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CHAPTER XVll.—(Continued.)
The lawyer's ill-timed attempt at a

Joke gave Mr. Mallett the opportunity
he had been longing for, and he turned
upon him almost savagely.

"Be good enough to remember that
this is a business interview," he said,
frigidly, "and reserve your humor for a
more fitting occasion." The small, shab-
by creature shriveled up at once, and
Mr. Mallett, with a show of surface
courtesy, turned to Babette. '"And now
luadame, I think the rest of this inter-
view can be carried on between us two;
the presence of a third person is unnec-
essary, as I conclude the proofs spoken
of }>y you are in your possession."

"1 must speak this once; and I *won't
interrupt again," jerked in Daws. "I
am a partner in this affair—I would not
lsave taken it but. on that understanding
—and. being a partner, I submit that

-you have no right to shut me out; there-
fore I stay."

Mr. Mallett shrugged his shoulders
with an expression of utter indifference.

Babette produced an envelope and took
from it the small photograph of a grave,
which she had found in her mistress'
desk. She drew out a small magnifying
glass from her pocket and crossed the
room to the dirty window.

"Come and look," she said.
Me. Maliett did as requested, and then

looked at her inquiringly.
"Do you not see the name on the

tomb?" she asked, impatiently, for she
was so impressed with the truth of her
own belief that she was annoyed when
others did not jump so readily to the
same conclusion as herself.

Mr. Mallett bent down again in the
doubtful light that found its way through
the dust-grimed panes, and looked care-
fully at the photograph. Daws and Ba-
bette stood by, anxiously awaiting his
answer.

"I see the name 'Pauline' plainly and
the last letters of the second name —'l-!-i-n-g.' What then?"

"Do you not remember that your
niece's name is Pauline, and can you
not see that those letters which are blot-
ted out by that mark must be the first
two letters of your own name? If it
were not for that blot, the name would
stand 'Pauline Mailing.' Can you not
understand that you hold in your hand a
photograph of your real niece's grave,
and that this woman at Mallingford is
nothing but an adventuress?"

"Great heaven!"
He stood staring, first at one, then at

the other, and then, in breathless amaze-
ment, he looked at the card in his hand.
Babette felt satisfied as to the success
of her coup.

•'And, if that is not enough—l mean
the mere name—there is the date, 'May.
18 .' This woman who has been
quietly accepted as the late baronet's
heiress first come to light in July of the
same year. It is all quite plain."

la a dazed" fashion Mr. Mallett passed
his hand across his forehead. He could
not yet realize the position in which he
stood; he could not grasp what it meant
for him—comfort, position, riches, splen-
dor, after twenty years of comparative
privation. His head was in a whirl.

"Will you not sit? You look over-
come. Sir Geoffrey."

He started on hearing himself ad-
dressed by his proper name. Yes, that
was just what it meant to him—that he
was, or would soon be, Sir Geoffrey Mal-
lingford, of Mallingford Park, instead
of a hard-working drawing master, doing
his daily round of instruction at so many
shillings a quarter, and thinking himself
fortunate if, after settling his bills, he
was able to put away a few pounds at
the end of each term. He dropped into
the chair placed for him by Babette.
wondering if lie should wake up to find
it all \u25a0 dream. He listened, without,
however, gathering much of her mean-
ing, to the French woman's voluble ex-
planation.

"We advertised for you d:iy after day
In the Times, but could <iet no answer;
and I was in despair, when Providence
sent you down to Mallingford. Mrs.
Perkins saw you and recognized you as
you went out, and told me who you
were. How I prayed that she was not
mistaken! I telegraphed to Mr. Daws,
nnd he telegraphed to you this morning.
I ni:ide an absolute necessity of coming
to town for some wedding finery; and so
Lere we are!''

"And now what is to be done? And
am I to go down to the park and turn
this woman out with a policeman, or
how do you propose to proceed?"

"She must not be interfered with until
our proofs are all prepared." replied Mr.
Daws. '"My suggestion is that Ma'm'selle
Lestrange should give you the address
of the man who took that photograph
which, with a rare foresight, she with-
held from me; that you cross over to
Paris by to-aight's boat, and from there
make your way as quickly as you can to
this place in Spain; that, when there, you
yet affidavits, or whatever their Spanish
equivalent May be, from eye-witnesses of
your niece's death, also the certificate of
her death, and any other evidence that
way crop up, and that on your return
you place said proofs in my hands; and
before a month has passed you will be in
possession of Mallingford, and ma'm'selle
and I will be fingering that five thou-
sand."

