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CHAPTER X 
T H E A R R E S T 

So it had come! And come in such a 
fashion that I saw no way of escape. 
The sergeant was between us and I 
could not strike him. And I found no 
words A score of times I had thought 
with shrinking how I should reveal 
my secret to mademoiselle, what I 
should say and how she would take it. 
But in my mind it had always been a 
voluntary act, this disclosure It had 
been always I who had unmasked my­
self, and she who listened—alone; and 
in this voluntariness and this, privacy 
there had been something which 
seemed to take from the shame of an­
ticipation. But here—here was no vol­
untary act on my own part, no privacy, 
nothing but shame. I stood mute, 
• onvicted, speechless—like the thing I 
was. 

Yet if anything could have braced 
me, it was mademoiselle's voice, when 
hhe answered him. "Go on, Monsieur," 
she said, with the perfect calmness of 
scoui "You will have done the soon­
er ' 

' \ou do not believe me7" he replied 
1 otlj ' Then, I say, look at him! 
Look at him' It ever shame—" 

' Monsieui'" she said abruptly—she 
did not look at me "I am ashamed 
i n j s e i t ' " 

Wli) his \er\ name is not his 
own' ' the lieutenant rejoined jerkily 
"He is no Baithe at all He is Berault 
the qambler, the duellist, the bully—" 

Again she interrupted him "I know 
It," she said coldh "I know it all 
And if \ou have nothing more to tell 
me go, Monsiem Go' ' she continued, 
in a tone of infinite scorn "Enough 
that ^ u have earned mj contempt 
as well as my abhorrence'" 

He looked for a moment taken aback. 
Then, "Ay, but I have more!" he cried, 
his voice stubbornly triumphant. "I 
foigot that jou would think little of 
that' I forgot that a swordsman has 
always the ladies' hearts. But I have 
more Do you know, too, that he is 
in the cardinal's pay? Do you know 
that he is here on the same errand 
which brings us here—to arrest M. de 
Cocheioret* Do >ou know that while 
Vre go about the business openly and 
in soldier fashion, it is his part to 
worm himself into \our confidence, to 
eneak into madam's intimacy, to 
listen at jour door, or to follow your 
footstpps, to hang on your lips, to 
tiack AOU—track \ou until you betray 
yourselves and the man? Do you 
know this, ana that all his sympathy 
Is a lie, Mademoiselle? His help, so 
much bait to catch the secret? His 
aim, blood-money—blood-money? Why, 
morbleu'" the lieutenant continued, 
pointing his finger at me, and so car­
ried away by passion, so lifted out of 
himself by wrath and indignation, that 
in spite of myself I shrank before him 
—"you talk, lady, of contempt and ab­
horrence in the same breath with me! 
But what have vou for him? What 
have you for him,_the spy, the in­
former, the hired traitor? And if you 
doubt, if you want evidence, look at1 

him Only look at him, Ivsay!" 
And he might well saj it! For I 

stood silent still; cowering and des­
pairing, white with rage and hate. 
But mademoiselle did not look. She 
gazed straight* at the lieutenant. 
"Have you done?" she said. 

"Done?" he stammered. Her words, 
her air, brought him to earth again. 
"Done? Yes, if you believe me." 
- "I do not," she answered proudly. 
"If that be all, be satisfied, Monsieur. 
I do not believe you." 

"Then tell me," he retorted, after 
a moment of stunned surprise, "why, 
if he was not on our side, do you think 
we let him remain here. Why did we 
suiter him to stay in a suspected house 
bullying us and taking j our part from 
hour, to hour?" 

"He has a sword, Monsieur," she an­
swered, with fine contempt. 

'Mille diables!" he cried, snapping 
Ms fingers in a rage. "That for his 
sword! No It was because he held 
the cardinal's commission; because he 
had equal authority with us; because 
we had no choice." 

<MAnd that being so, Monsieur, why 
are you now betraying him?" she 
asked keenly. 

He swore at that, feeling the stroke 
go home "You must be mad," he said, 
glaring at her. "Mad, if you cannot j 
see that the man is what I tell you I 
he is. Look at him! Listen to him: ! 
Has he a word to say for himself?" 

Still she did not look. "It is late," 
she replied, coldly and irrelevantly. 
"And I am not very well. If you have 
quite done, perhaps you will leave me 
Monsieur." 

