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THE s

Count Joz-i and Count Felix Kanlinski
were strikingly unlike as they stood side
by side in the dosrway of Count Balinsky’s
large reception hall, in which the guests
were at that moment dancing a lively ma-
zurka., This evening the brothers were,

for a wonder, enjoying the same scene, and

both were admiring the two belles of War-
saw—Doris and Marya Balinski. It wasan
oven secret in this year of 186— that these
two were the most favored among the
suitors of the beautiful sisters.

“This evening shall decide my fate,
Felix,” said the light-hearted Jozsi, “*and

1 advise vou to try your luck at the same |

time.”

«] nave everyintention of doing so,” an-
swered Felix gravely, as his eyes followed
a soft eloud of wnite muslin which ‘period-
ically passed before him.

“suppose the o'd Count says no to ug?”’
51;;;9-’:0’(1 Jozsi.

*Then Ishall remain unmarried. The
naxt dance is at hand, Jozsi, vou had bet-
ter go and zeek your partner.”

“If 1 were to stand and look on all the
evening as you do, Felix, I should be mad
with jealousy,” renlied Jozsi, jaughing
and moving off. *“Yonr grave face, how-

ever, would frighten tbe bees from any |
flower if you stood by, so I doubt if the!

lively Doris will say ves."”
Wheun the ball was over, Count Balinski
went to see his two daunghters in the very

small drawing-room, where they were
eagerly talking to their partners with
their aunt who had brought them up.
The old wman’s face wore a slightly
troubled expression, though at the
same time a smile varted his lips
as he looked at tne two girls whose

beauty was the talk of the town. -He had |

every reason to be a proud father, for

Doris at that moment looked like some sea- |

nvmph in her white and silver dress.
Doris was her father’s darling, for though
Marya was very nearly as beautiful she
was much more shy and retiring than her
livelv sister. -

*“Well, children. I hope you have en-
joved your vall,” said the Count. *I
should prefer a guieter life, for such maa
freaks always brings misfortune.”

“Aond what misfortune makes you smile,
little father?’” said Doris, linking her
hands round her father’s arm. *‘Itcan’t
be a very serious one.” Marya blushed as
if she were a little conscious of the coming
misfortune.

*“1T'his is the second
month that I have had to face somebody’s
lovers,

“AMine or Marya’s, dear father?” said |

Doris, laughing.

*“Itis a double misfortune; but I must
treat all these men alike, and send them
about their business.”

“And suppose we tried to guess the
pames?” said Doris.

“Fie, Doris!”’ said her aunt, “A Ba-
iinem”does not throw herself at a suitor’s
head.

**Would it be better to say ‘yes’ blindly, |

dear aunt?” retorted the uiere.
*“Don’tscola the child,” said the Count,
issingz the forrhead over which ®the soft
hair curled like miniature foam-waves.
“Two sunitors are persistent in their
wish to win you, Doris; how am I tode-
cidel”

**That is amusing.
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Now,.dear aunt, have

you not often boasted to us of your lovers; |

why must Marya and I be less fortunate?
But Marya is wiser than I am; she will
have a larger choice.”

‘*At present mv Marya has but one: but
he, too, will take no refusal.””

Marya’s filush told plainly she knew the
name of her lover.

“*As for you, Doris, Prince Aivazowsky, |

»

the' Russian, declares—
Doris suddenly drew herself up like a

wave that rises before striking the rocky

shore,

“Never!” she said, as she clenched her |

right hand. *I am
daoghter. But what
other lover, papa?”’

“Felix Kavlinski says—""

*Wha: does Felix say?” Doris pre-
tended te smooth down the soft muslin of
ner bodiee, whieh looked like the plumage
of a dove.

““Ah! Felix is like
domineering, immovable. He says—

*I have no patience with Felix’s absurdi-
ties,” said the aunt.

“Well, Felix says?” repeated Doris.

“*“That you must marry him.”

Aunt Anna elevated uead, eyes and
hands.

“*And vou answered, papa?”

‘“I'hat no Balinski had ever done any-
thing for a must.”

Doris laughed again, such a jnyous,
ringing, soft laugh, waich was terribly in-
fertious.

“Well, then, that is a settled thing,
papa. Ishall be the first Balinski who
does something for a must. In this case [
shall be original.”

*Indeed, papa, she must not marry
him,” says Marya, eage i1, though in her
sweet, low tones. *Pay |say no. Don’t
von see that she does not understand him?
.i6zsi says that his brother does not love
Doris as much as—""

a Polish nobleman’s

But Doris soon stopped her sister’s
words with kisses.
**Hush, you dear, foolish thing! We see

how Jozsi easily turns you around his
little finger with his fine phrases.
and papa both know very well that I love
Felix better than anybody in the world,
and neither of you will say no to him.
Jesides, | know you quite well, papa; 1
believe that both these lovers are now
waiting for us in the library, and that you
have already said yes. Speak the truth,
cunning iittie father.”

Tbe old Count laughed and his sister
protested.

““Anyhow, Doris, T expect you to say no
to Felix. It is quite true, he is too nroud.”

“How badly vou pretend, papa! Your
heart tells vou I will marry no one but
Felix. You might as welljexpect Marya to
accept Vacslav Brozik as —” .

*“Well, well, come along. Modern days
are bad days. Young people manage
their parents, Ab, Doris, 1 wish you
woul!d have married that rich Englishman
last year, and that he had taken you right
out of our poor country,”

Ten minutes later Doris was alone with
Felix in the big library, for the impetuous
Jozsi had disappeared with his Marya into
the empty danecing-room, while the old
Count bad gone back to Lis sister to talk
over the inevitable double wedding.

In the library the fire burned low, for it
was lale. A suspended lampswunggently
to and fro, and the deep shadows lay
athwart the far corners of the room. It
was but this very partial light which
served o illuminate the face that had the
power to fascinate Doris, Her lover held
her two hands in his, and for a few
mn;nen!s gazed at her in silence; at lasthe
saia:

“Doris, you have come to say yes.”

“Yes,” said Doris, almost under her
breatnh. Her lover had noteven kissed her,
and she, this Doris who was admired by so
many, would, bad she dared, have fallen
ai his feet.

“Do you know what vour ‘ves’ means,
Doris? Do yon know that I love vou with
» love stiong and powerful, such as all the
Kaplineki possess; that 1 wounld die for
vou without a murmur; that every hair of
vour head is sacred to me; that I have
never looked at another woman since love
for vou entered into my heart when [ was
ri mere lad? Do you know that, Doris?
Tell me.”

