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NO QUARTER.

8ynopsis.—Ploneser in the Califor.
nia redwood region, John Cardigan,
at forry-seven, is the leading citizen
of Bequoia, owner of mills, ships,
and many acres of timber, a wid-
HOwer after three years of married
life, and father of two-year-old
Bryce Cardigan, AL fourteen Bryce
makes the acquaintance of Shirley
Bumner, a visitor at Sequola, and
his junlor by a few years. Together
they visit the Valley of the Giants,
sacred to John Cardigan and his
scn as the burial place of Bryce's
mother, and part with mutual re-
gret. While Bryce is at college
John Cardigan meets with heavy
business losses and for the first
time views the future with uncer-
tainty. After graduoation from col-
lege, and a trip abroad, Bryce Car-
digan comes home. On the traln he
meets Shirley Sumner, on her wiy
to Sequoia to make her home there
with her uncle, Colonel Pennington.
Bryce learns that his father's eve-
sight has falled and that Colonel
Pennington is seeking to take ad-
vantage of the old man's business
misfortunes. John Cardigan Is de-
spairing, but Bryce is full of fizht.
Bryce finds a burl redwood felled
across his mother’'s grave. He goes
to dinner at Pennington’s on Shir-
ley's invitation and finds the din-
ing room paneled with burl from
the tree. Bryce and Pennington de-
clare war, though Shirley does not
know it Bryce hests Jules Ron-
deau, Pennington's fighting logging
boss, and forces him to confess that
Pennington ordered the burl tree
cut., Pennington butts Into the
fight and gets hurt. Bryce stands
off a gang of Penningten's lumber.
men. Shirley, who sees It all, tells
Bryce it must be “goodby.” Bryce

renews acquaintance with Maolra
MecTavish, daughter of his drunken
woods-boss, Bryce saves the llves
of Shirley and her uncle when a
logging traln runs away.

CHAPTER VIil.—Continued.
el

At the sound of Bryee's voice, Shir-
ley raised her hend, whirled and
looked op at him. He held his hand-
kerchief over his gory face that the
wight might not distress her; he could
have whooped with delight at the joy
that flashed through her wet lids.

“Well, since you.lnsist,” he replied,
and he slid down the bank.

“Bryce Cardigan,” she commanded
sternly, “come down here this instant.”

“I'm not a pretty sight, Shirlev. Bet-
ter let me go about my business."

She stamped her foot. “Come here!”

“How did you get up there—and
what do you mean by hiding there spy-
ing on me, you—you—oh, you!”

“Cyss a little, If It will help any,” he
suggested. “1 had to get out of your
way—out of sight—and up there was
the best place. I was on the roof of
the eabnose when it toppled over, so
all T had to do was step ashore and sit
down.”

“Then why didn't youn stay there?”
she demanded furiously.

“You wouldn't let me," he answered
demurely. “And when I saw you weep-
ing because I was supposed to be with
the angels, I ecouldn’t help roughing to
let you know I was etill hanging
around, ornery ns a book agent.”

“How did you ruln your face, Mr.
Cardigan 7"

“Tried to take a cast of the front
end of the caboose |n my classie coun-
tepnnce—that's all.”

this curve. I knew exactly what was
going to happen, so I climbed down to

“Unecle Seth,” she said soberly,
“what would have happened to us if
Bryce Cardigan had not come up
here today to thrash your woods-
boss ™

“We'd both be iIn Kingdom Come
now,” he answered truthfully. “But
before yon permit yourself to be ear-
ried away by the splendor of his ae-
tiom in ecutting out the caboose and
getring it under control, it might be
well to. remember that his own
precious hide was at stake also, le
would have cut the caboose out even
if you and I had not been in it.”

“No, he wonld not,” she insisted, for
|1|1" thonght that he had done It for
hor sake was very sweet to her and
| wonld persist, “Cooped up in the ea-
| honse, we dil not know the train was
| running away until it was too late for

ns to jump, while Bryee Cardizan,
| riding ot on the logs, must hnve
known it almost immediately, He

would have had time to jump Lefore
the runaway gathered too much head-
way—and he wounli have jumped,
Unele Seth, for his father's sake.”

“Well, he certainly didn't stay for
mine, Shirley,”

She dried her moist eyes and hlushed
furiousty, “Uncle Seth,"” she pleaded,
taking him lovingly by the arm, “let's
be friends with Bryee Cardigan; let's
zit together anid agree on an equitable

our road.”

