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' MISS LILLIANBELL WRITES ABOUT

"THE UNDER SIDE OF

THINGS."

"AN ETHICAL MOVEMENT."

~ STEVENS CRANE'S NOVEL OF LIFE

IN A NEW YOIIKTENEMENT
HOUSE.

I

. WILLIAM BLACKS "MRISEIS."

\u25a0*• "A Marriage by Capture"—"ln Sight

of tUe Goddess"—"The Folly ot

Eustace"—Notes.

MM

"An Ethical Movement" is the title
of a volume of lectures by W. L. Shel-

'' don, lecturer to the Ethical society of

St. Louis. The book is prefaced with
a brief account «f the organization of
the Society for Ethical Culture in New
York and the soread of the movement
in the United States and Europe.

In the first lecture, "The Meaning of
the Ethical ""Movement," Mr. Sheldon
discriminates between what he terms

*\u25a0 the- theological side of religion, which
lays emphasis on the terms "God" and
"worship" and the ethical side of re-

. ligion whose keynotes are "doing" and
"duty." With many another man, he
holds that the grasp of religion upon

life is to be restored by throwing the
stress upon moral issues, the moral
issues of every-day life. The spiritual
endowment which is common to all the
race is the desire to be better as lndi-

and use of the old rallying-crles of the
soul of man. To such it seems need-
ful that the wards which have always

meant the highest things to the finest
natures should continue to mean the
highest still, and their struggle to main-
tain their own definitions is the modern
version of the Crusade for the Sepul-
chre.
It is where Mr. Sheldon leaves the

distinctly religious side of the ethical
movement and considers the relation
of the Ethical Idealist to the ferment
of modern thought on social subjects

that he is strongest, and his sincerity

and reasonableness show to best ad-
vantage. The lectures on "Social
ideals and What They Signify," "The
Difficulty For the Idealist," and "Can
Ethics Justify Private Property?" are
wholly admirable in their candor, hlgh-

mindedness and wisdom.
The weakest parts of the book are

the chapters, "Methods for Spiritual
Self-Culture," and "On the Value of
Poetry to Those Who Wish to Live in

the Spirit." Their inadequacy is per-
haps due to the fact that their sugges-
tions would be of no value to those who
are not able to think of such things

for themselves. And here w© touch
upon the supreme difficulty of ethical
culture as a universal religion—-it nec-
essarily presupposes more civilization,

cultivation and Christianity than the
average human creature possesses.
Those who are equal to It are able to

do without it, or possess a better thing.
("An Ethical Movement," by W. L. Shel-

don New York. Macmillan & Co. 51.75. For
sale by the St. Paul Book and Stationery com-
pany.)

"The Under Side of Things" by Lilian
Bell is a book that Is well worth read-
ing. Miss Bell has a vivacious manner
of telling a story, a keen, yet kindly
insight into human nature and a clever
way of stating the results of that in-
sight. The story sparkles with bright
things which emanate largely from
Miss Kate Vandevoort, one of the most
spirited and interesting young women
who has appeared in fiction of late
years. The frame-work of the book is
built of simple, but enduring materials.

viduals and to have a better human so-
ciety. As this element of religion is
independent of historic research or

'"philosophical speculation, he finds in
it a sure and enduring resting-place
for the religious spirit for all time to
come. The work of an Ethical Society

„founded on this idea would be, above
all, practical and the society itself
would prove a common-meeting ground

\u0084 .for reformers of different beliefs. Mr.
Sheldon's idea as to the functions and
the future of such societies are exalted
and the chapter dealing with them Is
the most absorbing in the volume. The

• remaining' are chiefly a re-
phrasing of the spiritual things which
the human heart has always known,

\u25a0In terms, which are intended to be
agreeable to the ears of those to whom
the church has made "God" and "re-
ligion" meaningless or repulsive
phrases. It is to the everlasting shame
of the church that many find "God"
a less inspiring term than "the Cen-
tral Fact" or "the Spiritual Center,"
but, since it is true, it is doubtless
well that tnere should be those like the
author of this volume who can skill-
fully re-clothe the old and ever-sacred
Jdeas .in .words which bigotry and nar-
rowness have never profaned by
'claiming as their own. Nevertheless
there must always seen, something of
feebleness and inefficiency about these
paraphrases to those strenuous souls
who have battled with and conquered
a Philistine theology over the meaning
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—From the Chap Book.