“Yes, Feli®,” she answered, “I know it.”
~ Do you know, too, that your happiness
is precious to me; that you need sunshine,
and that as my wife you shall haveit, even
though 1 am grave and silent as all true
Poles must be; but that I wish you to be
happy in your own way? 1 shall love you
only the mora becauss of your bright
laughter. You will never nave to fear my
jealcusy—a hateful word beiween a man
and Iis wife—because the woman 1love,
Doris, eould not betray me. Do you ub-
derstand?” ;

**Oh, Felix, the woman who loves you
could not be false to you. [ have never
Joved but you ever since the day when
was a girl, and you took my hand and
asked me if I werea true woman, Fellx,

ic was enough: yon have known my heart
was yows, though you have never said a

word.”
*Yes,” he said, almost humbly, *Yes,

ECOND PLACE.
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| Doris, 1 have known it, and it hasfnade
| me what I amn—sirong in love.”
“You never doubted me, did you?"”
“Never once. But stop, Doris; that is

not enough. Before we pledge curselves 1
| must tell you—you know it; but once, and
| once only, wa must speak cf it to each
other, then never acain. Beecause 1 love
| Yyou it is a secret between us, a secret of
| which you must not even think. You
| know how I love vou if no one else does;

but, Doris, you know I love another still

bettar. 1 love her with a love which is my

life. I must do her bitding always; for
| her 1 must sacrifice what I iove next best—
| You, Deris.” §
There was a low sob heard in the roem.
|  “Hush—hush, Felix. I know it. You
| love her best, vou are hers; but after her
! Tam yours. Iamecontent. [would rather
ilw your serond love, your slave, Falix,
|

than the spotled darling of any other.”

*'See, till [ dia her name must be always
part of myself.” He hastily pulled up his
velvet coatsleeve, and in the dim light dis-
nlayed some taitooed letters on his arm.
Doris stooped down and kissed the name
of nis beloved and her rival.

“Poland!” she said. “Felix, 1 know it.”

“But when I am dead, then let them en-
grave the name of Doris upon me. Now,
my love, it is not too late to draw back.
Do yvou repent? 1 have hidden nothing
from you.” :

Doris raised herself on tiptoe aund put
her two arms around her lover’s neck and
! laid her head upon his breast.

“Felix, there is no drawing back, Iam
qguite happy. I am vour slave—and hers.”

Tnep, and then only, did Felix kiss his
, love’s pure forehead, and Doris knew that

all the love her hero could give her was 1
| hers, and she would not have exchanged it |
for a crown and a king.

When the four lovers met again Doris
was all sunshine and smiles, and no one |
but Felix eould have guessed her capable |
of the scena she had just gone through.
Shy, blushing Marva and her Jozsi had
behiaved in a much more extravagant
manner, and as the sisters retired to bed
she exclaimed :

“Doris, darling, I wish your lover were
| more like mine. Felix is so cold, so re-

served, I don’t believe he loves vou half

enough.”
Doris only langhed as she answered :
“Ana 1 Dbelieve yours loves you too
much to last. At least he loves vou too
much to love Poland eapugh.”

| there hanged on a gibbet.

CHAPTER IIL

Such a fete had never before been wit-
nessed in the castle of the Kaplinski, just |
| ontside Warsaw; and how the neighbor- |
| hood gossiped when the invitations were |
sentround! By her own dependents the |
Countess Doris was adorsd, but evil |
tongues enjoy poisoning or trying to |
poison the sweetest lives. These evil |
speakers said the Count led a miserable |
life; if he appeared atthe splendid par- |
ties given by bis young wife, it was but to |
lock gloomily jealous. and, indeed, said |
they, she preferred giving ber entertain- \
ments without his help. That her conduet |
was suspicious was easily proved, for |
Count Jozsi and his wife no longer visited
at the castle: but the proverbial beauty of |
the Countess gathered together a host of ]
i adventurers, > ; l
| Count Kaplinski’s wife might be slan- |
| dered, but her invitations were eagerly |
i songht after and her friends knew well |
! enongh that with all her merriment and |
her balls and parties Doris was as proud as |
{ the Kaplinski themselves, and what more
| conid be said? t

“Prince Otte, you are not dancing. That |

' is not allowed here. have a young |
| consin who dances divinely; let me intro- |
| duca her to you.” '

“I would rather wait till—" bagan thei
Prince, with a look of admiration. |

“Don’t wait for me, if that is your de-
sire. I am engaged for every dance.”

“Every dance?”

“And who is the fortunate individ nal?”

*My cousin, Stanislas Radakowaski.”

““A mere youth from college,” said the
Prince, with a touch of scorn.

*Yes, that makes him all the more !
charming. Itis his birthday and he loves |
dancing passionately and so do I. [He
does not think of his partner, only of his |
steps, €0 to dance with Stanislas is
heaven!”
Doris ;had been married a year. A year! |
| It seemed at ones like a day aod . life- |

time. Every moment had seemed precious !
| to her, even though many of them had not

been spent with Felix. {
he was much away, but his wife never |
asked him any questions as to his move- |
ments. Her trost was perfect. She knew |
that when it was possibie he was with her. ‘

This very morninz he had gravely kissea |

her lips, and she had trembled a little. |
| He did that so seldom. Ie had said but |
two words, but they had echoed all aay in
her ears: **Doris, my wife.” That from

Felix meant such words of trust and love.

She—light-hearted, merry Doris—had suc-

ceeded in making Felx happy, and that

was enough happiness for her. All others
were as trampled dust compared with

Felix.

Young Stanislas suddenly recalled her
from her reverie.

| “Cousin Doris, just one more dance
| with vou. You dance nearly as well as
| Bettina.”

{  *“Who may she ba?”

“My Italian master’s daughter.

”

“Silly boy! She is not as beautiful as [
am, and cannot dance half as well. I will
givae you this dance on condition that you
do not flirt again with Bettina. Remem-
| ber, you are a Balinski.”

Stanislas hesitated, then he lookea at
Doris.

*Cousin Doris, you are right.
been a fool. Well, let us dance.’

It was 11:30 when Stanislas went to cool
himself in a conservatory, and overheard

| these seraps of conversation:

*““I'ne Rzad decreed it, and that eounncil
takes no excuse. The Stiletcziki are
chosen by lot; there is no appeal against
that choiee. No one knows friends from
foes: the Russians have spies everywhere.

| Yen: but Nieroslawski is biding h1s time,
| in the meanwhile his friends must do the
| work—and suffer for it. Well, my patriot-

ism does not go so far. Then the fightis a
| high one this time? So they say.”
| Just at 12:15 Stanislas pushed his way
| through the crowd till he was close to
! Doris.

