PROMINENT_WOMAN
ARRESTED

While picketing a restaurant in
Chicago, Miss Ellen Gates Starr, one
of a group of prominent clubwomen
interested in the grievances of strik-

waitresses, and one of the fund-
i:g of Hull Houee, was arrested and
taken to the police station in a patrol

wagon. Many society women are aid-
ing the strikers.
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SYNOPSIS,

CHAPTER 1—The Rritish wteamer Nor-
man Towers, commanded by Captain Satur.
day Farnieh, finds fteclf, through the freak
of a crary engineer, adrift in the Sargossa
Sea without conl while en route from Mex.
leo to Liverpool.

CHAPTER IT—The first mate, Owen Ket-
tle, sets off in the lifehoat with & crew of

rough-necks in the lope of finding a ship
that will part with enough of its conl 1o
enable the disabled vessel to reach Liver-
pool. He meets the steamer Rhein,
CHAPTER ITI—Mit the Rhein reluses to
stop. A woman on hoard, Mim Violet
Chesterman, sees the dirty deed, and in.

fluences a firemun, MeTodd, to disahle the
engines. F

CHAPTER IV—Owen Kettle _
takes the Rhein. clambers up its side with
his erew, forcibly assumes charge of the
vessel, and navigates it to the point where
the Norman Towers is drifting, and which
he recoals.

CHAPTER V—Arrival ol
Towers at Liverpool. Mate
tiously drops out of the .!"ﬂ‘ 1
making this flight to save his captain from
a posuible wcandal because of the inade-
uacy of his coal supply and toe much
liquor supply. Two river pirates assault
and rob Kettle and leave him badly injured.
Is rescued and nursed back to health by
Mizs Duhbbs, barmaid at the Mason's Armas,

CHAPTER VI—Owen Kettle engages with
Sir George Cliesterman to go as captain of
the Wangaroo and search the Alrican coast
for an abandoned ship laden with metal of
great valve,

the Norman
Kettle surrepti.
into the river,

CHAPTER VIl—In Liverpool Captain
Kettle meets McTodd, the man who had
disabled the engines of the Rhein, and

signs him as one of the ctew of the Wan.
Karoo.

CHAPTER VIII—In Las Palmas harbor
Miss Dubbs appears on hoard the Wangaroo
as stewardess, ostensibly at the suggestion
of Sir rge, but really because she wished
to be near Captain Kettle, with whom she
is In love and to whom she is engaged.
Miss Violet Chesterman also becomes a pas-
senger.

CHAPTER IX—The Wangaroo crufses up
and down the West African seaboard, and
Captain  Kettle finally locates the missing
treasure ship in an almost wholly hidden
bay. She proves to he the old Norman
Towers.

CHAPTER X—Distracted jealousy,
i by Miss Chesterman, !r'l'ign Dubbia
cancels her engagement with Captain Kettle

CHAPTER XI1—Captain Kettle perilously
navigates the Wangaroo into the harbor
where lies the Norman Towers, which is in
possession of natives, who fire on the Wan-
Raroo.

CHAPTER XIT—Chiel Bergash appears
on shore at the head of a troop of Berbers
and seeks an interview. He is invited aboard
the ship. He proves to have been edu-
cated at an English university. Captain Ket-
tle heartily diglikes him. He tells the
FEnglishmen that they cannot take the Nor-
man Towers away. Miss Duhbs recognizes
Bergash as one whom she had hdrilcd in
n bicycle accident during his school days in
England,

CHAPTER XIII—Kaid Bcrm}l'l _stone
castle in the Atlas mountains. y his son
was sent to England to be educated,

LHAPTER XIV—Natives attack the Wan-
garoo at night and are repulsed. Believed
to have heen instigated by Bergash, who i
held captive on the vessel

CHAPTER XV—The Berher queen, mother
of Chief Bergash, calls in state on the of:
ficern of the ‘Vnnllroo and delivers presents
to them. ;The wisitors are invited to make
themselyes at home on board ship.

