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~ a shield to ] K
. D'Entrangues ever knew who fell to his

. {Copyright, 120s. by D..Appleton & Cox
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CHAPTER XXIV.—CONTINUED,

I borrowed an arquebus from one of my
men, and the arraggement was that we were
to charge ouvt after a volley, the first shot of
which I was to fire. All being now ready, it
was only necessary for us to wait. 1 would
merely add that in order to prevent dis-

- ' cavery by the neighing of the horses, we had

muzzled ours as far as possible. There was
now a dead silence, that was only broken by
the rustle qf the leaves overhead, an occa-
sional crack amongst the dry boughs as a
squirrel moved against them, or the uneasy
movement of a horse, which caused a clink
of a chain-bit; and a straining sound made
by the leathers of the saddlery, that was not
in reality so loud as it scemed; but caused
Jacopo and Hande Nere to scowl tiercely at
the unfortunate rider, a scowl which was
only equaled by their stolidly impassive
faces, when their own beasts sinned. ; We
had not long to wait; presently we heard
voices shouting, the clatter of horses trot-
ting, a rapid reining in at the ascent, und a
number -of iollowers and lackeys, some
mounted on horses, others on mules, with
led mules besilde them, came past, and went
on, heedless cf the eager faces watching
them through the trees. One or two of our
horses became so uneasy that 1 was afraid
of immediate discovery, but so occupied were
the knaves in babbling together, all at ance,
that what with this, and the thwacking of
their nnimals, and in some cases the efforts
to remain on,"we remained unnoticed. Then
there was a short interval, and the suspense
was strained to breaking point. In a while
we heard the firm beat of a war horse’s hoof,
and our quarry came in view. First came
Mensignore Bozarde, a tall, thin man,
wrapped in a purple cloak, with a fur cap
on his head. He rode a strong ambling
mule, and by his side was the commander of
the escort. Immediately behind were four
troopers, then: the mules with the ducats,
behind these again six other lances, whilst
the rear was brought up by half-a-dozen
lackeys, without-a sword nmongst them. But
what struck me.almost dumb with surprise
was that the leader of the escort was none
other than D’Entrangues himself. There
could be no mistake, his visor was up, and I
saw the sallow face, the long red mustache,
and almost caught the cold glint of his cruel
eye. At last! I raised my arquebus and
covered him. At last! But a touch of my
finger and the man was dead. I could not
miss, my heart was mad within me, but my
wrist was firm as steel. In another moment
he would be dead, dead, and my revenge ac-
complished. It was already in my hand. I
looked aside for a second at the line of
breathless faces watching me, then back
again to the muzzle of my weapon. D’En-

trangues was now not 20 yards away. 1]

could ,scarcely breathe as I pointed the ar-
quebus at his heart. I had already begun
to press the trigger, when something seemed
to come across my mind like lightning. I
62 I1n a moment that lonely room in the Al-
bizzi palace, where I had kneeled to my God
end sworn to put aside my vengence. The
weapon shook in my grasp.

“Fire, signore,” whispered Jacopo hoarsely.

With an effort I jerked the muzzle in the
air, .and pulled the trigger. The report was
followed -by four others, and two of the
troopers fell. The next moment we were on
them with a shout, and there was a clash of
steel, as fierce blows were struck and re-
ceived, now and again a short angry oath,
an :kpmﬁl;im%s a cry of pain. Idid not want
to e life, but a_trooper came at me, so 1
kadto ¥un him fhrSdc'ﬁe-‘tﬁ'QPheart,"and the
man fell forward under Castor’s hoofs, with
a yell I shall never forget. The next instant
D’Entrangues and I crossed blades, and
whether he recognized me or not I do not
know, but he fought with a skill ﬁnd lierce-
ness I have never seen equaled, 'At last I
lost my temper, and cut savagely at him. He
parried on the forte of his blade, but so
furious was the stroke that it broke the
wedpon in his hand, and almost unhorsed
him. Reining back skillfully he avoided an-
other cut I made at him, and drawing a
wheel “Jock pistol from his holster, fired it
straight at me. At the flash, some one
dashed between us. I heard a scream which
froze the blood in me, and a body lurched
forward and fell to my side, whilst a rider-
less_horse plunged through the press, and
galloped away. I saw the light of the golden

* _head & it fell, and forgetting everything,

forgetting D’Entrangues, forgetting all but

' the fact that a dreadful deed was done, I

sprang down from Castor, and raised St.
Armande in my armg. As I did this a hoarse
yell from my men told me the day was won;
but T had no ears for this, no eyes for any-
thing, except the slight figure, which lay in
my arms gasping out its life. t

“C tulations, signore, we have taken
the Tot,” and Jacopo, bleeding and dusty,
rode.up beside me.

, “At too grcot a price,” I groaned; “help
me to carry—" I could say no more.