On the contrary, ‘

She

I have

i “Cn'-'usin Doris,” he whispered. “Come
| here.
*Where?”

“Iu the new co
to see you there,”
“A man! Let him wait.”” But Stanislas
{ took ner arm as 1f to waltz with her.
{~ **Hueh; say nothing, but follow me.”
| Sne followed him, clenching her right
['hand, a way she had of showing Lier secrat
i divxr;lensure. What man dared send for
her?
| “Here he is,”” said Stanislas: then he
| whispered: *He is one of the Stileteziki.”
| Doris became calin and composed. She
! had once before seen this short, dark indi-
| vidual walking with her husband,
| “Speak quickly,""she said, *‘my guests
| are waiting for me.
| *Tne Count sends you this note, You
are to read it alone in my presence.”

“Go, Stanislas,” she said firmly, *I
| must do exactly as Felix tells me. He will
| be Lnck very soon now. Why does ne
write?”’

She unfolded a tiny note and read:

“Poland. Remember—we have failed.
I am taken sword in hand." Reward the
| messenger. Doris—my wife.
| 'I'nis was all, and the messenger had
risked his life 1n bringing it to her.

Doris stood quite still for a moment as if
she had been a lovely toe. There was
notone tinge of color on her cheeks, and
her hands were like ice to the touch.

Then suddeonly life rushed back. She
raised her hands, unclasped & diamond
brooch from her bosom, and plunged the
pin into her soft white arm: then she let
the red drops fall on the other half of the
paper. Tearing this off she handed it and
thie brocch to the man before her.

‘*T'ake them; the brooch is valuable.
Give this paper to my husband if it is pos-
sible. Ile will npderstand. Stanislas!”
she called, and Stanisias came hastily to
her side. /

“*Cousin. Doris, I know; the news has
come. Don’t go back there; all the people
are hastening away, They are afraid of
being found herg,’”

pservatnry. A man wants

**So much the better. I need not dismiss
them. Take this key of the small back
gate and let out the messenger; then leave
we. [shall go to Warsaw to-night.”

But the messenger stopped her.

“*For the love of vour husband do not
show yourself in Warsaw. The trial is
taking place this evening; there will be
no justice shown—there is none for our
unhappy country.”

Doris waived him away imperiously.
Even before she got back to the hall it
was empty, for to be found in the house
of a conspirator might mean death or
exile. For a moment the young Countess
stood alone in the Dig hall full of lights
and flowers, and, looking up, she saw

her own figure retiected in a large
mirror, round whiech beautiful exotics
wera grouped. She raised her arms

and clasped her hands over her head
as if to ease s 'me physical pain, but in
trutn she was quickly making her plans
and dectding what line to follow. Sud-
denly she dropped her arms and murmured
almost uncounsciously, ““Doris, my wife.”
She had no more time for thoughi, for she
had much to do. Running upstairs with
the light step that for the last year had
sounded like music to Felix, she rang for
her maid. .

“Make haste, Nicoline, feteh me your
dark pelisse; no one must know me.,”

“ADb, madame,” said Nicoline, bursting
into tears, **'we know—every one knows the
noble Count is a prisoner.”

““I'he Count has done his duty, and now
I must do mine. Come with me; we have
much to do. If influence can avail there
is yet nhope. 1f my father were weil—but
he 1s il’, and has lost his memory—he can-
not help me.”

By 10 o’clock the next morning the fate
of the conspirators was known. ‘They
were to receive no mercy. The suspected
ringleader was not to be found, bu: three
of the foremost members of the secret
couneil, among whom was Felix, were to
be led 10 one of the public squares and
They were to
walk to the place of execution barefooted,
iu their shirts, and a black veil thrown
over them, in this manner undergoing the
same death as a parricide.

“Nicoline, do you understand?” said
Doris, for one moment breaking down.
“They are going to kill my husbhand!
They will not even grant him a hero’s
death: they will oot listen to me. I have
but one hope left, I must go to Prince
Alvazowsky.”

*“You will not go to him, dear mistress?”’
said Nicolive, who had always lived with
Doris.

“I must go. Bring me my velvet dress
and make me beautiful, Nicoline. The
wife of Felix Kaplinski must be fittingly

| dressed.”

Nicoline had but to obey, and very soon

the two women again started for Warsaw |

in a closed carriage.

It was a lovely summer’s morning. The
Prince was reclining in the veranda of his
ecountry house—once the residence of a
Polish nobleman—when his servant an-
nounced that the Countess Kaplinski de-
sired to speak to him. The Prince rose
quickly and tlirew away his cigar. He
bad guessed Doris would come and he was
going to revenge himself for the past. le
walked into bis reception-room and found
her standing by & large armechair. Her
hand was restiog on the back ot it, and
she lonked very beautiful, with a bright
color in her cheeks.

*You know all,”” said Doris. *‘1 do not,
for the Count never spoke to me of his
affairs, but I have come to you, I’rince, to
ask you to save him. You know he is a
patriot whose name will live; you cannot
let pim die. You must speak to the Czar;
you must.”

Perhaps Doris had never looked more
lovely than at this moment. 7The Prince
resoiutely turned his eves away.

“Forgive plain speaking, Countess Kap- |
linski, but I cannot save your husband.
Heis a traitor to the Czar. If you had
been wise you would have kept him out of
polities, and for your sake most men would |
discard visions.”

“] married him because he would not
discard them,” said Doris, proudly.

The Prince shrugged his shoulders.
“Then you must accept the conse-
quence.”

Doris, with a spontaneous motion, held
out her hands as if to emphasize her
words,

*“Nn, Iean not, I ean not. Frince, listaen,
You said once you loved me. Was it me
yon loved, or merely my beauty? Don’t
you see that 1 loved Felix with a love that
prevented my thinking of any one else? |
[f you had married me, you would have |
married a woman without asoul. Mysonl |
must have gone wherever Felix was, Itis ]
with him now; it is in his prison; I see|
him as plainiy as I see you: 1 see his dear |
face, brave and resolute as ever. He is |
thinking of me, byt hie thinks first of Po- |
land. I have told you this becanse you will
naderstand. You have a noble nature, |
though somotimes you hide itaway. I must |
go, 1 nave much to do, but my pleading wili
ring day and night in your ears as loag as
Felix is alive ; and if he dies, and you have |
done nothing for him, then Prince Alva-
zowsky, vou and I can never meet again, |

not even in heaven.”
The Prince stooped and kissed her hand,
as was customary, but he said nothing as
Doris retired, to find her faithful maid
waiting for her below.

