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CHAPTER XII—(Continued.)
But Betty now tried her wiles on

Meta. English, her smattering of
French and a base maceration of Ger-
man were hurled at the black girls
ears. Meta pretended to understand
nothing Betty said to her. Tyoga was

absent, Le Malheureux apparently had
disappeared into thin air, and Betty

was like a caged lioness. She was per-

mitted to wander through the castle,

for such the edifice proved to be, but
with Meta ever at her side. The ar-

chitecture of the castle was of non-

descript type, and it was rudely fash-
ioned of granite, moss and vine grown

and surrounded by parked gardens
filled with tropical foliage and flowers.
At the end of the gardens was a mias-
matic river, thickly green and vile of
odor, filled with rank reptiles and nau-
seous water plants. Beyond the river
stretched the desert, yellow and hard.
All this you could see from the upper
windows of the castle, farther than a

radius of fifty yards around the por-

ticos Betty nor her handmaiden was
not allowed to set foot. Within the
castle was a small sandpacked court
with an asthmatic fountain and heat-
wrung plants. There Betty and Meta
sat and Betty read the few books that
were available, tried to teach Meta to

dance and learned dances of her in re-
turn; tried, too, to learn Meta's gut-

tural speech and failed sadly in teach-
ing English to Meta. Which, along

with certain other occurrences that
happened as time went on, made Betty

fairly certain that Meta already spoke
English, or else understood it so per-
fectly that the girl was under Instruc-
tions to betray no familiarity with the
foreign tongue. A favorite game of
these two girls became a variation of
lawn tennis, a native game, which they

played seated, hurling over a low net
celluloid balls of light weight and gay
colorings.

The evening of the third day Betty
grew overwhelmed with such an un-
controllable loneliness that she could
not help crying. Meta, who had just
brought her supper of cocoanut, fresh-
ly cut, mixed with pineapples and
guavas, a trussed pigeon, figs, dates,

and fell sobbing, too, and tried inar-
ticulately to find out what she want-
ad.

"Tyoga, Tyoga!" wailed Betty. Her
nerves were at breaking point and the
jackal who howled in the hills to the
north was crazing her with his yowl-
ing, and she was sick, so sick, of it
all, of the mystery, the silence, the
loneliness.

Meta hesitated and then ran away
like a deer. She came back troubled
after an absence of a quarter of an
hour or so, bearing in her hand a wax
tablet on which was written in an old-

ifashioned slanting hand:
"Tyoga cannot come to you yet. Will

you be patient but a little longer? She
is very busy. She will try and come
in a few mornings."

Betty took the tablet to bed with
her, telling herself that she was get-
ting positively foolish.

Meta went along, caressing her as
much as she dared. Betty began to
lose sight of the fact that Meta's skin
was black. She had already done this
with Tyoga. As Meta aided Betty to
disrobe the slave's hand caught in the
Blender chain of the little gold locket
that Betty wore always round her
throat, and snapped its links asunder.
The chain fell to the floor, and as it
hit the tiling the locket flew open,
disclosing Larry Morris' face. Meta
picked it up, sighted the face, and
girl-like, scented the trouble. She
gazed intently at Larry's counterfeit
presentment, studying it closely. Then
she nodded her approval and shook an
accusing finger at Betty, which moved
Betty to tears again.

Meta laughed, and with much sim-
pering began to finger around within
the capacious flounces of her striped
kilt. With much perspiration, and
with what might have been blushes on
a fairer skin she finally produced an
odd little hand, painstakingly carved
from ivory with inlaid nails and veins
of gold. She held this high for Betty
to gaze at, then pointed alternately to
herself and Larry Morris' picture with
such illuminating pantomimes that
Betty immediately estimated that the
Ivory hand was the troth-sign of Meta
and of a somewhere dusky-beloved!

Tyoga was three days in coming.
Then she was much distraught and
looked like a ragged edition of her
once buxom self. First she called
Meta aside and spoke with her long
and earnestly—Betty would have vow-
ed it was in French. Then Tyoga came
to Betty.