CHAPTER XVI—Captain Kettle has a
Hvely personal fight with Moors thought to
have been up to mischie[—Miss Chesterman
declares to her brother George that she
loves Captain Kettle, and will marry him
i he asks her,

CHAPTER XVII—For_ the purpose of
preventing the Norman Towers from being
taken out of the harhor, the natives se-
eretly build a stone wall around her under
the water, A stealthy search of the vessel
by Kettle and McTodd at night proves her
to be in a8 good condition as she ever was

CHAPTER XVIII—On hia return from
the wearch of the Norman Towers, Cap-
tain Kettle finds that Sir George Ches-
terman, Violet Chesterman and Miss
Dubbs have been beguiled to visit the

ber castle In the Atlas mountalins,
by Invitation of the queen and her son.

CHAPTER XIX—Captain Kettle rec-
ognizea the danger Into which they
have unwltun%lr fallen and starts In
rurmiL Hlis shifts, strategles and per-
Is in reaching the foot of the castle.

——

{Now go on with the story,]

CHAPTER XX.

A Little Berber Sport,

F 1 go on much more with
this sort of game," Captain
Kettle panted to himself,
“my bollers will need re-

ng. 1 never knew how near a
could get to being burst by
uphill In these¢ high alti-

with

tu
man
running
tudes.'

He squatted behind a boulder at
the head of the valley, and peered
over it down the bare burnt slopes.
The Berbers had carrled out their
froutal attack llke the vallant men
they were, and had scattered at the
head of the ridge, and were hunting
for the men who had attacked them,
and who had so mysterlously dig
sppeared,

“If I had the handling of you
gewine,” the watcher mused, *I
could make you Into good troops,
You've pluck, and that's a fact, but
1 think your heads are stuffed with
porridge instead of bralns, Well, |
hope you find plenty to amuse your-
selves with there for the next few
hours. | shouldn't wonder but what
you walk into & wild bee's nest if
you rootle among those rooks for

then over- |

mffclently long. Bwt as you're I
torested, I guess B will be beat for
me to be jogging.”

The moon kindly alld away for
the time belng behind clouds, and
so Captaln Kettle was able to pur.
sue his passage noross the head of
the valley ereot and in the ‘open.
The journey was not a comfortable
one. 'An ley wind roared down from
the snow-clad peaks of the Atlas
above, and whistled shrewdly through
the pores of his loossly-woven jel
Iab, and though the gloom of the
night was kind enough te ooncsal
his whersabouts from an active ene-
my, It alse falled to show him thw
fissures and boulders that lay In his
path; and as = oconsequence he
stumbled severely and oftem.

But the sallor took these minor
troubles philosophically enough,
munched a biscuit by way of be-
Inted supper, or early breakfast,
washed {t down with a nilp of Hor
ner, and held steandlly along his way.
From hig last halt he had mapped
the contours of the hills carefully
with his eye, and he now checked
his course by occasionnl squints at
. pocket compnss, the card of which
had been anointed with luminous
paint. Automatically, too, he count-
ed his footsteps and estimated the
distance traveled,

It was no labor to him to do this.
He was one of those rare men to

whom map-mnaking comes by In-
stinet, .
At the end of another four hours’
rapid tramp, and the sailor had
broken into A trot whenever the
ground would permit the pace, he
came to another divide, and looked
over into what was obviously the
valley Bergash had talked about.
The moon had retired by this, but
the clouds had gone, and the sky
was ligkted by the wonderful Afri-
can  stars, and earth below them

stood out like a dark photograph.
He viewed the valley and its ap-
purtenances with an Inquiring eye,
and was intent only on discovering n
scheme that would proefit his own-

tles of Miss Emily Dubbs.

The night was dark, and even the
blaze of African starlight has its
lmit in illumination. To start with.
Keottle saw no trace of the saint's
fortress which he knew ought some-
where to overhang the valley. From
where he stood, it lay, as a point of
fact, agalnst a  black background,
and was invisible even to any
who knew the country-side,

The two highest ambitions of that
old Berber
gineered it were that the place
should be strong, and that It should
not be consplcuous, and to this lat-
ter end he had dovetailed his build-
ings into the rock and built:them of
stones hewn from the rock itself.