“Now, Nicoline, take me to your mother.
No one must know where I aw.”
Nieoline’s mother was a washer-woman
just ontside thetown. The carriage drove
right through Warsaw, crossing the great
Place Sigismund, adorned with its colossa.
statue, and going toward the Zameck, that
royal castle overlooking the towun, paused
at the foot 5f the nill. There the two
women got down, and now no one would
have recognized Doris attired in a beas-
ant’s petticoat, and with her beautiful
face stnined with walput juice and hidden
by a hood.

When they reached the washer-woman’s
miserable dwarek Nicoline introduced the
Countess and bade her mother keep the
secret. o

“Do not be afraid of me,” said Doris
with a smile. *I have come to work for a
week. I must wash and iron, so that at
the end of that time no one shall recoznize
my honds or suspect that I am Doris Kap-
Jinski, and then I shall mix with the peo-
ple and see him again i(—""

She was not brave encugh to finish.
Deepdown in her heart she knew there
was hardly a shadow of hope for Felix,
but sha must see him once more,

So she patiently stocd at the washtub
and learned to scrub. Nicoline dared not
stay all day because of the neighbors, but
she came every evening to undress her
mistress and to make her as comfortable
as was possible in the cottage; but Doris
seemed only anxious about the roughness
of her hands and how to procure old
clothes from the Jews’ quarter. The
women who came into the dwarek gos-
siped about the prisoners without lowering
their voices, for they had the impression

that the new girl-helper was dqeaf
and dumb. She never s8voke, 8o
the 1idea was easy to keep up.

For Doris the days dragged on, sometimes
slowly, at other times the minutes seemed
to fly. All night, lying in her poor bed,
she would moan softly to herself; some-
times she tried to nray, but there was only
one word she could say—*‘Felix.”

The crowd gathered thickly along the
sireets where the procession of patriots
£0ing to their doom was known to be com-
inz. The officials had placed mounted
soldiers 1o push back the too eager citi-
zens, but like flies on n dead carcass they
gathered again immediately. Foremost
among them was Doris, looking like some
EYDSY peasant. She could not be driven
away. The awful gibbet erected in the
Square of Sigismund fascinated her, for
she must ses him once more, even if only
for a moment; even it only to call him by
his name. He must look at her; he would
knpw:her through any disguise.

Suddenly a murmur arose,
coming: the vrocession of sha
proaching. Doris pressed for
less of the rough men who elbowed her:
heedless even of the cries of **For shame,
for shame! Brothers, let us rescue them.”

**Clear the place!” cried an officer, dash-
ing up on horseback and speaking to an
aid-de-c mp. *If they attempt a rescue
we shall be ruined.”

_'{‘Ihotre vivns a st_n;lnpe(de.
withstand horses’ hoofs. Drive
force into a side street, Doris p'.lﬂé’;::, 2,’;
instant, then rushed forward again. Sne
pushed Ler way to the frontrow: there
she half saw some black moving figuyes,

They were
me was ap-
ward, heed-

No crowd ean

Doris actually smiled,

and held out her arms towara them, blﬂ‘l

| path.

| drageed forward.

| prisoners were to

“Back, there, impudent hussy! Traiiors
want no sympathy !”’

“Let me go. Letmego,” ecried Doris
frantical'v. *I must ses them.”

“Must!” He rode straight at her, and
with a ery Doris fell; but as she fell she
caught sight of a tall figure draped in
black, a rope round his neck, and bare,
bruoised fest,

“Felix!” she called, and again she
stretched out her arms and then remem-
bered no more, for she fainted dead away.

A long time af:er some one fell over her
and she opened her eyes. \

**What’s this? Get up, girl. What, drunk
at middav? For shame

“For heaven’s sake, tell me, is 1t over?"
Am I too late?” >

“Too late! Over! Why, yes, an hour
ago. The brave men never flinched; they
mounted the steps of the scaffold without
a word.”

“All of them?”

“Ay. Count Kaplinski was the last and
the proudest, lie gazed round as if look-
ing for—"’

Doris stared hard at the speaker.

**Go on,” she said

*“*He wanted to speak, but theexecutioner
seized him.” 3

*“How dared be touch him?”

Daris’ lips were deadly pale.

*“The hangman gave the sizn—"’

Doris rose to her feet and proudly raised
her head as she said:

“1 know the Countnever uttered a word,
he never made one struggle. You lie if
you say the contrary!”

“That’s true, never a word, but at the
moment of death—""

*He called for his wife and she was not
there. Oh, heaven!”

*I couldn’t hear what he asked for, but
suddenly the Russian Prince Alvazowsky
rode up and waved a letter to stop the
execution. The Czar had reprieved the
prisoner—not death, but exile ino Siberia.
Faith, I wouldn’t have chanced.”

“Not death! Not death!” cried Doris,
throwing back her hood. ‘**Say it again.”

“Yes, not deatli; but they say the Count
murmured, ‘It was easier to come herethan
to go there’—but, merciful heavens, what
is tha matter?”

*“Not death! not death! but—but—"
g))otris"(ell back, still muttering, “notdeath,

ut—

“*Siberia,” muttered the stranger,

_ Happily, Nicoline, who had been look-
ing everywhere for her mistress, ran up at
this moment crving out:

“Have vou heard, dear mistress, have
you heard?”

Doris actually langhed.

“Quick, Nicoline, give me your arm.
Do you hear, girl—unot death, but exile?
What is exile wien aman has a wife? He
knows that, Nicoline. Say it again.”

CHAPTER IIIL

It was bitterly cold, and the chain of
prisoaners was losg. As they walked their
chains rattled and clanked against each
other. Occasiopaily there was a long track
of blood fallen from wound«d hands and
feet. They were well guarded by soldlers,
who hounded tbem on with blows and
curses when they themselves were fesling
ehilly. Sometimes the living chain had to
drag a dead companion in its midst tili the
next station was reached. At each post
the soldiers were changed for fear ot trea-
son, or in case one of them possessed a
huwan lieart. ‘T'he eseape of any prisoner
was death to the chief guard, so an escape
was very rare. From Varsovie to Va-
kutsh the track is long, a trail of horror,
a pathway ol disgrace to common human-
itv. But in that very pathway, a few
hours behind the prisoners, Doris, dis-
guis=d as a " pearant and accompanied by
the faithful Nieoline, followed her hus-
band. They did not dare approach near-
er, and they would not lose sight of the
At each dreary station or fortress
Doris said:

“Felix lias been here; he has seen these
walls, Does he guess I am following
him?”