“You are now,” he replled severely,
“mixing sentlment and husiness; if
you perslst, the result will be chans.
Cardigan 1= practically a pauper now,
which makes him a poor business risk,
and you'll please me greatly by leav-
ing him severely alone—by making
him keep his distance.” .

“T'li not do that,” she answered with
a quiet finanllty that caused her uncle
to favor her with a quick, searching
glance,

He need not have worried, however,
for Bryce Cuardigan was too well
aware of his own financial condition
to risk the humilintion of asking Shir-
ley Sumner to share It with him.
Moreover, he had embarked upon a
war—a war which he meant to fight
to a finish,

CHAPTER IX,

George Bea Otter, summoned by
telephone, eame out to Freshwater, the
station nearest the wreck, and trans-
ported his battered young master back
to Sequola, Here Eryce sought the
doetor in the Cardigan Redwood Lum-
ber company's little hospital and had
his wrecked nose reorganized and his
cuts handaged. Tt was characteristic
of his father's son that when this de-
tall had been attended to, he =should go
to the office and work until the six
o'clock whistle blew.

Old Cardigan was waiting for him
at the gate when he reached home.
George Sea Otter had already given
the old man a more or less garbled ac-
ecount of the runawav log-train, and
Cardigan eagerly awaited his son's ar-
rival in order to ascertain the detalls
of this new disaster which had come
upon them. For disaster it was, in
truth, The loss of the logs was trifling
—perhaps three or four thonsand del-
lars; the destruction of the rolling
stock was the crowning misfortune,
Both Cardigans knew that Pennington
would eagerly seize upon that polnt te
stint his competitor still further on
logging equipment, that there wonld
be delays—purposeful but apparently
onavoldable—hefore this lnst rolling
stock would be replaced. And in-the

| Interlm the Cardigan mill, unable to

get a sufficient supply of logs to fill
orders In hand, would be forced to
cloze down. ;

“Well; son,” sald John Cardigan
mildly as Bryce unlatched the gate.
“another bump, eh?"

“Yes, sir—right on the nose.”

*“l meant another bump to your
heritage, my son.”

“I'm worrylng more about my nose,
partner. In fact, I'm not worrying
about my heritage at all, I've come to
a deciston on that point: We're going
to fight and fight to the last; we're
ing down fighting. And by the way,
started the fight this aftermoon. |
whaled the wadding out of that bucko
woods-hoss of Pennington's, and as a
special compliment to you, John Cardi-
gan, I did an almighty fine job of
cleaning. Even went so far as to
muss the Colonel up a litfle”

“Wow, wow, Bryee! Bully for you!
I wanted that man Rondeau taken
apart. He has terrorized our wooils
men for a loug time, He's king of the
mad-train, you know."

Bryee was relieved. His father did
nok know, then, of the act of vandal-
ism In the Valley of the Giants.+ This
fact strengthened Bryce's resolve not
to tell him.

Arm in arm they walked up the gar-
flen path together. E

Just as they entered the house, the
telephone in the hall tinkled, and
Bryee answered,

“Mr. Cardigan,” came Shirley Sum-
ner's volee over the wire,

“Bryce,” he corrected her,

"l——léel'tmmlwaym
you,” she faltered. T rang up to teit
you how splendid and heroie m T
tion was—" e

“I had my own life to save, m

'ch—uun't think ormm

contrnet for freighting his logs over |

"tndumtmufm:nt.m

debtor. Shirley, can you stand some
plain  speaking—between friends, I
mean?"

“I think so, Mr. Cardignn.™

“Wel!, then,” =aid Bryce. “Hsten to
this: 1 am your uncle's enemy untll
death do us part.
expect to ask or to give quarter, and
I'm going to smash him if I can™

“If yom do, you smash me” she
warned him,

“Likewise our friendship. 'm sorry,
hat 1t's got to be done if T ean do ot
Shall—shall we «ay goml-by, Shirley ¥

“Yes-8-81" There was n break in
her volce, “Good-by, Mr, Cardigan. I

wanted to know." '

“Good-by ! Well, that's cutting the
mustanl,” he murmured sotio voce,
“and there goes pnother hright day
dream.” Unknown to  himself,
spoke  directly into the transmitter.
snd Shirley, elfnging half hopefully to

the receiver nt the other end of the |

wire, heard him—ecanght every inflec-
tion of the words, commonpluce

enough, but freighted with the pathos |

of Pryre's first renl tragedy.