"I hare no money to meet the ex-
penses of such a journey."

"I thought of that the minute I re-!
reived ma'm'selle's telegram, and I rais--
ed fifty-pounds at a big sacrifice this
morning. Sign this bill for seventy-five
at three months, and the fiftyis yours."

Mr. Mallett's lip curled with contempt
tit the shamelses extortion.

"You must feel very sure of this
game," he remarked, "to be so—generous.!
shall we call it?"

Daws listened to the innuendo with
placid unconcern.

"Well, I do feel sure of it, and I'll
tell you why. Miss Mailing called upon
me the very first day our advertisementof your address appeared,. and she was*
in such an awful state of fright about it
that I saw in a minute she was afraid

of you for some reason or other. Put-
ting what I observed and ma'm'selle'd
theory about that photo together, I con-
cluded that we were on the right track
—that your niece is dead—died six years
ago—and this woman is nothing but an
impostor."

"Oh. yes. it is sure enough," Inter-
posed Babette. "But let ua waste no
more time. \u25a0 I must get back to my fine
madame, and you, Sir .Geoffrey, will
have to say good-by to the charming lady,
your daughter, and make arrangements
for your absence. Here is the address
of the photographer who took the pic-
ture. That ends the arrangements so far
as I am concerned at present; the rest
remains with you and Monsieur Daws;

he will let me know how you go on in
your search. Good afternoon I"

Daws looked after her in surprise.
She had not spoken a word about the
need for haste if the marriage was to
be prevented; he had been expecting it all
through the interview, and she had gone
without once introducing the subject.
Perhaps she had altered her mind; any
way, that part of the business had noth-
ing to do with him. Once more he open-
ed his desk.

"Here is the money, Sir Geoffrey, and
here is the bill ready stamped to sign.
You will send me an occasional tele-
gram, if you come across any news; and
if you find another fifty necessary you
can have it on the same terms. I wish
you a successful search, sir, and a speedy
return."

"I shall wire if necessary, not unless;
and you may depend upon my earliest
possible return."

He put his name to the bill, took up
the small roll of notes, bade the lawyer
good day and left the room without see-
ing his extended hand.

"As proud as Lucifer!" muttered
Daws, not a bit abashed. "Never mind,
the plainer and simpler the better."

Mr. Mallett reached the noisy, bustling
street and looked about him for a cab;
time was getting precious, if he meant
to start to-night; and he would like to
do so, if possible—for an intolerable rest-
lessness had come to him, and he felt
that he could not spend a moment in
peace until he knew everything.

To his surprise, as he looked up and
down the long street, Babette glided
from the shadow of a doorway and beck-
oned to him.

"I want to say a dozen words to you
that I do not care that littl eman to
hear," she said, as he reached her sidt.
"I have only two minutes to spare, and
I was afraid you would not leave in
time. If you find out that your niece is
dead, and that this woman is an im-
postor soon enough let me* have a tele-
gram to that effect by Wednesday morn-
ing. I will not ask for my half of that
five thousand pounds."

Here was another complication.
"Why by Wednesday?" asked Mr.

Mallett, in surprise.
"Because she is going to marry Mr.

Dornton at Bishopgate church at 11
o'clock on Wednesday next—all in secret,
you know—and Iwould not only give up
the money, but the best years of my life
to prevent it!"

"Married to Dornton on Wednesday—
the very day after her birthday—at a
busy city church! Great heavens, what
does it all mean?" asked Mr. Mallett, in
perplexity.

"It means she is fond of that young
man and will marry him in spite of ev-
ery one, if you do not prevent it. I
must fly for my train—do what you
can."

He stood for a moment looking after
her retreating figure, tried to make out
what the news meant, then gave it up in
despair and bestowed his thoughts ex-
clusively on the arrangements for his ab-
sence.

CHAPTER XVIII.
Sunday at Mallingford Park. The

house was full of visitors. Small attics
on the top story which had never been
slept in since the great doings of thirty-
nine years before, when the late Sir
Paul came of age, were all occupied
now, for Lord Summers having express-
ed a wish that Miss Mailing's majority
should be marked by fitting festivities,
that lady had thrown herself heartily
into the project.

It was a close, stifling day, and there
was a faint, white mist on the park-
lands, and an intense stillness in the air,
which proved very trying to the majority
of Miss Mailing's guests after luncheon.
They sauntered out of the reception
rooms by twos and threes, and sought
the quiet of their own apartments until
the ground floor looked quite deserted.