Doris had sold her jewels, and brought
with her all the ready mouey she cou'd
procure at a moment’s notice. Her for-

| tune and his were confiscated; she wasa

bezgar now, following a beggar, but that
did not trouvle ber very mueh, Felix was
alive. At times the two wowmen found the
ion guarded by a soldier, for someswhere
within was a prisoner who eould not be
Sometimes this inggard
had vecolue a caving lunatic, but the end
was never far off when they were thus
left behind. The first time Doris found
this laggard she had to face another hor-
ror. Atthe next station she might hear
that it was Felix who could not proceed,
or rather not Felix, but No. 99, for by ding
of bribing she had discovered this number.

At length the journey was over. Doris
never remembered how long it lasted, but
all the weary time she had kept a few
hours behind the trail of the prisoners.
Never once had she given in, and now she
had cowe to a standstill and could lcok at
the gloomy fortress where the political
be incarcerated, and
from which, by and by, they were daily
to be driven ont like cattle to work in the
mines or in the forest.

The first night Doris and Nicoline fonnd
shelter in a misarable kwass-shop. The
master of it gave them a back room which
was dark and dirty. Heeven warned them
that women were not allowea in the piace
uniess they had some occupation. The
officials would soon find it out and make
inquiries.

“We are looking for work: but, indeed,
little father, we must rest a short while,”
and then Doris gave him one of her
smiles. **Tell me what hour the prisoners
come out of the fortress?”

The man looked at her from under his
small brows avd understood.

*Phat is easily known, for when they
come out I lodge a soldier here for fear of
any escape on this side. It is not safe for
vou to lodge here, but my cousin wants
two helpers in the bakehouse. She bakes
the bread for the prisoners. If you like I
will speak to her.” 3

Doris had a way of winning hearts, and
now she pressed a small diamond earring
into his band.

“Holy Mother!”” he murmured, turning
pale with fear. “Whatgood is this to me?
We must take no bribes.” But Doris in-
sisted, and the man earned it weli this
time.

His counsin took the two strangers into
her service and asked no questions,

One day the kwass-seller ran into the
bakehouse. :

“Lend me the services of your girl,
Sacha. I cannot get any help to-day.” .

And Doris went,

*To-day the prisoners ard coming out,
lady,” he whispered. *“You muststand at
the door and help to wash glasses. You
must use yvour eyes, not yourtongue, That
is all I can do for you. By and by they
will be less strict, and this governor is not
a hard man, as governors go.

Doris washed glass after giass asif in a
dream, forming but one resolution. She
must be brave; she must not run him into
danger.

Suddenly the great gate of the fortress
swung back, there were sounds of chains,
and as the prisoners passed out they
struck up a sad Polish pational song, for,
as a great privilege, they might siug on
thelr way to the mines.

Doris forced herseif to look up. Her
heart beat so wildly that the blood seemed
to rush to her eyes and to blur her sight,
but in a moment she controlled herself.

There he was, the second in the line;
Felix, her husband, her hero!

She dropped a glass, and he turned his
head toward her. Thneir eyes met, the
color suffused his pale face, his lips moved,
and Doris knew that be said, “Doris, my
wife’” : and she—she wanted 1o stretch out
"ber arms to him and to fall at his feet; but
she only went on washing glasses,

That day she went home quite beside
herself with joy. %

For six months she had that oceasional
joy. She was not always spared, but
when their eyes met she came bouncing
back to her servitude with a happy laugh.

After a time she found out her laugh
made Felix smile, so she laughed when
they met, and she knew that Feiix for one
moment felt-happy: then her own happi-
ness seemed almost too great for worgs,

The story of her devotion leakedq out,
and it found favor with the Governor, She
obtained leave to renta tiny cabin on the
settlement, It was on the road to the
mines, so she could see Felix regularly.
She began to make soup to sell to the con-
victs as they passed by, for now and then
they were allowed to buy food; and in the
wooden bowl she handed to Felix she
sometimes droppoed a tiny pellet of paper,

read it unseen. These were red-letter
days, even though he would never anawer
her. He dared not, for her sake.

Life became quite excit:ng then, for
Doris had many letters to writa: petitions
to send for Felix—petitions which he
would never have allowed her to send,

had he known. Nicoline had gone
home to her mother, who was

ill. She had been able to send her
home in granderstyle than she came; dear
good Nicoline, Marya must look after her.
She was now 2lone in her cabin; but she
saw Feiix every day, and she lived on
hove. It was almost sweet.

Poor Doris, she lived on hobe many
days. The case of Count Felix, they
said, was one which the clemency of the
Czar was not allowed to touch; but still
Doris wrote and petitioned. Now and
then Marya begged she might send her
some mooney, but Doris never would
allow this. Marya's husband was a tratior
to the cause; besides, she, Doris, was the
wifo of Felix and would not live on
charity. Then, money could do so little
for her. She had learnt to make such
nice things, and the settlers were glaa to
become her customers. Some of these
settlers were released convicts who yet
might not go home, and Doris became the
angel of the place, and as safe in the
dreary plain as if she had been guarded
by a regiment.

Then better times dawned, though never
an answer to her petitions.

A new Governor was appointed, and he
heard her story. She no longer disguised
herself now, though she still dressed as a
peasant, not being able to afford anything
vetter. Felix looked so happy when he
saw her sweet face, and the few words
thev exchanged were chiefly about their
looks.

*My heart’s darling,” she whispered or
sowretimes wrote, *‘you are pale to-day;
ara you ill?” and he would smile and say,
“When I see the color in your face, Doris,
I feel well again.”

Doris was not taken in; she knew the
iron had entered into his scul.

Five years had passed in bone,
and then one aay a great joy
came to them. On the great fete
days the prisoners of five years’

standing might see their friends alone
for a few hours. Domns thought she
should go mad with joy the night before
the event took place, but her heart was
cruelly torn when she was ushered into
the prisoner’s cell.

Still. their first mmeeting alone, how sweet
it was! They could not spaak, and for a
few minutes Doris eried a littie as Felix
gathered her to his arms and whispered:

“Doris, my wife, it was for her-—for
Poland. Can you forgive me?”’

“I am satistied,” she said, “I would not
Lave it ockerwise.”

The next five years fled much more
quickly, and stiil Doris wrote and wrote,
She oniy asked for freedom, not for money
or for lands.

