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CHAPTER I.
MOt_STI-0 TillLADDER TOWARD MATRIMONY

\,rnr nave seen those step-ladders that shut

/ -up like one piece, am! look like the
\ffjl_famous Human symbols of unity,made of
'_\u25a0_

"
bed-slats Instead of reeds; that look fra-

gile and decrepit, and voice out their pretended

ialns as volubly as a servant's bedstead, and
yet, being stood upon, prove stronger the more
they find strength exacted of them. You must
have seen them, and Ifyou have you and 1are
reasonably well acquainted already. 1 am 29

\u0084 .is of .12 \u25a0. but my history begins with my in-
vention of the first such step-ladder, when Iwas
fiveyears younger. 1 came to New York from

Vermont "with fewer dollars than ringers and
toes, but not without the step-ladder. It was
men Inmy noad, to he sure, but accompanied
bya conviction that It need only be gotten out

ol that confinement and be set up for me to
mount to honor and comfort. Thus equipped I
rented a cellar m Varick street, and furnished

it wiih a saw, a plane, a hammer, screw-driver,

chisel, and you would hardly believe how few

other tools. With these Ifirst made a fold-
lug bedstead. Then I bought a cheap

mattress ana a blanket, some coffee and
Iread, a tiny lot of planks, and had 7
cotits remaining. Then 1 fell to and made
the first two step-ladders. Itwas late in the sec-

ond day that tliey were displayed on the side-
walk it the bead of the stairs, under a placard,
saving: "tieorge Fletcher, Portable Yankee
St'p ladders." Ihad at that time been twenty-

four hours without sleep and half as long with-
out food. Ibought some crackers and a cent's
worth of mill;, drew a stool up to the foot of the
cellar-stalis, and walled to see the effect of tbe
sudden Introduction of my Invention upon an un-
su*iectlngpublic.

A double procession of humanity swept put.
Those In the nortbwaid line of march bad to
swerve to iass the ladders. Intlie first hundred
there were perhaps eight or twelve who looked
ttpiaielyat the exhibit, either stolidly or absent-
mindedly, Perhaps as many as fire others
turned out of their paths and looked at the lad-
der- ft oin the sides of their eyes, as horses do hi

aiivthlug tbej are not certain about Intheir way.
hy and by a spry elderly gentleman stopped,
read the sign, looked at the ladders and came
down lite steps.••

How much?", "
Tlnee dollars," said I.

*\u25a0Hear me out. wont you?" he said somewhat
testily. "1 wan: to know what you willcharge
to make me a small box to bold a few buttles—
sort ot medicine-chest that willbold together to
go by express."
Itold him that Ibad supposed that he was

ask lug the piIce ot the ladders. Thereupon be
call d Iliem jititeract, things and declared mat
be wouldn't fool away his money ou such trump-
ery. 1 tried to explain their utility,but be
would not hear nie.

".My name Is Dr. Whitfield," said lie. "You'll
bear from me. On second thoughts, I'llmake
the box myself. Hood-day."

hough lie appeared neatly clad, the seams In
liis coat ere .tamed and tray, the gloves be
carried Jauntily in bis band bad gaping finger-
ends and his step

-
as not that of a vigorous

man. As to Lis speech, type does itgreat In-
justice. It...is intended to be savage, but the
tone that clothed IIwas kindlyand the tight lv
the old gentleman's eyes was sympathetic.

Arattle of door as It yielded to a sudden
pressure, and my second customer stood before
i ,-. He also was an elderly gentleman, but ot

• comfortable figure, and with a self-satisfied and
almost proud toner. He bought both the lad-
ders, but Iexplained that 1 could not deliver
mem until1had made a third, so that 1 could
keep up ray sidewalk advertisement. He gave
me his caid

— "
James Henulng, (iramcrcy

i'ark," aod went away.
Eaily next .tiling there came a young

palmer, who said he had come to "paint that
sign." 1bad baid work to diaw out ot him tbat
l.c bad been sent by Dr. Wbltiield to letter
whatever Iwi-ited over t lie basement door. I
asked mm who was to pay for the job."

.Nobody's to pay forit,that's who." said he,
as lie painted lapidlv, '•

I'm doin' it fur Dr.
Whitfield, an' if be 'ain't payla' lot It that's my
funeral, lie's a tegular gent— au up-and-down,
Al g.-i.t. Ail' if he's walklu' ou bis uppers an'
a livm*between meals like a camel, an' bavin'

scrabble time all along tiie Hue, it's bis
business. An' It's your business, too, If you
pretend to be a white man. to do what you kin
lor i1lin, aud not give bin the grand iol.y. as
seine luls » do, because he's down on bis loe s—

an' don't you loigilis."
Wben my thud step ladder was made Iwent

to deliver its two predecessors at Air. lieuning's
.-unit and spacious bouse in t.ramercy I'ark. lie
must have seen me from an upper window, for
be surprised me by coming down tbe stairs and
i..titlingme good-uioruiug, Instead of leaving me
to the care of servants. He took the package
from my band, tlie servant standing uneasily by,
put it against the wall, and saying that be might
not want tne laddeis alter all, but could not de-
cide until lie saw bis daughter, asked me Into
the large room at tbe rlgut to sit down tillshe
came. He made me feel at ease, and 1 talked volu-
bly and freely. imagine me, a tall, big-limbed,
awkward couutry fellow, wuh a head of long
hair that bad never beeu presentable, and bad
never been earnestly urged to be, ln a suit of
country clothing, good and clean, but tilting as
though fashioned by a tailor to arhinoceros, and
with my hand- and feel insisting npou attentlou,
and' appearing incapable of modest retirement.
imagine such a figure on a throne of pale blue

\u25a0 silk, in a handsome parlor, conscious of having
lresented a bundle five feet long inlieu of a vis-
itingcard, and yet made lo forget tils awkward-
ness and poverty by the interest shown in blm.

Look here, you say you are fond oi books?"
Mr. Helming remarked; "why not come here
evenings an.i make use of my libtar)? Ibave

. not nothing else but my books and my daughter
tocare for, and both are of the best. Mot that
my daughter requites my care— is ber own
mistress, and my own as wellIsometimes Ihlnk.
My daughter pursues the bent of ber owu char-
acter and makes those with whom she comes iv. contact bend to her superior strength of will.
Nic Is a queen, sir; a very remarkable young
woman. Ah, Beatrice, Mr.—upon my word your
name has escaped me—Mr. Fletcher, mydear."

Theie stood before me lv the doorway a tall
young woman, with the extra lengths ofa black
cloth riding habit thrown over one arm. The
habit titled ncr exactly, displaying her large and
Bhapeiy arms, her slender neck, broad, slotting
shoibdets, a girlish, budding bust and a waist. that seemed compressed moie lhan Hie necessi-'
lies ot presentable die .titling required. I
judg.d ber to be about 17. Beneath her flossy
round-topped tiding hat a flaxen coil of heavy
bands of hair matched the fringe of ring-
lets that curtained her white brow. She
bad great deep gray eyes, aud when
she spoke she turned [hem lull upon me as I
never fell a.woman's before. There was no im-
modesty in their look; there was no bint of or
need ior that air with which we see expression
given to self-consciousness, to .shyness, to re--

is., or by which women In the presence of a
masculine stranger pay homage to tbe strongest
11 millions of femininity. Vigorous health, nat-
uralness, rulenails as well as thorough sell com-
mand, were eloquently expressed In bet lull, firm
glance. Ithink at first Isaw only her eyes. I' came to know afterward tbat there were other'
marvelous beauties ivher face; that her cheeks
Were touched wltb rose color, her shell-like ears. were laige but beautifully shaped, and her nose
v.ii-, though not small, cleat cut aud as capa-
ble of expression somehow as ber eyes them-
selves, or as her fullted lips, it seemed to ma. tbeu. and italmost does now. lhat 1could under-
stand ber every word if she spoke Ina language
1 bad never beard. As 11 was, her speech was. eloquent enough to betray some faults that other-
j wise. Ishould not have guessed that .-be pos-
.sesstd. W bat they weie you shall determine.

•tilt." said she, "youblought those ladders.
Idis. ike to make you trouble, but tbey willnot
do at all. They match thing in the whole
P. a;-.- except the stationary tubs Inthe kitchen.
IIwas very absurd of you, father, not to have
peiceived lhat.". Having lv my pocket only hair of Hie money
that had bees paid to me lor them, In aurally
asked, "What can 1do.'"

"Vuucau'tdo anything," said .Mr. llennlng.
".My daughter Is quite right—and yet you are
>.. at all to blame. But the ladders certainly
wont do. We cannot have yeltow In the house
except in a pall or a broom handle. \u25a0 Black

"\u25a0would have beeu all right, red or blue would do,.bui yellow—well, wedraw the line right there."
'\u25a0 1 could stain them, or Icould paint them

—"
"liut, don't," -aid tbe youug lady. "Don't

stain or paint them. Why can't yon make
some of walnut? 1hat would be nice."'•Ican, madam.""