"You are in danger of your life," she
said, simply. "We all are. We are
sorry for this. Miss Lancey, we had
not expected it. We had thought all
dangers were well guarded against,
that all precautions had been taken!
You and Meta must be left alone here
in the castle for weeks. But be not
afraid. Besides the secret entrance
which none knows but Meta, there la
no approach to the castle save from
that river on the south and to cross
that"—she shuddered—"to cross *hmt is
to swallow death. I have promised
you a safe return to your people, and 1
bo now to make that assurance doubly
sure. Le Malheureux sends you hisbest wishes, and is sorry he cannotcome in person, and now, farewell!"

The negress turned and left the two
Btrls together, Betty terror-stricken,
nomesick. unnerved. Meta stolid, im-mobile as the castle itself.

For several weeks the weather'was»»«, almost supernatural in it*beauty
™» Ww. Betty trolled the castl* over

for hint or trace of any electrical ap-
paratus, but none did she find. There
were dozens of chambers similar to the
one she occupied, what might be a
throne room, a great dining hall, a
mammoth kitchen, and one big room
that possibly was an observatory, but
which was most securely bolted, barred
and cemented shut. Even American
prowess dared not tamper with such
solidity of masonry.

Meta and Betty had finally accom-
plished a species of pigeon dialect that
like Crusoe and his man Friday per-
mitted them to signify their wants and
dislikes but prohibited the dangerous

conversation of confidences and per-
sonal communications unto which
women are so prone to fall! Betty had
given up the idea of the note in a bot-
tle, the sensational wireless message
and such like methods of communica-
tion with the loved ones at home, and
those of the newspaper fraternity In
particular ever since she caught sight
of the pigeons. She surreptitiously
carved this message, "Betty Lancey,
Africa," on the wing of many a poor
suffering bird and vainly tried to shoo
it briskly away in the direction that
she thought housed civilized people.
This carving was a work of perspiring
labor but it diverted Betty more suc-
cessfully than anything else might
have done. This occupation amused
and exhilarated because it revolved
around the constantly diminishing
germ of Hope that so was near to dy-
ing in Betty's bosom.

First of all, she had nothing to
scratch with but a hairpin. And with
tropical sun, and sea voyaging, hair-
pins had become scarce enough to be
valuable. Second, Meta was always
watching, and thirdly, you never could
finish a bird at one sitting and it was
terrible to try to catch any of the
birds, and worse yet to get hold twice
in succession of the same bird you had
been working on last. Frequently there
would be as many as three dozen birds,
half bedecked with Betty's carving,
hopping around at one time. Betty
held the thought that if one of these
birds should perchance be picked up it
might send people within a continent
of finding her.

There was something romantic about
living in this desert and swamp-bound
castle until the rains came on. Then
it was more aggravating than anything
Betty could ever have imagined.

"Worse than any city editor I know
starting out to play wrecking crew
with an entire office," she commented,
grimly.

For an African rain in the central
part of that shadowy continent is not
a rainstorm as we know it. The lakes,
the rivers, the sea itself seem to have
risen and to be descending in fiat lay-
ers and sheets of the wettest wet that
ever mortal knew. Lightning in more
varieties than Betty had dreamed
might ever have been patented broke
round the grim old castle, and the two
lonely young girls loved the goat hard-
er than ever.

Later they had an addition to their
family. A decrepit old lion, a beast so
mangy, worm eaten and toothless that
one longed in pity to kill him then and
there, crept in from the jungle one
cold, rain-pelted night. He frightened
the two girls half to death at first
sight, then they both laughed heartily
at sight of his infirmities and took him
in and made him royally welcome. He
expressed his gratification in croupy
roars that caused Betty to long to feed
him lard and sugar, the same as her
mother had given her when she was a
croupy, wheezy kiddie.

But as a burglar alarm those roars
were the best of all inventions, as
Betty expressed it in the journal she
was pretending to keep.

"As a perfectly proper property lion,
City Editor Burton is a peach."

Betty had named the lion "City Edi-
tor Burton" after the one being in the
Inquirer office whose very voice was
calculated to instantly remove the
scalp of any cub reporter whoever
sharpened a pencil In a newspaper of-
fice.