‘“Here, two of you.secuye those mules—
PBande Nere, see to the wounded—Queen of
Heaven—the chevalier—"” and Jacopo, giv-
ing-his'sharp orders, apradg down beside me,
and together we bore our unconscious bur-
den under the shadow of the oaks. A dark

. figure stepped ;to our side; and kneeling

. down supported the lifeless head on hisarm,
whilst hot tears fell from his eyes, as he
prayed over her. It wastheabbe.

“How did this happen?”’ I asked, “did I
not say you were not to move?"”’
“It was done at once,” he answered, *I

- could not preventit—alas! How canIcarry

this tale back to.St. Armande ?”
‘“Water, excellency.” |
Jacopo had brought some clear water in
his helmet. I thanked him ‘with a look, and
he stepped back, leaving us three together,
two who were living, and one who was going

.away. 3 ' :
» I bathed the forehead and drawn lips,
from which flowed a thin stream of blood,

- and as I did'so her eyes opened, but the film

of death was on them. :
. “Di Bavelli—Ugo—,” and she was gone. .
.- Gone like a flash, flung syiftly and fast
“into -etel:l"i:ity, struck gﬂ hp:lr‘lil_ahp: unb:'lei;
tingly, by the .whichi sho ve
1 .Snll.hpw ‘often: wondered if

i ot .
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compléte, and the Knglishman, giving e my
quittance, held out hishand, saying bluntly:

41 wronged. you, Di Savelli; but 1 know

{ now. W all know, for Bayard has told us.”

I hesitated: Many memorics came to me,
and therc was bitter resentment in my soul.
They bad all been too ready to believe,  They
had flung me forth as a thing too vile 6
touch, and now—it was an easy matter to
hold out a hand, to say: *l am sorry,” to
think that a civil word' would heal a hideous
wound. The kind world was going to forgive
me, becnuse it had wronged me. Such as it

| was, however, it was the world, and things
1 had made me a little humble. After all, if

tHe positions were reversed; if I stood in
Hawkwood’s place, and he in mine, how
should I have acted? 1 would not like to
say.

“Come,” said Hawkwood, “let the past
be covered. Come back—we want you.”

“As you will,” apd I took his grasp; “1
will come back in a little time. Till then
adien!”

*“Good-by!” and we parted.

Five minutes later, 1 was spurring to
Rome, my following at my heels. It was, in
2 manner, putting my neck on the block, for
Bozardo was probably making his way
thither with all speed, agd doubtless D’Lin-
trangues as well. llecognition was almost
certain; but risk or no risk, 1 was bound to
see the cardinal, and tell him my task was
done. Little did I think, bowever, as Cos-
tor bore me, with his long, easy gallop, across
the oak forests of the Nera, that the face of
affairs in Rome had been changed in an hour,
and that, had. I so wished, 1 might have, in
safety, proclaimed what I had done from the
very house tops. As we came nearer the
city, it was evident that there was some
great commotion within, for, from every
quarter pillars of dim smoke rose up in
spiral columns, and then spreading out like
a fan hung sullenly in the yellow of the sun-
set. [t was clear that houses were burning,
and swords were out. \We soon began to
meet parties of fugitives, hurrying from the
city, and  making across country in all di-
rections. They avoided us like the plague,
and the mere glint of our arms was sufficient
to make them scatter to right and left, leav-
ing such property as they could not bear
with them to the tender mercies of the
roadside. Some of my men were eager to
ride after the runaways, and question them;
but I forbade this, knowing we shouid hear
soon enough, and that if there were danger,
it would be best to hold together.

“Per RRacco!” and Jacopo, riding up beside
me, pointed to a black cloud, which slowly
rose and settled akove the vineyards of the
Tincian hill, “we had best go with a lcaden
boot, excellency. There is a devil's carnival
in Rowe, or I am foresworn.”

At this juncture, we turned an abrupt cor-
rer of the road, coming upon a crowd of
fugitives, who seemed to be running for-
wards, caring little \Where they went, so that
they put a distance batween them and 1lome.
Amongst the throng was a figure I 1ecog-
nized; and in a mean habit, mounted on a
mule, which was seized with an obstinate fit,
and refused to budge, although soundly
thwacked, I saw the cardinal ‘of Strizonia.
Bidding Jacopo keep the men together, 1
rode up to him, and asked:

“Can I render your eminence any aid?”

His round eyes, starting out of his head
like a runaway hare’s, glanced at me in fear,

And she was gone. '

and the stick he bore dropped from his hand,
no doubt much to the satisfaction of the
mule. At first he was unable to speak, for
my words seemed to fill the man with terror,
and T had to repeat the question, before he
stammered out: X

“You are mistaken, sir; I am no eminence,
but a poor brother of Mount Carmel, o my
way to Foligno, out of this hell behind me,”
and he glanced over his shoulder towards
Rome.

“I see,” I answered with a smile, “but if
the poor brother of Mount Carmel will look
more closely at me, he will see a friend. In
short, your eminence, I am Di Savelli.”