Captain Kettle walked with head
erect and earns cocked, and worked
his way down-valley along paths that
wound between the high stalks of
the corn. The vallev was fllled for
the most part with stillness, but now
and again the faint sounds of mov-
ing things met his ear.

The great black mass of the fart-
resgs rock loomed higher and blgger
against the Milky Way, and even
Captain Kettle's brazen self-assur-
ance began to be streaked with hesl-
tation. This was not some cluster
of tumble-down huts belonging to a
handful of robbers, and perched on
an easy crag that a bird's nesting
boy could scale. Disllke for Sidl
Mahommed Bergash had made him
believe that the man bragged when
he told about his ancestral strong-
hold, and here when it came to the
point, the fellow had told a good
deal less than the truth,

It was a fortress indeed, and
measuring thoughtfully with his eye,
Kettle reckoned that It might well
be packed with ss many as eight
or ten thousand people. The sallor
was a man ol brazen courage, but
hea was no madman; he had ordinary
prudence; and he saw that to march
into this great hive of enemies would
end his usefulness. This must be
a case for strategy, and for the
present he must keep clear of the
fortrese walls, till he knew more
about the lay of the land and Its
possibilities,

Kettle turned to the left, keeping
close in to the edge of the little
scree of fallen fragments that fring-
ed the foot of the rock, and craned
his neck backward so as to take im
every foot of the face

He did not in the least expect to
find a row of crevices or ledges by
which he could climb to the top; by
this time he was very thoroughly
impressed by the ~ccuracy with
which the saint and his predecessors
fo the saintship had kept up their
defenses; but he had, as I have
pointed out before, a very clear eye
for the detall of a country-side, and
g0 he examined it automatically and
stored up mental notes of what he
gaw without effort,

In this manner, then, he made a
complete cirelt of the rock as far as
the other side of the entrance cause-
way, and so far noted nothing of
any Interest, and having also found
no hiding-place for himself, he turned
back again to make a fresh ex-
amination, and this time Ipcreaged
his speed.

Time was getting of value; dawn
Impended; and If he was caught In
the open when day dawned, even
though hldden among the corn, he
would be within easy range of any
inquiring eye that looked down from
the fortress mbove, and subsenuently
& simple target for the crudest
marksman, A

Nowhere oould he have ploke
more unpromising ground for finding
s hiding-place than the skirts of this
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great lsland of stone. The reck
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ers and relieve the present necessi- |

one |

| hold.

mercenary who had en- |

plabs which formed the asides either
by nature or by chisellng were as
smooth as the sides of a house,
Nothing but a lizard could have
elimbed them, and they would not
have offered cover for a fily. A
olump of red wvalerlan here and
there, or a tuft of purple aubrieta
broke the sameness of the wall at
rara Intervals; but these offered no
foothold, and, Indeed, only tended to
acoentuate the steepness and the
helght of the great rock faces,

An owl whizzed In from the val-
ley, swung past Captain Kettle's
Read, and then swooped upward and

disappeared.
"Got a nest there, that fowl'" he
thought. "Or a roosting-place,

There's been a bit of a fall of rock
hers; the outside's shelled off, I
wonder—"

He ran out briskly Into the plain
and stared hard at the face of the
rock. The night was thinning. Al
ready the east was gray. Day would
stare at him within a matter of
minutes, and if he was to find cover,
it must be before day showed him
to the curfous, Yes, In the edge of
that rockfall there was n dark patch
that might well be a hollow, There
was a darker stain at the foot of it
that merged into green below, and
meant a trickle of weat.

It would be damp and uncom-
fortable in the hollow even if he
ecould get into it, but he was in no
position Jjust then to pick and
choose. He must take what offered,
and if it turned out that the dark
pateh wns merely shadow and oot a
hole at all, well, there was no get-
ting over the fact that hls position
would be desperate, So he ran iIn
once maore, clambered up over the
tumbling sereas, and then with fin.
gers nnd toes attacked the narrow
ledges of the rock itself.

He went up, he crawled sidewlse,
he went down and clambered up
again with straining fingertips: and

finally got to the middle of a [rac-
tureless slab of rock, and had to
give up and go down and start
afresh.