Pauline's health was generally good;
but she, too, felt a breathless languor
to-day and determined to enjoy the after-
noon in her own rooms. She removed
the gorgeous toilet which had gladden-
ed the eyes of the villagers in church
that morning, and replaced it by a light
cashmere gown.

"The last Sunday that I shall be
known to the world as Miss Mailing,"
she mused. "Before this time next week
Jack and I will be away from here,
happy in each other's society, and in
the certainty that nothing on earth can
ever separate us. Most young women
would hare numberless lore tokens to
destroy before their marriage; I hare ab-
solutely nothing that I fear my hus-
band's seeing. Circumstance* hare been
against my cultivating lovers as an
amusement, and I am spared the farce of
destroying the evidences of my past
folly."

When she had taken two or three
tarns up and down the room, she stopped
in front of her desk and looked at it
thoughtfully.

"I suppose I may as well destroy It,"
she aaid, absently. "It can do me no
good to keep it, and it might possibly
do me harm in the future. That most
have been In my mind all the time."

She unlocked the small bronze box on
the toilet table with a key that hung
from a gold chain round her neck, and
took from it a bunch of keys. Then

jdrawing up a chair to the desk she un-

-1

locked that also, and went sl-rwly

through the contents.
She came upon one or two letters that

interested her slightly and drew her
thoughts away from her original purpose
to. search' the desk, and it was not until
both sides were quite empty that she
discovered with a sudden heart-quaking
fear the absence of that for which she
was searching.

A look of wild despair flashed from
her eyes and her breath came in short,

sharp gasps, as she turned to the heaps
of odds and ends which she had already
gone through, with a hope that in her
absence of mind she might have passed
what she sought without noticing it.

Her quick, nervous fingers turned over
the papers until the pile had once more
been thoroughly searched; and then Pau-
line Mailing sank back in her chair with
her hand to her head and a look of de-
spair in her eyes. Horrible thoughts
chased each other through her aching
brain; and. when 5 o'clock at last struck,
she had arrived at only one definite con-
clusion, that the person who had posses-
sion of the missing article and the one
who had advertised for the address of
Sir Geoffrey Mailing were one and the
same.

When she rose and relocked the desk,
she was haggard and pale, and she look-
ed at herself wistfully in the glass; and
an instinctive prayer went up from her
heart that her beauty might not leave
her until she was Jack Dornton's wife.
In the midst of all that threatened her
—loss of name, wealth, position—it was
almost touching to note how this worldly
woman counted everything as nothing
compared with her love for Jack.

Lord Summers was one of the guests
at Mallingford. He was staying "over:
the seventeenth," and the fussy, kindly
old man was slightly concerned at the
existing state of affairs. He arrived only
on the Saturday evening, and he was
surprised to find Jack still at the Park.

"And when are my pictures to be
completed, Mr. Dornton?"' he asked.

This very question had been a point,
of disagreement between Jack and Fan- \
line. He had wished to carry out the;
commission for those six pictures, and
she had urged the unfitness of his earn-
ing another penny by his painting after
their marriage. So he hesitated a little
before he answered.

"Are you anxious to have them soon?
I am anticipating a winter in Rome this
year, and I should like, if possible, to
devote myself while there to a close
study of the old masters. But, if you
are particular as to time, I will finish
your commission before 1 touch any other
work, of course."

"No, I don't thins I am exactly in a
hurry, if you are not," and as his lord-
ship spoke he thought of the avidity
with which Jack had accepted the offer
when it was originally made, and his
voluntary promise to complete the series
by the end of the year. "So you mean
to winter in Rome?" he said, pleasant-
ly. "And how does Miss Ethel Mallett
like the prospect of so long a separa-
tion ?"

Jack reddened suddenly, and he hated
himself for it.

"I did not know you took enough in-
terest in my private affairs to be led
into investigating them," he answered,
with a decided touch of displeasure in
his voice.