He says he can, father."'* ell, then, he shall, dear," said Mr. Hen-
ulng; "that Is,ifhe wants to."" We'll send them back to you then," said the
youug lady.

'• lii.ii.kyou,Ican carry them.""But there's noneed to. We'll send—""
1erhaps lie wauts to carry tbem, Beatrice,

dear." .. .
'• Why,Imight as well; Ibrought them—

"
"Father, ate you aware bow absurd all this

i- .' 1 say Iwish—"
"Mydear Beatrice, you have misunderstood.
Imet ely wished to oblige this young man In'
whom 1 bave taken a deep interest, and who ap-
pealed to want to carry the ladders back. 1
thought 1had told you euougb of him yesterday
furyou to understand why itse ms quite natural
that be should desira this. But Iwithdraw.
You must settle the matter with yourselves;"

"Thank you, papa. Mr. Fletcher, Iwill see
that the ladders are returned toyou."

At the liout door, to which Mr. Helming was
so kind as to accompany me. he said ina low
voice ii.d a tone of Immeasurable pride and sat-
isfaction: "1think you wili allow that my

"daughter was right. -be is a remarkable girl.
(Jnod morning. Think over my Invitation."

Time passed aud my business grew, Iwas.worth a few thousands ofdollars. Then Ibegan
to think whether Iought not io many. Ideter-
mined to do so. Perhaps 1 ought to bave ad--
vice. The thought where 1 was to gut It did not
trouble me at all. Iwould go tvDr. Whitfield's
daughter; Idid not know how else to speak or
regard her. cine was not a Miss, and Ihad only
faith for thinking her a Mrs. The Whitfields

-and 1had been filends ever since the doctor vis-

lted me Inmy cellar. Ishould have been clad to
know them ifIhad a thousand other friends.
Having no others 1was wrapped up In them.

Ihe next time you are in the neighborhood of
Chatham square turn to the west dowu Dunne
stieet a blue:, or two, and looking along a street
that willquicklycome to you, you will see the
words "Big Barracks" in black letter* on a
white ground on the side of a gigantic double
tenement. Step bystep Dr. WbttfleM'a praclice,
built up with vigorous youth aud by aid of an
enterprising partner,* who appeared to take the
business with him when he riled, had dwindled
until toward the close of a life begun in affluence

and continued onlywith slowlydecreasing com-
fort lie ii..

_ come to live in the barracks. Ttio
mystery that surrounded the daughter was em-
bodied tn the presence of an Invalid boy 3 or 4
years old.

"You will please not inouire about the child,"
the doctor said to me once. "Hi*presence car-
ies 11,1 shame withIt, though much sonow and
pain."

Mrs. Whitfield, who had lost her mind under a
strain ol poveny, always informed me confi-
dentially that the baby's father was a skeleton,
but the doctor as often asked me •* please uot to
mind her."

Allthe Whitfield household except the simple
mother knew my knock. On the occasion of tins
visit she fell to trembling violently as 1entered.
Iwent to ber and held her hand. She beckoned
to me to hold down my head. Idid so and she
whispered: "Iwas thinkingof the skeleton ;no,
you are not Hie skeleton."

The doctor's daughter was preparing the sup-
per Inthe back room. She came in on tiptoes,
shook hands and whl<peied to me not to w.ike
it:.- baby, whose pinched face, sunken eyes and
while lips 1saw against the pillow on the sofa,
.he asked tne If 1 would come out and see her
cook th.- supper or preterred to stay In Ihe par-
lor with her mother. 1 followed her Into the
Kitchen.

'"Alice,"said I, "Iwant to call you Alice—, mayn't 17"
"Itwould please me If it would give you pleas-

ure," and then she hesitated and laughed a little
and added: "But don't IBSlsi that 1 call you
Ueorge for I—lmean no disrespect

—
quite the

contrary— but Ireallydon't think 1could."
"Idon't see why,but .I'll he satisfied for the

present by calling you Alice. But then, 1 want to
say something a great deal harder than to call
you Alice. lam getting along well in this world,
that Is, as far as money goes, you know, and vet
lam not gelling along well at all—ln another
sense. You willlaugh at me—but 1want a com-
panion. Idon't know any lady except you, and

.so—
"

"Mr.Fletcher!" hi surprise and pain are not
to be put down in word*. She was lose red from
her chin to her hair. "Have you mistaken our
friendship, our present position, our hospitality,
my misfortune, so far as to—. Ifyou force me
to teil you, 1 must let yon know lhat Iam not
fiee. My husband is alive, though he is uol
sharing my homo Willime. How could you, oh,
Mr.Fletcher, how could you have mads such a
mistake?" Of course, the mistake was heis,
but Ihad what we used to call InVermont gump-
tion enough not to even hint so.

"We willnot speak of ii again," said she, per-
fecily placid now, aud strong with the strength
ifa Hue woman's virtues; "lhat willhe the bet-
ter way."

She went into the oilier room, and soon Dr.
Whitfield came home from his office
in another pari of Hie town. In my
ensuing conversation with him. ho ox-
plained his wile's frequent relereuces
to a skeleton. iVhen 1 had io give un a good
oflice and lake a pool one," be said, "Ib. ought
a skeletou heie aloiii: with some other traps.
The old lady was weak from lack of sustenance,
and came upon the skeleton suddenly iv the
closet. She wells on itsi_ce."

Hy ibis time in my city careei Idid not cut a
bad figure, metamorphosed from a mechanic luto
a ladies' man. Dressed newly and neatly,Iwas
standing in Central I'ark close to the entrance a
day or two later. Iwas interested in something
in the roadway and did not notice a fieryand
spleudld hoise that a lady was riding until it
came so close to the curb mat 1 leaped aside.
Imagining myself in danger. Ilooked up and
saw Mis* Henulng. '\u25a0 How do you do, Mr.
Fletcher?" said she. "1am glad lo see you so
well, and"—looking at my head, then my body,
iheu my feet—'• arranged so becomingly. Have
you fallen belt to a fortune instead of acquit lug*
one as father said you werecertain to do, And
have you gotten 100 proud to visit old friends?"
Afler a brief dialogue she remarked: •*My horse
is anxious to get away, though 1am hut. Mr.
Fletcher, and I'llwait only for your acceptance
of father's nation to call at the house. MayI
say Hint you willcome? T'liauk you. Hood- by."

At a 11..Nt where ihe equestrian path crossed
the oue Iwas lo.lowingfiltuen minutes later, 1
heard her voice. She could not see me. butIsaw
her, and with her. on a splendid horse, a blue-
eyed blonde man of30. on whoso hands and shirt
diamonds sparkled, ltseemed to me lhat Isaw
her then for the first time peifeclly happy."

Rudolph," said she as they passed me, she
holding up her horse for him to gain her side,
"the very cleverness that enable* you to deceive
the world Is so gieat that 1 should think people
Who meet you frequently would guess the truth."

"Since nobody hut you knows Hire Is any
secret," he responded, ••nobody Is looking for it.
See how great is my tru»t Inyou. Absolutely no
one on this continent except the clerks In Hie
postoffice and some persons at one blinkinghouse
know any more lhan your friend* do."

Tin* was all that 1heard, aud litis 1could not
help hearing.

CHAPTER 11.
HIT TUiiOlGlIA WINDOW.

The canvas ofPleasure's panorama slips along
in the Howe v just as it does elsewhere, even
when we who would like 1" make tne world
better. If we could, are not thinking of it. I
think r.f this because it occurred to me as 1
elbowed my way along that thoroughfare one
night,and saw the gaping nets swallowing the
lime Babes* the blaziug light, scorching the
foolish insects and the uusightly spider* bearing
off their prey upon the sidewalk*, ln the biggest
ciowd that hindered me was one young woman,
who laid her baud on my arm and said: "1 want
to speak to you. ifyou wont mind coming down
the street a step or two out of the crowd." I
followed her Into a shadow, and there she con-
tinued: "What name does the man go by that I
saw with you and the youug lady In -lameicy
Fark the other day?"

She referred to the young man whom Ihave
described as a companion ot Mis* llennlngIn a
Central Park equestrian ride, and whom Ihad
subsequently met a number of limes In the Hen-
nlng residence, where he was a frequent and
favored visitor.*'His name Is Rudolph Sweusen," Ianswered."

That Is not Ills name," the ynung woman
asserted. "Do you waut to protect from barm
those he knows but who don't know him ?

Then whenever you think Itwould be best forany woman he Is visitinglhat she should know
bow toescape harm fiom him, youlet me know.""