Tt deals with the love-story of a young
girl who meets her hero at her first
visit to West Point. The theme is not
novel, but it Is perennially attractive,
and the grace and animation with
which it is told would enliven a story
of far less intrinsic interest We wish,
however, to record our protest against
the last three chapters. To the girl
of eighteen who loves to shed floods
of tears over the fate of her favorite
heroes and heroines, they will afford
an opportunity for delicious misery,
but to the maturer reader they are
simply harrowing without offering any
of the compensations to which he feels
entitled when he allows his feelings to
be stirred, for the style is decidedly
less good than In the more cheerful
portions of the story. Comedy, not
tragedy, is Miss Bell's forte, and we
beseech her to remember that while
any stupid litterateur can give us dis-
comfort by killingcharacters off, the
power she possesses to give us pleasure
by continuing to let them live and
charm is a far rarer one. Miss Bell's
characters are wholesome, happy peo-
ple and their merits and our satisfac-
tion in them entitles them to a good
long life with which their arbitrary
creator has no right to interfere.

("The Under Side of Things," by LHian
Bell. New York. Harper & Bros. $1.26. For
sale by the St. Paul Book and Stationery
company.)

The merits of "Maggie," a story by
Stephen Crane, written some 'three
years ago, but only just presented to
the public, are merits of style rather
than of subject. Dealing with tene-
ment house life in New Tork in its most
repulsive aspects, the book Is essen-
tially an unpleasant one, but as some
compensation for its inherently objec-
tionable qualities, It shows the force
and vigor which mark everything Mr.
Crane does conscientiously. The pe-
culiar militant quality of this manner
may be expressed by saying that In
his stories something important always
seems to be happening, whether any-
thing is really happening or not.

Maggie is a tenement-house girl who
drifts to the bad and, finally, Into the
river, not from any kinship with evil,
but through her worship for one Pete,
a "bar-keep," who commends himself
to her rudimentary soul as something
Infinitely worth making sacrifice for.
But Pete, who has no soul at all, pos-
sesses a very limited appetite for wor-
ship and prefers the scorn of a more
audacious type of woman, who robs
and despises him mercilessly. The
subtlety of the occasional touches
whereby the author brings out these
characters is artistically, the beet thing
in the book. Without anywhere sitting
in judgment and declaring this a devil-
ish world, the writer makes his opinion
of it as clear as if he had denounced
life instead-of depicting it through an
hundred and sixty pages. The feat Is
an unusual one and worth performing,
Nut other material might have been
us<?<! In doing it. It was perhaps worth

while for Mr Crave to write "ißTggie.*'
for doubtless it gferved as the safety-

valve for some of youth's sick moods
of revolt against the hidecusness~6f ex-*
istence, but it was hardly worth while
to print it, for It infects the reader with
the same unwholesome disgust* which.
the author, we trust, rid himself of in
writing it.

("Maggie," by Steven Crane. New York.
D. Appleton & Co. 75 cents. For sale by the
St. Paul Book and Stationery company.)

There are, apparently, no more sur-
prises for us in the novels of William
Block, but there is. nevertheless, twich
pleasure to be gotten from his aiways
sweet and graceful stories in which
heather and a lovely girl customarily

j play conspicuous parts. In "Briseis"
i the lovely girl is a Greek, though with

Scotch blood in her veins, and she wan-
ders through the heather with an old
uncle, who discovers the "silene alpes-
tres" an .Aberdeenshire hill, where*
some naughty boys had sown it to mis-
lead the elderly naturalist, breaking

his heart thereby, for he never recov-
I ers from the discovery that he has
j been made the victim of a cruel Jest,

i and dies, leaving Briseis to an unhap-
I py life. The young Scotchman, whom
she had met among the heather, is not
as able to rescue her from an existence
of drudgery as he would have been if
he had not gone salmon fishing too of-
ten with the wrong girl, entangling
himself In an engagement thereby.
There Is much consequent misery, But
the reader's confidence in the author
is not misplaced, for in the end every-
body who deserves it is made happy,
as well as one or two people like Miss
Georgie Lestrange, whose claims upon
happiness could hardly be prosecuted
upon the ground of their deserts.

The design of the book cover, a pat-
tern of thistles in two shades of green
upon the background of a third green,
is exceptionally appropriate and at-
tractive.

("Briseis." by William Black. New York.
Harper & Bros. |1.50. For sale by the St.
Paul Book and Stationery coir.pany.)

Will Mr. Robert S. Hichens kindly
cease writingstudies of freaks and ap-
ply his undoubted abilities to more
worthy material? His latest book,

"The Folly of Eustace" contains three
short stories. The first deals with one
Eustace Lane who donned the charact-
er of a buffoon at the age of sixteen
because it struck him as a short cut to
celebrity and distinction. Persisting

In his whimsicalities long after he has
wearried of them because he believes
that his wife admires them, he finally

drives her into an elopement just as
he haa achieved his life-long ambition
in the shape of a cartoon in Vanity
Fair. The second story in the volume
is about a man who choked a cat to
death in his cruel boyhood and is
punished in. after-life by marrying a
young woman in whom the soul of the
cat has been re-incarnated, and who
takes vengeance upon him for his
former cruelty. The third tale is one
of collaboration, one of the collabora-
tors being engaged in the process of
living the story as he writes it, and
committing murder and suicide at the_
end, leaving his coadjutor to write the
final chapter, containing these ghastly
incidents.

