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The Ward of

. A Romance of the Danish

Kin Ca;nute

By OTTILIE A LILJENCRANTZ, author of The Thrall of Lief the Lucky.

parry. Canute threw his shield be
fure him, Lut the biade cleft wood and
ront and golden plating lke parch-
ment, and falling on the horsge's neck,
uit i ko Mhe bone, Rearing and plung:
ingSwith paln, the an!mal erashed jato

and (8], entungling his rider In the
trappings. Bending over him, the
Ironvide struck egn

n
Lodbrok had still

But the son of
higs)eft arm Bearing hils shleld, It
Ahos out over the body of his king

R falling brand bit (his sereen nlso,
S8 d" loppod off the hand that held 1t |
Pt the respite war suffclont In &
fash Canute was on his feet, both |
hande grasping the hilt of his Im:h-‘
Mung sword,

It was n mighty blow, '
harmiess. A sudden surge in the tide |
of strugeling bodles swept the Iron-
sldes out of reach and engulfed him
in a whirlpool of Danlsh swords. He
lald about Elm like mad, and was like
to have eleared a passage back, when |
a second wave earrled him completely
from view

Canute cursed at the anxlous faces
that surrounded him. “What means it,
this swaying? Who are fiylng?

“The English!” bellowed Rothear
“The English are fAylog—Edmund's
head! Yonder!'

Frode's daughter had Viking blood,
hut she hid her face with a ery. There
It wos, high upon a spear-point, drip-
piog, ghastly. Could the sun shine
upon stuch a thing? 3

To stare before him, Rothgar lot
the blood peur unheeded from his
wounded arm. “Yonder Edmund rides

but It fell

| there

now!" he gasped. “"You can tell him
by hin slze— Yomder!
toaring off his helmet—""

Nor was he mistakeg; within spear-
throw the mighty frame of the Iron-
slde towercd above his struggling
guard, As he bared his head, they
could evlin distingulsh hia face with
Its Inrge eleganfly formed features
and Ethelred's prominent ehin. Bran.
dishing his sword, shoutlng words of
reassnrance, exposing hils person with-
out & thought of the darts aimed ot
him, bhe was meking a hegole offort
to check the rush of his panic-stricken
host.

Raadalin stared about her, doubting
ner sensos. But light had begun to
dawn on Canute. He wheeled Eharply,
a8 Thorkel pushed bis borse to their
sides,

“Whose head
manded.

Thorkel's face was a linelees mask.
“I belleve his name was Osmaeor,” he
answered without emotion. "It was
unheard-of good fortupe that he
should be so llke Edmund in looks.™

The young klng's face was suffused
with bitterness. “Good fortune! he
eried sharply. “Good fortune! Am 1
n fool or & coward that I am never
to win exeept by craft or good for-
tune? Had you let me alone—"

But what else he sald Randalin
never know. Bome unseen obstacle
turned in their direction the stream of
rushing horsemen. In an Instant the
torrent had raught them o Its whirl-
ing eddles, and they were so many
separate stoms borne along on the
flood, To hold back was to be thrown
down: to fall was to be trampled Into

was that?' he de-

rags. The battie bad changed into a
hunt,
Thundering hoof-beats, cerashing

hlows, shrieks and groans and falling
bodies—a seose of being caught In a
waoll pack took possession of the girl;
and the feeling grew with every side-
long glauce she had of the savage,
sweoating, dust-grimed faces, in thelr
jungles of blood-clotied halr, The bat
tlemadness was upou them, and they
wera no longer men, but beasts of

prey. Amid the chnos of hor mind, a
new ldea shaped Hself le a new
weorld, 1f she could but work her way

to the edge of the herd, she might es-
cape down oue of those green alsles
opening before them,

A litte opening showed on her
right. Though she could pot ses the
proumd defere her, she took the risk
and swung her horse Iato the breach.
His forefoot came down upon the Sody
of a fallen man, but it was too late to
draw back. Tie man turned over with
a yoll, and used his one unbroken arm
to thrust upward his broken sword,
The blade cu® her leg to the bone,
and sire shrieked with gain; but her
startied horse had mo thought of stop-
plog. Making his way with plunges
and leaps, he carried her out of the
press sooner than she eould have guid-
ed bhim out. Once on the edge, he

[

Now he ul
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CHAPTER V.—Continued. |  They reached the wood at last, cool

For .sueh a stroke there was no | and sweet, and huphod In holy peace.