Your name?"
'\u25a0 Write 10 EllaPalmer- tint Is not my name;

Ella Is but nut the other— at 23 Elizabeth street.
'that Is a lodginghouse. 1don't live there, but
Igo there; I'dget the letter. Inclose the name
uf the lady, and I'llwrite to her what 1 know.""That wont do." said I. "1am not sure that
I'llHave anything to do with the matter at all,
ceitninly not unless there's a strong reason why
Ishould.""

Well, lust as youlike," said the outcast girl."
You willbe doing right If you do, and you'llbesorry If you don't, but Idon't care. I'llworry

Mm all the same whether you like or don't like.
Iwant to strike him when he'll know Itand
when It willhurt I,tin. Oh, I'm honest— ldon'tcare anything about doing a good turn for any of
bis lady fiieuds, bin 1do want to hurt him, and
imean to."

Tliis street encounter led to my gaining, In
several ways, to detail winch this story need not
lie Incumbered, th- knowledge that Kudolph
Swensen was a professional swindler. lie hadoperated mostly in unsentimental schemes for
the transfer of other men's money Into his ownpocket, but had lately gone intoihe field of sen-
timent, and utilized his good looks and auda-
cious address to recommend himself as a
suitor to Miss flenniug. tiehad led her to Infer
that be was a titled gentleman from Sweden, but
anxious to become a ilam republican la a re-public. Moreover, and almost byaccident, 1bad
learned that Swensen was none other than the
absent husband of the doctor's daughter. Then
1deemed it my duty to acquaint the doctor of
tbe complicated situation."Well," he said,

"
Iam glad you have told me

this. As a father Iought to know it,though I
shall do nothing. Noue of us has auy further
Interest Inthat miserable wretch tban to see
that he never enters our home again. He Isol
excellent family. He courted my daughter prop-
erly, lo tbe presence of mybrother and bis fam-
ily, while sbe was completing ber schooling ln

Cincinnati. Itrusted to my brother's judgment
aDO gave my consent, but 1 no sooner laid my
eyes on my son-in-law than Isaw cunning, cow-
ardice, treachery and vicious Inclinations
stamped upon his face Willi ilie unmistakable
brand by which tiod alw.iv* warns all who can
lead. Afterlie bad tired of Alice, at the end of
three mouths, be exercised all Hie lugeuuity of
a devil Intorturing her. At length the gill'svery
soul revolted, and she excluded herself from hhn,
and now we try to hide our misery.
My poor wife, through Clod's mercy, thinksof the
uiau only as sue thinks of a skeleton which I
once had, and inher mind she cannot separate
one from tue other. He has never been men-
tioned byname inour family since lie quitted It."

Winn 1 made my wav through the drawing-
room Inthe lleuning mansion on my next visit
Miss llennlngwas sealed ou a low stool, rock-
ing to and fro, wiih a sheet of paper crumpled

belweeu her locked lingers and the knee they
clasped, Soabsoibed whs she ln thought that
si..- old not in-.' my presence. It seemed to
me thai Inovel bad seen such a chance In a per-
son's face, nor could 1 have believed such a
truiisfoimalum could have been possible as that
wnich In a single glance 1 noted inhers. She
had crown ten years older Inthiee day-. The
confident, proud expression that even Inrepose
her features had always worn—the Hash that ac-
companied eveiv motion of her eyes— lhe curl
that bad seemed part of the fashioning of her
upper lip—all were gone, and there sat a pale
gill,blankly staling at the carpet, with her face
contorted as by woilinient and lined as If by the
strain of Illness. Her -command, never be-
line relinquished, was now so far gone that
when she saw me she sprang to her feet as In
alarm, crumpled the paper in the iaim of her
hand, and then Stood nervously clutching
the back oi a chair, aud exhibiting a hesitation,
as it appealed to m'. between falling Into the
chair or by lorce of will continuing to stand.
Astonished, Iso far forgot myself as to pause in
passing her. But 1managed to salute her In an
approach toa natural lone and topa*s Into the
llbiarv. Need Isay that for a few minutes my
old fiTends on the shelves failed to bold my at-
tention, and that Itook them down and put them
up again, and even opened and scanned them
mechanically ?

What possible thing could have changed the
haughty beauty so completely and so suddenly ?
lier lather came inand 1 delayed looking at him,
expecting him to show agitation and excitement.
But the tones ofbit voice were full and normal.
1 looked, and he was the same bright-eyed, clear-
s-tt,ntii, plump and ruddy-visaged young old
in ii.

Visitor!made themselves heard Inthe drawing-
room, young lady visitors, and Air. llennlng ex-
cused himself. 1 felt at ease again, opened a
volume and leaning back In mychair and cross-
ingmy legs went to the I- ejee Islands with a
daring traveler. liesound of my name spoken
hurriedly and somewhat sharply brought me
back with a start.

Miss llenuiiig,pale yet, and wan-looking, but
withall her wonted haughtiness of mien, was
standing before me.

".or. Fletcher, Mr.Swensen dislikes you."
"Iknow it,"Isaid.
"Is it because you. know something of him

thai is nol known here— something he would uot
wish us to know?"
"Ido not know how be could possibly think

that," 1 replied. 1 never fell so thoroughly
uuder my own command before inmy life. 1en-
joyed the sensation.
"Ihave not said that he thought anything, Mr.

Fletcher."
"Well, Ido not see then bow you could possi-

bly think it."
"1do think It,Mr. Fletcher, and Iam not

mistaken; be hates you, and you, so far as Iam
able to read demeanor, act as ifyou realized the
power you held over blm."

'\u25a0On, no, upon my word. Miss llennlng.Ibeg
of you uol to think that. 11 there has been any-
thing to lead in my demeanor in connection with
Mr. Swenson, it has been simply that 1 have
known my business and minded it. Has he
spoken tv you as you just spoke. Hoes he say
this.'"

".Mr. Fletcher, Ihave not come to make ex-
planations to you. Mr. Sweuseo has always
acted like a gentleman and has lutetteted lv uo
one* affairs.

'
"Excuse me, have Ithen done differently
"You are not frank; it seem* to me IbalI

ought to be met dilleieutly on the first occasion
of my asking a favor from you." Her tone was
most peculiar. She assumed command over me.

"Wonlwould you have me say, Miss lieu-
nlng?". \u25a0; \u25a0

"Tellme what there Is against Mr.swensen
that you know and lhat we ln this house ought
to share with you."

"1 know nothing."
"Nothing?" .She seemed startled.
"Ofmy perfect, absolute knowledge, nothlug."
"Then, what does it all incur.'"
"Ihave dove and said nothing lhat means any-

thing."
Miss llennlnglooked at me as though she was

completely at a loss how to act, as tuougu she
with one breath would go away with tinappear-
ance of havlug multiplied over me, with another
a* though she would plead with me, Perhaps
this was my imagination. At all events, just
then, Hubert, the poller, with a low cough gave
warning of his presence.

"Mr. Swensen, ma'am, wishes to thee you
moibi important."

Miss Helming started at the words so that she
all hut jumped. There was uo imagination about
that.

"Yes," said she; "say that 1said yes."
There was mymoment of triumph. Iarose

and stood by her, and my tone and word* were
exactly stilled to an iioue*i and kindlyIntention.
Iinwardly thanked heaven that in.proud beauty
did uot, as she might, rebuke or rep Ime, hut
teemed to understand my purpose.

"One of the many thing* 1 have heard but do
not know about the man," said I,"is lb .1 be lias
within a lew days procured mouey with which
to invest in what Ms accomplices think willbe a
profitable speculation. That speculation is to be
a weddiug with a iich young woman."

"how do you Know that? Could you provo
It?"

As she spoke there was a violent clang at the
door-bell, wiocli was followed by loud voices,
the loudest and highest of which was a woman's.
Miss Helming moved as Ifto go and see whal oc-
casion d the disturbance.

"due moment," said I.
"

You can judge
whether what 1 have heard Is tie, and so you
can also weigh this, that Ihave beard that that
marriage cannot he— under the law."

The uproar gave place to the voices of men."have you heard what hj really Is1""
Yes."'*
Ihen that, at least, Is true."

The voices were nearer than before. There
was something jailingin their tone. Miss Hen-
ulng and 1went Into Ibe drawing-room. Mr.
Swenseu was tneie, with his face the color of
chalk, pretending to look al a picture. Illsback
was toward the rough-look lug men Inthe open
doorway. two or three youug women stood as
IIilvetcd to the floor,staring at Ihe men. Atthe
same instant— lt was ail in an instant— the
wretched woman who had called herself Ella
Palmer came Into Ihe room by the lower door.
She walked straight to Swensen, and, looking
first al him and then at the two strangers, said:•' Heie be is, as Itold you."