The stories are well-written, but it is
a question as to whether they were
worth doing, especially when one re-
flects that their author could do much
better things.

("The Folly of Eustace," by Robert 8.
Hlchena. New York. D. Appleton ft Co. 75
cents. For sale by the St. Paul Book and
Stationery company.)

"The Duchess of Fowysland" Is a re-
print of one of the many novels Mr.
Grant Allen wrote for pot-boilers be-
fore he took to the "Hill-Tops." As it
happens, it Is more interesting than
Mr. Grant Allen usually is. It tells of
a beautiful London lodging-house
keeper and her brother who go to
America and make an enormous for-
tune out of electrical inventions. The
lovely Linda marries an English Duke,
and is ultimately accused of murdering
him. The way in which she Is cleared
of the accusation is clever and in-
genious and the latter part of the book,,
dealing with this part of her history, is
really absorbing.

("The Duchess of Powysland," by Grant Al-
len. New York. The United States Book Co.
$1. For sale by the St. Paul Book and Sta-
tionery company.)

The latest issues in Lippincott's
Lotos Library are Robert Buchanan's
"A Marriage by Capture" aud "In
Sight of the Goddess," by Harriet-Rid-
dle Davis. Mr. Buchanan's story Is
located in Ireland and deals with the
kidnapping of a hard-headed heroine
by a lover to whom she had expressed
her conviction that she would never
marry unless captured In some such
way. It is rather crude in style as well
as heathenish in plot.

Mrs. Davis' novel is a very pleasantly
written tale of Washington life and so-
ciety, depending for its sentimental in-
terest upon the love-affairs of a Sen-
ator's daughter and his private secre-
tary. The story is related in alternate
sections by the young people who are,
permitted to be happy in the end.

("A Marriage by Capture." by Robert Bu-
chanan. "In Sight of the Goddess," by Har-
riet Riddle Davis. 75 cents each. Philadel-phia. J. B. Llppincott Co. For sale by the
St. Paul Book and Stationery company.)

—Cornelia Atwood Pratt.

Notes.
"Field-Flowers" Is the title of a volume to

be brought out by the Eugene Field Monu-
ment Fund committee. The book will con-
tain some two dozen of Field's poems and will
be illustrated by drawings by Kemble, Rem-ington, Irving R. Wiles, A. B. Wenzell WIranville Smith, Frank Small, Chas. Howard
Johnson and a host of other writers whosenames are a guarantee of the artistic quality
of the volume. The posters will be furnishedby Will Bradley and Miss Ethel Reed. The
cover design is by Stanford White. Vhe vol-ume which will be sold for a dollar, prom-
ises to be a charming specimen of t.ook-mak-lng in every wajr.

The leading story in the Pocket Magazine
for the month is a capital tale of the dis-
comfiture of a fortune-hunting Englishman
It is written by Mrs. Burton Harrison.
Other contributions are by Mary E. Wilkins
Hamlin Garland and Eugene Field.

The Atlantic Monthly, In the course of it*correspondence with representative success-
ful public school teachers and superintend-,
ents, had the happy thought to ask & se-
lected group of them to write out their pro-
fessional autobiographies. Half a dozen of
these "confessions" will appear in th» July
Atlantic.

Those who believe that American writersand artists must go abroad for plo+uresaue
local color will find their ld«as upset by Jul-
ian Ralph's article on Coney Island in Scrlb-
ner's Magazine for July. Mr. Ralph has al-ways had his eyes open to what is unusual
in his native city and its Interesting surroundings. Coney Island is unique and peculiarly
a New York product. Mr. Ralph calls it

our sun-bath and ice-box combined ourer»ra lung, our private gigantic fan."
Harper's Magazine for the month Is wpee-

ially strong in fiction. There are four shortstories from the pens of Octave Thaaet \V.E. Norrls, E. A. Alexander and JulianRalph. J. E. Bangs' "Rebellious Heroine" -i
is concluded and a three-part novelette by
Langdon Elwyn Mitchell begun.

The July St. Nicholas breathes a patrlotio
spirit. The opening story is a tale of the
American Revolution, "Toby Hinkle, Pat-
riot;" "A Word for the Old Fourths;" "What
the Stripes Mean;" "What the Stars Mean;"
"A Story of Admiral Farragut," and "Gun-
powder" are the titles of some of the ar-
ticles, verses and tales which enforce thespirit of the season.

"The Training and Life of a New York
Fireman," is the title of one of the Illus-
trated articles in Godey's for July. Others
are: "The Land of the Shah;" "The Silk In-
dustry in Japan," and the ninth paper in the
series of "Great Singers of this Country."
There are half a dozen short stories, and the
beginning of a serial by Frances Lyman
Matthews.