“Corpo di Bacco! I mean our Lady be
thanked. And so it is you, cavaliere! Take
my advice, and turn your horse’s head to
Foligne. On beast!” and he kicked at the
mule, which moved not an inch.

“T am for Rome, your eminence; but what
has happened ?’ :

“Oh, that I had a horse!” he groaned.
“What has happened? Everything has hap-
pened. Alexaunder is dead or dying. Cesare
dead, they say, and burning in hades by this.
Orsini and Colonna at the old game of ham-
mer and tongs—"

“And the eardinal—D’Amboise?”

“Safe enough, I believe, as the Orsini hold
the Borgo, and have declared for France.”

“Trust me, your reverence, you will be
safer in Rome than out of it. The whole
courtry will rise at the news, and the habit
of Mount Carmel will not save the cardinal
of Strigonia. Turn back with me, and I will
escort you to the Palazzo Corneto.”

To make a short story, D’Este agreed after
a little persuasion, and the mule was kind
cnough to amble back very willingly to

‘Rome. We placed his eminence in the cen-

ter of our troops, and went onwards, entering

“the city by the Porta Pinciana, riding along

leisurely in the. direction of S. Trinita di
Monti, and thence straight on towards the
Ripetta. It was a work of no little danger
to make this last passage, for everywhere
bands of plunderers were engaged in gutting
the houses, many of which were in flames,
and we continually came across'dead bodies;
or passed houses from wWhich we heard

‘shrieks of agony.” We could help no one,

It was all we could do to keep our own heads

[ on our shoulders; but by dint of shouling,

‘A Colonna!” with the Colenna, and “Orsini!

Orsini!” " with their rivals, and sometimes.|

‘hitting' a ‘shrewd*blow or two, we crossed
‘the Ripetta, and in a few minutes were safe |
in~the Palazzo Corneto.

Here we. were received by Le Clerc, who
comforted the trembling Strigonia, with the
‘assurance’ that an'excellent supper awaited
him, informing me, almost in the same
breath, that I’Amboise was in the vatican.
I lost no time in repairing thither, which 1
did on foot; accompanied by Jacopo ulone,
.and made my way without iet or nindranse
to the Torre Borgia. Here everything wasin

‘the wildest confusion, and the Spanish sol- | ea
" | diers of the]
i} left.” 1 stum

pe were plundering right and
161{-,:%:.‘: De Leyva, whn, with
s back, was trying to main-
He glad]y accepted the offer of
and we did what we could to pre-
) the wholesale robbery from going on.
‘In a brief interval of rest, I asked: .
“Do you know where D’ Amboise m?” -
Sistine chapel, with half-a-dozen

*t'guards the entrance.”

and althoug

arkness that prevailed, | missed thie way.
and Jacopo was of course unable to help me
Groping onwurds we came to a sumI‘I door,
and pushing it, found it to open easily. It
led into a nurrow, vau'ted pussage, where
the darkness was as if a velvet curtain of
black hung before us. *I do not like the
Jlook of this, excellexcy,” said Jacopo, as we
halted in front of the door.

“Keep a drawn sword,” | answered, “and
follow me.” .

We could only go in single file, and picked
our way with the greatest care, our feet ring-
ing on the stone {loor. Except for this, the
silence was intense, and we could hear no
sound of the deviltry outside. The passage
continued, until we almost began to think
it had no end, but at last the darkness gave

way to a semigloom, and a [aint bar of light
gleamed dAhead of us. At this we inecre:
our pace, finding a sharp corner, a l.!tle _be-
yond which rose a winding flight of stuirs,
ending before a half-open door, through
which the dim light came. 1 put my foot on
the first of the steps, and was about to as-
cend, when we were startled by hearing a
moan of mortal agony, followed by a laugh,
so wild and shrill, so exultant, and yet so
full of malice, that it-chilled us to the bone.
It pealed through the door, and echoed down
the passage behind us, ‘until the horrid
cadence became fainter and fainter, finally
dying away into the black darkness:

“God save us!” exclaimed Jacopo, “it is a
fiend laughing its way to hell.”

He went on, with chattering teeth, to
adjure me to go no further; but-crossing my-
self, I bade him be silent, and stepped for-
wards. Since that moan of agony, and ter-
rible laugh of triumph, there was no sound,
and 1 could almost hear my heart beating, as
1 reached the door. Jacopo had nerved him-
sell to follow me, and stood pale and trem-
bling at my shoulder, his sword quivering in
his shaking band. -1 was mysclf not: free
from fear, for no man may combat with
spirits, but after a moment’s hesitation, |
looked cautiously in. I saw before me a room
of great size, dimly lighted by two tall can-
dles, burning on each side of a massive bed-
stead, on which lay a man bound, and writh-
ing in the throes of death. The light, though
faint around the room, fell full on the face
of the man, and horribly as the features were
changed, distorted as they were, 1 saw they
were those of Alexander, and that he was
in his last agony, alone and friendless in his
splendid palace. Yet not alone, there was
another figure in the room. As 1 looked, it
etepped out of the gloom of the rich curtains
at the wirdow, and standing over the bed,
laughed again, that terrible laugh of devilish
joy. At the sound, the dyinz mun mouaned
through his black, foam-clothed lips, and
Corte, for it was he, bent over the body and
mocked him.