"Nor do I. You are mistaken; it is
Miss Mallett's affairs I am interested
in. I beg you will not credit me with
prying into your personal affairs at all.
As I have "spoken on the matter, and
as you seem to resent the liberty—which,
believe me, was not intended as such—
I must explain how things are. I met
an old. friend of mine, with his daugh-
ter, at the Exhibition of the Royal Acad-
emy one day last season. I had known
him in years past as an enthusiast in
art,-and Iwas delighted to meet so con-
genial a companion." Lord Summers
paused a moment,» and looked carefully
round the table; seeing everybody occu-
pied in conversation,"' he went on, in a
slightly lowered roic«. "My friend has
had many reverses in life, which has ne-
cessitated his taking the name of 'Mr.
Mallett,' and have driven him to earn
a living for himself and his family by
giving lessons in drawing. I see you be-
gin to understand now"—in answer to
Jack's start of surprise. "Well, we went
through the \ rooms together and ', he came
to a picture of yours. . Miss *.Mallett's
delight at its position on the line w^s
eloquent of many things. I looked the
question I did not dare to ask, and Mr.
Mallett told me of the engagement be-
tween his daughter and you, and , ex-
pressed his wish that she should, remain
in the same class of society that she had
been brought up in, hi answer to my
;suggestion that she ! should come to .'\u25a0: us
for a season out of town. Now, perhaps/
you .will understand my motive In:seek-,
ing you out to excuse my seemingly im-
pertinent curiosity." - ;

' (To be continued.) ,

Plaster Better for the Purpose.
Customer — Got those "Pillman's

Popular Pe:ii'ts" inyet? r / \u25a0

*_ Rural 'D: v-j Clerk—Yes; just come
this morni:;;;. . ;

Customi'i—Good. Tve: been asking
for them ijr a week back. "\u25a0\u25a0 \u25a0

| : Rural \Drug Clerk—Gosh! ~) I1didn't
s'pose they were good for —Phil-
adelphia Press. _
V ..;\u25a0"•. Strenuous Hint. '\ .':'\.:.\u25a0:-. * .
.;' She —I\u25a0•';don't like your first * name,
Mr. Slowboy.. Cornelius is iso long
drawn out. „ _ .

<\u25a0-\u25a0 He—Well, suppose you : call me Nell
for short. Several of my friends do.:

—I'd call you-Corn If—if—
—If what? ,

; She — I thought you would pop.

\u25a0•'\u25a0 AOincrom View. .... -
"They; say that sneaky-looking man
across from us in two-faced!? whis-
pered the first boarder.

"Well, I hope he,is, for his sake,"
said No. 2 generously. "It would b«
too ibad to be reduced to the on* h«
has on, wouldn't it?"- ————— _ .

. Jast Before the Ceremony. '.

Clarence— toldV the minister •he
muttn'tklMyou. -

Cordelia—And what did he say?
Clarence-r-He thanked me and said

under those circumstances he would
only charge me half the usual fee.

AChild Fancy.
"What are stars?" Mid little Mary,

"Are they the nails that hold the sky

unr—Philadelphia Bulietln. ;W£&ss, |

\u25a0•lWtiM.
The South Pole—What uw would

we be If discovered?
The North Pole—l suppose the presi-

dent might use me for a big stick.—
Tom Watson's Magazine*

•EAST EfNNE" VILLAGE
ftOEK TO THE HIGHEST BIDDER

East .L.yni>e, inai is w »a.j me >*.•-»->. "--—'

under that name, is the scene of Mrs. H«nry

Wood's novel, "Bast Lynne," .;>:Is being iold. The

Wble village is to go to the highest bidder|and
whoever buys In the , estate will find himself pos-

sessor ofan English parish complete. There Is

the r village, manor farms, pasture lands and

orchards.
On the map of England, East Lynne figures as

an obscure but very ancient Worchestershire vil-
lage under the name Abberton. iltis Abberton,

however, which contains the hall in which Lady

Isabel had her youthful home, where she returned

as the bride of Archibald Carlyle, whom .hequitted in a fit of pique, only

to return again, disguised Madame Vine, to nurse her sick child and then

to pass away after having; confessed her folly and received her husband's

forgiveness. .^\u25a0 - ' \u25a0\u25a0•\u25a0• - . . , \u0084, \u0084\u25a0 '^^^ *s;^