The men advanced. Sweusen tu.-ned bis
blanched face toward them.

"We want you, laafaige," said one of the men ;
"we are officers."

"You are making a mistake." said Sweusen,
speaking somehow dowu his chest. "My name
is not Enlarge."

"That's all light,young feller." spoke one of
the detectives, Ina low, firm voice; "don't make
a kick, we've got onto you; so come along."

"Oh, this is some mistake," said Miss Hen-
nine. "We can vouch for his being Mr.Swen-
son."

"We're onto him, a*Ijest told him," said the
detective, "and we are responsible for all mis-
takes."

"This woman has annoyed me several times,"
said Sweusen. "1can easily disprove her asser-
tions. Let me know at what court and at what
hour to present inyselt aud 1 givemy word I'll
be there."

"This woman," said the outcast, with a sneer-
ing emphasis on the words, "has made no other
accusation than that you are Alfred Latai ;.-. aud
you can' ldisprove that."

"Come, young teller, we aim agolu' to take
board and lodging here. We're ou busiuess.
Come along."

"Tell him who you are, Rudolph. Let this
fan go no farther." said Miss llennlng.

"What's the charge?" said Swensen.
"Come along," said the detective, swinging a

pair of handcuffs so thai they jingled. "You'll
find out what llis. Nouse talking of such things
In people's parlor.*." i

"lieimy bat, Hubert," said Swensen. The ne-
gro disappeared.

"What does this mean, Beatrice?" -Mr. llen-
nlngasked.

"Tellhim, Rudolph."
The guiltyman was silent.
"Iheu, 1 will,for surely Ihe time for It hascome. lie I* Hie Count Norberg of Sweden,"

said the girlconfidently, "and his reason for as-
iBurning l.is mother's name, 'Sweuseu,' be has ex-

plained satisfactorily to inc."
"Excuse me, young lady,"said the spokesman

of the detectives with politeness sarcastically
simulated, "but It's for a little atlnli connected' with the Count Norberg mat we want linn.
[Sweuson stalled.! The Couut Is dead; Eelarge
we found done It. it's for the murder of Count
Norberg mat the Swedish Government has po-
litelyrequested any one thai knows him as we
do for to perform this here disagreeable duty."

Itobeit came ln and banded Sweuseu his bat.
Miss 1 1. .tilingreeled and fellIna chair.

••Murder!" said Mr.Henulng lva loud whisper.
Ml-s Ella Palmer laughed aloud so that for

once my blood ran cold.
..wen-sen walked toward the detectives with

two steps then wheeled and with » bound reached
the library and wuh another the broad sill of the
window lvHie western end of that room. This'window looked down upon a square of pavement
hemmed inon Its four shies by a kitchen win-
dow, a projection of the house, a fence separating
Itfrom the next yard, and the cud wall of tbe
family stable.

Both detectives bounded after him. He
strained and tugip d at the window. ithad a
Catch that he did not see. He bent himself, then
straightened up and with desperate strength
tore away the inch-thick topbar of the lower
sash. As itgave way lie slipped and stood upon
the flour. One of the detectives was tlnee feet
from him then and Sweusen Williihe ranldltyofthought drew a pistol and hied. The shotmissed, but while the detective paused only the_.—___ i..iii.i-_wi_--...-m._i.-_-.ai.aaii.a i

shade of a second, the desperate man had
reached the window sill,hurst out the huge pane
and was ready to leap to the ground.

"
Bang,"

went the detective's pistol and Swensen made
the leap. ... ...... \u0084
Isaw at the same time much more than 1havedescribed- Mr. HenulnK lining bis daughter's

limp body and trying to carry itout ot the room;
the negro servant, though called to aid him.

darling out of the door as ifbeside himself with
fright; the young detective, who had uot spoken,
pressing up close to the one who was shot at
and who returned the Are; the young womi—
huddling in oue corner— two with their faces
against the wall and one with her back to theirs,
hiding her eves Willi her hand*.

The shot Sweusen ed buried ItselfIn the door
by which the foremost officer had been standing.
He paused. It seemed to me, as If todetermlno
whether he had been wouuoed. lie reached the
window just as Swensen leaped from the lintel.
He looked out, then locked lut ther out, and then
lie leaped halfway over the sill and looked every-
where—even In the air.

CHAPTEI. 111.
THE SKELETON'S LAST VISIT.

1 was astonished at the sight of Miss Beatrice
llennlng in Forsyi he street, here was no doubt
about it. There she stood, and, more surprising
yet, she was talking to Ella Palmer. And then 1
lelt graleful as Isaw Mr. llennlng holding aloot
from the two, and talking to his coachman, but
evidently wiih only one eye and one ear for the
latter. Ibowed to Miss Heuning and was about
to ask Mr. Kenning

"
What In the world—"

when he Interrupted me."
We're crazy; that's whywe are here," he re-

plied. "llIsn't bad enough that criminals
should come Into my house and turn it Into a
shooting gallery, but we now enter iuto commu-
nication wl'.h irresponsible characters in the
slums.""

But yon are not going to see Swensen—
""

Oh, but 1believe we are to be shown where
he I*. Mydaughter Is set upon it,and ol course
Ihave had to accompany her."

"There is no danger where Iasked her to go,"
said the gliiPalmer. "He wont hurt a flea, lie
hates me worst of all, and 1ami atiald of him."

Miss Palmer snapped her lingers and hissed.
East aide fashion, at a boy-shaped bundle of
rags, as a signal for it to approach. '"Show us
the rose-maker's room," said she.

"Thar you be," said Ihe rags, having led us to
the end of a pitch-dark hall.

A man Inthe end hall-room was talking to a
woman, who was moving from one apartment to
another, He was cursing her. "I till you I
must have whisky,"he said.

"Oh, don't talk like that," said the feminine
voice. Then he cursed and demanded again, and
she made uo answer. We rapped at a door, and
it was opened. Miss Heiiniug swept in
without leave or invitation. The blas-
pheming man In the adjoining room was
screaming In a paroxysm of profanity, and
he heard none of the noise we made. a small
Oatlron shot from Hie door within a foot of Miss
lleitnlng's feet, 1 turned and saw the doctor's

daughter Alice, who looked at me witha piteous
expression of surprise and alarm.

".she'll show you your man," said Ella Palmer,
and withdrew.

"Great heavens?" Isaid. ".Miss Alice, you
here?"

1 saw as one sees without looking, a room
with a bare floor and with pictures cut from
illustrated papers on the walls, board boxes to
the celling, at one side two long tables, and here
and there some stools; but everywhere were
roses— in heaps on the tables, piled on the man-
tel-piece, and in a gorgeous loop depending from
the gas bracket. All were artificial, forIt was

here, as Iafterward learned, that Alice Whitfield
conducted a shop— all unknown to her father—
for making artificial Bowers. Thus she provided
the family with support without injutIng bis
family pride.

Beatrice llennlng strode Into the small room.
and we followed her. There we saw the face of
Swensen above the quilttbat covered bis body
as it rested on a couch. How changed It was.
How the eyes glared. They accounted for his
speech and manner— he was delirious."

ltudolpb,tell me what Iask you," .Miss Hen-
ulng said.

\u25a0"Whisky— Iwant whisky," was his
only exclamation.

"Oh, ltudolpb, I'll help you. I'llhave you
moved. You aie 111."

-lam dying," he moaned ;
"

shot through anrt
through. For heaven's sake give me whisky."
Then followed a burst of the toulest language.
Miss Beatrice quilted the room, uot distracted or
Intears, but with her head held high, and though
her lace was blanched with flashing eyes. "You
will go for the police?'' site commanded rather
than asked of me.

"Mr.Fletcher, what does this mean— are you
going to suneuder liiiu?"' The words were those
of .Miss Alice, standing before me with out-
stretched bund., whose fingers were pressed to-
gether as In prayer, .she continued: "No one
but you and a physician knows be Is here, lie
cannot livemany days— perhaps not many boms.
Let Dime die bare."

A tiiglitfulvolley of vile epithets issued from
an inner room. They were in all probability ad-
dressed to the woman who was defending tbe
millaw; but as the words fellupon thecals of
Miss li.lining her face became a mass of raging
bate. She bounded toward the door, but was
seized and held back by the doctor's daughter.

"Stop!" cued Alice.
"
Idon't know what

cause you have to wish blm 111, but Mr. Fletcher
will tell yonIam the mother of his child—lam
his wife. ItIs formy child that Iplead. What-
ever you know against my husband, Iknow
worse. Whatever he Has dune elsewhere Isnot
likely to equal what he has done to me and mine.
Bui he is dying, and Ihad hoped my child might
live to hear his name no worse stained than it is.
Let tbe man die here out of jail, attended asa
man should be."