“Roderigo Borgia, Vicar of Christ, hell
yawns for you; but a few moments, Borgia,
but a few moments of life; think you, that
vou suffer now? There is more coming—
things 1 even cannot dream of.” In the face
of Alexander came so awful a look of en-
treaty that I could bear it no longer. 1
stepped mnto the room, and putting my hand
on Corte’s shoulder, said:

“Come, let him die in peace.”

He turned on me with a snarl, but recog-
nizing me, laughed again.

“Ha! ha! Let him die in peace. Why,
man, you saw her die, and can say this?
Butheis going too. It isa week since his doe-
tor, Matthew Corte, bled him for an ague,
and touched him with a little knife, just a
little pin prick. He began to die then; but
hell is not yet hot enough for him. He dies
in too much peace. Why, my dog died in
more agony! But he has felt something.
See those torn curtains! See this disordered
room! He tore those curtains in his mad-
ness. He bit at the wood of the chairs, he
howled like a dog at the moon, and they
tied him here, and left him. I alone watch.
I will let him die in peace. Ha! ha! Itis
good. 1 do not want him to die yet. 1 give
him food, and he lives. Ina little while per-
haps he will die. But in peace! ha! ha! [
cou!d almost die with laughter, .when I hear
that. It is too good! "Ha! ha!” 2

I saw it was hopeless to do anything with
Corte, and the pope was beyond repair. 1
might have cut down the madman, but it
would have served no purpose. For a mo-
ment I thought I would pass my sword
through the Borgia, and free him from pain.
It would have been a mercy, but I luckily
had the sense to restrain myself. Again,
Alexander deserved his fate, and a few min-
utes more or less would make no difference.
So I left the wreteh to die the death of a
dog, that befitted his life, and turning on my
beel, went back through the passage.

Jacopo heaved a sigh of relief as we came
out, and I felt a different man as 1 ran down
the steps of the Scala Regia. Here | met
with De Leyva again, and told him what 1
had seen. .

“The Camerlengo has just goné to him,”
he answered, referring to the pope, “and you
have missed D’Amboise, He has returned
to the Palazzo Corneto. 1 .can do nothing
here, and am going myself. Do you walk or
ride? 1 have no horse.” . 5

“Walk,” I answered, and the Spaniard
linked his arm in mine, as, followed by
Jacopo, we took our way back to the car-
dinal’s house.

On reaching there I sought D’Ambuoise at
once. He bhad heard of my arrival, and was
awaitingme. Afterabriefgreeting, ) told him
his business was done, and handed him the
quittance I had received from Hawkwood.
He waa mightily pleased, as may be im-
agined. 1 felt it my duty to inform him of
the death of St. Armande, telling him how
it occurred, without in any way disclosing
my knowledge of the secret. He was much
affected. P

“It is a sad business,” be said, “but we
have other things te think of now. Mon
Dieu! mon Dieu!” And to this day | am
unaware if he knew or not.

But the night was not yet over, and late
as 1t was, there were yet things to be done.
About midnight we heard that Alexander,
was dead, and a few minutes later Gentil”
Orsini hurried to the cardinal. They lLield a
hasty council, and De Briconnet and 1 were
summoned. . News had eome that Cesare had
not. yet left Ostia, that he was too ill to
travel, and - D’Amboise and Orsini resolved
on a bold stroke. - It was nothing less than
the capture of Borgia. Orsini ofiered to lend
200 lances for the purpose, but a leader was
wanted. He could - not go himself, as his
arch enemy, Fabrizio Colonna, held all Rome
on’ the left bank of the l'iber, and wes in
sufficient force to make a dash for the Borgo
at any moment. 'The short of it was, that
at the cardinal’s recommendation, 1 received
the command, and about two in the morning
set out for Ostia. If the ships Cesarq had
hired had arrived the matter was ended, and
we could do nothing; but if not, there was
every chance of his surrendering without &
blow, as although he had about 500 men
with him, they were not to be relied on, ex-
cept the half-dozen cut-throaty who formed
his personal guard, and who might be
trusted to fight to the last. The luck whick
had followed me so far favored me agam,
and pressing on as fast as our horses could
r us, we came up with the fugitivesin the
early morning. Only one ship, too small to
hold all, had come, and they were crowded
on the ba of the Tiber, making every ef-
fort to embark. The river shore was strewn
With the enormous quantity of baggage they
had'with them, and a scene of the utmost

afusion took place on.our arrival. The
-ship: was drawing up.to the quay, and we

5

‘could see the litter of the Borgia, surround-
_ed by the few men who meant to fight. The
affair was & nd Cesare

1 kriew the Sistine clinpel wan |
-Sut a few feet distact, yet, owing to the |

Commercial Growth
t tates im the

: History of ‘Nations.