"Bradley, His Book," is the title of a new
magazine published at Springfield, Mass., by
Will Bradley, whose posters have made his
name familiar to all lovers of that form of
art. Poster-making Is more in Mr. Bradley's
line than editing. The contents are not es-
pecially interesting aa to letter-press, but to
compensate for this the cover is charming.
There are three full-page designs in color by
Bradley himself, all of which are interesting,
and one—"Down the Road They Gome"—is
extremely good. The other Illustrations,

chiefly reproduction* Of French posters, are
admirably chosen and strongly renfoduced.
The advertising pages of the magazine are
,not the least interesting part of it, «as they
contain several miniature posters in colors,
which are good both in lina~smd- color.

~- Oft O*r Book taMf. *'books. i
From the publishers:
Estea & Lauxiatj Boston. "My Fire Opal,"

by Sarah WaJreiTßrooks. fl. "A Voyage to
Viking Land," by Thomas SedgwiclT Steele.
12.

J. B. LippincoU Company, . Pblla^elphia.
"Lady Val'fPrßnopement, by John Bicker-
dyke. 60 cen^a. - . —D. Applctod tf Co. "His Honor and a
Lady," by Mr*. JEverard Cotes. $1.75.

Eleanor Kfrk ,J- Brooklyn. "Libra," by
Eleanor Kirk, tt.po.
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Will Not Give Up His Job for Another
'Week.

OTTAWA, Ont, June 26.—Th» Tupp#r min-
istry intended*to hold office for another week,
at least Political friends are crowding here
to urge the government not to resign, but the
feellng-ta «W party ls t&at tlHKieonsefvatives
would be greatly Injured by such action.
Tupper andtord Aberdei* h«ve been In com-
munication ro«j)ecting the resignation of the
ministry. The "'governor-general is tiow at
Quebec but has intimated his readiness to
return to Ottawa at Tupper'a convenience.

Strictly for savings only ls the business of
Our^tate Savings bank, Germania Life Bdg,
4th and Minn. sta.

From Temple Bar.
It was one evening about a fort-

night after I had installed myself in
a little villa at Siena; I had just sat
down to dinner, and was waiting for
Concetta, my elderly parlor maid, to
take the lid off the tureen of mihestra,
when she came into the room, a little
flurried and indignant, and announced
that an "Individual," evidently a for-
eigner, was waiting in the hall, and
desired to speak with me on a matter
of the greatest importance, t Who
could it be, I wondered, for I knew
scarcely a soul—certainly no foreigner
—in Siena? I was struck, too, by Con-
cetta's emphasized use of the . word
"individuo," for an Italian servant is us-
uallyready enough to give the "person"'
the benefit of the doubt and call him a
signore. He must- be a tolerably low
specimen, I reflected, but I felt bound
to go out and interview this most^ mys-
terious visitor.

i There stood before me, in-the-dimly
lighted hall, Ia " being whom I would
have passed without a thought" in a
London street, but who here, in re-
mote Siena, compelled my closest scru-
tiny, and aroused to the full all my
faculties of observation. He was a
small mean creature, with small, bald
head, small, puckered features, '"small
pursed mouth and receding, chin. He
had close-cropped clerical whiskers,
and his upper lip and chin were cov-
ered with a three days' stubblp. He
was wearing a seedy brown overcoat
and shiny black trousers. In his hand
he held a black billycock hat, ol\y and
crinkled with age and much wear, and
\u25a0I noticed that his 111 fitting boots were
down at the heel, and showed patches
of dirty white stocking at the toes
and sides. Waif, stray, bully, coward,
eneak, cad, Aiendtcant, outcast, all
were stamped on every lineament of
him, and yet these characteristics
seemed almost nullified by the
scribable insignificance, the hopeless
pet-tiness of. ibe.seFeature. 'What was
he? What could he ever have been?
I seemed to .remember having seen j
creatures a Jittle like -him hanging I
about the platforms of Hyde park
meetings, and he had a certain re-
semblance to a shoddy fawning knave
who once served an uncalled for writ
upon me.

"Good evenin'.Mr. 'Utchinson*' 1 he
said? •in a rich, unadulterated cock-
ney accent, "I really must hapologize
for dlsturbin' a' English gentlem/n atthis hour of the evenin' " (I noticedthat he^ struggled greatly with hfe h's,
but more often put them on than leftthem out). "But p'raps between one
English gen'lm'n and another itf for-eign parts there's a kind of brather-
'odd. Eh. Mr. TTtchinson? The fac'Is "

His affronter^ -began to amuse me a
little.

"'May I ask your name?" I rsaid-"and will you tell me what you want,with me?" . i
"Certainly— certainly Mr.. 'Utchin-son."