Miss Heiiniug touched lier father's arm. He
did not turn bis face. She shook his aim petu-
lantly. Then they both went downstairs, she
lending her father.

"God bless you, Mr. Fletcher," said Miss
Alice. Now go away, dear friend, aud may
what you liave seen be our joint secret."

At the end of the ball, by the street door,
stood i— Palmer with a baud in each pocket of
her sacqtie, stamping her feel like a mau and
whistling."
Ihave a twenty-dollar note here," Isaid,

holdingit up, " and this Is only the beginning of
what 1 willgive you it hi will tell uo one of
what you know," And 1 informed tier of Alice's
baby, and drew such a melting picture lli.it I
realty fancied Hint she was it-tied."Keep your money," said she,

"
I'lluot tell a

soul.""
Thank you," said I.

"Keep your thanks, loo," she retorted. "I
aint worth Iliem, and 1can't stand them. 1like a
blow and a crack with the club, a curse al night
Inthe ls#tuiibelter, because I'm used to it, and
it's part of my business."

ihiee days later there was a knot of white
crape on one of the bell-knobs at the door of tbe
BigBarracks. Alice's boy was dead. The b.
reaved mother put her baud Inmine, and left It
theie, and bowed her bead, despising mere
words. Iopened my mouth, but my heart
closed my speech, and a tear ran down each ofmycheeks. She pressed my hand, and Iunder-
stood that sbe was grateful to me for my emo-
tion.

The doctor's wire caught my eye and seemed
to invite me to her. Imade my way on tiptoe 10
her side.
"IIu«h," she said. "You know the skeleton?

Itconn- and goes, you know. Itwillcome andgo to-night, but never again." This was whis-pered very earnestly and confidentially. "It willcome onlyonce more, to-night, but never again.
Ob, we shall be so happy alter that."

Aliitie laier, as we were all Inthe froul room,
there was a Knock nt the door, and a ragged
bootblack entered with a movement that was
something between leaping aud being thrown for-
ward."l.xcuse me," said aman who appeared at the
otien door, and to whom Ibe boy had evidently
shown the way. "Is this Dr. Whitfield's? I
have aman in the back downstairs. He was af-
ter tellingme to leave him here, and God forgive
him for whal he lias done to me. Bring him up
if he is wanted and let me go."

He went downstairs. A closed carriage stood
at the curb. Alice was hist to look into the ve-
hicle. She drew back, aud grasping my arm,
turned a face distuned with boirnr upon me.
"He Is dead!" she exclaimed. My husband
Is dead. Oh, Mr. Fletcher, what shall we do
vow ?"
Iwhispered to the driver a promise ol money

aud of my company on his box If he would wait
another live minutes. Then 1 led the doctor'sdaughter Intothe house. Itold them thai there
would be a Coroner's inquest, and that if the
body was brought into the house the most sacred
secrets of the family would be made public. X
volunteered to take the remains to an under-
taker's shop, to notify the police, acquaint the
Coroner with all the facts necessary and to
manage that the existence of the widow should
not be disclosed.

Swensen was buried the day after the inquest.
His widow bad hoped that he might be Interred
with her little boy, but the doctor would not, had
that been done, have attended the funeral. The
child was bulled on the afternoon of the day of
the Inquest. The doctor, bis daughter and Iwere lue only mourners. The next day Miss
Alice and 1followed the hearse for the secoud
lime. Site wept bitterly for her little boy on theway to Its grave. And tlio uext day we buried
her husband; she yielded again to excessive
grief. Ispoke a few comforting words, and
found thai all Hie tears weie for her baby boy.
Even when she drew me beside her close to thegrave in which her husband's body bad beenlaid, she told me of the winsome attributes the
child had possessed. Ido uol believe she shed a
tear lot her husband.* * * • • • .-
Ihave determined upon the womanIwant fora wife. 1deliberately started from my tailor's

bands a year ago to get a bride just as Ihad
been getting my meals, my clothes and the work*
men in myshop— to order. Istarted out philo-
sophically aud in cold blood, saying to myself
that 1had the years aud the money and the need
of ahome, now fora wire 1 Without my know-
ingbow it came about, or dreaming that Itevercould, 1have been guided toa familiar spot oft
visited In the past, but always blindly. Certain
bandages have fallen from myeyes and 1see be-
fore me Alice Whitfield. She Is just where she
always

-
was, inher home and at her work, but Isee ber In a new light, which makes her seem uo

longer simply the friend whose sorrow-laden se-
crets have been betrayed to me. The same per-
son is now subordinated to something ethereal,
subtle und magnetic, as If1saw ber through a halo.
Full well1kuow that itIs because love Is looking
through my eyes aud lending me bis slgbt. 1
love her. Does sbe love me? Tbe month ofmy waitingfor her answer willbe up to-morrow.
Wltb itwillclose tbat era Inmy life of which this
Is a history.

{Copyright, ISM. AU rights reserved by Julian
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The Victoria Colonist says: \u25a0 The sloop Annie
owned by ibe smuggler Holte (who was shot aud
killed while resisting capluie) has been taken toPort Townseud where she underwent a thorough
examination. Several secret compartments have
been discovered in the bull, all filled with pure
alcohol. .
\u25a0i. Astrike ofvery richore was make recently In
tbe old Uarron mine at Auberry Valley,Fresno
County. The vein Is ten inches wide and pays
»50_> a tou.

"Swensen made the leap."

**Iram. to speak to ycm.*%

*'
J a/i getting along well in the icorld."

•' Oil," stiid shr, •*you trovght those ladders."

THE CADETS AT
THE BIG GUNS.

Bombardment of the
"

Crow's

Nest
"

From the West Point

Drill-Ground.

AN EXCITING EXPERIENCE.

Over 1000 Pounds of Solid Iron

Shot Sent Whizzing Through

the Air—Firing Practice by Bat-
teries

—
The Most Exciting of All

• the Military Academy Tactics.

F all the drills at the Mili-
tary Academy, that of the
coast battery is tho most
picturesque and interest-
ing. The last drillwas on
June stli. The battery
stands upon a low shore'
's Nest. The day was sul-

ny. -juiuiy a ureatai C air was s.irrmg.
The sun beat hot upon the bosom of the
Hudson. Its rays were reflected from the
surface of the river to tho shore, increasing
if possible the heat of tho battery. Afiring
drill had been ordered at 4 o'clock. Here
is the picture:

The great guns stand, black and grim,
near the bay washing the feet of the dark
green mountain known as the Crow's Nest.
Storm King is outlined against the sky
beyond it. To the right, ten miles across
the blue water, the glittering spires ofNew-
burg are seen. Across the river towers
Mount Taurus, and beyond that Break-
Neck, as wild, rugged and ragged as when
Benedict Arnold lied down the river after
hearing of the capture of Andre.

-loops, lazily drifting with the current,
dot the bosom of the stream. In the far
distance two tugs are pulling a fleet of lum-
ber-laden canal-bouts toward the Tappan
Zee. The heat is intense. Crows sailing
over the west shore flats emit lazy "caws."
and the robins remain silent in the shade.
The hillbeneath the battery Is littered with
sweltering spectators. Among them are
mnny well-dressed ladies. '1hey sit be-
neath the trees, and the play of their fans
is incessant. Knots of cadets offduty are
seen lower down the slope. All eagerly
await the drill.

Suddenly the sharp rat-tat-tat of a drum
is heard. Itcomes from the barracks be-
yond tho esplanade. A moment later a
column of cadets is in sight. Itis the firing
party. Tho boys wear gray jackets and
white trousers. The column moves with
the precision of a machine. Down the
slope it comes carrying the elastic step of
youth. Indiscipline itis perfect. With eyes
rigidly to the front it passes batteries more
dangerous than any coast batteries. They
are batteries of loveliness— maidens, the
file of whose eyes would make the bravest
of men lay down their arms.

Filing to the left, the column is aligned
behind the guns. At the word of command
itbreaks into detachments. Each detach-
ment marches to its cun. There are six
pieces of artillery. The first two on
the right are 15-inch smooth-bores,
and the third, fifth and sixth are
8-inch rifles converted. The fourth is a 13-
--inch mortar. The smooth-bores carry round
shot weighing over 400 pounds. All frown
above the earthworks, black and defiant."

Take equipments," shouts the com-
manding officer.

The equipments hang from the guns or
are fouud upon the chassis, as the cres-
cented railway upon which the breech rests
is termed, lva twinkling the cadets are at
work. Some mount the platforms, while
others are busy below. The excavation is
alive with activity. Tlio gunner stands upon
the chassis superintending the move-
ments around him. lie passes the primer
pouch to a cadet and removes the cover
of the vent. This he places in his own
pouch. Two cadets work the screw and
give the piece an elevation, and all resume
their places.