In an addr
Press 'aasoclam,-znt its forty-third an-
.nual meeting®recently, Mr. George H.
Daniels, general passenger agent of the
ew York Central.& Hudson-River rail-
d, touched upon the effects of the
late war with Spain upon our commercs
and industries in the following-impres-
sive words: /

“One of the remarkable statements of
Mr. Mulhall, the British statistician, in
his work on ‘The Wealth of Nations,’
was this: ‘If we take a survey of man-
kind, in ancient or modern times, as re-
gards the physical, mechanical and in-
tellectual force of nations, we find noth-
ing to compare with the United States,
i this present year, 1895. 1

“Mr, Mulhall proved Yy his statistics
that the working power of a single per-
son in the United States was twice that
of a German or Frenchman, more than
three times that of an Austrian and
five times that of an Italian. He said
the United States was then the richest
country in the world, its wealth exceed-
ing that of Great Britain by 35 per
cent., and added that in the history of
the human race no nation ever before
possessed forty-one millionsof instruct~
ed citizens.

“Should Mr, Mulhall revise his fig-
ures to-day, the differences would all be
in favor of the United States, for in
the past twelve months we have dem-
opstrated the superiority of our manu-
facturers in every direction, and our
ability to cope successfully with ques-
tions which have heretofore Dbeen
handled exclusively by the older na-
tions is recognized by all the world. -

“The four years that have inter-
vened between the time of your meet-
ing at Lake George and to-day have
been years of great events and achieve-
ments.

“l said at the Lake George meeling
that ‘one of the inevitable results of
the war between Japan and China
would be the opening to the commerce
of the world of fields heretofore un-
known, perhaps the richest on the
zlobe,’ and in urging the members of
the New York Press association to do
everything in their power to secure to
the United States a portion of the great
sommerce to be developed between the
western nations and these twoold coun-
tris of the world, I asked three ques-
tions:

* ‘Shall the grain in China and Japan
be harvested by machines manufac-
tured along the lines of the New York
Central, or will the manufacturers of
England and Germany supply them?

**Shall the fires in Yokohama and
Tientsin be extinguished with engines
built at Seneca Falls, or will France
and England send their fire engines to
Japan and China?

“Will the locomotives, to haul the
fast mail trains between Yokohama and
the interior of Japan and through the
rich valley of China, be built at Sche-
nectady or Dunkirk, or will our ori-
ental friends and neighbors in the Pa-
cific buy them of our English cousins?'

“I predicted that active efforts to-
ward the extension of American com-
merce by commercial bodies, supported
by a liberal and broad-minded policy
on the part of our government, would
undoubtedly secure to the United States
the blessings that come from a great
and varied commerce, and I said that
the New York Press association, and
similar associations all over the coun-
try, could stimulate a public spirit that
would insure thg important results out-
lined.

“At that time we had no idea thata
war between onge of the old nations of
the earth and our young republic would
be fought; at that time we had no idea
that American manufacturers would be
furnishing locomotives to the English
railroads, as well as Japanese, and no
one thought four years ago that Amer-
ican bridge builders would go into the
open market and successfully compete
for the building of a great steel bridge
in Egypt; nor that in so brief a time
American engineers would be building
railroads into the interior of China from
the most important seaports and fur-
nishing locomotives by the score to
nearly every couniry on the globe:

“In a letter from a friend in Tokio,
Japan, written only a short time ago,
there was this significant .sentence:

I have hanging on the wall of my of-
fice a framed picture of your Empire
Btate Express, and we expect in the
near future to be hauling a Japanese
Empire Express with an American
locomotive.” They have mow in Japan
nearly 100 locomotives that were built
in the United States. In Russia they
have over 400 of our locomotives, and
nearly every railroad in Great Britain
has ordered locomotives from this coun-
try since the beginning of the war with
Spain.

“In this connection it will be interest-

ing to note in passipg that the second
American locomotive was built at the
West I’oint foundry near Cold Spring,
on the Hudson river, and was called the
Rest Friend, and from that day to this
the locomotive has been one of the best
friends of all our people.
; “But it is not alome our locomtives
that have attracted the attention of
foreigners who have visited our shores,
our railway equipment generally has
commanded admiration and is now
receiving the highest compliment,
namely, imitation by many of our sis-
ter.nations. ] :
. “Prince Michel Hilkoff, imperial min-
ister of railways of Russia, has, since his
visit-fo the United States a few years
ago, constructed a train on much the
same lines as the New York Cgntral’s
Lake Shore Limited.

“Only -a short time ago, at the re-
quest of one of the imperial commis-
sioners of Germany, the New York Cen-

Interior and exterior of our finest cars
and other data in relation to the op-
eration of American railways. Several
other countries have asked for similar

wdking up of foreign nations on the
subject -of transportation, brought
abou nly by the wonderful achieve-
| n railways.”