The frantle horse plunged into one of
the arching lanes, and the dir of the
hunt diea bhehind her; silence fell like
A curtain at thelr heels; even the thud-
ding hoof-beats were softesed on the
leafy ground. Randulin jay along the

those behind him. missed his footing | horse’s neck now, and her senses had

begun to sllp away from her llke the
tide from the shore Bomewhere,
was the soft thod of a falling
body;: then the ecool greenness closed
around her and held her tenderly, a
crumped leaf that the whirlwind had
dropped [rom Its sport.

CHAPTER VI

Taken Captive,

Lying drowned In cool sllenes. the
girl came slowly to a conscloysness
that someons was stooping oved her
Reising her heavy lids, her eyes rest
ed on & man's face, showing dimly In
the duek of the starlightt.

He wsall In English, “Canute's page,
by the Sainta! Were | a Pagan Dane,
I would run my sword through him,
But I am a Christlan uglishmar. Let
bim He. He will bleed his life out be
fore morning.”

While the warrior was
new volee spoke,

“Canute's page?™ It repeated after
some unseen informant. “Ils he dend?”

It was a young volee, and deep and
roft, for all the note of quiet author-
ity ringing through It Randalin's
eyes rose dreamlily to find the owner,
Above the black hedge, the sguare
strength of his shoulders and the
graceful lines of his helmed head were
silhouetted sharply agalnst the starry
eky. Why had they so famillar a look?
Ah! the moble who had followed Ed-
mund.

turning, =a

“Her wide bright eyes sought his, with the terror of a snared bird.”

A sound on the soft tarf told that
the horseman had alighted. “The
bantling s of too good quality te
leave,” he sald good-naturedly. “Catch
my bridle, Oswin. Where is she
wounded?"

He made & quick step toward her,
then paused as suddenly, his ehin
thrust out in listening. A gesture of
hia hand Imposed & sudden silenee,
through which the gouad became dis-
tinet to all ears—a trampling snd
crashing in the brush bevond the
moonlt open. As they wheelod to
face It, a shout came from that direc-
tion.

“What ho! Does the Lord of Ivars-
dale go there?"

He whom they had called the Ethel-
Ing drew himself up alertly. “I make
no answer to hedge-creepers.” he said.
“"Come out where you can be seen.”

“I am the messenger of Edric of
Mercla. Misgreet me not. Before
cockerow we shall be sworn brothers.
I bear a message to King Edmund.”

The Etheling’s anger loaped out like
a flame; evon In the starlight It could
he seen how hie face erimaoned.

“No, as God lives!™ he answered
awiftly. “It is not to Bdmund alone
that the Galner Is loathful. Should he
pass the King's sword, a hundred
blades wait for him, mine among
them. Beek what he may seek, he
shall not have pence of us Take
yousself out of reach If you would
not be sped with arrows”

A jeoring laugh was the only answer
but the tramping of hoofs suggested
that his advies was bolng taken

When the sound had faded quite
away, the Lord of Ivarsdale breathed
out the rest of his resentment in »
kearty (Imprecation, and, turning,
came on his patient. With a touch as
gentle as It was strong, he put aside
her resisting hands and bogan awiftly
to eut away the blood-stifened hose.
Darkness closed around Randalln
again, darkness shot with zigrag lght-
nings of pain, and throbbing with piti-
ful moans

8he came to herself to find that
soldlers were lifting her up to the

| horseman, where he sat again In his

saddle. She recognized the square
ness of his shoulders; and she koew
the gentleness of his touch as he
slipped his free armn around her snd
drew her carefully iuto place, making
of hia stalwart body a support for her
weakness. No streagth was in her o
striggle against him; only her wide
bright eyes sought his, with the terror
of a snared bhird.