"Mon dieu!" he exclaimed, shrugging 
his shoulders; "you are mad! I have 
told you the truth and you will not be­
lieve it Well, on your head be it then, 
Mademoiselle. I have no more to say. 
But you will see" 

He looked at her for a moment as if 
he thought that she might still give 
way; then he saluted her roughly, gave 
the word to the sergeant, turned and 
Went down the path. The sergeant 
went after him, the lanthorn swaying 
In his hand. We two were left alone 
in the gloom. The frogs were croak­
ing in the pool; the house, the garden, 
the wood—all lay quiet under the dark­
ness, as on the night when I first 
came to the chateau. x 

And would to Heaven I had never 
come! That was the cry in my heart 
Would to Heaven I had never seen this 
woman, whose nobility and faith and 
singleness were a continual shame to 
me; a reproach, branding me every 
hour I stood in her presence, with all 
vile ana ftateful names. The man just 
gone, coarse, lowbred, brutal soldier 
as he waa, man-flogger and drilling 
block, had yet found heart to feel my 
baseness and words in which to de­
nounce it. What, then, would she say 
when the truth some day came home 
to her? What shape should I take in 
her eyes then? How should I he re­
membered through all the vears— 
then' 

Then' But now? What was she 

thinking, now, as she stood, silent 
and absorbed, by the stone seat, a, 
shadowy figure with face turned from 
me? Was she, recalling the_ man's 
words, fitting them to the facts and the 
past, adding this and that circum­
stance? Was she, though she had re­
buffed him in the body, collating, now 
he was gone, all he had said and out 
of these scraps piecing together the 
damning truth? The thought tortured 
me. I could brook uncertainty no 
longer. I went nearer to her and 
touched her sleeve. "Mademoiselle," 
I said, in a voice which sounded hoarse 
and forced even in my own ears, "do 
you believe this of me?" 

She started violently and turned. 
"Pardpn, Monsieur," she answered. "I 
had forgotten that you were here. 
Do I believe—what?" 

"What that man said of me," I mut­
tered 

"That!" she exclaimed; and she 
stood a moment gazing at me in a 
strange'fashion. "Do I believe what 
he said, Monsieur! But come, come," 
she continued, "and I will show you If 
I believe it. But not here." f 

She led the way on the instant into 
the house, going in through the parlor 
door, which stood half open. The room 
inside was pitch dark, but she took me 
fearlessly by the hand and led me 
quickly through it and along the 
passage, until we came to the cheer­
ful lighted hall, where a great fire 
burned on the hearth. All traces of 
the soldiers' occupation had been swept 
away. But the room was empty. 

She led me to the fire and there in 
the full light, no longer ( a shadowy 
creature, but red lipped, brilliant, 
throbbing with life, she stood Opposite 
me, her eyes shining, her color high, 
her breast heaving. "Do I believe it?" 
she said. "I will tell you. M. de 
Cocheforet's hiding-place is in the hut 
behind the fern-stack, two furlongs be­
yond the village, on the road to Auch. 
You will know now'what no one else 
knot's, he and I and madam excepted. 
You hold in your hands his life and 
my honor; and you know al<«o, M. de 
Berault, whether I believe that tale." 

"My God!" I cried And I stood 
looking at her, until something of the 

11 ""Hî  

"MY GOD!" 
horror in my eyes crept into hers and 
she shuddered and stepped back. 

"What is it? What is it?" she whis­
pered, clasping her hands. And with 
all the color gone from her cheeks she 
peered trembling into the corners and 
towards the door. "There is no one 
here. Is there any one—listening?" 

I forced myself to speak, though I 
shook all over, like a man in an ague. 
"No Mademoiselle, there is no one 
here," I muttered. And then I let my 
head fall on my breast and I stood 
before her, the statue of despair. Had 
she felt a grain of suspicion, a grain 
of doubt, my bearing must have opened 
her eyes. But her mind was cast in so 
noble a. mould, that having once 
thought ill of me and been converted, 
she could feel no doubt again. It was 
her nature to trust all In all. So, a lit­
tle recovered from her fright, she stood 
looking at me in great wonder; and 
at last she had a thought. 

"You are not well?" she said sudden­
ly. "It is your old wound, Monsieur." 

"Yes, Mademoiselle," I muttered 
faintly. "It is my old wound." 

"I will call Clon!" she cried impet­
uously. And then, with a sob, "Ah! 
poor Clon! He is gone. But here is 
Louis. I will call him, and he will get 
you something." ' 

She was gone from the room before 
I could stop her; and I was left lean­
ing against the table, possessor at last 
of the great secret which I had come so 
far to win. Possessor of that secret 
and able in a moment to open the 
door,.and go out into the night, and 
make use of it—and yet the most un­
happy of all men. The sweat stood on 
my brow, my eyes wandered round 
the room; I even turned towards the 
door, with some mad thought of flight 
—flight from her, from the house, from 
everything. And God knows if I might 
not have chosen that course; for I 
still stood doubting, when on the doork 
that door, there came a sudden hur­
ried knocking which jarred every 
nerve in my body. I started. I stood in 
the middle of the floor, gazing at the 
door, as at a ghost. Then glad of ac­
tion, glad of anything that might re­
lieve the tension of my feelings, I 
strode to it and pulled it sharply 
open. 