He -unbottoneflf his overcoat, fum-bled in a waistcoat pocket, an*, pro-duced a dirty, greasy card, on whichwas written: "Th& Hon. Patrick* Kil-flnane Winch, Castle Winch, Co.j^im-
erick." Of course.. I had often heard
of Castle Winch; It te the seat of^LordKildyke. • ''

"You bein' a- English gen'l'man will
know my name,-nt> doubt. Mr. 'TJtch-
inson," he pursued with a familiarwave of the arm. "I'm Lord Kildyke's
only brother and heir to the bardtiy
His lordship's lyln' desperately m at
Rome and can't recover. In fact atthis very moment that I'm talkia' toye, I may be Lord Kildyke, with a
rent coll-of 112,000. Mine's a sad story
Mr. 'Utchinson,. I needn't trouble you
with ft? I've been very much to blame I
I've.come down in the world through Imy own fault; all that 'orrid gamblin.'
Mr. 'Utchinson. I'ope you never toucha card." (With a confidential leer.)
"I've tramped it here from Florence;
I'm trampfn' it to Rome to ask pardon
of my poor dear brother for 'avlr;* dis-
graced the family? all I ask of you Mr.
•Utchinson, as between one English
KenTm'n an' another, is a franc or two
for a night'B login' and a mouthful o'
food. Ik the mornin' I'm off again,
tramp, tramp,-tramp—'ard fate for a
English genTm'n of noble family ain't
it,- Mr. 'Utchinson?"
Iwas looking at him curiously. Never

bad I been face tp face with such
matchless effraHteijr. But wfiat a
clumsy scound§Bl lie was. Could he
possibly suppose tlmt anyone would be-
lieve that he w*s afcentleman and heir
to an Irish p|er&e? The problem
of this strange rffedley of innocence
began to fascinate me. I desired to

CATARRH CANNOT BE CURED
with LOCAL APPLICATIONS, as they
cannot reach the seat of the disease.
Catarrh is a blood or constitutional
disease, and In} order to cure it you
must take Internal remedies. Hall's
Catarrh Cure Is taken Internally, and
acts directly on the blood and mucous
surfaces. Hall's Catarrh Cure Is not
a quack medicine. It was prescribed
by one of the best physicians In this
country, for years, and is a regular
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THE HON. PATRICK * * *
* * * KILFINANE WINCH

study it at my leisure. Too close a
habit of studying and observing human
nature leads to rash and morbid acts.
I was about to do a supremely foolish
thing.

"Mr. Winch," I said, "I am very
pleased, indeed, to have the opportunity
of making your acquaintance. I only
regret that your bad fortune should be
the occasion of it. I assure you I
shall have great pleasure in being of
apy service to you. Of course, I know
your name very well. I am just sitting
down to dinner; I must insist upon
your joining me. I cannot possibly
allow you to sleep at an mr; while I
have a bed to offer you. Nor can I
hear of you tramping to Rome; you
must allow me to lend you money
for a ticket in the morning."

The Hon. Patrick Kilfinane Winch's
face was a curious study at that mo-
ment. Surprise, suspicion, delight,
greed—all flitted across it, but he did
not for a moment lose his colossal self-
assurance.

"Mr. 'Utchlnson, sir," he cried, grasp-
ing me warmly with one of his repul-
sive clammy hands. "Icould see from
the moment you hentered this 'all as
you was a perfic' genTm'n. From no
one helse but a English genTm'n such
as pou could I accept your offer; but
from you, sir—well—and to think, too,
as I may be worth thousands of pounds
at this very moment that I'm talkin'
to ye."

"No thanks please, Mr. Winch," I
said. "Come along, come in to dinner."

He divested himself of his damp-
looking overcoat and revealed a thread-bare, musty black coat now turning
green, and very greasy at the collar
and cuffs-; a frayed, black, made-up
scarf did not hide much of his red and
black checked flannel shirt; his paper
collar had been soaked by last night's
rain.

The poor devil was certainly, halffamished. He lapped up his soup likea dog, bolted his food with the most
disgusting voracity and swallowed

i tumbler after tumbler of my good red! Pomino. Iwas heartily sick and tired
of him before dinner was over. The
dignified, elderly Concetta, herself the.
soul of politeness, visibly shrunk from
him and winced under his loud, famil-
iar demands for food and drink.

"Well, Mr. 'Utchinson, sir," he kept
interjecting with his mouth full, "it-is
a-reel pleasure to be in company of a
perfect English genlm'n again."

Concetta had to ask me for 10 francs
during dinner to pay the duty on a par-
cel which had arrived by post. I pro-
duced my pocketbook. It was stuffed
with 1,500 francs in notes. I noticed
my guest greedily eyeing its contents
across the leg of a chicken which he
was gnawing.