He prospected more diligently this
time, traced a course, plotted It in
his head, nnd attackea [t with toes
and fingers. This time  he had more
BUCCEES, He dragged himself up
hand over hand for six feet till once
more he could find lodgment for the

toes of his boots, And then came
triumph. He put out a hand high
above his head and got it in a firm
A second later he in the
place wheres his band had been, and
the owl, complaining noiaiiy, few |
outward past his ear. For au while
Captain Kettle lay on the floor of
the cleft, getting back bis breath in
labored sobs.

The cleft ran into the mountain,
a stream tinkled at its foot; and it
flashed on him that here was a place |
to ambush the Wangaroo's men if so
be he found it necessgary to bring a|
squad of those ull-nation ruffians up |
to the wvalley,

All evidences showed that the|
ecleft had been but newly opened.
The rock slab that sealed its mouth
had shelled away and tumbled down
on the screes below only a matter
of weeks before, perhaps days,

The hollow in which he lay und
panted would harbor half a dozen
men at a pinch—Iif they could get
there. He rose to his feet and press-
ed on to the gloom at its farther
end, The crack went on into the
rock, and the stream murmured up
into the black distance; but the rock
walls drew together, and Kettle
could not press even his slim body
in between them. He shut his eyves
tightly, und then peered upward
into the gloom. Yes, there was a
hole above him.

He pressed his toes, knees, and
elbows into the rock walls and hesv.
ed himself up, chimnev.sweep fash.
fon, and presently stood in a chan-
nel above which appeared to load
directly in toward the heart of the
rock.

He hud matchaes, but they wera|
few in number, and he did not wani
to waste them. So he went shend)
into the durkness, exploring cau-
tiously with hands and feet, and ar-
ter removing the glass from his com-
pags with the point of his knife,
took bearings of direction from time
to time by delicate finger touches on
the bare needle. It was a nice place
of work, carried out by a remarkably
clever surveyor,

The cleft he was In was an old
water channel, now dry, which had
broken through in places to a newer
water channel below. It wae level in
floor and roof, amooth In sides, and
for the most part beyvond his reach
in width, though here and thers it
contracted to A walst. These nar-
rows were never Loo etralt for navl-
gation. And so he came on till the
cleft abruptly ended In tooled ma-
sonry, and & path (on testing) prov-
ed itselfl to fork off at right angles,
and up a ateep incline,

“l reckon,’ sald Kettle. “that this
puzzle earns w match, though 1 hate
to waste one. So hare she goes, and
the Lord grant the box isn't wet.'

The mateh gleamed out with as-
tonlshing radlance, Kettle cupped
his bapnd behind It as a reflector and
peered ahead, The path rose sharp-
ly; It was just about ag steep us
one could walk con without holding
to the sldes. it ran (the compass
told him) dué northwest, sand within
range of the match light he saw |t
turn at right angles. and the com-
mencement of another incline that
ran northeast.

“My Great Jamee!” pald Captaln
Kettle. “Here's more of that |n-
fernal saint's falry story coming
true, This I& the well his forbears
dug in the middie of the ocastle

WiLs

sguare when they were besleged, and
“ -

had & bit of spare time on thelr
hands, A dozen fest or mo every
hundred years, wasn't it? Also the
alr was bad; well, that's a lle, any-
way. The alr here's as sweet as
gin. Walt a bit, though. What
abont the hole I got in at? That's
new. The outside cake of atone
shelled off perhaps only a week ago
—1 belleve that's the very tlcket,
and the bad alr's another pieca of
truth to the blackguard’s oredit., The
water's In a sump at the bottom all
right, and that trickle down the
oreek Is just the overflow.

‘““The only question is about that
Iast hundred feet at the top. If
that'a laddered, well, here's as neat
a back way in ns any quiet-minded
man would wish to find But If
thay operated It with a rope and
windlas, and the rope's pulled up,
why then I guess I'm as far away as
I was at the foot of the rock itself.
However, I'm not likely to find p .ot
ed salling directione, and there's on.
ly one way to make sure, and that's
go-look-see. So here's for the trip.*

CHAPTER XXI
The Saint Proposes.