Meeting the look and understanding
& small part of its question, be mald In
A reassuring word ln his pleasant low-
pitehed volee: “Be of good cheer,
youngling: there is no thought of eat-

anfi shade by shade her stralned look
of fear relazed. With eyes still turn-
ed up toward hiz face, her Nde droop-
| «d and foll; and her head sank upon
his breast and lay there, in the peace
of perfect faith.

- - L] - .

Tap—tap—tap—tap, like water drip-
ping elowly. Drop 4y drop the sourd
filtered through the thick wrappings
of Randalln's siumber, till she knew
it for the beat of horses' hoofs, and
stirrad and opened her eyes.

The sliver shimmer of starlight fall-
ing through gurpie deeps had given
way to the ruddy glare of & eamp
fire. and she was Iying just beyond
ita heat, cloak-wrapped, on a bed of
leaves, Above her, Interiacing beech
boughs made an arching roof, under
which the shadows clustered as swal-
lows under eaves. Within the sylvan
nleave, some four-score hattle-stalned
Warriors were taking thelr ease after
a hard day Through the fog of her
drowsiness Randalln recognized them
slowly, Yonder was the Englishman
who had found her Ia the bushes.
Beyond him, across the firs, the sol

diers who bad lifted her up to the
horseman. Here, just In front of
her, was thke Ileader himself, Her

gaze settled wpon him dreamily.

He had fiplebied lis meal, if meal
it conld he called, and was making
some attempt at tollet His eaptive's
eyes were not the only ones upon him,
and he was laughing a little at the
commeonts his performance drew forth
from three old cnihts lounging near
him. .

“These are soft days, comrades, The
Inst time 1 followed the old chief, of
bonored memory, we held our war
council standing kneedeep In a fen.
We had nelther eaten nor drank for
two days, and three days' blood was
on our hands."

The young chiof took It with eare-
less good bumor.

“When you leave off eating, in mem:
ory of thut brave time, | will leave of
washing,” he returned. “I tell you,
nothing but a warrlor's life becomes
ethel-born men, nor sluggishness nor
Junketings, but day under fire and
nights among the Wise Men of
counoedl. By Saint Mary, I feel that
I have never lived before! Omne week
ot the hecls of Edmund Ironside s
worth a lifetime under the banner of
any other king.” !

A pause met his warmth somewhat
coudly; and the warrior who broke the
silonce lowered iz volee to do It

(To be continued.)

NOT EQUAL TO POSITION.
“Groom of the Feather Cloak” Fell
from Grace.

When King Kalaksua of Hawall vigs
ited Japan twenty years ago he was
very anxious to exhibit to the Japa-
nese his famous royal feather cloak.
It did not look well draped over the
regular costume of the king, which
was based on European military mod-
ele. It was out of the question to
wear it draped over brown cutlele,
As was the ancient fashion. Finally
it was decided to let Robert, one of
his attendants, wear it. Willlam N.
Armstrong, the king's attorney-gener
al, says: “This additional service de-
lighted Robert, who now, according to
a confidentinl statement made to his
Japanese attendant, was ‘keeper of
the royal standard,’ ‘groom of the
feather cloak' and ‘valet in ordinary.’
While in the imperial car, on the way
to Tokyo, the king's sulte had sud-
denly seen Robert, sitting in state In
the luggage car, dressed in a silk hat,
white gloves and with the gorgeous
voxal ecloak hanging over his should-
ors, the tableau belng completed bg a
group of Japanese attendants who
were standing before bim, lost in ad-
miration.” But Robert was scarcely
equal to the dignlty that was his In
hle capacity of valet he preceded the
party to the palace assigned to them,
and digcovered there abundance of
wines and spirits, which bhe consumed
until they arrived. He was found
asleep in the king’s bed chamber, with
the silk hat far down over his head
and the gorgeous cloak askew on his
shoulders. He was at once deposed
from his office of ‘groom of the feath-

er cloak.”