On the threshold, his flushed face 
lit up by the light behind me, stood 
one of the knaves I had brought with 
me to Auch. He had been running and 
panted heavily, but he had kept his 
wits. He grasped my sleeve instantly. 
"Ah! Mcnsieur, the very man!" he 
cried, tugging at me. "Quick! come 
this instant and you may yet be first. 
They have the secret. They have found 
Monsieur." 

"Found whom?" I echoed. "M. de 
Cocheforet?" 

"No; but the place where he lies. 
It was found by accident The lieu­
tenant was gathering his men to go to 
it when I came away. If we are quick, 
We may get there first." \ * 

"But the place?" I said/ 
"I could not hear where it was," he 

answered bluntly. "We can hang on 
their skirts, and at the last moment 
strike in." 

The pair of pistols I had taken from 
the shock-headed man lay on a chest 
by the door. I snatched them up, 
and my hat, and joined him without 
another word; and, in a moment we 
were run nine down the garden, i I 

looked back omee before we passed the 
gate, and I saw the. light streaming 
out through the door which I had 
left open; and I fancied "that for an 
instant a figure darkened the gap. But 
the fancy only strengthened the one 
single iron purpose which had taken 
possession of me and all my thoughts. 
I must be first I must anticipate the 
lieutenant and make the arrest my­
self. I ran on only the faster. 

' We seemed to be across the meadow 
and in the wood in a moment. There, 
instead of keeping along the common 
path, I boldly singled out—my senses 
seemed preternaturally keen—the 
smaller track by which Clon had 
brought us, and ran unfaltering along 
it, avoiding logs and pitfalls as by in­
stinct, and following all its turns and 
twists, until it brought us to the back 
of the inn, and we could hear the mur­
mur of subdued voices in the village 
street, the sharp low words of com­
mand, and even the clink of weapons; 
and could see, above and between the 
houses, the dull glare of lanthorns and 
torches. 

I grasped my man's arm and 
crouched down, listening. "Where is 
your mate?" I said, in his ear. 

"With them," he muttered. 
"Then come," I whispered, rising. 

"I have seen enough* Let us go." 
But he caught me by the arm and 

detained me. "You don't know the 
way!" he hissed. "Steady, steady. 
Monsieur. You go too fast They 
are just moving. Let us join them, 
and strike in when the time comes. 
We must let them guide us." 

"Fool!" I said, shaking off his hand. 
"I tell you, I know where he is! I 
know where they are going. Come; 
lose not a moment, and we will pluck 
the fruit while they are on the road 
to it." 

His* only answer was an exclamation 
of surprise; at that moment the lights 
began to move. The lieutenant was 
starting. The moon was not yet up; 
the sky was gray and cloudy; to ad­
vance where we were was to step into 
a wall of blackness. But we had lost 
too much time already, and I did not 
hesitate. Bidding my companion fol­
low me, and use his legs, I sprang 
through a low fence which rose before 
us, and stumbling blindly over some 
broken ground in the rear of the 
houses, came, with a fall or two, to 
a little watercourse with steep sides. 
Through this I plunged recklessly, and 
up the farther side, and, breathless 
and panting, gained the road just be­
yond the village and 50 yards in ad­
vance of the lieutenant's troop. 

They had only two lanthorns burn­
ing now and we were beyond the cir­
cle of light these cast; while the steady 
tramp of so many footsteps covered 
the noise we made. We were unno­
ticed. In a twinkling we turned our 
backs, and as fast as we could ran 
down the road. Fortunately, they 
were thinking more of secrecy than 
speed, and in a minute we had dou­
bled the distance ̂ between us; in two 
minutes their lights were mere sparks 
shining in the gloom behind us. We 
lost, at last, even the tramp of their 
feet. Then I began to look out and 
go more slowly; peering into the shad­
ows on either side of the fern-stack. 

On one hand the hill rose steeply; 
on the other it fell away to the stream. 
On neither side was close wood—or my 
difficulties had been' immensely in­
creased—but scattered* oak-trees stood 
here and there among gorse and brack­
en. This helped me, and in a moment, 
on the upper side, I came upon the 
dense substance of the stack looming 
black against the lighter h*H. 