"Plenty of money—plenty of money,
Mr. 'Utchinson. P'rhaps I'll have a
book like that myself tomorrow. Only
reel English notes, sir—l,ooo pound

notes, sir; not them bits o' dirty for-
rin' paper."
I have never met any human being

more thoroughly wearisome and
wearying than the Hon. Patrick Kil-
flnane Winch, "Genlm'n," rent-roll,"

"thousands of pounds," "his lordship,"
"heir to the barony of Kildyke," these
words and phrases reiterated unto dis-
traction and mingled with fulsome
adulation of myself, seemed to make
up the whole of his conversation. His
talk became a kind of loud, rasping,

incoherent buzz. I could not follow
him, and oh, how gladly I would have
dispensed with any further study of

him. The man was a low cad and a

supreme bore, possibly, too, a danger-

ous scoundrel, and surely a species of

lunatic He was working powerfully
on my nerves. But what was he?

What had he ever been? I was tired
of studying him, but I had not made
him out

"Do you smoke, Mr. Winch? I

asked after dinner was over.
"Hevery English genlm'n smokes, I

'ope, Mr. 'Utchinson," he replied, lof-
tily

"Then let us adjourn to my study

and have a cigar."
In the study I pulled up two arm-

chairs to the open wood fire and pro-
duced cigars. The same insufferable
droning chatter rebegan in his thick,

soapy. cockney voice, "Genlm n,
"perfiec' genlm'n," "come Into my

thousands," "fine stud of 'orses.'
"sure as I'm a honorable, "all that

•orrid gamblin'," "never touch a card
again." My patience waa exhausted,

my temper aroused; I could bear it no

°"Mr. Winch," I said, coldly, looking
straight Into the fire, "as Lord Kildyke
is so seriously ill I think you had bet-
ter take the night train to Rome." '

knocked the ash off my cigar and
turned toward him to see the effect *of
my suggestion.

Patrick Kilfinane Winch was sitting
bolt upright in his armchair, not two
yards from me, pointing a revolver
full in my face!
I do not deny ths-t a great and ago-

nized fear took possession of me. It is

curious how madly swift thought
travels in Buch a situation, how keenly
sharp every faculty of the mind be-
comes. I found, myself reflecting with
lightning speed as to what I ought to
do. Should I remain sitting? Should I
rise? Should I fling myself upon him?
If I did so should I receive a bullet in
the brain, the breast, the heart? Or
only a flesh wound In the arm? Could
I knock up the revolver? If I did,
what would become of the first charge?
the second, the third? What would a
man of nerve, resource, dauntless
pluck—a Selous or a Lugard—what
would they do under the circum-
stances? All this and much more sped
through my brain In less than three
seconds.

Kllflnane Winch rose from his chair,
took two steps toward me, and held his
revolver within two feet of my face.
Now what shall I do? Shall I rise?
Shall I remain sitting? Shall I fling

? Precisely the same thoughts tore
through my brain with ever maddening
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swiftness. I noticed every trifle, too.
I noticed that my cigar was still in my
mouth, that my teeth were tightly
clenched upon it, that my mouth was
full of smoke, that the smoke was lazily
oozing out of my mouth, and that yet
It did not choke me.

"Mr. 'Utchinson, sir," he said, keep-
Ing the revolver pointed full in my face,
"it's most repugnant to my feeling's
as an Henglish genlm'n to another
Henglish genlm'n, I'm sure, but I must
trouble you to 'and over that little
pocketbook of yours as I saw at din-
ner."
At that moment there was a loud, im-

perious peal at the front door bell. Is
it salvation? Shall I shout? Shall I

? Patrick Winch was pink with ex-
citement.

"Mr. 'Utchinson, sir, I'm sorry to
force the "and of hany Henglish gen-
lm'n, but I must arsk you to 'urry up
with the little pocketbook."
I slowly unbuttoned my coat and felt

in my breast pocket. As I did" so there
came a knock at the study door—then
a pause—then another knock. I felt
that to cry "Come in!" would be like
pulling the trigger of the revolver.
Another knock, then Concetta opened
the door. She saw the scene, and,
turning toward the hall, cried quickly:
"Passi, Signor Guardia!"

An Italian policeman briskly entered
the room. Why only one, I wondered;
why not three or four when so desper-
ate a ruffian was in question? Kil-
flnane Winch had replaced the revolver
in his pocket, and was moppping his
forehead with a dirty red bandana.
The guardia had evidentlyl seen noth-
ing.

Never had I felt so kindly toward
any human being. The guardia was a
sturdy, thick-set little man, inclining to
embonpoint; his round face had the
mellow red and brown glow of a heal-
thy bon vlveur; his black eyes twinkled
pleasantly; a thick black mustache
alone served to impart to him a little
of the truculent air necessary to hisprofession. And then, like every Si-
enese, every Tuscan—l might almost
say every Italian—his manner was full
of the most engaging courtesy. He
bowed repeatedly and began by apol-
gizing for disturbing me at that hour
of the evening.

"Don't mention it," I said, heartily;
"you came at a most opportune mo-
ment for me. lam happy to be of ser-
vice to you. lam happy to think that
my house should have served to en-
trap the criminal whom you are in
search of. (A shade of surprise passed
over his good natured face.) "There!"
I exclaimed, pointing angrily to the
lowering scion of the noble house,
"there is the scoundrel you want!"