~ Few popular novels, perhaps, have contained more glaring literary faults,

than "East Lynne," but few have ever equaled it in popularity. Mrs. Henry

'Wood wrote "East Lynne" in 1861, when it first appeared in "Colburn's New

Morithly." As soon as it was completed, it was issued in book form. It

went through edition after edition in Great Britain, was pirated vigorously

In America and translated Into every known language, including Parsee and

Hindustani. One of the librarians in Madrid, years after, told the author s

son that the most popular book on the shelves was "East Lynne." For forty

years It has, as a play, had a successful; run on the stage. Numerous ver-

sions of it were produced between 1861 and 1880, but from none of them did

the author profit a cent. "East Lynne" has made more than $1,000,000 for

others, arid.'only fame its author. •" -
The story is, from the modern point of view, defective in almost every-

thing which makes a novel a work of art; but it cannot be -said to lack
incident or Interest. Halfof popularity at the time of its publication was

undoubtedly due to the reaction then setting in against inane and impossible v

goodness. It was a protest against the conventional hero, and on the stage j

- it was one of the earliest of modern "problem" plays, before "problem" plays ;

were recognized and labeled. It requires great good will;:to the author to

believe that the heroine could return, to her husband's house and remain

there without the husband seeing through the transparent disguise of a pair

of blue goggles. Modern criticism is apt to characterize Lady Isabel as a

very silly woman and her husband as a very dense specimen of manhood.

While Mrs. Henry, Wood was not skillful in character drawing, she is

said to have had In mind a former owner of Abberton Hall 5when she drew

Mr. Carlyle. This gentleman restored the old church and was generally

admired in the neighborhood for his uniform kindness and generosity.

Abberton is the modern spelling of the Ebriton of the Domesday Book,

and it goes back to Saxon times, when Its owners were the abbots of Per-

shore. In the reign of^ Edward 1., the name was changed to Albreton, and
In 1524 all the manorial rights and patronage of the parish ; were granted to

Thomas and Francis Sheldon; by Henry VIII. Until late in the ; eighteenth

cmtury the Sheldons held the manor, but then the estate passed into the

hands of F. Laslet, who represented the borough of Worcester in Parliament
. for some years. ';:'..\u25a0.,:/'\u25a0 \u25a0 ./.\u25a0\u25a0-\u25a0 ' ** ;::;- \u25a0 - y':~~'

The parish church of Abberton possesses many points of great historic
Interest. It is believed to have been a chapelry as early as the twelfth cen-
tury and is dedicated to St. Edburga, the sainly daughter of the Saxon King,

Edward the Elder. From early childhood Edburga manifested deep religious
feelings, and these culminated In her assuming the veil of a nun in later
years. It is told of her that when one dayc her kingly father offered her

glittering jewels arid gold in one hand and a book of ;the*;'Gospels • and a cha-
lice in the other, she chose the latter. It was inevitable that such a pious
woman should have miracles associated with her name, and many are re-
ported to have been wrought In remote times around her shrine at Pershore.

The present church building is not the one in which Edburga worshiped.
There have been two restorations, but some portions of the windows of the
old church still remain, and there is a Norman font which Is well preserved,
although credibly reported to be 800 years old. >

There are many magnificent tombs of the Sheldon family, both at Abber-
ton Church and at Beoly. Those at Abbertori date from 1669 and are under
the western tower of the church. ; The register of the church is also full of
curious antiquarian Interest, for It goes back to 1661 and has been carefully
lr*»nt hv n anccesßlon of rectors. " ' \u25a0

The manor hall of Abberton is situated within easy distance of Birming-
ham, and the grounds march on the south side with the estate of the Duke
of Orleans. It stands on an eralnlnce surrounded by fine forest trees and
commanding views of the Malvern Hills, the Lench Woods, the fertile and
charming Vale of Evesham, and the Cotswold Hills. The hall Is a com-
modious building, and the most interesting relic of its early days Is a stone
and brick Elizabethan chimney with the date 1619 carved on It.

Flevel Manor, which is also situated in the parish, was once the property
of Guy de Beauchamp, Earl of Warwick, who, however, lost it in one of the
social and political upheavals of his time. At the dissolution of the monas-
teries all the lands fell into the hands of Henry VIII.,who parted with them
to the Sheldons, and it was in this way that that old family came into pos-
session of the entire parish.—Montreal Star.

BIG COST OF MODERN NAVY.

THE BATTLESHIP VERMONT. NOW BEING BUILT.
While the struggle between Russia and Japan taught no new lesson of

prime Importance, In the opinion of naval architects, it emphasized the fact
tbat the time is fast coming when only the richest nations can afford to go
to war. In other words, war is destined to diminish if only on account of
the very lack among' the smaller nations of proper material wherewith to
conduct It.