My heart beat fast, but it was w» 
time for thought. B'dding the man 
in a whisper to follow me and be ready 
to back me up, I climbed the bank soft­
ly, and with a pistol in my hand, feTt 
my way to the rear of the shack: 
thinking to find a hut there, set against 
the fern, and M. de Cocheforet in it. 
But I found no hut. There was none; 
and all was so dark that it came upon 
me suddenly as I stood between the 
hill and the stack that I had undertak­
en a very difficult thing. The hut be­
hind the fern-stack? But how far be­
hind? How far from it? The dark 
slope stretched above us, infinite, im­
measurable, shrouded in night. To 
begin to climb it in search of a tiny 
*hut, probably well-hidden and hard to 
find in daylight, seemed a task as im­
possible as to meet with the needle In 
the hay! And now, while I stoo*. 
chilled and doubting, the steps of the 
troop in the road began to grow audi­
ble, began to come nearer. 

"Well, M. l e Capitaine?" the man be-
side muttered—in wonder why I stood. 
"Which way? Or they will be before 
us yet.'J 

I tried to think, to reason It out; to 
consider where the hut would bt>; 
while the wind sighed through the oaks 
and here and there t could hear an 
acorn fall. But the thing pressed too 
close on me: my thoughts would not 
be hurried and at last I said at a 
venture, "Up the hill! Straight from 
the stack." 

He did not demur and we plunged at 
the ascent, knee deep in bracken and 
furze, sweating at every pore with our 
exertions and hearing the troop come 
every moment nearer on the road be­
low. Doubtless they knew exactly 
whither to go! Forced to stop and take 
breath when we had scrambled up 60 
yards or so, I saw their lanthorns shin­
ing like moving glow-worms; and could 
even hear the clink of steel. For all I 
could tell,{ the hut might be down 
there and we two be moving from 
it! But it was too late to go 
back now; they were close to 
the fern-stack; and in despair 
I turned to the hill again A dozen 
steps and I stumbled. I rose and 
plunged on again; again I stumbled, 
Then I found that I was no longer 
ascending. I was treading level earth. 
And—was it, water I saw before me. 
below me, a little in front of my feet, 
or some mirage of the sky? 

[To Be Continued.] 
—>———-^——.. 

Hard Case for 'Wreckers. 
Looking over the storm swept Pent-

land Firth, with'its dangerous rocks 
and "fierce currents, I remarked to the 
Orkney pilot "This must be a great 
place for wrecks." 

"Wracks, man," he shouted, "thertfs 
mony a braw farm in Orkney got out 
o' wracks, but the Breetish Govern­
ment has put a leethoose here, and a 
leethouse there, and yon," pointing to 
the double lighthouse on the Skerries, 
"yon's twa—there is no chance of 
wracks for a puir fisher body noo"~ 
Comhill Magazina .-/'; f 

Our readers probably have but hazy 
remembrance of recent disturbances 
down, in the British colony of Natal, 
on the southern coast of Africa, and 
probably are paying but scant atten­
tion to present tnreatenings in Zulu-
land, a province of Natal. But the dis­
turbances were serious, the^ tnreaten­
ings are grave; ere long news of a 
general massacre of the whites of that 
region may shock the world. 

The London Graphic, discussing the 
South African uprising, goes so far as 
to say: "There is, unfortunately, only 
too much reason to believe that the 
Zulus and Kaffirs are determined to 
expel the white people from South Af­
rica, if they can manage it. It is no 
longer the question of the loyalty of 
any particular chief or tribe; the con­
tagion of rebellion has so rapidly 
spread that its extent cannot be meas­
ured with any degree of preciseness. 
Are the Basutos steadfast in their loy­
alty? Are the Matibele, the Mashona, 
and the very mixed native population 
of the new colonies stanch in their 
friendly relations with the English and 
Dutch? Old colonists declare that they 
would not trust any native, no mat­
ter how effusive his affected loyalty, 
while in Natal, especially,"it has long 
been an article of faith among Eu­
ropeans that the local Zulus would 
some day endeavor to avenge Cete-
wayo's dethronement by compassing a 

rican Republic, the year before the re­
mainder of Zululand having been de­
clared a British crown colony. 

Cetewayo's son continued to make 
trouble; in 1888 attempted an insur­
rection; but was scon captured, and 
sent in exile to St. "Helena, before he 
was allowed to return. From time to 
time small districts were added to the 
British possessions in Zululand, and 
in 1897 the whole province annexed 
to Natal. 