“0Oh, Bryee!” she erled zharply, But
he did not hear her; he had hung up
hiz recelver now,

The week that ensued was remarka-
hle for the amount of work Bryce ac-
complished in the investigation of his
father's affairs—also for a visit from
Donald MeTavish, the woods-hoss,

“Hello, MeTavish,” Bryce saluted
the woods-hoss cheerfully and extend-
ed his hand for a cordial greeting, His
wavward employee stood up, took the
proffered hand In both of his huge and
callous ones, and held it rather child-

Ishly.
“Weel! "Tis the wee laddie hissel'”
he hoomed., “T'm glad to see ye, boy.”

“You'd have seen me the day before
yvesterday—if you had been seeable”
Bryee reminded him with a hright
smile. “Mac, old man, -they tell me
you've gotten to be a regular go-to-
he'l.”

“T'll nae deny 1 take a wee dmppln'

now an’ then," the woods-beoss admit-
ted frankly, albeit there was a har- |
riedd, hangdog look In his eyes,

“Mae, did Moira give you my mes- |

sage?”
“Aye.”

“Well, T guess we nnderstand each |
Was there something |

other, Mae.
else you wanted to see me nbout?”

MeTavish sidled up to the desk. |
“Ye'll no be firln’ auld Mac oot o
hand?' he pleaded hopefully. *“Mon,
ha ve the heart to do it—after a' these
years?

Bryce nodded, *“If yon have the
heart—after all these years—to draw
pay you do not earn. then I have the
heart to put a better man in your
place. It's mo good arguing, Mac.
You're off the pay roll onto . the pen-
sion roll—your shanty in the woods,
your meals at the enmp kitchen, your
clothing and tobacen that [ send out
to you. Neither more nor less!™

“Who will ye pit in ma place?*

1 don't know, However, It won't
be a difficult task to find a better man
than yon."

“T'N nae let him work.”
volee deepened to a growl.

“You worked that racket on my fa-
ther. Try it on me, and you'll answer
*o me—personally. Lay the weight of
yonur finger on your suceessor, Mac,
and you'll die in the «vounty poor farm.
No threats, old man! Yon know the
Cardigans ; they .never hiuff."

MeTavish's glance met the youthfnl
master's for several seconds; then the
woods bhoss trembled, and his gaze
sought the office floor. Bryce knew
he had his man whipped at last, and
McTavish realized It, too, for quite
suddenly he burst into tears.

. “Dinna fire me, lad” he pleaded.
“T'lIl gae back on the job an' leave
whusky alone,”

“Nothing dolng, Mac. Leave whisky
alone for a year and I'll discharge
your successor to give you hack your
job. For the present, however, my
verdiet stands. You're discharged.”

“Who kens the Cardigan woods as
1 ken them?" MeTavish blubberel.
“Who'll fell trees wi' the least amount
o' breakage? Who'll get the work out
o' the men? Who'll— Ye dinna mean
It, lad, Ye ¢anna mean It.”

“On your way, Mac. I loathe argu-
ments.”

“l mann see yer falther abnot this.
He'll nae siand for sie treatment o
an auld employee™

Bryce’s twmper flared up. “You
keep away frem my father, You've

McTavish's

worrled him enough in the past. yom

drunkard. If you go up to the house
to annoy my father with your plead-
Inga. McTavish, 'l manhandle yon.”
He glaneed at his wateh, *The next
train leaves for the woods In twenty
minutes., If yom do not go bhack on it
and hehave yourself, you can never
go back to Cardigan woods.”

“T will nne take charity from any
man,” MeTavish thundered. “T'Hl nac
bother the owd man, an™T'll nae go
back to ¥on woods to live on yer
bounty, I was never a mian to take
charity,” he roared furiously, and left
the office, Bryce called after him a
cheerful good-bye, but he did not an-
swer. And he dld not remain in town ;
peither did he return to his shanty
in the woods, For a month his where-
abouts remained a mystery; then one
day Moira received a letter from him
informing her that he had a job knee-
bolting in a shingle mill In Mendocine

hmhmmMuMth»
idle. From his wood crew he-pleked
an old, experienced hand—one Jahez
Curtls—to take the place of the van-

‘|ished McTavish. Colonel Penning-

ton, having repaired in three days the
gap In bis railrond. wrote a letter to
the Cardigan Redwood

Neither he nor I

stock desiroyed in the wreck, the lat-
ter would have to be content with
half deliveries; whereupon Bryece ir-
riated the Celonel profoundly by pur-
chasing a lot of second-hand trucks
from a bankrupt sugar-pine mill in
Lassen county and dellvering them to
the Colonei's road via the deck of a
stenm schooner.