‘before the New York |

*You will be interested in knowing that |

tral sent to Beflin photographs of ‘the.

information, and there Is a general
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CORN MUFFIN RECIPE.

It I1s an Excellent Hne, and One That
Is Not Found in Ordinary
Cook Books,

An excellent rule for corn muffins is
ar. follows: Beat two heaped table-
spoonfuls of butter and four of sugar to
a cream. Add the yolks of three eggs,
and then add two cupfuls of milk in
which a ‘teaspoonful of soda has been
dissolved. Sift two or three times a
cupful and a half of flour and a liberal
cupful of corn meal, with two even ta-
blespoonfuls of eream of tartar. Add
the mixture of butter, sugar, milk and
eggs slowly to the dry ingredients, stir-
ring well while doing so. After bea%-
ing this batter very thoroughly add the
whites of the three eggs—which have
been whipped to a very stiff froth.
Turn the batter into muffin tins which
have been buttered and bake the muf-
fins in a hot oven. These muffins are
delightful for breakfast served with
a dainty omelette and a cup of hot
coffee with whipped cream. The writer
has tried several ryjes for corn muf-
fins, but has found none as light or as
tender as these. It is not one of the
usual recipes found in the average cook
book, and it is an excellent one.

The following is a very gocd rule for
johnnycake: Put three cupfuls of corn
meal to soak with three cupfuls of sour
milk over night. In the morning add
half a cupful of flour, two tablespoon-
fuls of molasses, one beaten egg, a tea-
spoonful of salt, and finally a liberal
teaspoonful of soda which has been dis-
solved in about half a cupful of milk.
Stir the batter very thoroughly for sev-
eral minutes and pour it into shallow
baking pans which have been buttered
well. Bake it in a very hot oven. It
should be about an inch and a half thick
when done, and it should have a fine
crust.-—N. Y. Tribune.

HANGING A HAMMOCK.

fome Timely Hints to Those Who
Happen to Own One of These
Summer Luxuries.

A manufacturing firm in Connecti-
eut that sells haminocks offers several
excellent suggestions in regard to sus-
pending the same. Four degrees of
curvature are mentioned, and the ex-
tremes here indicated ought not to be
exceeded. Too much slack converts the
hammock into a mere loop. A very
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HOW TO HANG A HAMMOCK.

straight arrangement leaves it too un-
stable for security.

The four positions shown in the draw-
ing provide for a clear space between
the lowest part ©f the hammock and
the floor of about 16 inches. It is a
common error to suppose that the head
of a hammock should be fastened at
the same height as the foot, or higher.
The best way is to keep the ring at the
foot end from three to five inches high-
er than that at the head. When the
hammock is stretched out mnearly
straight the difference may be kept
down to three inches. Four makes a
fair medium. But with a good deal of
curvature, the fastening at the foot
ought to be five inches above the head
fustening. The reason for this i$ that
when the head end is elevated, the
whole body tends to slide down in the
hammock. What is calied a position of
equilibrium—one in which the body
will remain where it is—is one in which
the hips rest zt the lowest point. If
the head seems too low, under these cir-
eumstances, it should be bolstered with
-a pillow.—N. Y. Tribune.

RETURN OF EARRINGS.

A Fashion That Was Relegated to
Oblivion Ten Years Ago to
Be Popular Again,

Earrings are coming in again, and
while fashion's slaves are meekly pro-
testing that they will not wear the bar-
barous things they will undoubtedly-
quietly submit in the end. The edict
has gone forth that earrings are to be
worn again, and the jewelers are pre-
parad for an immediate demand for
that article of jewelry which was rele-
gated to oblivion ten years ago. 3

One drawback to the revival is the
fact that mine out of ten women will
need to have their ears pierced again,
and every woman has an acute remem-

past. When our mothers were young
it was the custom to pierce the ears by
putting a cork behind them, stretching
the lobes of ihe ear tight over the cork
and then piercing with a needle; after-
ward drawing a silken thread and a
gold ring made especially for the pur-
pose through the hole.

Pearl or diamond screw rings will
hold their own for a long time in wom-
an’s favor, but there are some new and
-startling fancies shown in the way of

earrings in the jewelry stores.—N. Y.
Herald. : e e g

Hint for the Summer Table,

Table mats, on which to place hot
dishes, are no longer used, as the heavy
felt undercloth is intended to be suf-
ficient protection fors the table; but
many housewives have found the top
of their handsomely polished tables de-
faced by the marks made by the hot
dishes. 1f a sheet of asbestos paper is
put under the felt cloth the table will
mnot be injured in the-least from this
cause. At teas or lunhceons, when the
‘polished table is used with doylies in-
stead of a cloth, asbestos mats may be
covered with prettily ‘embroidered dol-
lies for the hot dishes. 'One of these
mats covered with ‘a doylie, which
should be larger than the mat, is much
prettier to use than any teapot stand

brance of that painful ordeal in the|

Here Are Three New and Very Stylish
Designs for the Sum.oer
GirYPs Sunshade,

\ ' -

The girl who has a tanned complex-
ion when the summer is over will have
it from choice, for the hundred and one

where in price from one dollar to one
hundred dollars leave no excuse why
the fair skin should be left unshaded.
from the merciless rays of a scorching
sun.