TELL you {t's no use the
girl trying further,” said
Miss Dubbs, “T've not
learned four words from

her sinee I eame here, and it's my
bellef T never shall. 1 never had

any talent for languages, Mr. Ber-
gash."
Sidi Mahommed Pergash laughed.

“My dear girl, I didn't expect you
to learn Arable—or the Berber dia-
lect—in a matter of four short days.
But if you stuck to it for three
months you'd be able to get along
passably, and at the end of a year
you'd speak it as easily as you do
your own mother tongue."

Sidi Mahommed ran an apprecla-
tive blue eve over Miss Dubbs' elab-
orate black halr, her full eolor, her
deep bust, her well-rounded form.
He laughed shortly. “It's a wonder
you've escaped marriage so long.”

“Getting married I8 a matter of
taste. But in my case, Mr, Bergash,
I can assure you it has not been for
want cf opportunities. I've had my
offers. And though, to be sure, we
ladies in our profession have more
admirers than most, being as you
may say brought into contact with a
great many gentlemen every day of
our lives, T can tell you plain, I
know ['ve only had to nod at least
8 dozen times, and 1 could have set-
tied down, und s house of my own,
within three months, But I pre-
ferred my Hberty. And do still.”

“A girl with your attractions ought
to make a great marriage”

“Oh, 1 don't undervalue myself.
But [ don't intend to get married.
So we'll please change the subject.
Qf course 111 keep it confidential
but are you really a Sidi?

“I'm the genuine artiele.”

“Meaning saint?”

“That's 1t Beware of Imitations.
I insist on huving the one and only
orlginal,”

“But some oné told me—I mean [
was told that one always addressed
a Mohammedan gentleman in Algeria
as ‘Si' or 'Sidi,; Just as we say
‘Mister.""

“That's perfectly correct, and I'd
like to bet you a palr of gloves I
could name your informant.”

“Well, T won't bet. But !t was
Captain Kettle"”

“Precigely. He's tried to throw
doubt on everything about me, from
A to Z. 1 wonder why the man de-
tests me so heartily?"

*“l should say the reason’s perfect-
ly clear. You cut him out with his
young lady.”

“How do you mean?”

“After you turned up with your
tale of being & saint and all that,
Miss Chesterman would barely so
much as look at the captain. Why,
till you came I looked upon them as
good as engaged.”

“Did you indeced? About that saint-
ship; it's genuine enough. If I were
to die tonight my people would put
up a nice neat tomb down in the
valley there, with square corners,
and a round domed top, and they'd
drop uttending at the Iate saint's
tomb, and come and say their pray-
ers at mine'

“And who was the late saint?”

"My father, to be sure. I follow
on, whether 1 llke it or not, and the
people ure annoyed with me because
I show no present signs of provid-
ing a successul to mysgelf. They say
it's time 1 had a queen.”

Miss Dubbs looked out over the
fertile valley, “A queen'!" she mur-
mured.

“That's the idea, But of course that
doesn't Interest you'

“And why not?

“Becanege—well, because you are
engaged, aren’t you?”

“To whom, pray?"

“Kettle—so 1 gathered.”

Miss Dubbs put back her should-
ars, and show:d the whole of her
gplendid height and figure

“1'd scorn to decelve you, Mr. Ber-
gash—or T should suy, Selnt. 1 was
engaged to the captain once. Hut it
was & mistake, both on his part and
on mine, and It's over and done
with.
pot it he was to come down on his
bended knees to me, no, nor even
{f he was to ask me on paper. It
any lady's seen the foolishness of
marriage, without going 8o far as
to have. her finger burned with a
ring, it's me. That's strailght You
can look upon me as an old wald,
and glad of it. No, Mr. Saint, thera's
no marrylng for yours truly'

“Romance fies out of the window
when there aré not enough dollaras
on the lwarth tw keep It warm,
quoted the 8ldl. “For myself, I'va
always been one of those ordinary

I wouldn't marry him now, mno,,

meén who have never known what lwomsnbood. “So you can be as

it Is to be otherwise than well-off,
I'va always hnd more money than I
knew how Y spend, and more ser-
vants than 1 could keep amused, and
more power than 1 really knew what
to do with. Ever occur to you that
In my small kingdom up here I'm
the most absolute mondrch now
rolgning on earth?"