“That will insure dellvery of sufii-
| elent logs to get out our orders on |
file.” Bryee Informied his  father. |
“While we are morally eertnin  our
mill will run but ene ¥year longer, 1)
Intend that it shall mn full capacity
for that yenr. To he exact, I'm go-
Ing to run a night shift.”

“Our finances won't stand the over
head of a meht shift, 1 tell you,” his
father warnsd,

“I know wé haven't sofficient eash
on hand to attempt 1, dad, but—I'm
gooas ™o borrow some.”

*tvom whem? No bank in Seguoin
witi vnd us o penny.” i
| “I%.) you sound the Sequola Bank
of Cowoerce?™
| “Ceriaiinly not. Pennington  owns
||hp controlling interest In that bank,
‘nml T was never a man to waste my |

time.” |
I Bryce chuckled, “1 don't care where |
| the money comes from so long as 1|
| get it, partner. Desperate elreom-

|stnm-e.~a require desperate mensares,

|

|

|
|
i
1

“I'll Nae Take Charity From Any

you know. nnd the day before yester-
day, when 1 was guite Ignorant of the
faet that Colonel Pennington controls
the Sequoia Bank of Commerce, 1
drifted in on the president und casual-
Iy struck him for a loan of one hun-
dred thousand dollars”

“Well, TI'll be shot, Bryce!
did he say?”

“Said he'd take the matter under
consideration and give me Bn answer
this morning. He asked me, of course,
what I wanted that much money for,
and I told im I was going to run a
night shift, double my force of men in
the wooidds, and buy some more logging
trucks, which I ean get rather cheap.
Well, this morning I ecalled for my
nnswer—and got It.  The Sequoln
Bank of Cemmerce will loan me up
to & hundred thousand, but it won't
glve me the ecash In a lump.sum. I
can have enough to buy the logging
trucks now, and on the first of each
month, when [ present my pay roll,
the bank will advance me the money
to meet it."

“Bruce, T am amazed.”

“I am not—since you tell me Colo-
nel Pennington controls that bank.
That the bank should aceommodate
us Is the mest natural procedure im-
aginable. Pennington is only playing
safe—which is why the bank declined
to give me the money in & lump sum.
If we run a night shift, Peanington
knows that we can't dispose of our
excess output under present market
comditions. It's a safe bet our jum-
ber 1s going to plle up on the mill
dock ; hence. when the smash comes
and the SBequoin Bank of Commerce
calls our loan and we cannot possibly
meet it, the lumber #h hand will prove
security for the loan, will it not? In
fact, it will be worth two or three dol-
lars per thousand more then than i
is now, heecause it will be sir-dried.”

“PBut what Idea have you got back
of such a procedure, Bryce?"

“Merely a forlorn hope, dad. Some
thing might turn up. The market may
take a sudden spurt and go up three
or four dollars. And whether the mwar-
| ket goes up or eomes down, it costs ns
nothing to make the experiment,”

“Quite true,” his father agreed,

“Then, H vou'll come down to the
office tomorrow morning, dad, we'l
hold a meeting of our hoard of direc-
tors and authorize me as president of
the eompany to =ign the note to the
bank. We're borrowing this without
collateral, you know."

John Canrligan entered ne further
objection, and the following day the
agreement was entered into with the
bank. Bryce elosed by wire for the
extra logging equipment and Imme-
diately set about ing up a crew
for the woods and for the night shift
in the mill

For a month Bryce was as busy as
the proverbial one-armed paper-hanger
with the iteh, and during all that time
he did not see Shirley S8umner or hear
of her, directly or Indirectiy.

What

| often?”

! glad to see yvou, also,

NEe, kivieg Ner, as g Jed, 88 JPMTL L
ity for eompanionship with people of
greater mentality and refinement thav
she had been used to, quickly breugh:
about a swift transitton In the ghel's
nature, With the passing of the
coarse shoes and ecalleo dresses and
the suhstitution of the kind of cloth-
Ing all women of Molra's Instinctlve
refinement and natural beauty long
for, the girl became cheerful, animat-
ed, and Imboed with the optimism of
her years.