But no answer came.

One day, however, the Governor sent for
her to his room, and she quickly appeared
before him. She was so young still, only
29, and she looked vounger, and ob, so
beautiful! The Governor wondered as he
looked at her, how she could live this life

deal table close to him, and ran singing
into the tiny kitchen to bring him some of
her famous soup, and on the table she laid
two plates and two wooden spoons and
some hot kwass and roasted potatoes, long
agostored for this very occasion. All the
while she talked on any wild rubbish that
came into her head, and laughed over the
want of some old luxuries.

“But look, my Felix, I have got two of
everything, one for you and one for me;
and what more can we want? And look,
dear heart, here is a letter for you, directed
to you; it came inclosed in one of my let-
ters.” 3

She put it close beside him, and his poor
numb fingers touched it strangely. He
looked at the direction, haif shook his
head and did not open it.

“Number Ninety-nive,”” he murmured.
He had never had a letter all these long
vears, and it could not be meant for him.
But Doris knew. By and by he would
understand that—that he was Count Felix
Kaplinski. After a time she said:

“Now, Felix, all is ready. Will you ask
the blessing? Why, you—we haven’t sat
down to such a dinner for—years, have
we? Do you remember Luskina, our
cook? Clever as he was, was his soup like |
mine? I ean compete with any one now!
Tasta it, dear Felix.”

He took a spoonful, then looked round,
and then he took another.

1t is very goed, Doris; better than Lus-
kina’s soup.”

“Didn’t I tell you so, Felix?”’ and Dorls
laughed her old merry laugh, and Felix
smiled. Ob, heaven! how tuat smile did
her good!

Afterward Doris cleared awaythe meal
and came and sat down by Felix, close be-
side him on a stool, and she put his hand
round her neck and klssed it till the kisses
seemed to enter into his soul, and he re-

front. Before long Mis: Karton resigned her
position in the Patent Office and gave lherseil
up entirely to the work.

She soon realized that the great necessity was
for immediate attention to the wound-d, and,
full of this thought, she procured a pass from
Surgeon-(feneral flammond and, loading a raii-
road car with supplies, wrnt to Culpepsr Couri-
house, which was crowded with wounded sol-
dlers from the bartle of Cedar Mountain Au-
gust 9, 1862. Next sh= loaded »n army wagon
Wwith supplies and joined McClelland’s army in
Maryland. She arrived on the eve of the battle
of Antietam, and early the next morning she
took her wagon to the shelter of a barn and
there remaived all day caring for the wounded
and dving. By ntght her face was so blackened
by gunpowder that she could scarcely be recog-
nized from one of her own contrabauds.

Alter the close of the war Miss Barton was
S0 exhausted ihat sh= finally, in 1869, sailed
for Europe. Then came the Franco-Prussian
war, and Miss Barton became a ministering
angel io Germany ana France, as she had been
in America.

The pin she wears, the red cross of Geneva
In a gold tirele, was given her bv the Grand
Ductiess of Baden. Tile German Emperor also
conferred on her several decorations.

Later came the Jolinstown flood, where Miss
Baiton led the work of rescue, and, last of all,
she has turned her pitving thoughts toward
Siberia. Sbe 15 often compared 1o Floreuco
Nightingale, but unlike her, Miss Barton’s
sympathies do not turo in one direction ouly.
She 1s full of sympathy for all who suffer.

G

ITEMS OE INTEREST.

Nearly 1,000,000 people still speak Welsh,
Germany has a wagon propelled by
benzine.

All the Greek philosophers, sages and
seers, ate no flesh.

English-speaking people have the best
foreheads and eyebrows.
Jv. the Emancipation
3,895,172 slaves were ireed.
Roman women were admitted to trage-

Proclamation

turned the pressure.

Doris felt her heart beat wildly then, for |
Felix was begloning to live. {

Suadenly the cat, who bad been sleeping |
soundly, woke up and stretchea hi(uselti
and gazed curiously at the intruder, arch- |
ing nis back at him. This cat had been |
Doris’ only companion for so long that it |
feit jealous of the stranger, and Doris ex-
plained the fact to Felix, and he, stooping
down, lifted the animal into his lap and
stroked its warm ecoat.

“Is it yeur cat, Doris?” he said.

“No. no, Felix, not mine; it is our cat.”

“Qur cat,” he replied. “Do you think
they will lat us keep it ?”

Doris nearly eried at these words, but to
prevent herself doing this she jumped up
again and began prepartions for going to
bed. The bLig bed in the corner there
she had bought little by little; first the
wooden frame, then the straw mattress, |
then the feather bed, all with a view to
Felix’s first night at howme,

“Felix,” she said, “Felix. my darling,
you must come to bed and rest, Don’t
think of anything but what is for vour |
good, You have been wanting rest fora |
long time.”

“Yes, a long time,” he said.

“But it will be all the sweeter now.
There wasn’t a bed like this one in all—"

She paused, for she saw her husband’s
eyes fixed on her as if waiting for the
next word, so she coughed and never fia-

of hardsip.

“Are you the wife of Ninety-nize?” he
said ronghiy.

*I am the wife of Count Felix Kaplin- |
ski,”” she said proudly, and never 1o the
old days had she looked more beautiful.

*““We have no titles in Siberin, but 1 have
a letter about Number Niunety-nine. Our
gracious Czir allows Number Ninety-nine
to dwell unchained in a separate cabin.
The settlement is guarded, vou know.
Fiight is impossible. Further, Number
Ninety-nine will be allowed to work in the |
forest instead of 1n the mines.”

Doris laughed, her joy was so great. She
knew too much about the mines.

“I'nank you,” she said. *‘Doris,
wife of Count Felix, thauks you.”

I'he Governor bowed: he was con-
quered—for the mmoment, at least, -

Felix Kaplinski woke up one day to a
new life. It was evening when the soldiers
struck off his ehains near the cabin door,
and one said roughly:

“Well, laggard, can’t you goon? Come,
march: why doyou stand stock still like
an idiot?"”

They give him a rude push nas they
walked off. Felix said nothing, but his
hand trembled as he knocked at the door.

Doris had not known the honr of his
coming She had waited for him all day
leng, ana she had so!d her last ornament
to buy him a feast. ‘Then she waited.

Felix was coming home! Home; he had
a home now! She clusped her hands over
her heart to ston its beating. Then she
knelt down and prayed. It was the first
time sbe had prayed any words in all these
ten long vears: belore this she had knelt,
and sometimes she had eried; once or
twice she had langhed ; bnt she had never
spoken to heaven till this evening when
she was walting for Felix.