Between City Editor Burton and the
pigeons Betty found less opportunity

for worry than did Meta. Perhaps that
was because Tyoga had not told Betty
the same tale she had whispered that
hot morning into the awe-struck ears
of Meta. The black girl knew of the
danger threatening, and feared in si-
lence.

So strong had grown the attachment
between Meta and Betty that the
young Nubian, who, truth to tell, spoke
English with rare perfection, had much
ado to keep up their farce of pigeon
English and to refrain from outpour-
ing her soul to the white skinned, but
now sadly-tanned Betty.

CHAPTER XIII.
Johnny Johnson and Larry Morris

arrived in Algiers early in August It
was hot and the dust was equalled only
by the flies. Larry spoke a little
French, Johnny nothing but English.
They were both seasick and both tired
of the task they had set themselves
upon. In Chicago darkest Africa had
looked to them rather a small and un-
important province, a shrunken Rhode
Island. In Algiers darkest Africa over-
lapped every continent on the globe.
The apparent futility of the undertak-
ing weighed them down.

Night felL Then followed stars and
a subdued rumble of the city life for a
brief and restful Interlude. Later the
mirth and ribaldry of the cafes—Al-
giers at her worst.

This was Africa. Bad enough on
the coast. But to ship for the inland!
It was aa impossibility. They sought

forgretfulness In the cafes. Befmv «min particular the crowds were awarm-ing like fliea over molasses. Within,
a woman, she looked to be an Ameri-can at that, blonde and full-figured,
singing an atrocious French sons Withan even more atrocious Maine accentBetween verse* she mingled the. cat*.
walk.

"Let's get out of this," said Larry."John, look at the negro over there!
Did you ever see such a Colossus Inyour life?"

More than the two newspaper men
were watching the negro in question.
He was nearly seven feet high, mag-
nificent in his proportions, and dressed
in immaculate white duck. His fea-
tures were typically African, but ne
had the bearing of ancient kings andhigh intelligence lurked in his eyes,
and was planted at the corners of "ais
mouth and in the lines "along his nos-
tiils.

Standing in the corner close to the
stage, he was regarding the pitiful
thing that gamboled there with the
same impassive pity that a mar.
watches a butcher kill a little squeal-
ing pig. The pig is not worth much in
the asthetic scale as life goes, but
through him life may be sustained.
One pig more ordess to feed the mass-
es benefits the masses, and is very
good for the pig. It lets him out of
being a pig, and provides for his trans-
mogrification into another shape.

As the two Americans turned to look
at the negro he was leaving the cafe
All eyes turned from the dancer to his
coal-black pulchritude. The dancer,
noting this waver of allegiance, lurch-
ed forward and kicked into the air
with deft aim. One gaudy red satin
slipper flew directly through the crowd
and grazed the giant on the back, fail-
ing within a foot or two of the two
Americans.

"That was a good shot!" ejaculated
Johnny. Larry Morris was watching
the muscles working in the African's
face as he stooped to pick up the slip-
per.

"Because I'm black," he heard the
man mutter, in pure English. "Be-
cause I'm black."

Straight through the crowd strode
the black man, and up to the stage,
overturning half of the tables in his
way as he went. At the footlights he
leaned over, held out the shoe and
beckoned for the dancer to place her
foot within. it. But the women, with
the whimsicality of her sex, turned her
head away and smote the African
twice across the cheek.

The black man straightened himself
up like a steel bar, uncurved in a
white hot furnace. He took the shoe
and flung it at the dancer, lightly but
accurately. It struck her across her
painted mouth, and the steel plate on
the heel tore the gentle skin of her
full lip. The blood streamed down in
a tiny thread over her chin and drop-
per on her white shoulders.

The habitues of the cafe could not
endure this treatment of their favorite.
Pandemonium was loosed. Bottles,

lamps, glasses, even chairs, they hurl-
ed at the retreating figure of the Afii-
can. He waa cut and bruised in i

dozen places and almost overcome, for
the strength of a Hercules could not
have resisted such onslaughts. John-
son and Morris had gone out of the
door when the riot began, and were
turning down the street when the
black burst out, winded, panting, and
closely pursued.