Moira worked in the general oifice,
and except upon occasions  when
iryee desired to look at the books or
Moira brought some document into the
private office for his perusal, there
were days during which Lis pleasant
“Good morning, Molm,” constituted
the extent of their conversation.

Bryee had been absent in San Fran-
ciseo for ten days, lle had planned te
stay three weeks, but finding his busl-
ness consuinmated in less time, he re-
turned to Sequoia unexpectedly. Molra
wing stunding at the tall bookkeeping
desk, her besutiful dark head bent
over the ledger, when he entered the
office nnd set his suoltcase in the
corner,

“IS  that
queried.

“The fdentieal individual,
How id yon guess it was [?

She looked up at him then, and her

you, Mr. Dryce?" she

Molra.

wonderful dark eyes lighted with a
flutue Bryce had not seen in  then
heretofore.  “l knew you were com-

ing,” she replied simply.
“You bad a hunch, Moira, Do yon
get those telepathle messages very
He was crossing the office
to thake lier hnud,
™Sy never noticed
that s asziil I enme to work here,

particnlariy—
But

I alwasy snow when you are retarn-
after n considernble abserce |

Ing
She gave him her hand,
rou're back.”

“Why?" _he demanded blnntly.

She flushed. “l1—I1 really
know, Mr., Bryee” '

“Well, then,” he persisted, “wiat do,
yvou think mukes you gladi”

“l had been thinking Lew nles It
wonld he to have you back”M». Bryce,
When you enter the office, ity ke a
breeze rustling the tops of the red-
woods, And your father misses you
g0; he talks to me a great deal about
vou. Why, of course, we mls=s you;
anyhody would.”

As he held her hand, he glanced

“I'm so-glad

dou't

. down at It and noted how greatly it

changeil during the past few
months, From her hand his glance
roved over the girl, noting . the Im-
provements in her dress, and the way
the thick, wavy black hair was piled

had

. on top of her shapely head.

“It hadn't occurred to me before,
Moira,” he sald with a bright lmper
sonal smile that robhed his remark of
all suggestion of masculine flattery,
“hut It seems to me I'm uonusyaliz
Yon've been fix-
img your hair different. Is this new
style the latest in hairdressing in Se-
quoia?”

An unknown person buys
the Valley cf the Giants for

$100,000.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

BROUGHT MEMORIES OF HOME
. W ——"

How Visitor to London Zoological Gan
dens Heid Converse With Lonely
Tibetan Yak,

The shaggy old Tibetan yak at the
“zop” dled some while ago and a new
yiuk oreupled his shed and Inclosure.

Yesterday a visitor stood warching
the yak munching at & truss of hay In
his manger. He called the yak and it
took no notice,, Then, having read
Hooker’s “Himalayan Journals,” he re-
membered the calls of the Tibetan
maidens when they bring the yaks
home at sunset.

The visitor uttered the call. The yak
dropped a mouthfui of hay, gave &
deep grunt, and came shambling to
the bars of its stable. The visitor pat-
ted and fondled it. and grunted yak
language and it licked his hand, and
when he left the yrk house it ran ont
of itz shed and followed him around
its large barred incinsure.

He returned later and found the yak
still restless, It had deserted its meal;
it paced the Inclosure and made plaio-
tive noises. The visitor gave the Tihe-
tan girl's eall again, and again the yak
ran to him. “Good Beavens!" erfad 8
stranger, “how do yon tame ‘zoo’ anl-
mals like that?” ﬂe was told the se
cret. e e it i

“Poor old yak, pnor cld fellow,” mald
the stranger. “How can we guess what
chords you have touched—what memo-
ries of snow and lfee, and praying
wheels and idols, of Tibetan girls with
turquolse ornaments in their bralded
hair? Look how troubled the old yak
fs—it lsn’t falr to give home-gickpeas
to prisoners at the zoo!"—Londoo
Daily Mail. 3

Queer Wedding Presents.

The following are a few of the nmumny
ecurlous wedding presents that have
been received hy those.about to euted
the bonds of matrimony.

A well-known author received or
his marriage, from a rival man f leb
ters, A scrapbook eontaiping a collec
tion of all the adverse criticisms his
works had ever received; while 2
popular artlst was en simllar oceasiog
presented with a set of elementary
works upon self-lnstruction In drawing
and painting.