Felix was coming home! He would be
within thess poor walls a free man—free
to love her, to call her by her name; and
she could kneel by him and kiss the
weunds the cruel iron had made. She
would comfort him and she would be
merry, oh, so merry! He would say her
laugh was his sunshine. She would make
up to him for his long suffering. Ten
vears, ten years. How many wecks was
that? How mueh he had had to bear all
that time! He had doue it for her, his
other love—for P’oland. Was not that
enouzh? Felix was a bero. Noj; the
word was oo commen to be given to such
as he. Ile hada never flinched, pever
wavered, never once compl!ained. He had
loved her as truly as only Felix conld love,
But now all was changed. He would be
happy for half the twenty-four hours; he
wouid be free. Very few mon were really
happy for twelve hours out of every
twenty-four,and none of the men who had
helped to send Feiix couli have one
minute’s ease of mind in the whole day.
As for her, she must take care not to
think of herself; she must not be selfish,
Felix must come first. He would be very
weary, be wonld want time to sit still and
think. His dear face lately had been so
pale, his dear hands had trembled as she
beld themn, his s:mile had been forced in
order to give her pleasure. He was get-
ting too weary to smile. Oh, she would
not mind, she would laugh for them both.
The settlement would call her the merry
exile. They had done so before now, but
they did not know her really: they could
not guess all the joy that was in her heart
to-day!

When would he come? It was zetting
late, and it was cold. She heaped up the
logs in the stove. Marya’s last fete giit
was doubly welcome now. Doris only ac-
cepted this present on her fete day because
it made poor Marya happy, and Felix need
not know.

Then suddenly came
knock, a feeble knock,
ghost had tapped with its shadow
and Doris flew to the door, bidding h
be quiet for her husband’s sake.

“Felix, Felix, you are here. Come in.
Ser,. everything is ready for you, my
darling. It is vour house, our home.
Lonk, isn’t it a palace?” 4

He' entered slowly and ‘stood on the
threshold of the poor iittle place, full
chiefly of the stove warmth, of the light
gnm the small oil lamp, and of the love of

oris, 3

Felix shut the door and slowly walked
toward the armchair he saw placed by the
fire. His once strong, fine manly form
was bent as if with old age. As he sat
down he looked timidly around the room
without sayinga word. On, Dorls knew.
Doris knew. She had made friends with
other exiles, other half-released captives.
That was the worst of all those long ten
years; they had made Felix timid ; Felix,
who had once hl:;i‘no power of under-

ng the word fear.
“glt‘:gik:elt down beside him and began
taking off his thick boots. Her fingers
were hard now, for the Doris of old days,
could not have unlaced these strips of cow-
nide, but this Doris could do so, and she
was glad of it} glad that she was strong as
well as gentle; glad that she knew the
meaning of work, of poverty and of sor-
row. The Doris of 19 could have had no
part in the Felix that now sat beside the
stove. She took his cold feet in her arms
ana rubbed them warm, and Kissed them
where the iron manacles had once galled,
then hardened the flesh. She ran to fetch
hisslippers and a rug, and laughingly kissed
each of his rovgh fingers, from which all
manly beauty haa fled.

And Felix let her do it all and said
nothing, but Doris knew that he could not
yet speak. He must have time to think.

the

the exvected
a knock as if a
y fingers,
erself

fierce voice called out: \

which Felix kept in his mouth till he could
-

Then she again rose and drew the littls

ished the sentence,

Darkness fell on the settlement of ex-
iles, and ‘he wide snpow mantel aver Si-
beria glistened in the moonlight. The
great forest rested from its labors, and
the rivers were silenced by the embraces
of the ice-maidens.

in the exile’s cabin the moonlight
passed in through a slit in the curtain and
played on the big bed which Doris had
bought piece by piece. Itflighted up the
face of Feiix and woke him. He looked
rousd the room and noticed the hangine-

Jawp still burning, and the truth
flashed suddenly upon him. He was in
a home of his own. He tarned 1n his

bed and saw Doris, who had fallen asleep,
and then Felix became conscious that she
was firmlv clasping one of his hands. The
eat snored softly vy the stove ana he re-
membered. A great joy entered into his
heart and he called his wife softly by her
name.

*“Doris!”

Doris did not wake, for she had been so
weary with work.

“Doris!” e ealled again,Jand sat up a
little to gaz= on her face.

Stll she did not wake, and then the |
exile released lis Land and slowly pulled |
up his sleeve, and with his finger traced
the tattooed ietters on Lis arms.

“Doris,” he calied again, and Doris
started up.

“Oh, my darling, what is the matter?”
she said. **You are at home; no one can
hurt you.”

“At home; yes—yes. Doris, my wife,
look.” He lield his bare arm toward her.

**Yes, my Felix, 1 know it. It is the
name of her whom you loved so long—so
long all this time. You have been so true
—so true. Oh, Felix, there is no one like
you in all the worla.”

He put his arm round her and realized
that she was his, He had not realized it
last night, but now his heart beat fast and
it seemed to sutfocate him.

*Doris.”

“Yes, Felx, darling.”

“When I die let them put your name
here on my neart.”

He drew her shining head down upon
his breast and gave a little sigh, such a
soft, happv, contented little sigh.

“1f you please, your excellency,” said
the head official at the fortress the next
worning, *if you please, Number Ninety-
nine died last night. Toey often do when
they are liberated. It is best te keep them
their full term.”—All the Year Kound.

A GARDEN OF THE PAST.

Iam the night-moth Memory,
1 sieep ali through the day;
At evening, to tae garden
1 take my murmuring way.

Of old, above the Gardean
Hunz Ariadne’s Crown:

Aud, filtered by the starlight,
Tne gradual dew cawe down.

The white flowers, in the darkness
“With pale star-juster shone;

The dark flowers vy the fragrance
And soft lower-touch were known,

There no new flower shall open,
No blooming flower deciine.

I am the night-moth Memory,
The Garden, 1t is thine!

But art thou in the Garden ?
A spirit fills the place:
Its mute voice—is it thy voice?
Its velled face, thy lace?
Edith Thomas. !n Atlantic Monthly.

ORDER OF THE RED CROSS.

How Miss Clara/Barton Begat’\ Her

Work of Nurse and Consoler.
New York Sun.

Miss Clara Barton, so famous as the head of
the Red Cross Society in this country, began
her career almost by chance.