The very newcst idea in parasol dec-
orations, and one which affords an
agreeable change from the floral trim-
ming, is that of sewing applique de-
signs all over the silk covering. All
kinds of insects and small animals are
impressed into service, but the favorite
is the butterfly with deep cream and
pale yellow wings and dark brown bod-
ies. The rib-seams are then trimmed
with frills of soft silk or mull.

Among the inexpensive designs is a
parasol of brown grass linen lined with
a pistachio. green. The linen is em-
broidered in green, and ruffles of the

UP-TO-DATE SUNSHADES.

same color lisse decorate the covering
for nearly half its width.

The third design has a covering of fig-
ured Persian silk trimmed with frills
of the same material, sun plaited, and
overlaid with another ruffie of liberty
silk edged with narrow ribbon.

All of the fashionable summer sun-
shades are plentifully trimmed at the
end of the rod, this little decoration be-
ing in the form of a rosette developed in
soft goods, an immense bow, or any
fancy that pleases the fantastic taste of
the owner. .

GIRL WITH THIN ARMS.

Can Ensily Remedy the Defect by
Rubbing Them Vigorously a
Few Times Every Day.

Thin arms should be carefully con-
cealed. They have an impoverished
look that robs their owner of some of
her dignity. If the arms are unduly
long, as they occasionally are, the ef-
fect may be neutralized by wearing
wide bands of black velvet fastened
with pretty buttons or clasps or
buckles. This reduces the apparent
length of the arms.

“Thin arms,” says M. Charles Blane,
ihe great French authority on dress,
‘“denote bad health and an enfeebled
race.” The best remedy is to wash_the
arms with a fine lather of soap at least
twice a day, and to dry them thorough-
Iy and rub them vigorously. This
treatment brings the pores into action
and induces a healthy condition of the
skin.

Rubbing with a soft chamois leather
is excellent for the skin, giving it both
smoothness and gloss. A girl who was
much troubled with an eruptive disor-
der on her arms was advised to procure
a very soft chamois leather, and gently
but persistently to rub the skin for a
few moments daily. She did so and
never suffered from the same disfigur-
ing cause again. The arms and shoul.
ders are greatly improved by being
rubbedinthesame way, but the chamois

must be very soft.—Ladies’ Home Jour-
nal.

A WHITE WINGS HAT.

A Little Novelty That Is Accom=
plished by a Skillful Ribbon
Arrangement.

The white wings hat is a novelty. It
derives its name from the artistic ar-
rangement of its trimming, which skill-
fully counterfeits the popular wing dec-
oration without possessing a single
feathery feature.

Wide white silk sash ribbon is cut'in
circular shape. The ends are then lined

A WHITE WINGS TRIMMING.
with round pieces of crinoline, and,

hat, look very much like the breast end
of a bird's wing.

A very pretty white wings hat is made
of rough straw. The brim is faced with
chiffon. If the hat is upturned at the
back it is trimmed with rosettes of silk
ribbon. e ATl =

Heavy rosettes of a contrasting dark
color add much to the effect >f the hat;
and these are so entwined upon wires
‘that they can scarcely be disting uished
from feather pompons.

To ¥eep Brushes Clean.

The best way to clean hair brushes
is with spirits of ammonia, as its effect
is'immediate. No rubbing is required,
and cold or tepid water can be used as
successfully as warm. Take a table-
spoonful of ammonia to a quart of wa-
ter; dip the bristles without wetting

‘ |removed; then. rinse in cold = water, te
| shake well and dry in the air, but notin’
| the sun. Soap and soda soften . the

bristles and do not get them so thor-

oughly cleaa. *

new designs in parasols, ranging any- |

when finished and arranged upon the:

the back, and in a moment the greaseis |

-
IS gt e B

“ Uneasy Lies the Head
. That Wears a Crown.”’

But such are not the only uneasy heads.
{ Overworked, harassed, anxious people
of- all ages and both sexes are uneasy
With aches, pains, impure blood, dis-
ordered stomachs, deranged kidneys and
liver. For all such, Hood’s Sarsaparilla
is the effective and faultless cure. It

§ infuses fresh life through purified blood,
Y/
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HIS COURAGE FAILED.

He Was Brave Enough Until He
Faced Mary Ann, Then He
Wilted,

It is the proud boast of Archie Bruce that
he is a lineal descendant of the great Scot-
tish hero, and, as becomes a man of his
blood, he prides himself on his courage. For
several months there has been in his family
a_servant who has completely terrorized
his wife, the latter being the wvictim and
not the commander of her nerves. There
was a terrible row between mistress and
maid last Saturday, and on Monday morn-
ing Mrs, Bruce said to her husband:

“Archie, I cannot stand Mary Jane any
longer. Won’t you please discharge her be-
fore you go tq business this morning? You
know how afraid of her I am.”