And now let us turn our attention 
to the colony of Natal. Including Zu­
luland, it has aa area of 31,307 square 
miles. In 1890 it had a population 
of almost 1,000,1500 people, the Eu­
ropeans numbering about 65,000. Natal 
is administered by a^governor appoint­
ed by the crown, and it may be part 
of the hazy remembrance of more or 
less recent Natal news that the ad­
ministration ot Natal and the home 
government not long ago very decided­
ly disagreed about a case of discipline. 
Some time ago two members of the 
Natal mounted police were murdered, 
and in punishment the Natal govern­
ment condemned a considerable body 
of natives to death. The home govern­
ment thought the measure too strin­
gent, but April 2 the execution was 
carried out, 12 Kaftirs were shot for 
the murder of the two policemen 

A rebel chief in Natal, Bambaata, 
has been the cause ot no small amount 
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white massacre throughout the Gar­
den Colony." 

Let us find out somewhat of this 
Cetewayo whom the Zulus would 
avenge. But first let us locate Zulu-
land and observe the steps by which 
the English have come into posses­
sion. Zululand is tucked in there on 
the coast, borders on Swaziland, Port­
uguese East Africa, has the Indian 
ocean to the east and southeast, and 
Natal on the soutnwest and west. It 
has-been the scene ol many troubles, 
English with Zulus, English and 
Boers, and at times Zulu and Boer 
have been arrayed against the English. 
It was toward the close of the decade 
1870-80 the warlike natives under King 
Cetewayo became 2 serious menace to 
the neighboring British colonies, and 
at the beginning of 1879 the British 
made war on them. (It was in this 

COLONEL ROYSTON. 
(Who Is to Lead the Special Force 

Against Bambaata ) 

war Prince Louis Napoleon was slain.) 
Early in the year, at Isandlana the 
British met with a great disaster; 
later the Zulus were repulsed; In July 
they we^e completely defeated; in 
August Cetewayo was captured. A few 
years later, to end difficulties with the 
native princes, the British restored the 
king to his rank. 

But they reserved a portion of his 
territory for themselves, a district 
south of the Tugela river, and a por­
tion of the northeast; Cetewayo was 
limited to the cential part. Now diffi­
culties arose'again, and Cetewayo was 
deposed, in the very year of his re­
instatement. The following year he 
died. His son; Diuizulu, assumed a 
hostile attitude toward the English, 
and in this were aided by the Boers, to 
whom he had granted a strip of land 
in the west. The Boers established 
in this district "The New Republic," 
extended their control to Umlatusi and 
Saint Lucia Bay. In 1886 British and 
Boer entered into a friendly agree­
ment; the former recognized the New 
Republic the latter pledged them­
selves to Vacate the rest of Zululand 
and renounce recognition of Dini-
zulu's protectorate. In 1888 the New 
Republic was annexed to the 'South Af-

of trouble, at present is supposed to 
be in hiding in the practically im­
penetrable N'Khandsila forest in Zulu-
land. Other important chiefs have ex­
pressed themselves as being unfavor­
able to rebellion, among them Dmi-
zulu, who stands to the natives as rep­
resentative of the royal house of Zu­
luland, and one to be obeyed The 
Swaziland people also profess loyalty, 
and among the Basutos there is no 
unrest. But preparations are in prog­
ress in Natal in case of emergency; 
efforts making to keep tUr favor of 
the natives it possible, if not to be 
ready should need occur. 

Let us take a glance at (he history 
of Natal, observe the white men that 
have struggled for a toothold in this 
country. Natal was first sighted by 
Vasco da Gama, Christmas day, 1497, 
and the land nemed Natal (Nativity) 
in honor of the day. The Hutch made 
the first attempt at settlement about 
1720, but were not successfal. In 1824 
the English made a treaty with Chaka, 
king of the Amazula, but Chaka's suc­
cessor, Dingaan, broke up the English 
colony. In 1835 a r umber of mission­
aries established themselves at Dur­
ban. Shortly afterward the Dutch, in 
their great trek northward, entered 
Natal; though Dingaan treacherously 
murdered the first band, the Boers per­
severed, immigration continued Then 
we have the Dutch and native in* con­
flict; ia a great oattle between the 
Boers and natives (on the Bolied 
river, December, 1838), the Zulus were 
overpowered. The iollowing year the 
Republic of Natal was organized. But 
not long were the Dutch allowed pos­
session, the British still held that the 
Afrikanders were thMr subjects, and in 
1843 annexed the 1 (-public to Cape Col­
ony. Some years later Natal was 
made an independent colony. (Pre­
vious reference has been made to the 
war carried on in 1879 against Cete­
wayo, king of the Zulus; his terri­
tory overrun and occupied, Zululand 
became a part of Natal.) 

The Boers did not submit tamely to 
the English assumptions. In Natal 
there have taken place several mem­
orable encounters between Boer and 
British. Back in 1881 the Transvaal 
Boers entered the extreme northwestern 
corner of the colony and defeated the 
British at Majuba Hill. In the great 
South African war, northern Natal was 
the scene of fiercest fighting between 
Dutch and English. "At Elandslaagte, 
Glencoe and Ladysmith, and all along 
the line of the Tugela, the most ob­
stinate and sanguinary battles of the 
war occurred." 