Unusually vexat'ous was the gift re-
celved from his nelghbors by an InWrx
octogenarian  who had marrled 1
pléasure-loving woman tmore than fifty
vears his junior. It took the form of
a large brass cage, “Intended”—so rag
the secompanying note—"to resteaig
the wayward flight of a glddy romq
wife who hld\murrled a decxepl!
fool for his money."

. Nutmeg Once a Perfume,

In olden times the ladies In Fnw
land used nutmegs as a perfume, The
nutmegs were set in sllver and ome
mented with pearl and precious stones
mdmgmnhdg'smtm.m
emn ncent-bottie.

1t 1s better to wear out than tp rve
out.—Bishop Cumberiand

The Castle, Chester.

-
EW citles

in Englund retain
so distinet a flaver of medi-
eval times as “Rare Olde
Choster,” on the River Dee. |

Winchester is hoary vith age—so are |
Gloucester, Canterbury, Coventry and
countless other places In the kingdow.
writes Katherine Shepherd Swmith in
the Springfield Itepubliean,

But should one disembark at Liver-
pool with a mind intent upnn study-
ing English lands, people—and, ghove
all, Enpglish history—Chester, sixteen
miles distant, would .e an ideal place
in which to set out upon such a pil-
grimage. ¥

There, more easily thaa almost any-
where else, one cun trace the very be-
ginnings of England. Chester's an-
clent walls still surround the site of
the Roman deva, or Devana Castra
(camp of the Dee). The Anglo-Sax-
ons ealled it Chester.

Phantom City of the Past

The Romans, whose occupancy last-
ed four centuries, selected this high.
picturesque spot overlooking the river
and the mountains of North Wales,
for the station of thelr famous Z2ith
Legion,

Excavating a solld rock to a depth
of four te tem feet, upon which to
found the camp, they built roundabout
their defensive walls.

The Roman camp was In the form
of a parallelogram and Chester fol-
lowed the same lines In the original
streets of the city. The four princi-
pal thoroughfares mow cross at right
angles the roeky Roman ohlong.

After the Romans there eame, In
tnrn, the Welsh, Saxons, Danes and
Normans. Chester was not tnken by
William the Conqueror until 1070,

In viewing the ecity the walls clalm
one’s first attention. The present
resldents seem to live in a phentom
city of the past, and nlmost to be a
part of that medleval perlod {n
which they are so well versed. They
tell you, apologetically, that only on
three of thelr fcur sides do the walls
follow the exact lines of those bullt
by the Romans, and thatr they are
not of earlier date than the fourteenth
century,”

But a stroll of two miles upon
these great arms of masonry, which
have encircled the city for seven
hundred years, should satisfy the
most exacting antiquarian.

As one traverses thls now peaceful
promenade, frequent reminders of a
turbulent past are encountered. The
most Impressive of the De
because the most tangihle—is the
Phoenim or King Charles tower,
bearing an In=cription recording that
from this tower King Charles I, In
1645, viewed the battle of Rowton
Moor. and a local chronicler relates
how the king “witnessed with grow-
ing mortifieation fnd despalr the de-
feat of h's army.and the overthrow
of his last fleld force.”

Besides the King Charles tower,
others hordering the parapet of the
old walls are the Bonwaldesthorne
and the water tower; then there are
those known as Morgan's Mount and
Pemberton's Parlor.

Historic w:tr.h 'rnweu.

During all the assaults made upon
Chester these and other watch
towers, long since dismantled. were
vantage points for the guardians of
the old city. who, when seannirg the
valley of the Dee and the mounfain
passes of nearby Waies, gave little
teed, we ean belleve, to the heauty
of .the panorama spread out before
them. which today elaims the atten-
tion and delight of every beholder,

Bonwaldesthorne, clothed with vines
and reached by the greenery of sway-
Ing tree tops, is by far the most ple-
turesgque of towers.

Elu‘:&ler Castle Is rather disap-

hester

Olde*

”

pointing, bnt mueh as one wants a
castle to be up to the mark, every-
thing else in Chester s so satisfying
that this one “fly In the ointment”
shonld be overlooked,

The only remaining relle of the Nor-
man period, during which time the
enstle was built, s the Jullus Caeser
tower, n square keep, which, having
been Ineased in red sandstone, has
now an adequate appetrance of age.

Chester Cathedral, Iike many others
tn England, Is interesting, borth in It-
self nnd for its history. Since the
time of the Roman deva the ground
upon whick It stands has been occu-
pled by a Christian church,

Hugh Lupas, with the ald of Nor-
man monks, established here n Bene-
dictine monastery—one of those
enrly centers, not aloug of relizion,
but of learning, aiso.