A Financial Case,

“He was a small boy,"” sald the
clerk In a down town bank, telling the
story, “but he was trying to learn.

“How do you get money on checks,
please? he asked the biggest bank
porter who stood outside the parti-
tion.

“'Why, you just write your name
on the back and give them to that
fellow over there,” expounded the por
ter, indicating the paying teller.

“The youngster solemunly scrawled
his pame on the back of a doren
chegks and took them over to the
paylog teller's window. They were
choecks drawn by that boy's father
and two other male relatives In favor
of different people, and the youngster
wins much chagrined when he didn't
got the money,

“*I was golag to take it and run
away to sea, he told us afterward, In-
genuously.”

Carried Away Thelr Dinners.

John Barrymore was missing when
the “half-hour eall” was given at a
New York theater the other evening.
As time drew on for the rise of the
curtain, the stage mabager grow nervs
oud, for in “The Dictator” Mr. Barry-
muore s first on tIm stage. When he
did appear, oarrying a parcel dong up
in & napkin, he told how It happened,
“Ethel and | want 0 Soandse's e
dinned,” he sald. “"Fhe thickheaded
Dutchman that welted om us was
slow, and just as wo wers leaving la
he came with the steak. | gave Ethal
half, and brought the rest with me"
And, opening his parcel, he shewsd
half a sirloin steak and a couple of
baked potatoes, which he proceeded
to eat whilg he was dressing. Miss
Barrymore at another city theater is
supposed to have eaten her dinner In
the same unconventional fashion.

Shillppine Wasts, Guarded by Death.
Dealing Gases.

There Is & Death valley in the Phil-
fppines as well as in the United
States. It Is situnted In the tsiand of
Mindanao and although for many
years It has been known to conlaln
iarge quantities of gold the treasure
has been Iying unclaimed because of
the refusal of the natives to go after
it At last this famed and feared
valley has been compelled to give up
the rich treasure which for ages it has
siiccessfully guarded by f(ts pall of
death-dealing gases. This valley, which
true to its name, has deait death to
many a venturesome searcher for the
precious metal, is located (n the
moustain fastnesses of the Island and
according to the theories of the sclen-
tists it Is the crater of what was
once n great and violent voleann. Vol
canic guees of & most polsonous na-
ture still rise from the depths of the
“alley and bhang over It like a pall
never passing away, and many natives
who have attempted to go down Into
valley from the wmountains say
that never before has any man who
vontured into Its unknown depths re-
turned to tell of Its seprets. The dis.
tanee across the valley Is only n few
miles, but the bottom of it l& constant-
Iy concealed from view by the dense
cloud of polsonous vapor overhanging
.

the

EARLY LESSON IN THRIFT,

Brooklyn Men Even Take Their
Babies to Bank.
The other day a man entered a

Brooklyn bank earrying in one hand
n deposit book and closely ciasped In
his other arm was a baby that was
perhaps ten or twelve mouths old. The
Age may not be exact, but at any rate
the young one was old enough to sit
up and look around, as Iif it was con-
sclously taking In the slghts and
sonunds of & new world.

Going up to one of those projecting
gkelves which are placed agninst the
walls [n some banks for the conven-
lence of patrons who prefer to stand
up while writing, the man placed the
baby on the sloping surface, and ns a
nrecaution against sliding off. which
It showed every Indication of doing,
the man put & brake agninst the
threatened movement of the mass of
baby draperies by placing his arm in
front of the baby,

Then be proceeded to fill out a des
posit eheck, and when that was ae-
complished he again took the bhaby In
his arm, and, going up to the teller's
window, handed In his book, and when
the entry had been made he recelved
the book again, and, placing it in his
pocket, walked out of the bank, the

baby ustill staring everybody out of
countenance with the utmost coole
ness.