The coming battleships, those now being designed in this country and
In England, for example, will cost when complete, about 16,000,000. For the
smaller nations a fleet of such enormously expensive engines of war Is out of
the question, and when the nations that can afford to build these fleets meet
smaller nations In war, as the United State* met Spain in 1896, then must
come such one-sided battles as Manila and Santiago. »

The tendency In naval construction Is to build heavier ships than have
ever been seen, to make these ships as speedy as possible and to arm them
with the heaviest guns. This tendency, it Is intewsrttag to know, is not a
result of the Russo-Japanese war. Though emphasised and advanced by the
engagements that have taken place In Oriental waters, nevertheless, the ten-
dency antedates the war. It is to be seen In the battleship Vermont which
was recently launched at the Fore River yards at Qulncy, and which has
a displacement of 16,000 tons and will carry four twelve-inch guns. It Is
equally noticeable In the new British battleships of the King Edward class,
which have a displacement of more than 16,000 tons and which carry four
twelve-inch, four 9.2-inch and ten six-Inch guns.

Experience proves that when a
gnmt at a party •tart* a timidknock
on someone not present, Instead of
letting rebuked, his tack hammer hi
drowned In the noise of the sledft
hammers that follow.

MyHair is
Extra Long
Feed your hair; nourish l,j
give it something to live o,
Then it will stop falling, andwill grow long and hewy .Ayer's Hair Vigor is the only
hair-food you can buy. For
00 years it has been dotn»
just what we claim it will do
It will not disappoint you.

"Myhair iued to h% twt short. n»
to now, ud now it I. fourteen tnohii i2?nib Nemiiaplendld malt tomeaf£&*'
ftlmoat without any h«»r»-Mi£j*2%N

/Iti^/c «!?«•Q CHEWY PECTtHAL

I A CHANGE IN CHINA. j
An edict was published not long aw

In China which, although It attracted
littleattention In this country, iwfifaa great revolution in some of the meth-
ods of that nation. The dowager em-press has decreed that all tortures for-
merly administered in Judicial pro-
ceedings shall be abolished, When one
knows how large a part the rack, thewhip, and other instruments of eroelty
play in the so-called courts of China he
can understand what a tremendous
step this is.

China long ago either forgot or if.nored her old proverb which says: "Be
severe in enacting laws but lenient In
executing them." No court of the In-
quisition ever practiced more horrible
or persistent tortures. This jndicial
cruelty has formed the subject ef a
chapter of almost every book written
on that country. Up to the present

time trials In the Chinese courts of
law have been conducted by the means
of torture. Even the witnesses tave
suffered, especially if they have not
testified according to the Judge's the-
ory. Such witnesses were often <beaten
on the cheeks and Jaws until teeth
were loosened and mastication render-
ed impossible.

A traveler tells of a recent experi-
ence in a Chinese court:

"The Judges were sitting in a court-
yard where there were twenty crimi-
nals. These magistrates were dressed
in gorgeous silks and were drowsily
drinking tea. The criminals were in
all sorts of uncomfortable attitudes.
Some of them were suspended by their
thumbs. Their ha!r was unshorn and
matted, their faces caked with dirt,
and they had lost even the look »f hu-
manity.

"One of the judges called for num-
ber nineteen, and a pitiful figure w.is

brought in. The judge told him the
story of his crime. 'On such and such

a day,' he said, 'you were going 4» the
village of Ying Pan, when you fell

upon two carts and attempted t» rob

them. Is it not so?"
" 'Most excellent, I did nothisg of

the sort. I am a good man ajd no
brigand. Ifyou inquire you wKI find
I have a good, character and do not

steal.'
" 'Have I not said that you did steal

'from two carts? How dare you centra-
diet me! That is to say I am a liar.

Assistant, bring the bamboo.'
'For two years this man had been «

prisoner, subjected to such treatment.
and yet had not confessed. Sooner or

later-he must break down, acknowl-
edge a crime he probably never com-
mitted, and be sentenced to death.

Rice and dried fish are the uniform
food of the Japanese army in cam-

paigning times. The rice is first boiled
until it is thick and glutinous. Next

it is placed on a china slab, rolled out

and cut into squares. The square.

are then placed in the sun to dry. Tfiey

become as hard as a ship's biscuit;

and are ready to be stored. A certain

number of squares are allowed to eacn
soldier a day. All he has to do Uto

break up a square in boiling water

and add his dried fish. In a few .mro-
utes he has before him a thick soup.

which to him is very good. Ifhe can-

not procure boiling water he eats n»

rice square as \u25a0 biscuit. -
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