The majority of >he people in Natal 
are Zulus. The Zulus are powerful 
and warlike, their weapons the as­
segai, knobkerri and shield. It is re­
lated the great leader Tyaka was wont 
to say to his men on the eve of bat­
tle: "Go, sons of Zulu, go and return 
no more." Surrender was unheard of; 
victory or death. 

C H R I S T O P H E R W E B S T E R . 

Joke on the Publishers. 
Poem Imitating Bret Harte's Style 

Given Wide Circulation 
\ and Notice. 

Sam Davis, of Nevada, once made 
a wager that he could successfully imi­
tate the style of any living or dead 
poet, and do it so thoroughly that the 
difference was not discernible; and 
that the public, the press, and the crit­
ics would not detect the fraud. As a 
result, says Success Magazine, he 
wrote "Binley and 46," to which he 
signed F. .Bret Harte's name.' The 
fake was put out in a publication 
known as "The Open Letter." It de­

scribed an engineer who took his train 
through a snowstorm in the Sierras, 
dying at his post. 

From the Atlantic to the Pacific the 
poem was copied. "Binley and 46" 
was given a full page in an illustrated 
weekly, with a portrait of Bret Harte, 
and described as "the best short poem 
of the decade." 

It was many years before Mr. Harte 
denied its authorship. The poem has 
since been incorporated in several 
books of popular recitations, notwith­
standing Binley freezes to death be­
side a roaring locomotive furnace, 
with 150 pounds of steam up and two 
cords of wood within reach. ,-*:r > 

Our Pattern Department 

LADIES' SHIRT-WAIST. 

Pattern No. 5523.—Wide and nar­
row tucks contribute to the decoration 
of the smart shirt-waists here pic­
tured in a development of French flan. 
nel. The waist closes in the back, and 
a belt and peplum finish the lower 
edge, thus giving that trim fit about 
the waist so desirable in a waist of 
this kind. The'design is suitable to 
all the season's waistingr such as 
Scotch flannel, mohair, taffeta, linen 
and madras. The medium size will 
require two and five-eighths yards of 
36-inch material. Sizes for 32, 34, 36, 
38. 40 and 42 inches bust measure 

This pattern will be sent to you on 
receipt of 10 cents. Address all orders 
to the Pattern Department of this paper. 
Be sure to give size and number of pat­
tern wanted. For convenience, write 
your older on,the following coupon: 

No 5523. 

SIZE. 

NAME. 

ADDRESS. 

LADIES' ONE OB TWO-PIECE 
CIRCULAR SKIRT. 

OUR DEVASTATING 
F O R B S T FIRES 

Some Historic Fires—Carelessness Largely Cause of the Great Annual 
Loss—Efforts to Cope With the Problem. 

The recent forest fires in the Mich­
igan Upper Peninsula and Wisconsin 
bring up other forest fires that have 
worked such havoc in our splendid 
timber lands. Fires in the Adiron-
dacks seem to be annual visitations, 
sometimes reaching large proportions, 
sometimes effectively routed ere much 
damage has been done; again we hear 
of the great waste in the forest re­
gions of the Pacific coast; of fires in 
the turpentine forests of the south; 
again, that timber lands in Michigan 
and Wisconsin have been swept by the 
fire demon. 

Gilford Pinchot, chief of the forest 
service, United States department of 
agriculture, gives in the Farmers' Bul­
letin a short review of historic fires, 
hres that have reached gigantic pro­
portions. Mr. Pinchot tells of the 
Hinckley, Minn., fire of September 1, 
1894; the great fires in Michigan in 
1881; Wisconsin Peshtigo fire of Octo­
ber, 1871, and the Michigan fires of the 
same year; o. the Miramichi fire of 
1825. 

In the latter fire a region in New 
Brunswick suffered. This fire at about 
one o'clock in the afternoon was rag­
ing at a place some 60 miles above the 
town of Newcastle, on the Miramichi 
river; before ten o'clock it was 20 
miles below Newcastle. "In nine hours 
it had destroyed a belt of forest 80 
miles long, and 25 miles wide. Over 
more than two and a half million 

cattle and buildings, for it carries 
with it the impoverishment cf a whole 
region for" tens or even hundreds of 
years afterward. The loss of the 
stumpage value of the timber at the 
time of the fire is but a small part of 
the aamage to the neighborhood The 
wages that would have been" earned m 
lumbering, added to the value ot the 
produce that would have been pur­
chased to supply the lumber camps 
and the taxes that would have been 
devoted to roads, and other public im­
provements, furnish a much truer 
measure of how much, sooner or later, 
it costs a region when its forests are 
destroyed by fire." 