At the outbreak of the Civil War, Miss Barton
was a copylug-clerk in the Patent Oftice at
Washington. She did not anticipate any seri-
ous difficulty betweep the North and South,
however, and even after Fort Sumter imagined
that a compromise would be effected.

But on the 19th of April, 1861, a regiment
from ber own State (Massachusetls) was pass-
ing through Baitimore, and was assailed by a
mob of disatfected persons and a number
killed. Miss Barton, in speaking of these old

VS, Says:

‘I was greatly moved, and, going into the
atreet, found evervwhere forebodings of ill.
Washington was full of the partisans of the
South, and there were many exclamations of
joy over the incldent at Baltimore. Exeited,
alurmed, and scarcely knowing where 1 went,
1 feil iuto thq current and was swept nlong 1o
the Baltimore and Ohio depot. There I saw
forty men, covered with blood, many of them

aint and helnless, landea fiom the cars and
orne away for shelter and treatment.

*They found a resting-place at what was then
the infirmary, on Judliciary square, and I fol-
lowed them. 1 did what I could for their re-
lief, and was so deeply Interested that I went
an;!n the nedxt day and the next, and on many
subsequent days. .

"()nq&mday.y the 21st, I went to the CaD“‘OI-
where the regiment was quartered. 1 look‘w th
me five negroes, carrying baskets of provisiouns,
which I distributed among the sold‘lers. SOII}:
of the men were from my own town and greete
me with the feeling that they had found a
friend. Before I left the men all gatbered
around and 1 stood on the steps that lead to the
Vice-President’s ehair and read them thie n¢ ws-
paper accounts of their journey and the assault

Baltimore.”
“u was in this spontaneous way that Clara
Barton's work began. She bhad no special
training for the hospital. but her heart was full
of plly and the need was great. Washlugton
was $00D surrounded by camps, and the sick

and wounded were brought there from the

dies, but not to comedies.

In Shakespeare’s time the prices of ad-
mission varied from a peany to a sbilling.

A shoemaker at Lynn, Mass., repairs
free every eleventh pair of shoes left to be
fixed,

T'he Australian gold is finer than that of
California, having a quality 20 to 523.
carat.

Most of the fine coral known to com-
merce is obtained by diversalong the coast
of laly.

_ A watch is said to tick 157,680,000 times
in a year, and the wheels travel 55553
miles per annum.

The sun’s rays shining through a sky-
light in Milwaukee the other afternoon
set fire to a store.

About 60 per cent of the copper produced
in this country comes from the Lake Supe-
rior region.

In Moscow the winter cold is so intense
that it freezes quicksilver, while the sum-
mer temperature is as high as that of
Naples.

Baron Hirseh gave 81500 for a room to
view the roval wedding procession in Lon-
don; and prices sumewhat similar were
offered by others,

The hydrographie office at Washington
is disposed to attribute the heat and
drought in Europe this season to the scare-
ity of icebergs in the North Atlantic.

A Topeka man, whom a friend asked
one day last week why he bad such a blank
lvok, replied that it was too warm to wear
anything he was not compelled to, even an
expression.

An elderly man arrived in Washington
a few days ago, where he had walked
from York, Pa.,, on the advice of a doc-
tor, who said that the walk would cure
his rheumatism.

Parents of three children in Ware County,
Ga., have not as yet named their oftspring,
as they intend allowing them tomake their
own selection when they become old
enough to choose,

At a recent auction sale of orehids in
London one rare example of these high-
priced parasites brought the extraordinary
sum of 8725, This was the specimen of
the fine Cattleya Mendelii Bluntii.

Soil is tilled in Euzvpt by exactly the
same kind of a plow that was used there
5000 years agoe. The turrows made are
exiremely shallow, and the clods are
further broken up with a big wooden
cudgel.

In the manufactures of Great Britain
alone the power which steam exerts Is es.
timated to be equal to the manual Jabor of
4,000,000,000 of men, or more than double
the number of males supposed to inhabit
the globe.

Three brothers kown in Maine ran six-
teen incubators, and this season have
hatelied 15,000 ducks in them. They have
a capital stock of $10,000, all paid in, and
next season will increase their plant to
twenty-five incubators.

A Troy preacher is accused of announe-
inz from his pulpit last Suunday that, ow-
ing to the absence of the telligent por-
tion of his congregation at the seashoie
and mountaing, there would be no more
preaching in his church uetil the first Sun-
day in September.

In both France and Germany one-fourth
(%) reduced to a decimal is written as 0 253
10 England it is written 0.25 (always with
the period at the top of the line), and in
the United States in thils way, 0.25. In
England a period at the bottom of the line
is a sign of multiplication.

The discovery of the process of tinting
white paper was the result of sheer careg-
lessness. The wife of an Euglish paper-
maker named East accidentally dropped
the *“blue bag” into a vat of pulp, where it
lay long enough to give (he entire mass a
biuish tingue before she could recover it.

The Caroline Islauders, who are pas-
sionately fond of liquor, but who are in
mortal dread of breaking their necks by
falling from one of the million of cliffs
with which their islands abound, believe
that paradise will be a land as level as a
floor, where they can get drunk in perfect
safety.

The Italians derived *‘starboard” from
questa borda, *‘this side,”” and *‘larboard”
from quella borda, which means *‘that
side.” Abbreviated, these two phrases
appear as sta borda and la borda. Their
close resembiance eauvsed so0 manv mig-
takes that the admiralty ordered the ‘‘lar-
board”’ to be discontiuvued and **port’” sub-
stituted.

At the National Rose Society’s first show
in Londen frozen flowers from Auckland,
New Zealand, excited a great amount of
enriosity. About half a dozen a:ff=rent
species of plants in tnll flower and several
ferns were *‘operated’” on with remarkable
success, possessing in their frozen state all
the coloring of the normal condition.

The rate of multiplication of which germs
of coutagious diseases are capable is sur-
prising. A single germ placed in favora.
ble surroundings for growth quickly di-
vides into two: each -of these dividesinto
two, these four into eight, and so on, the
number reaching into the thousands, and
by the end of twenty-four hours to more
than 16,500.000-

In all your outings—
to the World's Fair—
¥ Seaside — Mountains —
everywhere, take

Beecham's

with you.

Tllness frequently results
from changes of food, water,
climate, habits, etc., and the
remedy is Beecham’s Pills.
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ADWAY’S

- READY RELIEF,

THE GREAT CONQUEROR OF PAIN,

For inter: 4 exteraal use. Price 50c pa:
Dottie, Soid by Druggisis  sel ly SuMoWy