“You ought to be happy.”

“I ought. T belave [ should be If
my father had not made that one
fatal blunder of sending me to Eng-
land for an education. It was good
for the tribes: [ admit that But it
has just been hell for me. After 1
have seen English women like your-
polf, who are free, practically, as
men; who ride, dance, play tennis,
write books, ride to hounds, how
could I marry o woman of my own
people, who has heen brought up
behind & vefl, and thinks it immoral
to know how to read and write, or
to have any idea of her own®"

“But wouldn't your people be an-
noved if you went outside the dia-
trict for your wife?"

“Annoyed with me? They don't
know the meaning of the word"

Miss Dubhs referred to some of
the distasteful domestic practicesshp
had noted In the castle and sald
pointedly, “You'd better not let your
Migs Chegterman know about them
At the gsame time 1'll trouble you not

to scowl at me like that. You'll)
kindly remember that I'm a lady |
and Intend to be treated as such.”

With &n effort Sidi Mahommed
Bergash did not heat the table. "1
should have thought it might have
occurred to you by this time that 1
am not altogether a man to be
fooled with. We will leave M!

Chesterman out of the conversation

if you pleage™

“Then the conversation, as far as|

I am concerned, will end.”

“Not at all. If you wish me to
explain, I will do so. I brought Miss
Chesterman and her brother here as
a means to an end”

“Precisely.”

“You say precisely. Then you
recognize that it was to bring yon
here, Emily, that T used them?"

“I recognize nothing of the sor!
And you will pleage remember tha'
my name to you, and for that mat
ter to everybody else, Is Miss
Dubbs.”

“For the present, If vou lke, Miss
it shall be. For the futurs we shall
see, In the meanwhile 1 have the
honor to offer you marriage

“What, you want to marry me?"

“As you have known perfectly well
all along. Now come, my dear girl
let us look facts In the face. You
are piqued for the moment and raw
(it vou like) from a trivial dlsap
pointment, From your own telling.
the Kettie affair was only one of
many."

“It was nothing of the kind"

“Well, have it your own way. But
your engagement with him is at an
and. Now look at what I can offer
you--lands, houses, servants, wealth.
powsr Did wou ever think of th:
sweets of absolute sway, Emily? You
will be & queen, with power of life
and death over =all your subjects,
and if T know your capacity 1 shall
be one of those subjects also. You
will want an English girl as com-
panion. 1 glve wyou Miss Chester-
man. If you wish for a larger king-
dom I will conquer it for you, Every-
thing that power can get and love
ean think of will be yours. And
please remember this: I have loved
you from the first moment I put
eyes on you, and determined then
to make you my queen if love could
do it." y

Miss Dubbs stood up and looked
steadily down into the man’s blue
eyes. “I'm sorry vou've spoken,”
she gald. “But you'll give me credit
for trying to head you off from pro-
posing."

“] know that, but I'd too much at
stake to take your hint. Besldes, 1
wanted to lay out falrly before you
what I have to offer”

“1 would rather you did not go on,
becguse there can be only one an-
gwer, and that's ‘no’ There could
be no lady more consclons of the
compliment you have pald me Saint.
and the offer to make me a quesn
{e, of course, extremely fascinating

But marrying’'s a thing I'm se!
ageinst, and there you have the
whole tale in a nutshell. And now

it would he more comfortable for
both of ug it you changed the sub-
jeet.”

“No.' The Berber chlef's blue
eyes grew hard, and his brown beard
stuck ou: aggresslvely. “I have of-
fered vou the eagy path, Emily, and
I have mude my proposal to you on
honorabie English lines. But there
{8 too much at stake to let you up-
set all my schemes for the pake of
a4 paltry whim 7o this valley and
this rock you havs come, and here
you will stay for the rest of your
natural life. Muke no mistake about
thatt Again I ask: will you be
queenT"

“r'd rather die firet"”
Dubbs shortly.