"What!" cried the guardia, in amaze-
ment, "is it possible that in you I
have not the honor of addressing the
Signor 'Ootchisso?"

"Certainly," I replied; "Iam the Sig-
nor Hutchinson."

"But," he answered, with the suav-
est courtesy, "It is you, signor, that I
want."

This was too much; I almost reeled.
Here was a man, evidently a notorious
scoundrel, who must surely be hotly
desired by all the police of the conti-
nent, a man who had just held a re-
volver within a few inches of my head
—here he was in my room, within the
easy grasp of the law, and the police
politely inform me that of the two It
Is me they want. I was about to re-
monstrate angrily.

The guardia raised his hand depre-
cating- nnd, producing a formidable-
looking schedule, chanted the following
rigmarole in a rapid, dulcet monotone:

"Article 110 of the regulations for the
execution of the law of public safety,
No. 6,144, of June 30, 1889, approved by
royal decree No. 6,517, third series,
dated Nov. 8, 1889, requires a house-
holder to report himself and family
to the local office of public safety
within five days of taking possergion.
Vostra Pignore has been in Siena a
fortnight without complying with the
requirements of the law. Nor has the
English proprietor of this villa fur-
nished the report which the law re-
quires of him. The affair Is very grave
and by article 115 of the same regula-
tions may entail a fine eft 50 lire or
imprisonment for ten days."

Internally I cursed all the formal-
ities of Italian law.

"Look here," I said firmly, "I will
satisfy your requirements and pay
your fine before I go to bed. But first
let me tell you that that man has tried
to rob and murder me at this very
moment. Your timely entry probably
saved my life. I thank you, but now I
command you to arrest him."

The guardia looked good naturedly
incredulous. I could pee what was paa-
slng In his mind. Evidently a person
who had failed to report himself un-
der article 110 for the regulation of the
law of June 30, 1889, was a suspect and
his word counted for nothing.

"See here!" I cried, producing it,
"I have a passport!"

The guardia glanced at it as If It had
been some hieroglyphic scroll that there
was no possibility of divining. "Look!"
I continued in triumph as I reversed it;
"ithas been vised by the Italian consul
general in London." The guardia's eyes
brightened a little. "I have, more-
over," I resumed, throwing as muchsolemnity into my voice as the Import-
ance of the fact required, "a certificate
from the lord mayor!"

The magic charm of this august title
had its usual salutary good effect; I
saw that the last remnants of the guar-
dia's hesitation had vanished. He
turned to do my bidding.

But a great change had meanwhile
come over the Honorable Patrick Kil-
finane Winch. He had sunk into an
arm chair, his head had fallen forward,
his teeth were chattering violently;
there were streaks of slimy foam on his
small, pursed lips.

The guardia bent down kindly and
raised his head.

"The man has gone mad, signor," he
said.

It was true enough; half-mad at the
best of times, his brain had evidently
wholly lost balance In the excitement
of his attempt upon me. The guardia
produced the terrible instrument that
had been so nearly compassing my
death.

"It Is of ancient make, signor," he
Bald,* "and covered with rust and mud.
He must have found It in some ditch.
And see, signor," he continued, with a
polite smile, "It Is not even loaded."

Not loaded? Oh, the ignominy: Oh
the shame! I ground my teetn nr i'
and again.

The Honorable Patrick Kijf

Winch was lodged that nicht in th«Siena Manicomio.
I made Inquiry about him later on.

His name was Richard Davis. He was
born in Bermondsey. No trace existed
of his ever having been anything: or
done anything:. For the last fifteen
years, at least, he had led the life of
one of those curious -waifs more numer-
ous than it might be supposed, who,
possessed of the devil Nomad, wander
aimlessly over the whole continent,
picking up whai alms they can from
the members of English and S<>.>t.-h
churches and from British continental
charitable societies. Davis had played
many parts, all equally clumsily; he
seems to have had some skill, however,
in personating the rigid evangelical
who had found salvation. At all events
it was his most profitable role. His
career of wandering came to an abrupt
end in my study at Siena. But his
restless spirit could not brook restraint.
Under confinement his body gave way,
as well as his mind, and he died three
months after his admission to the mad<
house.

AXXA(.Hill)IX SORE STRAIT!.

Wife of Coimt tie Castcllnne lln«l»
H<»r Allowance Inadequate.

NEW YORK, June 27.—1t Is common talk
in society that Anna Gould and her husband,
the Count de Castellano, are in need of &
larger allowance of money to pay current ex-
penses, and that they have sent to this coun-
try a Paris lawyer to confer with Georga
Gould, who controls the estate, and try to
induce him to loosen the purse strings. What
gives color to the story is the fact t!iat Henry
Caehard, who Is connected with the Paris
branch of the firm of Coudert brothers, fil
now in the city, and has been here for a
week.