"Form battery," shouts the commandant.
Itmeans

"
Roll the gun back." The gun-

ner cries,
"

Ingear," and each detachment
is again alive. Handspikes are inserted in
the sockets of the carriages and the axles
are unkeyed. This leaves the cannon free
upon its carriage. A moment later the
gunner shouts "Heave." The wheels re-
volve and the muzzle of the monster is
drawn within the battery. "Halt," cries
the gunner, and the great cannon is brought
to a standstill. Like a flash a cadet throws
an outlying pulley into place. Itis used to
liftthe heavy shot to the muzzle.

-

Then conies the command "Load" from
the officer Incharge. There is renewed ac-
tivityon the part of the cadets, borne dash
to the magazine on the left of the battery.
The tomplon is removed from the muzzle of
each gun and the sponge and rammer are
passed to those on the platform. Two ca-
dets soize ltand swab the gun. They are
hardly through with the job before their
comrades begin to pour from the
magazine. The pointed projectiles are
brought out in long tin pails, while the
shells are carried in three-pronged nippers
likechunks al ice. ln a breath tliopulleys
are at work. They creak as the cadets
draw the missiles up to the muzzles of the
guns. Here they are seized, turned into the
guns and rammed home. There is no con-
fusion. Everything moves like clockwork.
Each cadet knows his place and performs
his duty silently and alertly.

When the guns are loaded the command
"Inbattery" is heard. The wheels revolve
as by magic, and the snout of each piece
peers over the parapet. Allare thrown out
of gear, so as to hold them steady under a
recoil. At the order "Arm," they are
raised and lowered by a ratchet at the
breech, and thrown to the right or left on
the chassis, according lo Uie command of
the gunner. The gunner himself sights the
piece.

'
\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0'\u25a0

The friction primer is inserted In the
vent and everything made ready. Then
comes the order, "Detachment to the rear,
march." As a precautionary measure
against the bursting of a gun, the cadets
abandon the battery while the guns are
being fired. One cadot to each gun, how-
ever, remains. He stands upon the earth
below his gun, lanyard in band, facing to
the rear, right foot forward, .

The battery is now ready for work. In a
clear voice the commandant shout), :\u25a0 "Xo.
1, fire!"

Flame streams Irom the mouth of the
great smooth-bore on, the right. The re-
port Is deafening, and the gun is hidden in
a cloud of smoke. Itwas aimed at a target
painted upon a rock on Crow's Xest, 2100
yards away. As the smoke rolls to the
right those in line with the gun see the
huge round shot weighing 450 pounds sai l-
ing over a deep cut made by the West Shore
Hailroad.

Asecond later it strikes some feet above
the huge white . target chipping the rock
and throwing up a cloud of dust. :-

Atthe same instant a West Shore express
train rounds the point of the mountain and

dashes along the shore of."the upper bay.

She is lost in the cut this side of the target
when \u25a0 the order "No. 2, fire," is given. A
shot of the same size and weight as its prede-
cessor speeds over the bay and the cut and
lands upon the target hundreds of feet
above them.

The dust caused by this shot has hardly
risen when the officer, in command orders
No. 3to fire. Itis the eight-inch rifle gun.
The cadet at her lanyard shuts his eyes,
throws his weight forward and pulls the
string. The gun cracks like a huge rifle.
She sends over the water a solid conical
shot weighing 180 pounds. As it hurtles
over the railroad embankment the shrill
whistle of a locomotive is beard. The ex-
press train emerges from the cut and shoot-
along the shore as though racing for life.
A moment afterward ittakes tige in the
tunnel beneath the MilitaryAcademy."

No. 4, lire!"is the next order. Itis the
thirteen-inch mortar. She spouts flame like
a volcano, and vomits a shell weighing 216
pounds. It flies into the air above the
smoking crater and is seen by every eye.
Inmounting the heavens it describes a par-
abola and finallybegins to fall into the de-
pression ou the "top which gives the moun-
tain its name— Crow's Xest. Before itdisap-
pears itexplodes, tilling the air witha cap
of smoke, which expands and hangs over
the nest for a minute or more.

_Tos. 5 and 6 are eight-inch rifles. The
pointed shot sped from their mouths strike
the target spitefully and damage its face.

The six pieces in this one round have
landed over 1000 pounds of iron upon the
mountain by the use of 104 pounds of pow-
der. The spectators strewn over the hill in
the rear are thrilled with admiration and
wet with perspiration. The cadets con-
tinue at work, however, without regard to
the heat. The gunners sight their pieces
with the utmost care, using their cups to
shield their eyes from the sua. Several
bull's eyes are made.

After more rounds are fired singly an
order to fire by platoons is given. Itis done
in a trim way. Each lanyard is pulled to
tlie fraction of a second, and the reports are
simultaneous. A faint breeze wafts the
smoke to the right, and the three huge pro-
jectiles are seen flying over the cut like a
small covey of quail. They pour uoon the
target en masse and wipe away much of its
face. With the second platoon the mortar
is fired. The huge black shell arises with
such force and on so great a curve that it
passes over the top of the mountain and is
lost to view. Hut the report of its explo-
sion far away is heard and tells that it has
done its work. Twice is the platoon firing
repeated.

The rays of the sun are hotter than ever
when the command, "By battery— fire1"
is heaid. The six monsters belch inunison,
and over sixteen hundred pounds of iron
are sent over the bay in one discharge. The
shell from the mortar mounts the heavens
above the solid shot and again explodes on
the rim of the Crow's Nest. The rever-
berations gitli%reports from the platoon
guns were startling, but these are simply
terrific. They sound like claps of thunder
and come with vivid distinctiveness from
the depths of the mountains.

At the close of the firing the cadets fall
inline, mount the hill and return to the
barracks in charge of their Sergeants. An
hour later they are rushing over the es-
planade at a double quick, after dress
parade. An hour after that, however,
after the sun is down and the evening star
shines over the Crow's Nest, they appear
upon Flirtation walk carrying

'
parasols

nnd wraps and paying loving attention to
t uir fair partners.

Copyright, lx'Jl.

His first ifttru

WailingIn front of Grant Hall

A FLIRT'S LOVE-laK-T-ICS.

Written tor The Sunday Call.
« m

'
OXV orten Ilove to look over

B^""*K Old love-letters, aged and dim.
fl w Here's a bunch that long, long ago•

vi9Itied with a pretty blue string;
But now It's wornout and old,

And the letters are gettingquite gray.
I'lljust read them over again.

Then kiss and put them away.

Here's one from bright Harry Brown-
Ob, dear, be was awfullysweell

I.::,now- he is married, and yet
It's pleasant that sometimes we meet.
Iwonder ifhe is content

With the wife he so hurriedly wed,
Just because Iflirted a hit

With that stupid Jonathan Webb.

This one with arose crushed within
Is from gallantPercy de Vere;

Ob, what fun we had at the springs I
A3 we met there year after year,

lint he spoiled ltall by asking
IfIwould marry bun there,

And, because Isaid
*'

Only a sister,"
He raved Inthe deepest despair.

But this one rolled up in white silk—
Ah,1never unwrap Itssoft folds

But Ithink Ilove Itthe best,
Fur the lovenever was told,

Wy hero lies 'neath tbe deop sea.
And sea-shells cover bis grave,

And the onlytoken of love
Is this note of friendship he gave.

i Once moreImust put them away,
These letters faded and dim.

For Iresh ones are coming to-day
From lords, dukes and coronets thin;

AndIwonder from out of the score
Which one Ishall claim as my fate,

For my visit to Europe this year
Is tomarry before it's too late.•
•**»* *

At last Ihave chosen and wed
Alord of the highest degree-

Bankrupt, of course; but what matter.
He wanted my fortune, not me.

But beuestn my gown or white satin,
AsIstood at the attar so white.

Next my heart was pressed an old letter,
Wrapped up Ina silken foldtight.. ,— Francisco, ./tin'-, _. Dp.i.ma Disannr.