Children Still,
We soek no more a dally prizge,
Naor triumph In our dreams
8o ochenged the luster of the skics,
So falnt and few the gleama
Yet comen anow, when others play,
That unforgotten theill,
And are we dull and old to-day.
Or anly chlldren =7
We loved the hattle cnee, but
Weo are not averbold,
Thero's wisdom on the weary brow,
And In our hearts the cold,
Yot tn the lght of enger aoyes
We Joss the wintry chill,
And then we are not overwlse,
Hut simple ehlldren still

now

The vislona of our glarious youth
Have faded long aga;

We hope no more to find the truth,
And should wo ciare to know?

Not ovrs to senle the viewless helght,
But there's a purple hill

And still we gladden nt the sight
And climb as children still

How much of all the good we planned
18 perfect or begun

Why wiatehed the [ifting of God's hand,
And walts for hir “well done''?

But when the children whom we love
The good we missed fulfill,

Thank God sur hearts prevall to prove
The henrta of children still

—Hugh Macnaughton, In London Batur-

day Review.

France and Old-Age Pensions,

The British consul at Calais tells,
in his annual report, of an effort to
deal with old-age pensions. Twenty-
three years ago M. Chatelus formed a
soclety, the rules of membership be.
ing n monthly payment of a franc, all
the funds to be Invested, and at the
end of twenty years the interest on
capital to be equally divided among
members, and {n each suceeeding year
those who had been members for
twenty years to receive their equal
share of this interest, The present
rate of pension I8 £14 8a. per year,
The membership now stands at 347
951, with a capital of over a million
and a half pounds.—London Answers.

Brotherly Criticism.

Zoltan Dochme, Mme. Nordica’s hus-
band, has an amusing way of putting
things. On one occasion he was speak-
ing of the voealization of the weli
known singer Van Dyck, and profes
glonal lenlency wvanished In the eriti
cal sarcasm: “With mos' tenors, they
sing along a false note, an® you say,
‘Oh!’ [Mr. Doehme frowned and
winced.| But with Mr. Van Deeck he
sing along, an’ sing along, an' once in
a while he strike a true note, an' you
say, 'Oh!""  And Mr, Doehme's smile
of pleased surprise called forth a
round of lnughter.

Denounces Khaki Uniformas.

Mayor Jameson sald in the British
parliament the other day that the
sudden resort to khaki uniforms was
a “senseless craze,” Becpuse the
Boers wore khakl and slouch hats the
whole army was slapped Into similar
costume. If the Zulus had beaten It,
the army would have gone about in
feathers and paint, Three streaks of
paint and an ostrich feather would
have been the uniform of a field mar-
shak

Vicar and Workman.

The vicar of a colliery district in
Leicestershire, Epgland, has klm He-
complished the remarkable feal of re-
storing, mainly by als own manual
labor, his dilapidated church. Sipce
February, 1801, the vicar has labored
as a workman all the week and preach-
ed to his people on the Sundays. He
has worked at the church almost

By Earl M. Pratt, Oak Park, llinois.

80 many times | have felt the fol-
lowing ideas that | want to pass them
along to you in the words of a cor
respondent who sent them ‘o the
Breeders’ Gazette:

“Every man sees what is hard in his
own life and what Is easy in the life
of everyone else. This |s the reason
why there (& ®0 mueh discontent
among the human race. The farmer
hauling fodder to his eattle through
the mod and slush of a thawed field
in winter thinks of the lawyer sitting
beside a warm fire in bis office with
his hooks and clients, and straightway
wishes he was & lawyver; or he thinks
of the merchant handing out bils goods
on oneé slde of the counter and taking
In his profite on the other, and then
he wighee he was & merchant; or he
gees the doctor riding by at fifty conts
or a doliar for every mile, and then he
wishes he was a doetor. Or blackleg
hreaks out among his enlves. the grub
gllls his sheep, the cholera dlays his
hozs or his vorn withers in the drouth
or his wheat rusts In the raln, and he
reviles the fate that made him a farm-