“You oan guess the alternative?”

“f prefer to remember that you
are a gentleman with an English
education, and that, therefore, you
won't make threats'

It would be better If you made
po allusion to the unfortunate eir
cumstance of wy upbringing, I can
tell you it nas been the curse of my
(xlstence, und the detail of my gen
titity is begluning to wear very thin
At present, Fmily, T am supreme koid
of the Wesatern Atlas Berbers, with
power of life, snd death, and for
tune over everything within my
marches, and am in no mood o be
thwarted."” Tha hlus eyes gazed hun.
grily on the Engllsh girl's splendld

sald Mig:

sured of just one broad fact. My
wife you are going to be, and it
would be more comfortable for both
of us if you came to me willingly."

“That T never will"

“T'hen 1| shall leave you for the
time being to think out for yourself
the obvious alternatives, [ am sure-
that when you have conned over the
matter coolly, you will take the sen-
aible view. You are a sensible level-
headed girl, Emily, and 1 believe It
fs that which attracted me to you
at the first. I will go now. And I
will come back for your favorable
decision at ten o'clock tonight.™

(To be Continued.)

For a Special Use. -

Mrs. Champ Clark, wife of the:
Bpeaker of the House, tells a story of
her ancient colored cook, who took
& liking to every artlcle in her mis-
tress’s wardrobe. It was "Please give-
me this" and “Plence give me that,”
until Mrs. Clark took a trip to 3t
Louls and laid in a generous supply
of hosiery snd underwear and outer
gnrments for the old mammy. The

gifts were ~ecelved with gratitude,
but presentiv the old cook was at her
old tricks asking for stockings,
aprons and =tappers. “What did you
do with al! those things I brought
you from St Louis?" demanded Mra.
Clark. “Way. missie," anawered the-
woman, "l couldn't use them things.
Not for nothing. 1 am saving them
all to be buried In."—Washington
Herald.

Pasteur's Revenge.

In that one of the hundred best
books Vallery-Radot's "Life of Pas-
teur"” we read the story of hls misery.
It is nothing to say that the war near-
ly broke his heart. But It broke
neither his faith nor the straight line
of his work. Only a sort of rage poss-
eased him to redeem and console:
France by working for her. *“Hence-
forth,” he sgaid, "every one of my
books shall have written on it these
words, Revenge, revenge, revenge'
And this was his revenge, to set the
name of France in the honors list of"
gcience higher than ever: to give the-
rest of his life to her service, and
to wear himself out for her sake.—
Spectator.

Sings Hymns te Her £hickens,

A woman living mear here never
says "Chicky, chicky, chick"” when she
wishes to feed her chickens. When
she goes to the hennery with feed
she sings a church hymn, such as
““Rock of Ages" or “Holy Bible, book
divine; preclous treasure, thou art
mine!" and the “biddies” make a bee
line rush toward her from all parts
of the yard, The chickens recognlie
her voice, and will not rush to any
other person with the same speed,
even {f the same hymns are sung.—
Clay City correspondence Indianapolis
News.

A Portrait of Charles Anthon,

His outward personality was unique
and impressive. He was a trifle
under the average height, erect as an
Indian and inclining to portliness.
His head was suberb and his features
strong and finely cut. He was punctl-
ously neat in his dress, the style of”
which was never varied. A short
gack coat hung stralght from his
ample shoulders, merging In front
fnto a black satin vest and a very
small gold pin, the whole surmounted
by a black satin stock and a high
atanding collar with rounded cornera

Broke 62,4588 Bottles.

On the morning of April 18, 19508,
the cellar of Paul Masson, a wine
erchant of San Joge, Cal, contained
® stock of 126,000 bottles, all neatly
prranged. Then came the earthquake
d when the proprietor was able to-
ter his cellar again he found that
2,458 bottles, by actual count, were
roken and the remainder thrown
Awbout In the wlldest confusion. It Is
curious, with such a large number of
bottles, that the quake should have
come within & few dozen of demolish-
ing an exact half of the stock. —Wide-
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