By the curb stood an automobile—
a great red touring car; it belonged

'»
Suiveler, the Associated Press man at
Algiers. A weak, dissipated little fel-
low, Suiveler was at that moment the
foremost in consoling the dancer.
;y.Larry Morris thought quickly. He
knew Siiiveler'well; they had worked
together in the States, I and the negro
Interested him. •..;*, .. '.!,.,.;.; ''s-
I "Crank her, ; Johnriy," he cried, point-
ing to the automobile, jand while John-
ny cranked the machine Morris hus-
tled the black within the ; car, : threw
from his perch the dazed chauffeur and
in: three minutes the black, Larry Mor-
ris and Johnson, in Suiveler's car, 1were
headed '; for- the desert with :y the mob
howling hyena-like behind them. »." "*<

"All right, old fellow; we'll '' help
you," ;Larry . had v whispered 'in the
black's ear as he hurried him towards

,the 'motor. Larry had | had; to do '-. it, for
downed as he was, the black instantly
made aJ; motion tofs resistance towards
anything that *smacked of captivity. \u25a0 ;\u25a0;
•v; \u0084: f;;;.:;'_;(To be continued.) ':AC;: ,-/||

. v What Scared Him. * < /
:';. \u25a0'• Bacon —"It ; is > said c'*y-:barber 9 in
Paris, to 'win \u25a0> a wager, \u25a0: entered a cage
containing, a lion and a man and com-
posedly lathered and 'ishaved : the man
while the beast interestedly viewed the
operation." > , „ ' <\u25a0*•¥<.

1 1::Egbert—"l thought lions were afraid
of.nothing." . , , . • , :;
/ "Oh, yes, they /are. yHe'd probably

hadM some experience with ) that par-

ticular razor before!" —Yonkers States-
man.

\u25a0.\u25a0
'\u25a0

A Student lof Hainan JVatare.

"That was a pretty harsh note Mi.
Clincher sent you." , S . .f.

\u25a0\u25a0- 'Tes," answered % the debtor. : "But
he didn'tfmean v most of it. He has
just employed a .j. new stenographer.
When he dictated that letter, he ; was I
showing off."—Washington Star.'; :;\u25a0; ,'|:

Made tae Application. . fj^M
"How are things?" ; the ;barber askea

pleasantly of?• the shrinking man |in
the chair. - V lj

"Dull, very dull." ';M
And the knight of the razor looked!

for a moment as if he thought the re-'
mark was personal. . • :, ,;-|

Anyway, He Wasn't.
"Own up, now. Who's the head of

your family?" . '
"My wife used to be," admitted Mrf|

Enpeck, "but since .my daughters are I
grown up we have a commission fornt
of '' government."—Louisville Courier*
Journal.

\' " V Redden Driving. '"">: ;];
3 "What Is the matter with your wlfst
Isee she's got her hand in a sliag."^

"Reckless driving."
"Horser
°No; nsiL- I

PBOBLEM OP THE YOUTHFUL CBDUNAL.
j3K--A\ . By Thurde Bruce.

The problem of the youthful criminal is

one that every toil city is facing, and it is a
most difficult one to solve. There is no ex-

perienced detective in the United States that

cannot recount scores of instances where lads
of tender age have perpetrated deeds which

at the outset seemed the work of seasoned
experts. I have encountered any number of
such cases and my experience with the

ue XX,—-ctor is that he is often bolder and harder to

round up than the veteran. He will fool you by his

slippery methods and his cunning in making a quick

*BUPis the plain truth to say that the indulgent and

lenient treatment of children by their own parents is

chiefly responsible for the wrongdoing that converts the

youngsters into lawbreakers. Boyß of this generation

are given far more money than they should have to

spend for their pleasure. They get the habit of extrava-

gance and when sufficient cash is not forthcoming are
ready to steal, usually beginning by pilfering from their

father or mother, as that seems a less sin than to take
what belongs to strangers. I have repeatedly known

lads of 15 to steal their mother's Jewelry and to go

through their father's clothing at night while he slept.