“Certainly,” replied Mr. Bruce, with suave
. creature

AT ¢er " SRASAIALY. The crossest

cannot cow me.” ~laanad a kettle
The valiant Archibald sometimes sur-
prises himself and his friends by floating
along on a stream of alliteration. Procur-
ing iis hat and coat, he descended to the
basement kitchen, and in stentorian tones
bravely addressed the servant:

“Mary Jane, ahem! I must hurry off now,
but, ahem!—Mrs. Bruce asked me to tell
you that she wants, ahem!—to s?eak to
you after I have gone to the office! "—San
rancisco News Letter.

Makes That a Business,

Pilson—Are you going to take part in that
guessing contest?

Dilson—Oh, no; they'd rule me out as’a
professional.”

“Professional ?"” L

“Yes; you know I am connected with the
weather bureau.”—Ohio State Journal.

Against Slang.

“This slang is very annoying,” said the
solemn gentleman. “You remember that
time my house was entered by a burglar?
Well, I yelled ‘robbers’ with all my might,
and the people thought I was yelling ‘rub-
ber’ and refused to pay any attention,”’—
Indianapolis Journal.

Slightly Mixed,

Mrs. Henpeck—The Episcopal funeral
service is so beautiful! I want it read over
me when I die.

Mr. Henpeck—Certainly! There’s some-
thing in it about *“Here endeth the first
lessan,” isn’t there?—Kansas City Inde-
pendent.

Inferemnce
Barnes Tormer—He who enter*ains the
fickle public, sir, leads a dog’s life.
Stranger—You don’t mean to tell me you
are the barker for the show?—Indianapolis
Journal. $

Good Reason.—Grandma—*T wouldn’t eat
that hard apple in that way, Willie.” Willie
—*I shouldn’t think you would, grandma. I
:rmﬂdn‘t either ’f didn’t have no more teeth
n you've got.”—Philadelphia Bulletin.

Where He Landed.—Griggs—"“What be-
came of that son-in-law of yours who failed
in business about a year ago? Has he got on
his feet again?” Briggs—*“No; he is still on
my hands.”—Qhio State Journal,

Bacon—“I can’t understand why your
wife calls that Wagnerian stuff heavenly
music.” Egbert—*“Because it sounds like
thunder, I suppose.”—Yonkers Statesman.

Miss Ethel—“Music always makes me feel
ead; doesn’t it you, Mr. Suds?’ Mr. 8.
“Yes; but I like it—it’s awfully jolly to feel
sad, don’t ¥’ know.”—Brooklyn Life.

So much of the happiness of life depends
on whether you will give up your solo for a
part in the chorus.—Ram’s ﬁom.

No man should be hopeless so long as
e has two good, honest iriends—his hands.
—L. A W %Zu]letin.

It is a good thing to be a man of one idea,
ﬁrowdmg the idea is big enough.—Ram’s
orn.

Automobile or ought not to mobile seems
tot‘l;le the question at issue.—Cycling Ga-
zette,

The man who goes through life alone gen-
erally has poor company.—Chicago Daily

ews,

Songs about the Klondike should be writ-
ten in a “miner” key.—L. A. W. DBulletin.

Figures may not lie, but estimates ars
often misleading.—Chicago Daily News.

When a river has a run on its banks it
floats a Jot of stock.—L. A. W. Bulletin.

REGISTER OF TREASURY.

Hon. Judson W. Lyons, Register of ﬂlu
United States Treasury, in a letter from
Washington, D. C., says:

Hon. Judson W. Lyons, Register of the
\ . Treasury. A
April 234, 1899.

Pe-runa Drug M’f'g Co., Columbus, O.:

Gentlemen—I find Peru-na’ to be an
execellent remedy: for -the catarrhal af-
fections of spring and summer, and
those who suffer from depression from the
beat of the summer will find no remedy the
equal of Pe-ru-na.

Judson W. Lyons.

No man is better known in the fnancial
world than Judson W. Lyons. His name
on every piece of money.of recent, date,
makes his signature one of the most familiar
ones in the United States. Hon. Lyons
address is Augusta, Ga. He is a member of
the National Republican Commi ittee, and is
a prominent‘and influential politiciam. - He
is a particular friend of President McKinley.

. Rememberthat cholera morbus, cholera
infantum, summer complaint, bilious colie,
diarrhoea and dysentery are each and all
satarrh of the bowels. Catarrh is the only
correct name for these affections, Pe-ru-na
18 an absolute epecific for' these ailments,
?whl_glz,_ggg B0 common in summer, -

'man, in a practice of over forty n
Jost a gingle cass.of chokm--infmmdg
ry, diarthoea, or cholera morbus, and his
¥ was: -na. T desiring

‘only r .
| further pariculars should: send for a fres
spimer Catarrh.” . Address De

capy’ of *
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Dr. Hart-
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