er and declares that if he had his life
to live over he would be something
elae—just anything but n farmer.
“Now the farmer is not the only
man who indulges in these grum-
blings. The farmer does tnot often
wish he was somebody else than some-
body else wishes he was a farmer.
The lawyer harassed in his office by
tronblesome cases and fought all day
long by opposing counsel, with the
smell of musty law books and foul
court roomg continually in his nos-
trils, envies the farmer whistling as
he follows his plow and team with the
soent of bloom borne to him cn every
hreero. The merchant tormented by
Iimportunate creditors and lavched at
hy Irrespongible debtors sees the farm-
er salting his fat steers In the pasture
nerose the road and wonders why be
wag =0 foollsh as to go into the har
assing, hazardous business of mer
chandizing. The doctor rousod from
much-neaded zleep in a cold, glormy
winter nlght thinks how Rappy must
be the farmer, whose slumbers no lond
Inslstent volee ever disturbs.”

Sleep and the Weather

“Do you knew 1 think the connec-
tion between atmospheric conditions
and insomnia Is much cloger than we
belleve It Is," vald a thoughtful man
to @ New Orleans Times Demoerat
writer, “and 1 think T have gond rea-
son for the falth that s within me,
%0 far as this matter {5 concerned. |
iufler a great deal on account of
eleeplessness and In at lcast nine in-
stances out of ten the weather Is
directly responsible for it. If m vio-
lent change In any way whatever Is
about to take place my system will
register thoe fact with just as much
aceurncy as the most delicate devices
used by the expert weather prognos-
ticators.

“Of ecourse, I do not moean to ssy
that I have A monopoly on this sort
of thing We are all influenced to
fiome extent in one way or an-
other by weather changesa, But | was
gpeaking more particularly of the re-
latlons between atmospheric oondl-
tlon and Insomnia. The connection is
direet and unmistakable, Take the
man, for [nstance, who is a chronic
sufferer from headache or neuralgla,
or any kindred allment, and you will
fAcd that an Impending change in the
weather will have a tendency to put
his nerves on edge, If 1 may say It,
and he will ind it extremely diffienlt

to eleep. He will, as a matter of fact,
fall into the clutches of tant awful
slaughterer of rest—insomnin,

“I may say that any man whose
nerves are particularly sensitive and
wlhose system |8 delleate enough to
respond to slight pressures will be
affected in the same way. The ordl-
nary corn is often nn agent in be-
getting insomuia, because It Is a sort
of barometer and responds quickly to
changes In the weather, It would be
Interesting If some man who !b an ex-
pert in such matters would trace
definitely the relations between in-
gomnia and stmospheric or climatle
conditions, Many variations wounld be
found, It would all depend on the
temperament of the Individunal. A great
many persons will be found who will
sleep heavily If the night becomes
suddenly n little cold. Cold in such
cazes alds sleep. In the cuses of
other persons a change of this sort
will produce wakefulness because the
cold will irritate the more sensitive
nerves, So | might go on and enume-
rate a vast variety of ways In which
different persons, because of tempoeras
mental differences, would be affected
by a sudden change In the weather.
There can be no sort of question
about the connectlon between Ingsom-
nin and the weather.”

Woke Up the Flagman

The recent renewnl of dizcussion of
the Grand Trunk Pacific project for a
second railroad across the Dominlon
of Canada reminded a rallroad man
tho other doy of this story of Marcus
Smith:

He made a survey of the route
which the new road proposes to follow
when the Canadlan Paelfie was pro-
jected., The party under Smith was
running lines one sleepy Indian sam-
mer day on the heandwaters of the Sas-
Katchewan river. When he wanted to
tnke a sight of the rear flag he dis-
covered that it was being held In lne.
All sorts of vlgnals were tried, but the
attention of the flagman could not be
attracted,

Finally Smith jumped into a buck-
board and drove back over the hne.
Presently the others of the party
heard half a dozen revolver shots.
Then Emith came back alone and
with never & word of explanation.