Many a mortified parent, to save the honor of his fam-

ily has given it out that his home has been invaded by

sneak thieves rather than admit that a degenerate son
has entered the role, of a criminal.

INFLUENCE OF THE MIND UPON THE BODY.
By Dr. H. Cradle.

The only parts of the body directly con-
trolled by the mind are those mußCles which

serve the purpose of the w.lll. There are, be-
sides, many other muscular movements going

on in the Interior of .the body which, too,

are In part governed by nerves, but cannot

be influenced by the will, such as the circula-
tion of the blood, the action bf the stomach
and of the intestines. While this activity of

mwjriui urgans does not depend in any manner upon

the consciousness of the individual its regularity is at

times disturbed by mental emotions. Examples of such

transient interferences with the normal action of differ-

ent organs by mental influences are blushing, blanching

and fainting, or, on the other hand, tumultuous beating

of the heart.
While the mind cannot change the course of a disease

or cut short its duration, it can modify greatly the suf-

fering felt. For the pain, the distress, and even the dis-
ability caused by a given disease are not a fixed and in-

variable quantity, alike in all instances and at all times.

As well as we can detect faint noises otherwise unheard

by 'listening," we can make ourselves conscious of the

slightest discomfort produced by disease by watching

for it. The concentration of attention upon the diseased
part, aided by fear and anxiety, will not only Intensify
all suffering, but may even perpetuate it occasionally

after Its original cause has partly or wholly ceased.

But the mind can lessen the inconveniences of disease

as well as exaggerate them. The physical condition It-

self, the actual disease, continues its course lndepend-

THE OPTIMISTIC 7APAHESS.

Caer r: Know No DlMOuacmimt,

•i: Smlllns Caeerfnllr at Tro«b|«. -
The Japanese are the most optimis-

tic people on '. the * face of the '\u25a0 earth.
Kick a coolie and he will get up smil-
ing; tax him and jhe will wonder why

he wasn't levied upon long before; give
him a disaster and jjhe will say it
might have been worse. ; He knows' no
discouragement. L's ' ; "

,it Few racesV in " history have been so
heavily taxed '', as have ' the Japanese to
overcome v the cost >of% the )\last war.
They look upon their huge debt light-
ly, and when the government told them
they/would have to pay it they laughed
cheerfully—and went at it.|| Commer-
cial ; activities are T: doubled, even tre-
bled. A smart legislative body put ex-
ceedingly f heavy | taxes on C cigars ",and
tobaccos, luxuries all Japanese forego.
;In>doing this ; the white foreigner was
made to ; help out the struggling mass-
es. Horses are <\u25a0 as ' rare \u25a0in 'Japan as
buffalo are ;in this country to-day. One
may ;.walk a dozen blocks down the
principal istreet \u25a0; of \u25a0 any Japanese \ me-
tropolis without seeing a single horse.
The owners of;. what few there are pay.
dearly for the \u25a0: privilege ffof-keeping
them; The friend of man in most other
countries, here the • horse •\u25a0is 4"judged
man's worst enemy. If the - country
were overrun with. horses thousands of
rickshaw coolies ;would be. out of a job,
and a condition in which people are
:out of jobs is not good for any coun-
try; particularly isI it bad for war
debts, as it \u25a0; lets them run on indefi-
nitely drawing princely

i
interest. \u25a0•" v

'

;'*\u25a0 WOMEN PBEFERRED. /
Cns-liah Lecturer Telia Why Em-

, ployers Like Them Beat.
"Political power is' the only pathway.

to economic independence," said Miss
Ethel Arnold,*of1England, in a lecture
at New YorkCity a \u25a0 few days ago. The
lecturer told of a visit> she paid to aL

big manufacturing town at the hour
when the employes were dismissed and
of how much better impression the 700
women, clear of eye and skin, trim of
figure and independent in bearing;
made than the men employes. The
head of the factory, commenting on
this, told her that the employers pre-
ferred them because they didn't drink,
gamble or have the unsteady habits of
men.