THE ART OF FAST WALKING.
Home Valuablo Hints to Those Who

Want to Make Might Minute Miles.
|*SV£__tSONS who have never been
\_\vjtrained to walk fast generally

Al.V*. quicken tbeir gait by bending for-
ward and lengthening the stride, at the same
time bending the knees very much at each
step, ltis pretty safe to say that no one
can possibly adopt this style and keep a
fair walk at a faster gait than six miles an
hour. The fast walker must keep himself
erect, his shoulders back, and chest thrown
out. He must take strides so quick that
they look short. He must, ifhe expects to
get a good stride, work ins hips consider-
ably, overcoming the sidewise tendency of
the hip movement by a compensatory swing-
ing of the arms. The length of stride
in fast walking is astonishing to those
who look nt it. A little figuring will make
it clear why this is so. There are 1780
yards ina mile, or 1700 strides 3 feet long.
To do a mile in8 minutes a walker must
cover 220 yards a minute, or 11 feet a sec-
ond. Now 220 steps a minute— nearly four
a second— is pretty quick work, as any ono
may discover for himself. Even three steps
a second, or 180 to the minute, seems quick.
The chances are that your 8-minute man,
although his legs move sn quickly that the
steps seem short, is not doing as many ns
200 steps to tlie minute, and consequently
that the stride is at least 3 feet 0 inches.
With a littlepractice a man iifeet high can
easily maintain a 4-foot stride for half a
mile. J.ra^gg__tasff^f__jfffaiyaa^g^tjgg^ggfas^m
ltis true that fast walking is an artificial

gait; but itis also true that practice at fast
walking will quicken a man's unnrtilicial
gait. One who can do his milein 7:30 in

racing trim and on the cinder path can
walk io the street at a six-milegait without
either getting out of breath or becoming red
in the face, and without attracting attention
by any peculiarity of his gait except its
swiftness. Itis a real gain to any man to
be able to walk a mile in ten or twelve
minutes without over-exertion or fatigue;
to be able to walk five orsix miles forevery
four he used to walk without anymore con-
scious effort, and with a sense of"enjoyment
in the mere exercise that he never had be-
fore

The walking records at some of the ordi-
nary distances stand: One mile, timin-
utes, ;20 3-5 seconds,' F. .F. Murray ;two
mi1e5, 13:43 3-5, F. P. Murray; three miles,
21.-09 1-5, F. P. Murray; five miles, 38:0%,
W. H. Purdy ; seven miles, 54:07. E. £.
Merrill:tea miles, 77:40%, E. E. Merrill.—
Walter Shirlaw inHarper s Weekly.

Says the Homer Index::'\u25a0 The great hot springs
on Hie principal Island in Mono Lake never
boiled so fiercely as they do now. The rocks
arouud tbeir craters are unbearable hot for a
radius of mauy yards, while the great volumne
of water flowing from them is always at tbe boll-
lug poiut.

-

HOUSEKEEPING NOTES.
An Interesting Chat With a

Butcher.

f»T is really too bad," said a prominent
_ butcher in one of the city markets to a

J. representative of Tn_ Call, "that so
many women should have the care of a
family without realty understanding how

to make money go as far as possible, and to
prevent waste. As any experienced house-
keeper willtell you, the greatest leakage in
her finances is through the kitchen depart-

ment. Uesides, there is another thing. I

have so often heard some women complain-

ing that their husbands spent so much on
drink. Iam speaking now of those who
have every reason to take care that there is
no waste in their kitchens, anil yet I'llven-
ture to say that if their husbands did drink
a good deal of the reason was because at
home there was not proper foid. Oh, it
makes me angry sometimes when Ithink
of so much good meat being spoiled by too
much cooking, wrong seasoning and care-
lessness. When food is too highly pep-
pered it will make a man desperately
thirsty, and he's bound to take something
to (wench his thirst.

"The reason that so few people like stews

or hashes or sours is because so few people
know how to cook these things well. Most
people think that they can fryor broil or
roast, and they do, but in what a style!
Perhaps you willwonder what concern itis
of mine how the meat is cooked, after I
have sold it and the money is in mv drawer.
Don't you see that by poor cooking poor
cooks can give me and my stock a very bad :
reputation? It's so. Does the lady at her
table slop to think about the fault of the
cook in the kitchen when the steak is tough? ,
No, she simply says to her husband: 'My
dear. Iwish you would stop on your way
downtown to-morrow morning and tell that
butcher that ifhe can't send us better meat
we'll try some one else.' That's how the
tiling works. Of course Ican't sot un a
cooking-school, but 1 often wishImight
take the liberty to smigest that the fault
lies in the ignorance of tlie cook, and not in
the animal from which the meat came. Of
course you must understand that itis very
difficult in the midst of a hot spell to get
really tender meat, lor we do not dare
to keep it on the hooks long enough
to let itgrow tender. liwe did we would
be apt to have a chance to throw it away.
And meat wheu it is too fresh is bound
to be tough. But it is so easy to be a good
cook of meats and, indeed, it is the same in
regard to vegetables. Both require great
heat at first. In tbem both is albumen ;every

one knows what that is, it's like the white
of an egg. This hardens ifexposed to great
heat and so shuts in the juices of the meats
and vegetables. But as soon as this result
has been reached, and it comes ina very
few minutes, a gentle heat is required, or
the men', willbo hard and tough. See how
easy it is to apply this rule. Itit is a roast,
you willput your meat in a very hot oven
for fiveminutes, and then cool the ovea so
that it -ill cook more gently. Nearly all
stoves have a device Dy which the oven can
be cooled off instantly. Iknow that there
are thermometers for attachment on stoves,
on the oven doors Ibelieve, but Ihave
heard that they did not work with satis-
faction; they break too quickly. The good
cook thrusts a bare arm into the oven
and tells 'by the feeling.' Others, also
good Cooks, can determine the effectiveness
of the heat by the rapidity with which a
piece of newspaper thrust into the oven
becomes browned. A roast of meat is a
good ileal of trouble, for after having been
exposed to this great heat, it is very likely
to burn, if not properly watched aud
basted. That is a hot piece of work, blind-
ing aud exhausting to the cook, although
Ithink itis a very appetizing process when
the long spoon turns up the gravy over the
meat, and the rich juice goes sizzling down
in savory steaming rivulets over the crack-
lingcrust. But the best roasted, or rather
baked meat Iever tasted— for allour oven-
cook.-d meats are baked, not roasted— that
requires an open fire, the best Isay, was
cooked in a device that is like,a sheet-iron
box, which is not opened while the meat is
cooking, but simply turned around in the
oven so as to present all sides to the differ-
ent degrees ot heat, Iv this the juices of
the meat rise aud fall upon the crust, thus
doing its own basting, and by this means a
tough piece of meat can be made very

tender.
"ifyou were boiling meat yon would

plunge your legof mutton or corned beef
into boiliug water, and then after a few
minutes push the pot aside and let it
simmer, In the case of a very salt piece of
meat, itmay be put on the stove in cold
Water and allowed to come to the boi), as
the salt keeps the juices in. The best way
to cook salt meat is to pour off the water
and replace itwith fresh water at the boil-
ing point. But meat should never be kept
at the boiling point. I'd as lief eat boiled
shoe-strings as a leg of mutton when un-
properly cooked."

But itis in regard to frying that good
meat suffers most. A half-wanned pan and
poor drippings are answerable for much of
the dyspepsia that we hear about. The pan
should be very hot, the fat must smoke be-
fore the meat is put iv, so that by quickly
cooking the outside yuu keep the juices in.
Do you know bow the best broiled meat is
cooked? It's by Pierre Blot's famous re-
cipe. Afrying-pan is heated red hot and
then wiped over witha piece of suet, the
steak, the chops or the piece of fowl
whisked in and covered witha tin pan or
pot-cover, uncovered only to turn the meat;
seasoned, and served with butter, itis de-
licious." ——————————————.

THE 'iJ-AYKLKK'STREE.

ItFamishes Fresh Water for Those Who
Are Thirsty.

;T_'jEUROPEAN traveler, on his way
\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0litiX \u25a0;__ from the coast of Madagascar to the
4.___. capital in the interior, was suffering
from thirst, and finally asked one of the
natives ofhis party to hunt for a spring or
water-course."

There is neither within ten miles," re-
plied the native.

"But," he added, with a
smile at the traveler's expression of despair,"

we can have water any time you wish it."
He then conducted the white man to a

group of tall, palm-like trees, standing ina
cluster on the edge of the forest, with
straight trunks and bright green broad
leaves growing from the opposite sides of
the stalk, and making the tree appear like
a meat fan. The white man gazed admir-
ingly at the tree.

"Youthink it is a fine tree," said the na-
tive, "but1willshow you what it is good
for."

He pierced one of the leaf-stems at the
point where it joined the tree with his
spear, whereupon a stream of clear water
spurted out, which the European caught in
his water-can and found cool, fresh and ex-
cellent to drink.

The party having satisfied their thirst
and taken supper, the native who had
spoken went on:

"This tree, which is good for us in more
ways than one, we call Hie traveler's tree."

"But where does the water come from
that this tree contains?" asked the whiteman. "Is itfrom the soil?"

"Oh, no," said tho native. "The leaves
drink in the rain that falls on them, and
when ithas passed all through them it be-
comes very pure and sweet."— Louis

Democrat
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MISCELLANEOUS.

liiltgcpiuiioS
May Ec Obtained by Every Healthy Woman.

jggßfo.. MRS. GRAHAM'StIBS,CUCUMBER

M^d&ELDER FLOWER
&WJD CREAS-!

J*tixaA-*j _4A-. ____
\u25a0___ TJsed by All.