There are two recognized fire sea­
sons in the United Statea, in the * 
spring and fall. The fire season when 
the greatest damage is done in the 
middle west, far west and parts of the 
south, Is in the period between late 
August and early November. H M. 
Suter, editor of Forestry and Irriga­
tion, in an article in the Review of 
Reviews, says that carelessness in one 
form or another is cause of most of 
the forest fires in the United States 
"Of those proceeding from carelessness 
fully one-half are due to railroads and 
thei* employes. Indeed, an expe­
rienced forester, who for a number of 
years was a locomotive engineer, i<i 
authority for the statement that at 
least 65 per cent, of this country's for­
est fires are due to railroads Sparks 

Pattern No. 5230.—An excellent de­
sign for a skirt, suitable for plaid or 
striped materials as well as the plain 
fabrics is shown in this illustration. 
It is circular in shape and may be 
of one or two piece construction. If 
made of plaid goods it should be cut 
with the matched bias edges at the 
center of the front. Darts arranged 
in the upper part give a smooth fit 
over the hips. Provision is made for 
an inverted boxpleat or habit back 
and for round length or medium 
sweep. Black and white plaid was 
selected for the making, but several 
materials are suitable, such' as serge; 
mohair, cheviot and broadcloth. The 
medium size requires five and three-
quarter yards of 44-inch material. 
Sizes for 22, 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 
inches waist measure. 

This pattern will be sent to you on-
receipt of 10 cents. Address all orders 
to the Pattern Departments of this paper. 
Be sure to give size and number of pat­
tern wanted. For convenience, write 
your order on tb*e following coupon: 

No 5230. 

SIZE. 

NAME , 

ADDRESS. 

Earthquake Eradicator. 
The man was explaining his busi­

ness to Maj. Beardsley. 
"I represent the American Rubber 

Tube & Tiling company," he said. 
"Our products are the greatest inven­
tion of the age. Any city whos? water 
mains are made of iron or any other 
metal is at the mercy of earthquakes. 
Our proposition is to equip the water 
deparment complete with rubber water 
msins. Earthquakes- cannot injure 
them. Freezing cannot burst them. 
They are pliable and give room for ex­
pansion." 

"But in case of ah earthquake," said 
the major, "the great buildings would 
fall on the rubber mains and choke 
off the supply of water." 

"Our company," said the agent, "is 
now perfecting plans for rubber con­
struction in all skyscrapers, so that 
if an earthquake topples them over 
they will bounce back immediately into 
place.—Kansas City Times. 

A Church. 
Mr. Jones (lopking over household 

expenses)—I don't understand this 
item, Mary. What does it mean? Two 
pounds for church expenses for Octo­
ber. I have no recollection of paying 
any such sum for the support of the 
church in that month. 

Mrs. Jones—Henry, you are just as 
mean as you can be. That was what 
my new hat cost for the last harvest 
festival.—Tit-Bits. -. 

Amende Honorable. 
"No, sir," declared Bragg, "I owe 

nothing to any man." 
"Oh, yes, you do," retorted Wise. 

."No,5 sir!" / 
/ "Oh, yes, you owe an apology to 
every man who has ot listen to yoi» 
blow,"—Philadelphia Press. 

_,. Great Golf Drive. , 
Prof. Milne, the seismologist, was 

the first man to drive a golf ball 
across the Victoria falls, this being 
done during the recent visit of the 
British association to South Africa. 

* 
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acres almost every living thing was 
found killed. Even the fish were aft­
erward found dead in heaps along the 
river banks. Five hundred and ninety 
buildings were burned; and a number 
of towns, including Newcastle, Chat­
ham and Douglastown, were destroyed. 
One hundred and sixty persons per­
ished and and nearly 1,000 head of 
stock." 

The next fire, the Peshtigo fire of 
October, 1871, was even more destruc­
tive. Two thousand square miles of 
Wisconsin lands were burned over, re­
suming in timber and other losses 
mounting up to many millions of dol­
lars. Between 1,200 and 1,500 persons 
were killed, almost half the popula­
tion of the town of Peshtigo perished. 
At about the same time fires raged in 
the neighboring state of Michigan, 
hundreds of people lost their lives, a 
strip of land about 40 miles wide and 
180 miles long, extending across the 
central part of the state from Lake 
Michigan to Lake Huron, was devas­
tated. In this last named conflagra­
tion the fire ate up timber estimated 
at 4,000,000,000 feet board measure, 
valued at $10,000,000. 