In speaking about the low rate of
wages paid to women, the lecturer said
-that If they demanded more v they
would tie ousted by the men as a re-
sult. It was better a thousand times
that women should be ousted by the
men, site declared, than that they
should lower the standard of wages
lor hfmest work. The average of men's
wages in the United Kingdom was
rather more than doable tint of the
women, she said, and she continued,
"less than half is not a Just nor a fsJtr
proportion under any system."
, The speaker was loudly applauded

|Papers *z™peoplF
ent of and not influenced by the patienfi
mind. But if any mental impression lessens\h c *ance of an ailment the sufferer is apt to BDfint*1"10*curative effect, even though it did not reaiiVT of

*•course of the disease. ' *"« Un

CHILDREN THE GBEAT CONSERVATIVES
By Mmrv n»/7«- ..

'
We dilute books End elaborate toys %children, we give, them washed out 111 *and hand wound ; playthings, but S^please, them like the old, whether ftT?books or rhymes and fairy taw!^;

began when the world was new, toys our ?\u25a0
diluvianl ancestors might have played wi!J

Children are the eternal conae*^Elaborate toys, like three ringed circus**tertain the elders more than they do the children v
can't say they do either harm or good to children \u25a0 r'1the little, ones resolve them finally to their simplest Tmenu and play therewith 'moßt contentedly

, The avidity with which children swallow the orlrtn»»of; stories which we may J have been doling out to thin "simplified editions" causes constant amazement uareminds one of the remark of the old woman withwhj a book agent, had left a commentary on the Bible "a
0"

it's :'*ifine ;book, and ' the Bible do make it wonderful!!hclear."-";,.^-^;.:;';-^-t-:;-^;'.:.]'-;!^.:,...' //' \u25a0

7

lOfIn spite iof : the floods of new books that are year i '
| poured forth for his supposed pleasure, nothing goes L
I straight to the heart of a child as the old tale and th

old rhyme— and yet we call them simple things. Etenulvitality makes them one with time and life andi all that :
| is mysterious and Impossible to explain.

I MAS NEEDS EEHGIOUS FELLOWSHIP.
j By ProL George Buraiaa Foster,

So long as there are religioua men, so long
must there be religious community. Theman who possesses inner possessions is there-
by driven to communicate them to others.
A soul with a living conviction must seek
likemlnded souls, and thus be first truly sure
and glad by their common fellowship of faith.
The plan and organism of life is a giving and
receiving. Most of all is this true of the re-

iigious me. .
We must find ourselves again in the center of us. Then

we can attain to a unitary and powerful purpose and
will. There is a new yearning after God, a demand for
a new love, a more beautiful, a more noble relation of
man to man. There are so many to-day that want to
loose themselves from their individualism and isola-
tion, gather" together into something greater, truer,
sweeter, nobler.

The thing that is deeply going on in the soul of man
to-day willbe better understood and more highly valued.
In a word, something of the brotherly sense, of the spirit
of love, of the fire and enthusiasm of the first Christian
community must break forth again as from hidden foun-
tains in the high hills of God. There willbe life and
truth from the spirit In all the forms and usages of life,
Then the estranged brother willreturn. The best, tin
freest, the most reverent will be with us again. Tni
yearning Is prophecy of the coming day.

when -she rsaid: V\u25a0 "If'you exclude the j
married women from the factory then
you must assure her a definite legal
share in the wages of her husband as
the keeper of his house and the moth-
er of his children." ' , '

{ '

STATUS HOHOBS LATE EMPRESS.

• '' . \u25a0.\u25a0\u25a0.-/-. \u0084., \u0084.. " ',' '
• z'ltV&i

Austrian \u25a0 Ruler Treasures 1f Hla-hlr
,;;'-'\u25a0 Hi* . New : Vienna Masterpiece. m

A new equestrian statue of the late
empress of Austria has been modeled
by the famous sculptor. Prof. Friedrich
Hausaman, and has Just passed from
the artist's studio jinto the private pos-
session of the aged emperor, who high-
ly treasures'this statue of his beautiful
and cultured \wife. J* The statue Is; con-

, ; NEW STATUE OF LATE EMPRESS. ('•\u25a0*\u25a0:

sldered a masterpiece of the highest
order. The \ empress is ? riding a thor-
oughbred, holding the reins loosely
in one 'hand and a rose in the other.
The empress was a superb; horsewom-
an.