About the same time that the lawyer ar-
rived In New York there also came a long
letter to a New York society leader. In thla
letter were certain things that were "Just
between you and me." Of course, the bo-
ciety leader did not tell a thousand others
within the next twenty-four hours what was
in the letter. She was a woman, and if there
is anything that a woman hates, It Is to
talk about her friends.

Somebody must have peeped at the letter,
however, for within a day or so everybody
was saying: "Of courße you have heard the
latest from Paris. Anna Gould and the count
are in awful straits. They say it is all nil
fault. He la a sharp one .you know. He
made up his mind to"marry Anna, and ha
did it. Why, when he came on here he had
to take a little two by two furnished room.
That was all he could afford, and the Goulds
had to pay his papa's and his mamma's
passage money over to this country at -.the
time of the wedding, and because they would
not pay their passage home their fatheWn-
law was angry, and when he got bark to

Paris wrote his impressions of America, and

said we were all stingy and thought of noth-
ing but money.

"Anna, you know, was not woll received
when she got back to Paris.

"Well, they took a great house, the house
Marie Antoinette used to live In, and they

fixed it up magnificently and they have great

dinners and dances, and all that, and It took
a great deal of money. But this the Goulds

could stand for they wanted social recogni-

tion and were willing to pay for it.
"But Anna has something of her father in

her and nobody ever said he was a fool,
and before she married the count she made
certain arrangements by which her fortune
was to remain in this country. If she had
taken it with her the laws of France would

have given every cent of it to her husband.
As long as It is in this country he can t

"Her Income from her fortune la sent over
to her by her brother, and this money the
count could claim. In some way or other
Anna managed the count, however, and did
not allow him any too much small change.

So the count thought out an elaborate scheme.
He went into partnership with the trades-
men. They doubled their prices for every-
thing they sold to his countess, and then
gave him 50 per cent of the extra price. In
that way he managed to increase his income.
Really he Is a smart young man. Just re-
cently Anna found herself in pretty hard
straits, and so she has sent a French lawyer
over to talk with George and see if she can t
get him to allow her more money."

There, that's the »tcry. Of course, it Is
Impossible to say whether it's true or not
John F. Dillon is George Gould's lawyer.

He was not in a very good humor when
he was asked if it were true. "Of course,
there's nothln in the report," he said. "Mr.
Cachard ha?i not come over here to settle
up any affairs for the countess. She has no
affairs to settle up."

"Have you seen Mr. Cachard?
"That is an impertinent question."
Mr. Cachard was at the oftVnij of the Cou-

dert Brothers in William street. He Hiinply
had come over here, he said, to attend to

several cas»s. He did not like the direct
question and ran away from it. He said, how-
evr, that he had known the count and Anna
Gould for years and that he had called on
Mr. Dillon.

George Gould was not in town, it was said
at the office.

Perhaps the story is not true, but it is all
around town, anyhow! Mr. Carhard returns
to Paris in a week. There are few who
think that he has succeeded In gettiag satis-
faction out of "Brother George."
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We call the attention of our readers to th*

special notice of Our State Savings bank under
announcements.

(Study this Out and Try ItYourself.)

$a 5 .= GIVEN
IN

GOLD flWflY
Who can form the greatest number of

words from the letters in CONTESTANTS
by using them backward or forward? You
are smart enough to make fifteen or more
words, we feel sure, if you do you will
receive a good reward. Do not use any Jet-
ter more tin.es than it appears in the word.
Here Is an example of the way to work it
out: Con, cost, coat, on, test, to, eat, etc.
The publishers of Woman's World and Jen-
ness Miller Monthly will pay $10 in gold to
the person able to make the largest list of
words from the letters in the word CON-
TESTANTS; *6 for the second largest; $8
for the third; »3 for the fourth, and $1 to
the fifth, and a lady's handsome American
movement watch for each of the seven next
largest lists. The above rewards are given
free and without consideration for the pur-
pose of attracting atentlon to our handsome
and valuable ladies' magazine, twenty-four
pages, nlnety-slx columns, finely Illustrated,
and all original matter, long and short
stories by the best authors; price $1 per
year. It Is necessary for you to send 12
two-cent stamps for a three months' trial
subscription with your list of words, and ev-
ery person sending 24 cents and a list of
fifteen words or more Is guaranteed an extra
present by return mall (In addition to the
magazine), of a large ICO-page book, "Be*
side the Bonnie Brier Bush," by lan Mac-
l.iren. one of the most fascinating books of
the age. Satisfaction guaranteed in every
case or your money refunded. Lists should
be sent at ence, and net later than July 20,
.so that the names of successful contestant*
may lw in the September issue, published
In Au?us;. Our publication has been estab-
lished !:iuR years. Wo refer you to any iner-

>s;ency for our standing. Write now.
] li. PLUMMER. PubUaiier. Mf

rctti'la Court, New York CHy
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