Hours passed, but the flagman did
not appear. They made camp, a tent

for the men, and one apart from It
for Marcus Smith, The surveyors
weroe about to demand an explanation
from their chief, dangerous as It
would have been, when the missing
flugman crawled out of the brusl and
into the tent.

“1 went to sleep,” he confessed,
"and was awakened by a great big
paw-like hand cuffing me vigorously.
I serambled up and started to run.

Marcus came after me. I grabbed
a stick when he gained on me and
managed to trip 4im up. Then he

started to shoot and |
bush faster than ever.”

The man was grogtly troubled
about his future course. His fellows
advised me to turn out with the crew
in the mornlag, as though nothiug
had happened, He remembered the
revolver shots and thought it was
taking lung chances, but finally de-
eided to risk it. The ecrusty old sur-
veyor did not refer to it in any way,
and ns the flagman kept awake there
were no more flying shots.

made for the'
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Chivalry Not zt Dead

A tall, stealght young man and a
kirl who looked as thongh she had just
stepped out of o love-story Hlustration
in a magazine stood together under
the eanopy in front of the Reading
Terminal after the raln had stopped
late Thursday afternoon. They were
walting for a car, he |dly watching the
erowd piek Itg way over the wet street,
she garing with a little frown at the

| muddy crossing.

“Extry poiper! Extry, mister?™
ghouted a ragamuffin of a newshoy,
holding out an early evening edition to
the young man.

“No, kid, 1 guess not,” sald he, smil-
ing. Then—"Hold on a minute, son;
are you too busy right mow to stop
and earn a quarier?”

“Sure | aln't; what d'ye t'ink | am?
came the answer.

‘Well, then, take ten of your papers,
quick, spread 'em out from here to
the car tracks. Get busy, now!"

When the ear turned up he turned to
the girl, who hadn't quite comprehend-
ed what this was all about, and, with
n lttle gesture of his head that wes
not at all displeaging, even If it was a
bit dramatic, bowed her to the path-
way.

“Oh, Dick, you foolish boy!" she ex-
claimed.

But ghe blushed and smiled as
proudly as ever & queen on a Ralelgh's
cloak as she made her way to the car.

“Absurd!" sald an angular shopper
with spectacles.

“How lovely!™ said a pretty yourg
woman.

“fully gee!™ sald the boy.—Phila-
delphia Press.

Grave of Samuel Adams !I

They knew the patriot rebel’'s soul
Whe st hile gyave upon the \'rl.'a{n-
Of Boston's busy street, whoere roll
The vans of traffie und the surge
or im-‘tnu} fosteteps; not for him
A cedard thurchyard's blunk repose,
Nor tomb in some calhedrul dim
Where no bird flles nor [(roe
blowa,

wind

Eam Adams never ask'd to pest;
I cannot think he slumbers hedre,
But watches with unjaded zest
The stroam rush on and disappear;
He longs to rise and joln the strife,
Ar In the seasons when his brealth
ndled a nation Into fe;
He scorns the paleying sloth of death,

Fuln would he hear which faction rules,
What men precede in town and state,

And If we guard omt public schools,
And kvop our courts Inviolate,

He whispers, “"We for Freedom fought,
Have you the love of Freedom still?
Has Wealth not pauperiz’d your thought,

Nor Power bred a wolfish will?

“You hutry by—what errands call?
Service to heart, or head, or purse?
SI‘:;:l 'Lou & freeman's boon on all

" ubtler tyrant’s curse
We numberd but & Ml clag T
Beslde y

Had the Client Safe.

ner Templo library. He had notl been
there long when his cmall errand
appesred, greatly excited and breath-
less from rusning. “If you pleass,

- O’l' the Atlantle,
Sir,” the boy gasped, “s gentleman is
walting for you st the chambers with &
brief. He can't get out, sir,
locked him In.” Together the
ter and the boy hurried back to the
chambers and the gentleman with &
brief, who was amused at his capture,
afterward became a most valuable