The lady Is much mistaken who thinks she has
-

thoroughly cleansed her face because she baa just
washed It with water and soap. To prove lt—let her
then use a little CUt'l-ll!]\K AND £__I>___t
iv>\vk:;CIIEAM,by iiimhii- it thoroughly in the
skin and then wipingthe face well with a ton el. Tho
result— as seen 011 the towel—proves it. Soap and
water scarcely remove the Impurities from the sur-
face of the :skin ; they never penetrate and cleanse
tbe pores; besides, soap Is a caustic, and dries and
withers and turns the skin dark. Indeed, many em-
inent dermatologists go so far as to declare that a
woman should never apply soap and water to her
face Ifshe wishes to preserve a fresh complexion
and youthful api earanct*. __

CUCUMBEK AND ELDER FLOWER CREAM
possesses all the pnrirylng and cleansing finalities
possible, ltIs composed of milk of almonds, juice
ofencumbers and extract or elder flower, and con-
tains no vaseline, glycerine, animal fat or other sub-
stance which won d Id any way dry, wither or
darken the skin or cause a growth of hair on the
face. It13 neither greasy, clammy nor sticky, lt
renders the skin beautifully pure, soft and ofa
satin-like texture and bloom, keeping it tree fiom
wrinkles, and youthful looking.

No lady's toilet is complete without It.
Trice per Bottle 91.00

Mrs.Gervilse Graham, at her establishment at 103
Tost at., treats ladles Cot moles, blackheads, pim-
ples, freckles, moth patches, rough or stippled or
too oily skin, for undue redness of the skin, forsu-
perfluous hair, for gray or falling hair, fox the eye-
brows and lashes, tor undeveloped forms, for too
much or too little flesh, and all other blemishes of
face or figure. She occupies the whole buildingso
that ladles who call willmeet no one bat Mrs. (.ra-

bam's lady patrons. Su tf

ON EXHIBITION THIS WEEK.
A Young; I.ady with One Side of Tier Face

Cleared of Freckles, Other Side as It
Win. Ladies Should Not IIUs This ?>_>-
portunity of Convincing Themselves
That Mine. Ituppert's \V< r'-d-Ui-nowned
Face Bleach willDoAllAdvertised.

MME.A. RUPPERT'S WORLD-RE-
NOWNED FACE BLEACH

IS NOT A COSMETIC, BUT A THOROUGH 4

cleanser of the complexion, having the same ef- \
feet on the race as our wearing apparel, by friction,
has on the rest of the body, thus gently removing
the dead, callous cuticle that covers the pores,
cleansing the latter of all poisonous flllltigs and
drawing from beneath the skin allImpurities or dis-
coloration* that have beeu accumulating there for
years. Having this action, it cannot fail to clear
any Bkinand remove entirely freckles, moth-patch,
black-heads, chronic pimples, eczema, acne, rough-
ness and any decolorations or blemish of the com-
plexion. Face.l.loach has been thoroughly tested;
horrible complexions cleared by its us. for publio
inspection. Face Kleach sent to any address on re-
ceipt of price: one bottle, *-*;three bottles (usu-
allyrequired to clear the complexion), $_ Send
4cents tor postage for complete particulars and
catalogue of wonderful Face Jilcach. MADAMSA.
KU_J-CUT, 121 Post street, rooms 7 and 8.

.29 lt

TO THE YOUNG FACE

POZZOI-I8
ES3SJSBCTBBg_aEagB.ssag.CT

MEDICATED

eOiPLEKIOW
___\\\_^_\\_^__f____________________________J m_____r'

POWDER
Gives fresher Charms, to the

old renewed youth.

TRY IT.
SOLD EVERYWHERE.

mrll lyToTttSq

A Skin of Beauty Is s Joy Forovtr.
DR. T.FELIX OIIIKAID'S

.-.Oriental Cream, or Magical BeantiOer»
—\u25a0 J __*3__lw. Removes Tan, Pimples.

«*53 =- j3_i____ freckles. Moth - Patches,'*• __, "5 ____________&_ _t3 ''a*1' and skin diseases,
as£ .-_: t___9__^xt_J_ii'i^ every blemish on
!T_ai „_: S___S->_T ___ beauty and da-
Si*_S o flHF'^riat; _-^i'l';, detection.
S_ -3 3KS %3r _S.# (,n l" virtues
£<!§. IF-L'_!' IS-?

"
tfrtlha

_»-__—" *^-_. __^ years: no other
£>iys, w_. '**__- sfl has, and is so

_r^_jssl*"- ___»
"'

a _y*L XI harmless w a

aa_i»^^_— _^
__-__!__!->_r \ Bllre"ls •",ro»

>"

f _S"r!'*i_r__—s__^_ f 1 cept no cour_-
Iterfeit of sinil-

_£sS___3t_s.*-?%« J l"name. The
t.*'—tlSv? __—&"*\u25a0"*-s-aT^ dlstingulshed
*^it.-_j__n_—i^fei'aS.'i.—i Or. '- A. Saver

salt! to a lady of "c /tout ton ta patient): "A* you
ladies xrlllxtte them. Ireconxinriut 'Gourilurfs (Yearn'
as the least harmful of all skin preparations." One
bottle willla,tsix months, using Itevery day. Also
I'ou.tre Stti.tlie removes superfluous hair without
injuryto the skin.
FEUD T. HOI-INS,I'rop'r, 37 (sre»t Jones. St., N.T.

lorsale byall Drugzlsls and Fan* ...... Dealers
throughout the U.... (.'ana'tias anti Europe.

MrBeware of Base imitations. »10(K) Reward
•or arrest and proof of any one selling; the same,

mr3o SuMo tip ly

FASHIONABLE HAIR.
-m__m_\t _a___j'__t__ We wil m:i '\u25a0 -'"\u25a0d

-'80 relta-

m
_t_^y\___^^___\_>i l,! parties tl_.roa3__.out the

_____P-__Q-__r i____\u25a0__! *3__
* '''*'- *

..>"-\u25a0 'or ai'proTaL
..P-Stx^-r*^'^! <rSff^ I'ho newest styles a. best
fc_XafeiaM|_^ 1 of c**(.1. at lowest pri.***.
__Nsc___k^^

\u25a0 KB*^-?. No money required until
*» \ tbey are n?ceive<l. No ohll-

gggga'i* lr^ panon to keep _•< <}* Ifmi-

igjp^V* fT natTTsTsstTnT ->*;-J ftH-circ.

JT \ ) JOHN MEDINA,

/ itostiMi. .lla.H.
myIS S.i tow iny_6 Mocow lvGt*

LADIES,
A BOON FOR YOU !

ACCOMPLISHED ATLAST.

Absolute safety and the most perfect methed
-Dr.J. W. Kirkwooi's Ladies' Scientific Suo-
tion and Force Syringe. ABosn to Ltdie?.

Indorsed by physicians and enthusiastically
recommended by t__e who have used it.

Descriptive circulars s_nt on plication ts

any one sending their address and stamp.

Price, Jj}t3.

KIEKWOOD HARD BUBBEB CO., Murphy
Building. Booms 123 and 124, No. 1236 Mirhet
street, San Francisco.

Lady Agents wanted inevery town.

jeS SnTn tf \u25a0

TO WEAK MEU
Buffer. from tho eOects of youthfulerrors, early
decay, wasting weakness, lost niauhood. etc.. 1win
send a valuable treatise tsealt*»l. containing fullparticulars forhome cure, FKKE of charge. A.
splendid medical work:should be read by every
man who hi nervous and debilitated.

-
Addr*__

Prof. F.C. FOWLER, a-Oodus,Cot_n*
apd wy ly•

'
\u25a0__!

____ SEVEN SIST.SS WITH TH*IBMSIH.M.OIT_ft_t_ '
\u25a0 fej, \u25a0tsuTiroi. aaia

—
CaVlWl.B- USING, ««93

HAIR-CROWER.
Seven Sutherland Sisters' Scalp-Cleaner is the only

Dandruff Cure. For shampooing ithas no equal. .
:. Prices— llalr-Grower »1,six bottles for$5: Scalp-
Cleaner, 50c.

"•
.."'•'.

SEVEN StTHEEIaAND SISTKRS, sole manufac-
turers and .proprietors, 834 Market street. San
Francisco, Cal '..'.'"\u25a0\u25a0'.

Main office,18 West Fourteenth street, New York.
No charge to see the Seven Sutherland

'
Sisters.

Consultation free. jeZ9 Jy2 2t

OADWAY'S
fa B B___H 2____i m

An excellent and mil. Cathartic. rely
Vegetable. Taken .rrlinc to directions
restore health and renew vitality.

-
l'rlce, J&o a Has. Sold byalldruKSists. ,sel lySuM