MEN WHO PAID BACK.

L«TI P. Morton, duiner A Shaw, Pot-
ter Palmer and 9., A. White. "'.' ,

•fv*Perhaps the most conspicuous living
example of success following earlier
!failure is the Hon. Lev! P. Morton, for-
mer Vice President of T the United
States, who viwhile \ a member of the
dry goods firm of Morton, Grinneil ft
Co. was, forced to see his house sus-
pend. In 1861 the firm stopped pay-
ment, later compromising and settling
in part with its creditors. Men in
business still recall the dinner given
by Mr. Morton a few, years later,'where
each creditor-guest found a check for
the aiflfrunt owed, with interest, a most
pleasant sort of souvenir to bring
away from a banquet, says the Cen-
tury. . '-\u25a0 'l -v;-;^SIS

A pleasant story is also told la con-
nection with the embarrassment year*
ago of Qutacy A. Shaw, a Boston bank-
er and capitalist. This gentleman was
willingto give up everything, includ-
lag his home., but. this was insuflcient
to pay all his debts. Among the pants
wtr» some mining stocks of thaa lit-
W?. *\ *%> - A

\u25a0 A'" " >' |! Wr3 *. '•*'s \•"'\u25a0'\u25a0 r. ..-• :;• *;••;• .>- "'-^

tie realizable value, and Mr. Shaw)

creditors, who knew how honorablyJ§
haa acted, voted unanimously to retnn
the stocks to him, apparently as a p»
slble nest egg for a future fortune, i
few years later, when the real richeiot
the Northern copper region were to
dosed, I and these stocks, particularly
Calumet ft Hecla, had reached great

values, Mr. Shaw. repaid his creditor!
in full with interest. Potter Palmer It

recalled as a man who, apparently
ruined - by the Chicago fire, later

amassed a new and larger fortune. A
more modern instance stillwas thek
mous settlement | made by Stephen J.
White some years ago; following «
of!his several spectacular failures. V*
fortunately for those who love a pleu-
ant ending for the stories they read,

Mr. White ' later essayed another da*
into stock speculation and the "street"
is reported to have gotten back its cm
in turn with interest.

Opinions of Well-Known Men.y
1 "There is no other , hope for men,

says William Dean Howells, "but «
the civic help of women. Everytnui

in the movement;i to give women tw

suffrage appeals to my reverence w

sense of justice."; r ' : 'V'«ttii
"There are only two ways to sew

'it," says '\u25a0\u25a0 Edwin E. Slosson. \u0084 on« i

•Back to the harem! The other*
equal opportunities and respoMinu

ties and equal rewards to the a

»viduals \u25a0 who deserve them." '-\u25a0

- "To-day should be a time of <*»*
tion," says Dr. Percy .S. w*>

"Leagues for the political education «

women similar to that In New I*

should be established in every

Women, I believe, willultimately sn^
the ballot with men." ___ :

. Frederick. Thought:

: ;A young mother went upsta^
evening to be sure that .her*" £
safely sleeping. As she paused
door of the nursery she saw be^
band standing by the side of the

gazing earnestly at the child. .
As she stood still ***£»;ftouched by the sight, tears fill*

eyes, and she thought. \u25a0*%$&
Frederick love, that boy! Jffi
the shock to her feelings when^
denly turned toward Her \u25a0*>„,, |

"Amelia! It i« **compre
flSB dt

me how they can get up sw*

as thto for |3.60." _,

Saltablr »»«\u25a0«*• . J
"That new suit of Bod**' »

perfect. poem, isn't it?" gj

V«Tes; he calls it an Owed

Tailor.' w—Tit-Bits.

If we were a woman. we

buy any hair *ta store u»^,
that the girl who grew "» $
[raise- tfc» mortgafe on »er

John-What^^ doctor *«*°*£jo
a«t in her last nlne»i? J*"l^

the dtsd a »atural death \u0084