Ten years afterward, in 1881, great 
fires covered more than 1,800 miles in 
various parts of Michigan; again 
many persons perished, over 5,000 per­
sons were made destitute, much prop­
erty was destroyed In addition to the 
valuable timber. 

Up in the north woods they still 
speak with bated breath of the dread­
ful Hinckley fire in Minnesota, in 
which so many persons lost their 
lives. The burned-over area was not 
so large as in other great fires, but the 
destruction of life and property was 
very heavy. Hinckley and six other 
towns were destroyed, about 500 per­
sons perished, and 2,000 were left des­
titute; the estimated loss in property 
was $25,000,000. The loss of life would 
have been much greater had it not 
been for the heroic conduct of the 
railroad men. 

Heavy smoke from the frequent fires 
on the western coast sometimes ren­
ders navigation dangerous on Puget 
Sound. In 1902 forest fires in Oregon 
and Washington destroyed within two 
weeks over $12,000,000 worth of tim­
ber and property. The loss occurred 
in a restricted area and represented 
but a portion of the country's annual 
forest fire loss. Yearly forest fires \ are 
looked for; the annual loss is esti­
mated at $50,000,000. 

As the chief of the forest service 
suggests, the loss by great forest fires 
is a loss very difficult to estimate; 
"the destruction of the timber is a 
more serious loss than that of the 

from an engine proceeding through a 
forested country during dry weather 
are almost sure to start fires. In this 
connection it is noteworthy that the 
first serious fires in the Adirondack 
region this spring (1903), were direct­
ly due to the hot cinders thrown out 
by a locomotive when a heavy wind 
was blowing across the tracks. The 
forest was in a highly inflammable 
condition, due to the long dry spell, 
and these fires burned for days. An­
other fire in the same region was 
caused by an engineer who, in order 
to improve the draught, took the 
spark arrester out of the engine while 
going from Saranac to Lake Placid. 
Section hands, too, in burning old ties, 
brush, weeds and rubbish along the 
right of way, are apt to let the flames 
escape into adjoining wooded lands " 

Others responsible for many forest 
fires are lumbermen, farmers and set­
tlers. Hunters cause trouble by leav­
ing camp fires burning » Tourists are 
a menace, especially in Maine and the 
Adirondacks; a match end, a lighted 
fire, sometimes leading to a mighty 
conflagration. Berry pickers will fire 
areas to improve next season's crop, 
sheep herders to improve pasturage, 
and both have proved sources of dan­
ger. In the south a menace has been 
the hurry to get use of lands for corn 
and cotton. Each year in the south 
immense areas are "girdled" and 
burned. Sometimes wantonness and 
malice are at the bottom of destruc­
tive flres; boys wanting to see a big 
blaze; natives jealous of private pre­
serves and even of state preserves. 
But carelessness is chief cause, there 
are but scattered instances where the 
cause can be traced to maliciousness 
And there are but scattered instances 
of forest fires starting from lightning 

In 1903 the bureau of forestry began 
a thorough study in various regions 
of the forest fire problem. Men were 
placed in forest regions to study fires 
in the process of burning; agents put 
to investigate causes, find how fast 
fires burn, what conditions favor and 
what binder them, what damage they 
do soil and tree growth. Other agents 
were delegated to study fire protec­
tion. ' 

Several states—notably New York, 
Pennsylvania and Minnesota—have 
adopted effective fire laws. Minneso­
ta, learning her lesson la the Hinckley 
catastrophe, is credited with the best 
example of fire laws. Mr. Suter tells 
us the only way to deal with forest 
flres is to prevent them, and gives cor­
dial praise to Minnesota with her ef­
fective service based solely on the 
idea of prevention. 

CATHERINE POPS. 

MISSED FIRE. 
The would-be diner had called for 

ox-tall soup. , 
He looked at the liquor which was 

brought to him hard and long, tasted 
it, smelt it, and then beckoned the 
young waiter—a fresh-complexioned 
young fellow, whose foot had evident­
ly not 'been long off his native hesAh, 

"I suppose,' whispered the cus­
tomer, confidentially, "that an ox real­
ly did dip his tail in this soup at least 
once—a long time ago—«h?" 

"No, zur!" gasped tfco horrified 
waiter. "No box never 'ad 'is tail 

within a mile of that «oup—I gives 
yer my word an' honor for it, zur!" 
—St. Louis Republic. 

Quite Reasons ble. 
Dr. Gustave Le Bon, of Paris, s»as 

reached the revolutionary conclus'̂ on 
that matter finally passes awa7 by 
Spontaneous changes in its molscares, 
as illustrated In the electrons of ra-

sdium, and that the result of these 
changes -is "substances which are In­
termediary between ponderable bodies 
and imponderable ether." 
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