In 15341, after the dissolution of the
monasteries bg Heary VIIL, the abbey
church became the Cathedral of Ches-
ter, and remains of Normun construe-
tion, dating back to 1083, are incor-
porated in the cathedral, but most of
it dates from the twelfih to the six-
teenth century. Since 1810 restora-
tlons have been made at intervals. as
is the custom in practically all Euro-
pean cathedrals,

“The Chester Imp.

In monastie times the abbey was
ricn and of much importgnce. The
“Chester mysteries,” or miracle plays,
were performed each yeur hefore Its
gates, when a fair was held on the
fen® of St. Werbergh, the patron
saint of Chester. A ecurlous custom
prevalllng among builders in the mid-
dle ages was that of earving grotesque
figures—not only on the exteriors of
churches, llke gargoyles, but often on
thelr interfors. Perched coyly In a
eorner high up on the cathedral, i
such a joke, known as “The Chester
Imp.”

A reminder of more recent days is
found in two flags draped on the wall
of the somh alsle of the cathedral
which were carried by the British at
the battle of Bunker Hill; not far from
these are displayed the colors of the
Chester Guards, borne at Quebec.

A wonderful wollk of restoration to
be seen In Chester Is that in the
Church of St. John. This was a ca-
thedral church and dates from the late
eleventh century, It was occupled by
a Norman bishop In 1073, but in a few
years he removed the seat of his
bishopric 1o Coventry. The church as
restored today—a gem of Norman
architecture—includes only sections
of the nyve and transepts that be-
longed to M original structure, Stand-
ing apart rom it are the plcturesque
ruins of tlje ancient cholr. 4
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Fresh eggs were retailing at abmlt
$1 a dozeil the day we met a nice old
man on & country road and narrowly
missed running him down. As our
fender grazed him we were horrified to
see the blg box he was carrying slip
from under his arm and a deluge of
priceless eggs scatter over the road.

It seemed a sure case of bankruptey -
forus as we hacked to where he stood,
but we found him smiling

“Come pretty close that time.” he
remarked, “but that's all right. Neo
harm done. Them eggs are hard hoiled,
nnd I'm jest takin' 'em to the country
picale I"—Exchange.

Its Place. !

“Where Is this picture of the prize
hen to go In the paper?”

“1 suppose they will put it In the

tayout.”

“She helleves everything he telis
her." “Not a bad Idea. Why don’t you
try it out yourself,”

SUNDAY DAY OF MERRIMENT

Practically Only Break in the Other.
wise Uneventful Lives of Filipino
Men and Women.

It I= the women of Manila who mar-
ket the produce there. Early every
me=ning long lines of these farmer
wives, with great cigars in their
mouths, and large baskets of wro-es
on their heads, can be seen striding
glong the narrow trails toward thel

capital city, where' market is held.

Strong and happy, they wade
through the streams and the mud,
calling out to one another as they go,
and only stopping to get a fresh light
for thelr clgars from some one of
their number or some one whom they
chanre to meet. Once at market they
chat, smoke, laugh and barter for
hours over a few small tomatoes, some
green squash, a live chicken, eggs.
fruit, sugar or anything they ha pen
to have, and toward noon they strag-
gle home, having had a good visit and
sold or exchanped thelr wares.

Sunday is the only really strenuous

mark’er day when people eome from ail
the surrounding country, and it is the
time when cockfights are allowed, Men
spend a good share of thelr time dur-
Ing the week in training thelr pet roost-
ers, and on Sunday, early and late,
they ean be seen golng to and from
the pit, earrying thelr pamecucks un-
der their arms.

Excitement runs bigh and thelr joy-
ous shouts can be heard for a long
way. BSome women ecan attend the
fights, hut most of them do the donble

{duty of attending mass and then pat-

tonizing the mnarket. which s just
across the street from the church, AN
day SBunday they are active and exeit-
able, but the next day they settle
back into thelr quiet, uneventful lives,
—Chicago Dally News,

Mmducement.

Husband and wife were at the movie
show, During a love scene she nudged
hubby and inguired :

“Why I8 it you never made love to
me like that?

“Becnuse,” he¢ Tesponded prosaically,
“I didn’t get paid for It, like that

day for the Filivinos. It is the big

chap."—Film Fr~




