Is safe, and even the Csar
on his throne has been singled out for
slaughter. Never In any land, nor Im

for th Ives. The full-grown beaver
measures about two feet In length,
with a tall some ten Inches long, which
he can use as a spade or a trowel as
well as a paddle. The average age Is
16 years, although some bhave been
known to be as old as 20, but such
cases are sald te be rare. When the-
panimal Is § years of age 1ts pelt 1s at
its prime, and will feteh frem $10-
to $12 In Minneapolis.

The Parsomn’s Run,

One of the traditional stories of ther
town of Fairfleld, Conn., recounts a
wild dash from the pulpit made by a
worthy and beloved pastor of the Eplis-
copal flock, Dr. Labaree.

It was on a Sunday more than =&
hundred years ago. The service had
been read, the prayers sald, the hymns
sung, and tbe parson began his ser-
mon. As he proceeded his gestures be-
came very energetic. He brought his
right hand down with great force.
Then he turned pale, cleared the pulpit
‘stairs at 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 tha
water until it came to his neck. Then
turning round, he faced his astonished
audience and said:

“Dearly beloved brethren, I am net

but yesterday at the drug store
bought a bottle of nitric acld, and care-
lessly left It in my pocket to-day.

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

He drew several pleces of glass from
his pocket In witness of the tale. Then
he dismissed the company and hurried
home. >

“By a Neek.”
In the lower Amazon country the

temperature ranges about eighty-seven
degrees In the shade all

the year
round, says the author of “Ten Thou-
sand Miles in a Yacht" At Manaos,

one thousand miles up the river, the
temperature 18 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 officld at Para, “How
is the temperature at Manaos?” his re-
ply, “Eight degrees horter than here,”™
elicited a stare of nou-omprehension.

“At Manaos,” sald 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-
zillan, whose face lighted with undes
standing.

Her Poaition.

“Do you think your latest matrimo-
nial venture will be for the better or
the worse?”

“I can’t say,” answered the sensa-
tional actress with a look of resigna-
tion. “Everything Is now in the hands
of my press agent."—Washington Star.

The first three lines of a wndding
potice, stating who married whom, 1s
all the information there Is In the
tem.

Ever notice that “mm-m&.

any age, with the poasibl

le have “funny” looking campany?

o

crazy, as no doubt many ef you thluk? .
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